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BALSAMO THE MAGICIAN.
BY ALEX. DUMAS.
CHAPTER I.
THE GRAND MASTER OF THE SECRET SOCIETY.
ON the left bank of the Rhine, near the spot where the Selz rivulet springs forth, the foothill ranges rise of many mountains, of which the bristling humps seem to rush northerly like herds of frightened buffaloes, disappearing in the haze. These mountains tower over a deserted region, forming a guard around one more lofty than the rest, whose granite brow, crowned with a ruined monastery, defies the skies. It is Thunder Mount.
On the sixth of May, 1770, as the great river wavelets were dyed in the rainbow hues of the setting sun, a man who had ridden from Maintz, after a journey through Poland, followed the path out of Danenfels Village until it ended, and, then, alighting and leading his steed, tied it up in the pine woods.
"Be quiet, my good Djerid (javelin)," said the horseman to the animal with this Arabian name which bespoke its blood, and its speed; "and good-bye, if we never meet again."
He cast a glance round him as if he suspected he were overheard.
The barb neighed and pawed with one foot.
"Right, Djerid, the danger is around us."
But as if he had made up his mind not to struggle with it, the venturesome stranger drew the charges from a pair of splendid pistols and cast the powder and bullets on the sward before replacing them in the holsters. He wore a steel-hilted sword which he took off with the belt, and fastened it to the stirrup leather so as to hang from the saddle-horn point down.
These odd formalities being done, he ungloved, and searching his pockets produced nail-scissors and pocket-knife, which he flung over his shoulder without looking to see whither they went.
Drawing the longest possible breath, he plunged at random into the thicket, for there was no trace of a path.
He was a man about thirty, taller than the average, but so wonderfully well built that the utmost strength and skill seemed to circulate in his supple and nervy limbs. He wore a black velvet overcoat with gilt buttons; the flaps of an embroidered waistcoat showed below its lowest buttons, and the buckskin riding breeches defined legs worthy to be a sculptor's models; the elegant feet were cased in patent leather boots.
His countenance was a notable mixture of power and intelligence, with all the play of Southern races; his glance, able to display any emotion, seemed to pierce any one on whom it fell with beams that sounded the very soul. His cheeks had been browned by a sun hotter than that of France. His mouth was large but finely shaped, and parted to reveal magnificent teeth, all the whiter from his dark complexion. His hand was small but muscular; his foot long but fine.
Scarcely had he taken a dozen steps within the glade before he heard faint footsteps. He rose on tiptoe and perceived that unseen hands had unhitched Djerid and were leading him away. He frowned slightly, and a faint smile curled his full cheeks and choicely chiseled lips.
He continued into the heart of the forest.
For a space the twilight guided him, but soon that died out, and he stood in gloom so dense that he had to stop lest he blundered blindly.
"I reached Danenfels from Maintz," he said, aloud, "as there was a road. I reached this forest as there was a path: I am here as there was some light: but I must stop now as I have no sight."
Scarcely had he spoken, in a dialect part French, part Sicilian, than a light flashed out only fifty paces off.
"Thanks! I will follow the light as long as it leads."
The light at once moved onward, regularly and steadily, like a stage lamp managed by the lime-light operator.
At a hundred paces, a breath in the adventurer's ear made him wince.
"Turn and you die!" came this whisper.
"All right," answered the stranger.
"Speak, and you die!" whispered a voice on the left-hand.
He bowed without speaking.
"But," said a voice seeming to issue from the bowels of the earth, "if you are afraid, go back to the plain, by which it will be clear that you are daunted, and renounce your errand."
The traveler waved his hand to imply that he was going ahead, and ahead he went.
But it was so late and the shade so deep that he stumbled during the hour the magic light preceded him, but he did not murmur or show any tremor in fear, while he heard not a breath.
All of a sudden, the light went out!
He had passed through the woodland, for on lifting his eyes, he could see a few stars glitter on the darksome sky.
He kept on in the same direction till he saw loom up the somber mass of the ruins of a castle—its spectre. At the same time his foot met its fallen stones.
A clammy thing wound itself round his forehead and sealed his eyes. He could no longer see even the shadows. It was a wet linen cloth. It must have been an expected thing, for he made no resistance to being blindfolded. But he put forth his hand silently as a blinded man naturally does to grope. The gesture was understood, for on the instant a cold, dry, bony hand clutched his fingers. He knew it was a skeleton's, but had it possessed feeling, it must have owned that his own hand no more trembled.
For a hundred yards the seeker was dragged forward rapidly.
All at once the bandage was plucked aloof, and he stopped; he had reached the top of the Thunder Mount.
Before him rose the moldy, mossy steps of the portico of the old Castle of Donnerberg. On the first slab stood the phantom with the osseous hand which had guided him thither. From head to foot a long shroud enwrapped it; through a slit the dead eyes peered without luster. The fleshless hand pointed into the ruins where the goal seemed to be a hall too high up to be viewed, but with the collapsed ceiling flickering with a fickle light.
The traveler nodded in consent. Slowly the ghost mounted the steps one by one, till amid the ruins. The man followed with the same solemn and tranquil pace regulating his walk, and he also entered.
Behind him slammed the principal door as noisily as a ringing bronze gate.
The phantom guide had paused on the threshold of a round hall hung with black and illumined with greenish hues of three lamps.
"Open your eyes," said the ghastly guide.
"I see," replied the other, stopping ten paces from him.
Drawing a double-edged sword from his shroud with a swift and haughty gesture, the phantom smote with it a brazen column which boomed a note like a gong.
Immediately, all around, the slabs of the hall floor rose up, and countless ghosts like the guide, stole in with drawn swords and took posts on steps where they stood like statues on their pedestals, cold and motionless. They stood out against the sable drapery.
Higher than the steps was a dais for seven chairs; on these six ghosts took place, leaving one seat vacant; they were chiefs.
"What is our number, brothers?" challenged one of the six rising in the middle.
"Three hundred is the right tally," answered the spectres, with one voice thundering through the hall and dying amid the black hangings.
"Three hundred," said the presiding chief, "representing each ten thousand associates; three hundred swords worth three millions of daggers. What do you want, stranger?" he demanded, turning to the intruder.
"To see the Light," was the rejoinder.
"The paths leading to the Mountain of Fire are hard and toilsome—fear you not to tread them?"
"I fear nothing."
"You can not turn back once you start. Bear this in mind."
"I mean to stop only at the goal."
"Are you ready to take the oath?"
"Say it and I will repeat."
The president lifted his hand and slowly and solemnly uttered these words:
"In the name of the Master Carpenter, swear to break all carnal bonds tying you to whomsoever, and above all to those to whom you may have pledged faith, obedience or service."
The new-comer in a firm voice repeated what was pronounced.
"From this out," continued the president, "you are absolved from plights made to native land and rulers. Swear to reveal to your new leader what you have seen and done, heard or learned, read or guessed, and further to spy and discover all passing under your eyes."
On his ceasing the novice repeated.
"Honor and respect the Water of Death," went on the president without a change of voice, "as a prompt means in skilled hands, sure and needful, to purge the globe by the death or insanity of those who strive to stifle the Truth or snatch it from our hands."
An echo could not more faithfully repeat the vow.
"Avoid Spain, Naples, and all accursed lands; and moreover the temptation to let out what you learn and hear—for the lightning is less swift to strike than we with our unseen but inevitable blade, wheresoever you may flee. Now, live in the name of the Supernal Three!"
In spite of the final threat, no emotion could be descried on the novice's face, as he reiterated the words with as calm a tone as he used at the outset.
"Now, deck the applicant with the sacred ribbon," said the president.
Two shrouded figures placed on the bent brow of the stranger a sky-blue ribbon with silver letters and female figures; the ends of the badge were tied behind on the nape. They stepped aside, leaving him alone again.
"What do you want?" asked the chief officer.
"Three things: the iron hand to strangle tyranny; the fiery sword to drive the impure from earth; and the diamond scales to weigh the destinies of mankind."
"Are you prepared for the tests?"
"Who seeks to be accepted, should be ready for everything."
"The tests!" shouted the ghosts.
"Turn round," said the president.
The stranger faced a man, pale as death, bound and gagged.
"Behold a traitor who revealed the secrets of the Order after taking such an oath as you did. Thus guilty, what think you he deserves?"
"Death."
"Death!" cried the three hundred sword-bearers.
Instantly the unhappy culprit, despite superhuman resistance, was dragged to the back of the hall. The initiated one saw him wrestling and writhing in the torturers' hands and heard his voice hissing past the gag. A poniard flashed in the lamplight like lightning, and after it fell, with a slapping sound of the hilt, the dead body landed heavily on the stone floor.
"Justice has been executed," observed the stranger, turning round to the terrifying circle, whose greedy eyes had gazed on him out of their grave clothes.
"So you approve of the execution?"
"Yes, if the slain were truly guilty."
"And would you drink the downfall of any one who sold the secrets of this Ancient Association?"
"In any beverage."
"Bring hither the cup," said the arch-officer.
One of the two executioners drew near with a skull brimming with a warm and ruddy liquid. The stranger took the goblet by its brass stem and said, as he held it up: "I drink to the death of all false brothers." Lowering the cup to his lips, he drained it to the last drop, and calmly returned it to the giver.
A murmur of astonishment ran around the assemblage, as the phantoms glanced at one another.
"So far well. The pistol," said the chief.
A ghost stole up to the speaker holding a pistol in one hand, and powder and ball in the other, without the novice seeming to deign a glance in that direction.
"Do you promise passive obedience to the brotherhood, even though it were to recoil on yourself?"
"Whoso enters the household of the Faithful is no longer his own property."
"Hence you will obey any order given you?"
"Straightway."
"Take this firearm and load it."
"What am I to do with it?"
"Cock it."
The stranger set the hammer, and the click of it going on full cock was plainly heard in the deep stillness.
"Clap the muzzle to your temple," ordered the president, and the suppliant obeyed without hesitating.
The silence deepened over all; the lamps seemed to fade, and the bystanders had no more breath than ghosts.
"Fire!" exclaimed the president.
The hammer fell and the flint emitted sparks in the pan; but it was only the powder there which took fire and no report followed its ephemeral flame.
An outcry of admiration burst from nearly every breast, and the president instinctively held out his hand toward the novice.
But two tests were not enough for some doubters who called out: "The dagger!"
"Since you require it, bring the dagger," said the presiding officer.
"It is useless," interrupted the stranger, shaking his head disdainfully.
"What do you mean?" asked several voices.
"Useless," repeated the new-comer, in a voice rising above all the others, "for you are wasting precious time. I know all your secrets, and these childish proofs are unworthy the head of sensible beings. That man was not murdered; the stuff I drank was wine hid in a pouch on his chest; the bullet and powder I loaded the trick-pistol with fell into a hollow in the stock when the weapon was cocked. Take back the sham arm, only good to frighten cowards. Rise, you lying corpse; you cannot frighten the strong-minded."
A terrible roar shook the hall.
"To know our mysteries, you must be an initiate or a spy," said the president.
"Who are you?" demanded three hundred voices together, as a score of swords shone in the grip of the nearest and were lowered by the regular movement of trained soldiers toward the intruder's bosom.
Calm and smiling, he lifted his head, wound round with the sacred fillet, and replied:
"I am the Man for the Time."
Before his lordly gaze the blades lowered unevenly as they on whom it fell obeyed promptly or tried to resist the influence.
"You have made a rash speech," said the president, "but it may have been spoken without your knowing its gravity."
"I have replied as I was bound," said the other, shaking his head and smiling.
"Whence come you, then?" questioned the chief.
"From the quarter whence cometh the Light," was the response.
"That is the East, and we are informed that you come from Sweden."
"I may have passed through there from the Orient," said the stranger.
"Still we know you not. A second time, who are you?"
"I will tell you in a while, since you pretend not to know me; but, meantime, I will tell you who you are."
The spectres shuddered and their swords clanked as they shifted them from the left to the right hands again to point them at his breast.
"To begin with you," said the stranger, pointing to the chief, "one who fancies himself a god and is but a forerunner—the representative of the Swedish Circles—I will name you, though I need not name the others. Swedenborg, have not the angels, who speak familiarly with you, revealed that the Man you expect was on the way?"
"True, they told me so," answered the principal, parting his shroud the better to look out.
This act, against the rule and habit during the rites, displayed the venerable countenance and snowy beard of an old man of eighty.
"And on your left," continued the stranger, "sits the representative of Great Britain, the chief of the Scottish Rites. I salute your lordship. If the blood of your forefathers runs in your veins, England may hope not to have the Light die out."
The swords dropped, for anger was yielding to surprise.
"So this is you, captain?" went on the stranger to the last leader on the president's left; "in what port have you left your handsome cruiser, which you love like a lass. The Providence is a gallant frigate, and the name brings good luck to America."
"Now for your turn, Prophet of Zurich," he said to the man on the right of the chief. "Look me in the face, since you have carried the science of Physiognomy to divination, and tell me if you do not read my mission in the lines of my face?"
The person addressed recoiled a step.
"As for you, descendant of Pelagius, for a second time the Moors must be driven out of Spain. It would be an easy matter if the Castilians have not lost the sword of the Cid."
Mute and motionless dwelt the fifth chief: the voice seemed to have turned him to stone.
"Have you nothing to say to me?" inquired the sixth delegate, anticipating the denouncer who seemed to forget him.
"Yea, to you I have to say what the Son of the Great Architect said to Judas, and I will speak it in a while."
So replied the traveler, fastening on him one of those glances which pierced to the heart.
The hearer became whiter than his shroud, while a murmur ran round the gathering, wishful to call the accused one to account.
"You forget the delegate of France," observed the chief.
"He is not among you—as you well know, for there is his vacant place," haughtily made answer the stranger. "Bear in mind that such tricks make them smile who can see in the dark; who act in spite of the elements, and live though Death menaces them."
"You are a young man to speak thus with the authority of a divinity," resumed the principal. "Reflect, yourself—impudence only stuns the ignorant or the irresolute."
"You are all irresolute," retorted the stranger, with a smile of supreme scorn, "or you would have acted against me. You are ignorant, since you do not know me, while I know ye all. With boldness alone I succeed against you, but boldness would be vain against one with irresistible power."
"Inform us with a proof of this power," said the Swedenborg.
"What brings ye together?"
"The Supreme Council."
"Not without intention," went on the visitant, "have you come from all quarters, to gather in the sanctuary of the Terrible Faith."
"Surely not," replied the Swede; "we come to hail the person who has founded a mystic empire in the Orient, uniting the two hemispheres in a commonalty of beliefs, and joining the hands of human brotherhood."
"Would you know him by any token?"
"Heaven has been good enough to unveil it by the intermediation of its angels," answered the visionary.
"If you hold this secret alone and have not revealed it to a soul, tell it aloud, for the time has come."
"On his breast," said the chief of the Illuminati, "he wears a diamond star, in the core of which shines the three initials of a phrase known to him alone."
"State those initials."
"L. P. D."
With a rapid stroke the stranger opened his overcoat, coat and waistcoat and showed on the fine linen front, gleaming like flame, a jeweled plate on which flared the three letters in rubies.
"HE!" ejaculated the Swede: "can this be he?"
"Whom all await?" added the other leaders, anxiously.
"The Hierophant of Memphis—the Grand Copt?" muttered the three hundred voices.
"Will you deny me now?" demanded the Man from the East, triumphantly.
"No," cried the phantoms, bowing to the ground.
"Speak, Master," said the president and the five chiefs, bowing, "and we obey."
The visitor seemed to reflect during the silence, some instants long.
"Brothers," he finally said, "you may lay aside your swords uselessly fatiguing your arms, and lend me an attentive ear, for you will learn much in the few words I address you. The source of great rivers is generally unknown, like most divine things: I know whither I go, but not my origin. When I first opened my eyes to consciousness, I was in the sacred city of Medina, playing about the gardens of the Mufti Suleyman. I loved this venerable old man like a father, but he was none of mine, and he addressed me with respect though he held me in affection. Three times a day he stood aside to let another old man come to me whose name I ever utter with gratitude mixed with awe. This august receptacle of all human wisdom, instructed in all things by the Seven Superior Spirits, bore the name of Althotas. He was my tutor and master, and venerable friend, for he is twice the age of the oldest here."
Long shivers of anxiety hailed this speech, spoken in solemnity, with majestic gesticulation and in a voice severe while smooth.
"One day in my fifteenth year, in the midst of my studies, my old master came to me with a phial in hand. 'Acharat,' he said—it was my name—'I have always told you that nothing is born to die forever in this world. Man only lacks clearness of mind to be immortal. I have found the beverage to scatter the clouds, and next will discover that to dispel death. Yesterday I drank of this distillation: I want you to drink the rest to-day.'
"I had extreme trust in my teacher but my hand trembled in taking this phial, like Eve's in taking the apple of Life.
"'Drink,' he said, smiling. And I drank.
"'Sleep,' he said, laying his hands on my head. And I slept.
"Then all that was material about me faded away, and the soul that solitarily remained lived again, like Pythagoras, for centuries through which it had passed. In the panorama unfolded before it, I beheld myself in previous existence, and, awaking, comprehended that I was more than man."
He spoke with so strong a conviction, and his eyes were fixed heavenward with so sublime an expression that a murmur of admiration hailed him: astonishment had yielded to wonder, as wrath had to astonishment.
"Thereupon," continued the Enlightened One, "I determined to devote my existence at present, as well as the fruit of all my previous ones, to the welfare of mankind. Next day, as though he divined my plan, Althotas came to me and said:
"'My son, your mother died twenty years ago as she gave birth to you; for twenty years your sire has kept hidden by some invincible obstacle; we will resume our travels and if we meet him, you may embrace him—but not knowing him.' You see that all was to be mysterious about me, as with all the Elect of heaven.
"At the end of our journeys, I was a Theosophist. The many cities had not roused my wonderment. Nothing was new to me under the sun. I had been in every place formerly in one or more of my several existences. The only thing striking me was the changes in the peoples. Following the March of Progress, I saw that all were proceeding toward Freedom. All the prophets had been sent to prop the tottering steps of mankind, which, though blind at birth, staggers step by step toward Light. Each century is an age for the people. Now you understand that I come not from the Orient to practice simply the Masonic rites, but to say: Brothers, we must give light to the world. France is chosen to be the torch-bearer. It may consume, but it will be a wholesome conflagration, for it will enlighten the world. That is why France has no delegate here; he may have shrunk from his duty. We want one who will recoil from nothing—and so I shall go into France. It is the most important post, the most perilous, and I undertake it."
"Yet you know what goes on there?" questioned the president.
Smiling, the man called Acharat replied: "I ought to know, for I have been preparing matters. The king is old, timid, corrupt, but less antiquated and hopeless of cure than the monarchy he represents. Only a few years further will he sit on the throne. We must have the future laid out from when he dies. France is the keystone of the arch. Let that stone be wrenched forth by the six millions of hands which will be raised at a sign from the Inner Circle, and down will fall the monarchical system. On the day when there shall be no longer a king in France, the most insolently enthroned ruler in Europe will turn giddy, and spring of his own accord into the gulf left by the disappearance of the throne of Saint Louis."
"Forgive the doubt, most venerated Master," interrupted the chief on the right, with the Swiss accent, "but have you taken all into calculation?"
"Everything," replied the Grand Copt, laconically.
"In my studies, master, I was convinced of one truth—that the characteristics of a man were written on their faces. Now, I fear that the French people will love the new rulers of the country you speak of—the sweet, clement king, and the lovely amiable queen. The bride of the Prince Royal, Marie Antoinette, is even now crossing the border. The altar and the nuptial bed are being made ready at Versailles. Is this the moment to begin your reformation?"
"Most illustrious brother," said the supreme chief to the Prophet of Zurich, "if you read the faces of man, I read the features of the future. Marie Antoinette is proud and will obstinately continue the conflict, in which she will fall beneath our attacks. The Dauphin, Louis Auguste, is good and mild; he will weaken in the strife and perish like his wife, and with her. But each will fall and perish by the opposite virtue and fault. They esteem each other now—we will not give them time to love one another, and in a year they will entertain mutual contempt. Besides, brothers, why should we debate on the point whence cometh the light, since it is shown to me? I come from out of the East, like the shepherds guided by the star, announcing a new birth of man. To-morrow, I set to work, and with your help I ask but twenty years to kill not a mere king but a principle. You may think twenty years long to efface the idea of royalty from the hearts of those who would sacrifice their children's lives for the little King Louis XV. You believe it an easy matter to make odious the lilyflowers, emblem of the Bourbon line, but it would take you ages to do it.
"You are scattered and tremble in your ignorance of one another's aspirations. I am the master-ring which links you all in one grand fraternal tie. I tell you that the principles which now you mutter at the fireside; scribble in the shadows of your old towers; confide to one another under the rose and the dagger for the traitor or the imprudent friend who utters them louder than you dare—these principles may be shouted on the housetops in broad day, printed throughout Europe and disseminated by peaceful messengers, or on the points of the bayonets of five hundred soldiers of Liberty, whose colors will have them inscribed on their folds. You tremble at the name of Newgate Prison; at that of the Inquisition's dungeon; or of the Bastile, which I go to flout at—hark ye! We shall all laugh pity for ourselves on that day when we shall trample on the ruins of the jails, while our wives and children dance for joy. This can come to pass only after the death of monarchy as well as of the king, after religious powers are scorned, after social inferiority is completely forgotten, and after the extinction of aristocratic castes and the division of noblemen's property. I ask for a generation to destroy an old world and rear a new one, twenty seconds in Eternity, and you think it is too much!"
A long greeting in admiration and assent hailed the somber prophet's speech. It was clear that he had won all the sympathy of the mysterious mandatories of European intellect. Enjoying his victory just a space, the Grand Copt resumed:
"Let us see now, brothers, since I am going to beard the lion in his den, what you will do for the cause for which you pledged life, liberty and fortune? I come to learn this."
Silence, dreadful from its solemnity, followed these words. The immobile phantoms were absorbed in the thoughts which were to overthrow a score of thrones. The six chiefs conferred with the groups and returned to the president to consult with him before he was the first to speak.
"I stand for Sweden," he said. "I offer in her name the miners who raised the Vasas to the throne—now to upset it, together with a hundred thousand silver crown pieces."
Drawing out tablets, the Hierophant wrote this offer. On the president's left spoke another:
"I am sent by the lodges of England and Scotland. I can promise nothing for the former country, which is burning to fight us Scots. But in the name of poor Erin and poor Scotia, I promise three thousand men, and three thousand crowns yearly."
"I," said the third speaker, whose vigor and rough activity was betrayed beneath the winding sheet fettering such a form. "I represent America, where every stick and stone, tree and running brook, and drop of blood belong to rebellion. As long as we have gold in our hills, we will send it ye; as long as blood to shed, we will risk it; but we cannot act till we ourselves are out of the yoke. We are so divided as to be broken strands of a cable. Let a mighty hand unite but two of the strands, and the rest will twist up with them into a hawser to pull down the crowned evils from their pride of place. Begin with us, most venerable master. If you want the French to be delivered from royalty, make us free of British domination."
"Well spoken," said the Hierophant of Memphis. "You Americans shall be free, and France will lend a helping hand. In all languages, the Grand Architect hath said: 'Help each other!' Wait a while. You will not have long to bide, my brother."
Turning to the Switzer, he drew these words from him:
"I can promise only my private contribution. The sons of our republic have long supplied troops to the French monarchy. They are faithful bargainers, and will carry out their contracts. For the first time, most venerated Master, I am ashamed of their loyalty."
"Be it so, we must win without them and in their teeth. Speak, Spain!"
"I am poor," said the grandee, "and have but three thousand brothers to supply. But each will furnish a thousand reals a year. Spain is an indolent land, where man would doze though a bed of thorns."
"Be it so," said the Grand Master. "Speak, you, brother."
"I speak for Russia and the Polish clubs. Our brothers are discontented rich men, or serfs doomed to restless labor and untimely death. In the name of the latter, owning nothing, not even life, I can promise nothing; but three thousand rich men will pay twenty louis a head every year."
The other deputies came forward by turns, and had their offers set down in the Copt's memorandum book as they bound themselves to fulfill their plight.
"The word of command," said the leader, "already spread in one part of the world, is to be dispensed through the others. It is symbolized by the three letters which you have seen. Let each one wear them in the heart as well as on it, for we, the Sovereign Master of the shrines of the Orient and the West, we order the ruin of the Lilies. L. P. D. signifies Lilia Pedibus Destrue—Trample Lilies Under! I order you of Spain, Sweden, Scotland, Switzerland and America, to Trample down the Lilies of the Bourbon race."
The cheering was like the roar of the sea, under the vault, escaping by gusts down the mountain gorges.
"In the name of the Architect, begone," said the Master. "By stream and strand and valley, begone by the rising of the sun. You will see me once more, and that will be on the day of triumph. Go!"
He terminated his address with a masonic sign which was understood solely by the six chiefs, who remained after the inferiors had departed. Then the Grand Copt took the Swede aside.
"Swedenborg, you are really an inspired man, and heaven thanks you by my voice. Send the cash into France to the address I shall give you."
The president bowed humbly, and went away amazed by the second sight which had unveiled his name.
"Brave Fairfax," said the Master to another, "I hail you as the worthy son of your sire. Remind me to General Washington when next you write to him."
Fairfax retired on the heels of Swedenborg.
"Paul Jones," went on the Copt to the American deputy, "you have spoken to the mark, as I expected of you. You will be one of the heroes of the American Republic. Be both of you ready when the signal is flying."
Quivering as though inspired by a holy breath, the future capturer of the Serapis likewise retired.
"Lavater," said the Master to the Swiss, "drop your theories for it is high time to take up practice; no longer study what man is, but what he may become. Go, and woe to your fellow countrymen who take up arms against us, for the wrath of the people is swift and devouring even as that of the God on high!"
Trembling, the physiognomist bowed and went his way.
"List to me, Ximenes," said the Copt to the Spaniard; "you are zealous, but you distrust yourself. You say, Spain dozes. That is because no one rouses her. Go and awake her; Castile is still the land of the Cid."
The last chief was skulking forward when the head of the Masons checked him with a wave of the hand.
"Schieffort, of Russia, you are a traitor who will betray our cause before the month is over; but before the month is out, you will be dead."
The Muscovite envoy fell on his knees; but the other made him rise with a threatening gesture, and the doomed one reeled out of the hall.
Left by himself in the deserted and silent hall, the strange man buttoned up his overcoat, settled his hat on his head, pushed the spring of the bronze door to make it open, and went forth. He strode down the mountain defiles as if they had long been known to him, and without light or guide in the woods, went to the further edge. He listened, and hearing a distant neigh, he proceeded thither. Whistling peculiarly, he brought his faithful Djerid to his hand. He leaped lightly into the saddle, and the two, darting away headlong, were enwrapped in the fogs rising between Danenfels and the top of the Thunder Mountain.
CHAPTER II.
THE LIVING-WAGON IN THE STORM.
A WEEK after the events depicted, a living-wagon drawn by four horses and conducted by two postboys, left Pont-a-Mousson, a pretty town between Nancy and Metz. Nothing like this caravan, as show people style the kind, had ever crossed the bridge, though the good folks see theatrical carts of queer aspect.
The body was large and painted blue, with a baron's insignia, surmounting a J. and a B., artistically interlaced. This box was lighted by two windows, curtained with muslin, but they were in the front, where a sort of driver's cab hid them from the vulgar eye. By these apertures the inmate of the coach could talk with outsiders. Ventilation was given this case by a glazed skylight in the "dickey," or hind box of the vehicle, where grooms usually sit. Another orifice completed the oddity of the affair by presenting a stovepipe, which belched smoke, to fade away in the wake as the whole rushed on.
In our times one would have simply imagined that it was a steam conveyance and applauded the mechanician who had done away with horses.
The machine was followed by a led horse of Arab extraction, ready saddled, indicating that one of the passengers sometimes gave himself the pleasure and change of riding alongside the vehicle.
At St. Mihiel the mountain ascent was reached. Forced to go at a walk, the quarter of a league took half an hour.
Toward evening the weather turned from mild and clear to tempestuous. A cloud spread over the skies with frightful rapidity and intercepted the setting sunbeams. All of a sudden the cloud was stripped by a lightning flash, and the startled eye could plunge into the immensity of the firmament, blazing like the infernal regions. The vehicle was on the mountain side when a second clap of thunder flung the rain out of the cloud; after falling in large drops, it poured hard.
The postboys pulled up. "Hello!" demanded a man's voice from inside the conveyance, "what are you stopping for?"
"We are asking one another if we ought to go on," answered one postillion with the deference to a master who had paid handsomely.
"It seems to me that I ought to be asked about that. Go ahead!"
But the rain had already made the road downward slippery.
"Please, sir, the horses won't go," said the elder postillion.
"What have you got spurs for?"
"They might be plunged rowels deep without making the balky creatures budge; may heaven exterminate me if——"
The blasphemy was not finished, as a dreadful lightning stroke cut him short. The coach was started and ran upon the horses, which had to race to save themselves from being crushed. The equipage flew down the sloping road like an arrow, skimming the precipice.
Instead of the traveler's voice coming from the vehicle, it was his head.
"You clumsy fellows will kill us all!" he said. "Bear to the left, deuce take ye!"
"Oh, Joseph," screamed a woman's voice inside, "help! Holy Madonna, help us!"
It was time to invoke the Queen of Heaven, for the heavy carriage was skirting the abysm; one wheel seemed to be in the air and a horse was nearly over when the traveler, springing out on the pole, grasped the postboy nearest by the collar and slack of the breeches. He raised him out of his boots as if he were a child, flung him a dozen feet clear, and taking his place in the saddle, gathered up the reins, and said in a terrifying voice to the second rider:
"Keep to the left, rascal, or I shall blow out your brains!"
The order had a magical effect. The foremost rider, haunted by the shriek of his luckless comrade, followed the substitute impulse and bore the horses toward the firm land.
"Gallop!" shouted the traveler. "If you falter, I shall run right over you and your horses."
The chariot seemed an infernal machine drawn by nightmares and pursued by a whirlwind.
But they had eluded one danger only to fall into another.
As they reached the foot of the declivity, the cloud split with an awful roar in which was blended the flame and the thunder.
A fire enwrapped the leaders, and the wheelers and the leaders were brought to their haunches as if the ground gave way under them. But the fore pair, rising quickly and feeling that the traces had snapped, carried away their man in the darkness. The vehicle, rolling on a few paces, stopped on the dead body of the stricken horse.
The whole event had been accompanied by the screams of the woman.
For a moment of confusion, none knew who was living or dead.
The traveler was safe and sound, on feeling himself; but the lady had swooned. Although he guessed this was the case, it was elsewhere that he ran to aid—to the rear of the vehicle.
The led horse was rearing with bristling mane, and shaking the door, to the handle of which his halter was hitched.
"Hang the confounded beast again!" muttered a broken voice within; "a curse on him for shaking the wall of my laboratory." Becoming louder, the same voice added in Arabic: "I bid you keep quiet, devil!"
"Do not wax angry with Djerid, master," said the traveler, untying the steed and fastening it to the hind wheel; "he is frightened, and for sound reasons."
So saying, he opened a door, let down the steps, and stepped inside the vehicle, closing the door behind him.
He faced a very aged man, with hooked nose, gray eyes, and shaking yet active hands. Sunken in a huge armchair, he was following the lines of a manuscript book on vellum, entitled "The Secret Key to the Cabinet of Magic," while holding a silver skimmer in his other hand.
The three walls—for this old man had called the sides of the living-wagon "walls"—held bookcases, with shelves of bottles, jars and brass-bound boxes, set in wooden cases like utensils on shipboard so as to stand up without upsetting. The old man could reach these articles by rolling the easy chair to them; a crank enabled him to screw up the seat to the level of the highest. The compartment was, in feet, eight by six and six in height. Facing the door was a furnace with hood and bellows. It was now boiling a crucible at a white heat, whence issued the smoke by the pipe overhead exciting the mystery of the villagers wherever the wagon went through.
The whole emitted an odor which in a less grotesque laboratory would have been called a perfume.
The occupant seemed to be in bad humor, for he grumbled:
"The cursed animal is frightened: but what has he got to disturb him, I want to know? He has shaken my door, cracked my furnace, and spilt a quarter of my elixir in the fire. Acharat, in heaven's name, drop the beast in the first desert we cross."
"In the first place, master," returned the other smiling, "we are not crossing deserts, for we are in France; and next, I would not abandon a horse worth a thousand louis, or rather priceless, as he is of the breed of Al Borach."
"I will give you a thousand over and over again. He has lost me more than a million, to say nothing of the days he has robbed me of. The liquor would have boiled up without loss of a drop, in a little longer, which neither Zoroaster nor Paracelsus stated, but it is positively advised by Borri."
"Never mind, it will soon be boiling again."
"But that is not all—something is dropping down my chimney."
"Merely water—it is raining."
"Water? Then my elixir is spoilt. I must renew the work—as if I had any time to spare!"
"It is pure water from above. It was pouring, as you might have noticed."
"Do I notice anything when busy? On my poor soul, Acharat, this is exasperating. For six months I have been begging for a cowl to my chimney—I mean this year. You never think of it, though you are young and have lots of leisure. What will your negligence bring about? The rain to-day or the wind to-morrow confound my calculations and ruin all my operations. Yet I must hurry, by Jove! for my hundredth year commences on the fifteenth of July, at eleven at night precisely, and if my elixir of life is not then ready, good-night to the Sage Althotas."
"But you are getting on well with it, my dear master, I think."
"Yes, by my tests by absorption, I have restored vitality to my paralyzed arm. I only want the plant mentioned by Pliny, which we have perhaps passed a hundred times or crushed under the wheels. By the way, what rumbling is that? Are we still going?"
"No; that is thunder. The lightning has been playing the mischief with us, but I was safe enough, being clothed in silk."
"Lightning? Pooh! wait till I renew my life and can attend to other matters. I will put a steel bridle on your electric fluid and make it light this study and cook my meals. I wish I were as sure of making my elixir perfect——"
"And our great work—how comes it on?"
"Making diamonds? That is done. Look there in the glass dish."
Joseph Balsamo greedily caught up the crystal saucer, and saw a small brilliant amid some dust.
"Small, and with flaws," he said, disappointed.
"Because the fire was put out, Acharat, from there being no cowl to the chimney."
"You shall have it; but do take some food."
"I took some elixir a couple of hours ago."
"Nay, that was at six this morning, and it is now the afternoon."
"Another day gone, fled and lost," moaned the alchemist, wringing his hands; "are they not growing shorter? Have they less than four-and-twenty hours?"
"If you will not eat, at least take a nap."
"When I sleep, I am afraid I shall never wake. If I lie down for two hours, you will come and call me, Acharat," said the old man in a coaxing voice.
"I swear I will, master."
At this point they heard the gallop of a horse and a scream of astonishment and disquiet.
"What does that mean?" questioned the traveler, quickly opening the door, and leaping out on the road without using the steps.
CHAPTER III.
THE LOVELY LORENZA.
THE woman who was in the fore part of the coach, in the cab, remained for a time deprived of sense. As fear alone had caused the swoon, she came to consciousness.
"Heavens!" she cried, "am I abandoned helpless here, with no human being to take pity upon me?"
"Lady," said a timid voice at hand, "I am here, and I may be some help to you."
Passing her head and both arms out of the cab by the leather curtains, the young woman, rising, faced a youth who stood on the steps.
"Is it you offered me help? What has happened?"
"The thunderbolt nearly struck you, and the traces were broken of the leading pair, which have run off with the postboy."
"What has become of the person who was riding the other pair?" she asked, with an anxious look round.
"He got off the horses as if all right and went inside the other part of this coach."
"Heaven be praised," said she, breathing more freely. "But who are you to offer me assistance so timely?"
"Surprised by the storm, I was in that dark hole which is a quarry outlet, when I suddenly saw a large wagon coming down at a gallop. I thought it a runaway, but soon saw it was guided by a mighty hand, but the lightning fell with such an uproar that I feared I was struck and was stunned. All seemed to have happened in a dream."
The lady nodded as if this satisfied her, but rested her head on her hand in deep thought. He had time to examine her. She was in her twenty-third year, and of dark complexion, but richly colored with the loveliest pink. Her blue eyes sparkled like stars as she appealed to heaven, and her hair fell in curls of jet, unpowdered contrary to the fashion, on her opal neck.
"Where are we?" she suddenly inquired.
"On the Strasburg to Paris highway, near Pierrefittes, a village. Bar-le-Duc is the next town, with some five thousand population."
"Is there a short cut to it?"
"None I ever heard of."
"What a pity!" she said in Italian.
As she kept silent toward him, the youth was going away, when this drew her from her reverie, for she called him for another question.
"Is there a horse still attached to the coach?"
"The gentleman who entered, tied it to the wheel."
"It is a valuable animal, and I should like to be sure it is unhurt; but how can I go through this mud?"
"I can bring it here," proposed the stripling.
"Do so, I prithee, and I shall be most grateful to you."
But the barb reared and neighed when he went up.
"Do not be afraid," said the lady: "it is gentle as a lamb. Djerid," she called in a low voice.
The steed recognized the mistress's voice, for it extended its intelligent head toward the speaker, while the youth unfastened it. But it was scarcely loose before it jerked the reins away and bounded up to the vehicle. The woman came forth, and almost as quickly leaped on the saddle, with the dexterity of those sylphs in German ballads who cling to riders while seated on the crupper. The youth sprang toward her but she stopped him with an imperative wave of the hand.
"List to me. Though but a boy, or because you are young, you have humane feelings. Do not oppose my flight. I am fleeing from a man I love, but I am above all a good Catholic. This man would destroy my soul were I to stay by him, as he is a magician whom God sent a warning to by the lighting. May he profit by it! Tell him this, and bless you for the help given me. Farewell!"
Light as the marsh mist, she was carried away by the gallop of Djerid. On seeing this, the youth could not restrain a cry of surprise, which was the one heard inside the coach.
CHAPTER IV.
GILBERT.
THE alarmed traveler closed the coach door behind him carefully, and looked wistfully round. First he saw the young man, frightened. A flash of lighting enabled him to examine him from head to foot, an operation habitual to him on seeing any new person or thing. This was a springald of sixteen, small, thin and agile; his bold black eyes lacked sweetness but not charm: shrewdness and observation were revealed in his thin, hooked nose, fine lip and projecting cheek bones, while the rounded chin stuck out in token of resolution.
"Was that you screamed just now,—what for?" queried the gentleman.
"The lady from the cab there rode off on the led horse."
The traveler did not make any remark at this hesitating reply; not a word; he rushed to the fore part and saw by the lightning that it was empty.
"Sblood!" he roared in Italian, almost like the thunder peal accompanying the oath.
He looked round for means of pursuit, but one of the coach-horses in chase of Djerid would be a tortoise after a gazelle.
"Still I can find out where she is," he muttered, "unless——"
Quickly and anxiously he drew a small book from his vest pocket, and in a folded paper found a tress of raven hair.
His features became serene, and apparently he was calmed.
"All is well," he said, wiping his streaming face. "Did she say nothing when she started?"
"Yes, that she quitted you not through hate but fear, as she is a Christian, while you—you are an atheist, and miscreant, to whom God sought to give a final warning by this storm."
"If that is all, let us drop the subject."
The last traces of disquiet and discontent fled the man's brow. The youth noticed all this with curiosity mingled with keen observation.
"What is your name, my young friend?" inquired the traveler.
"Gilbert."
"It is my whole name."
"My dear Gilbert, Providence placed you on my road to save me from bother. I know your youth compels you to be obliging: but I am not going to ask anything hard of you—only a night's lodging."
"This rock was my shelter."
"I should like a dwelling better where I could get a good meal and bed."
"We are a league and a half from Pierrefitte, the next village."
"With only two horses that would take two hours. Just think if there is no refuge nearer."
"Taverney Castle is at hand, but it is not an inn."
"Not lived in?"
"Baron Taverney lives there——"
"What is he?"
"Father of Mademoiselle Andrea de Taverney——"
"Delighted to hear it," smilingly said the other: "but I want to know the kind of man he is."
"An old nobleman who used to be wealthy."
"An old story. My friend, please take me to Baron Taverney's."
"He does not receive company," said the youth, in apprehension.
"Not welcome a stray gentleman? He must be a bear."
"Much like it. I do not advise your risking it."
"Pooh! The bear will not eat me up alive."
"But he may keep the door closed."
"I will break it in; and unless you refuse to be my guide——"
"I do not; I will show the way."
The traveler took off the carriage lamp, which Gilbert held curiously in his hands.
"It has no light," he said.
"I have fire in my pocket."
"Pretty hard to get fire from flint and steel this weather," observed the youth.
But the other drew a silver case from his pocket, and opening the lid plunged a match into it; a flame sprang up and he drew out the match aflame. This was so sudden and unexpected by the youth, who only knew of tinder and the spark, and not of phosphorus, the toy of science at this period, that he started. He watched the magician restore the case to his pocket with greed. He would have given much to have the instrument.
He went on before with the lighted lamp, while his companion forced the horses to come by his hand on the bridle.
"You appear to know all about this Baron of Taverney, my lad!" he began the dialogue.
"I have lived on his estate since a child."
"Oh, your kinsman, tutor, master?"
At this word the youth's cheek colored up, though usually pale, and he quivered.
"I am no man's servant, sir," he retorted. "I am son of one who was a farmer for the baron, and my mother nursed Mademoiselle Andrea."
"I understand; you belong to the household as foster-brother of the young lady—I suppose she is young?"
"She is sixteen."
He had answered only one of the two questions, and not the one personal to him.
"How did you chance to be on the road in such weather?" inquired the other, making the same reflection as our own.
"I was not on the road, but in the cave, reading a book called 'The Social Contract,' by one Rousseau."
"Oh, found the book in the lord's library?" asked the gentleman with some astonishment.
"No, I bought it of a peddler who, like others of his trade, has been hawking good books hereabouts."
"Who told you 'The Contract' was a good book?"
"I found that out by reading it, in comparison with some infamous ones in the baron's library."
"The baron gets indecent books, always costly, in this hole?"
"He does not spend money on them as they are sent him from Paris by his friend the Marshal Duke of Richelieu."
"Oh! of course he does not let his daughter see such stuff?"
"He leaves them about, but Mademoiselle Andrea does not read them," rejoined the youth, drily.
The mocking traveler was briefly silent. He was interested in this singular character, in whom was blended good and evil, shame and boldness.
"How came you to read bad books?"
"I did not know what they were until read; but I kept on as they taught me what I was unaware of. But 'The Contract' told me what I had guessed, that all men are brothers, society badly arranged, and that instead of being serfs and slaves, individuals are equal."
"Whew!" whistled the gentleman, as they went on. "You seem to be hungry to learn?"
"Yes, it is my greatest wish to know everything, so as to rise——"
"To what station?"
Gilbert paused, for having a goal in his mind, he wanted to keep it hidden.
"As far as man may go," he answered.
"So you have studied?"
"How study when I was not rich and was cooped up in Taverney? I can read and write; but I shall learn the rest somehow one of these days."
"An odd boy," thought the stranger.
During the quarter of an hour they had trudged on, the rain had ceased, and the earth sent up the sharp tang replacing the sulphurous breath of the thunderstorms.
"Do you know what storms are?" questioned Gilbert, after deep musing.
"Thunder and lightning are the result of a shock between the electricity in the air and in the earth," he said, smiling.
"I do not follow you," sighed Gilbert.
The traveler might have supplied a more lucid explanation but a light glimmered through the trees.
"That is the carriage-gateway of Taverney," said the guide.
"Open it."
"Taverney gate does not open so easily as that."
"Is it a fort? Knock, and louder than that!"
Thus emboldened, the boy dropped the knocker and hung on to the bell, which clanged so lustily that it might be heard afar.
"That is Mahon barking," said the youth.
"Mahon? He names his watchdog after a victory of his friend my Lord Richelieu, I see," remarked the traveler.
"I did not know that. You see how ignorant I am," sighed Gilbert.
These sighs summed up the disappointments and repressed ambition of the youth.
"That is the goodman Labrie coming," said the latter at the sound of footsteps within.
The door opened, but at the sight of the stranger the old servant wanted to slam it.
"Excuse me, friend," interposed the traveler; "don't shut the door in my face. I will risk my travel-stained garb, and I warrant you that I shall not be expelled before I have warmed myself and had a meal. I hear you keep good wine, eh? You ought to know that?"
Labrie tried still to resist, but the other was determined and led the horses right in with the coach, while Gilbert closed the gates in a trice. Vanquished, the servant ran to announce his own defeat. He rushed toward the house, shouting:
"Nicole Legay!"
"Nicole is Mademoiselle Andrea's maid," explained the boy, as the gentleman advanced with his usual tranquility.
A light appeared among the shrubbery, showing a pretty girl.
"What is all this riot; what's wanted of me?" she challenged.
"Quick, my lass," faltered the old domestic, "announce to master that a stranger, overtaken by the storm, seeks hospitality for the night."
Nicole darted so swiftly toward the building as to be lost instantly to sight. Labrie took breath, as he might be sure that his lord would not be taken by surprise.
"Announce Baron Joseph Balsamo," said the traveler; "the similarity in rank will disarm your lord."
At the first step of the portal he looked round for Gilbert, but he had disappeared.
CHAPTER V.
TAVERNEY AND HIS DAUGHTER.
THOUGH forewarned by Gilbert of Baron Taverney's poverty, Baron Balsamo was not the less astonished by the meanness of the dwelling which the youth had dubbed the Castle. On the paltry threshold stood the master in a dressing gown and holding a candle.
Taverney was a little, old gentleman of five-and-sixty, with bright eye and high but retreating forehead. His wretched wig had lost by burning at the candles what the rats had spared of its curls. In his hands was held a dubiously white napkin, which proved that he had been disturbed at table. His spiteful face had a likeness to Voltaire's, and was divided between politeness to the guest and distaste to being disturbed. In the flickering light he looked ugly.
"Who was it pointed out my house as a shelter?" queried the baron, holding up the light to spy the pilot to whom he was eager to show his gratitude, of course.
"The youth bore the name of Gilbert, I believe."
"Ugh! I might have guessed that. I doubted, though, he was good enough for that. Gilbert, the idler, the philosopher!"
This flow of epithets, emphasized threateningly, showed the visitor that little sympathy existed between the lord and his vassal.
"Be pleased to come in," said the baron, after a short silence more expressive than his speech.
"Allow me to see to my coach, which contains valuable property," returned the foreign nobleman.
"Labrie," said Lord Taverney, "put my lord's carriage under the shed, where it will be less uncovered than in the open yard, for some shingles stick to the roof. As for the horses, that is different, for I cannot answer for their supper; still, as they are not yours, but the post's, I daresay it makes no odds."
"Believe me, I shall be ever grateful to your lordship——"
"Oh, do not deceive yourself," said the baron, holding up the candle again to light Labrie executing the work with the aid of the foreign noble; "Taverney is a poor place and a sad one."
When the vehicle was under cover, after a fashion, the guest slipped a gold coin into the servant's hand. He thought it a silver piece, and thanked heaven for the boon.
"Lord forbid I should think the ill of your house that you speak," said Balsamo, returning and bowing as the baron began leading him through a broad, damp antechamber, grumbling:
"Nay, nay, I know what I am talking about; my means are limited. Were you French—though your accent is German, in spite of your Italian title—but never mind—you would be reminded of the rich Taverney."
"Philosophy," muttered Balsamo, for he had expected the speaker would sigh.
The master opened the dining-room door.
"Labrie, serve us as if you were a hundred men in one. I have no other lackey, and he is bad. But I cannot afford another. This dolt has lived with me nigh twenty years without taking a penny of wages, and he is worth it. You will see he is stupid."
"Heartless," Balsamo continued his studies; "unless he is putting it on."
The dining-room was the large main room of a farmhouse which had been converted into the manor. It was so plainly furnished as to seem empty. A small, round table was placed in the midst, on which reeked one dish, a stew of game and cabbage. The wine was in a stone jar; the battered, worn and tarnished plate was composed of three plates, a goblet and a salt dish; the last, of great weight and exquisite work, seemed a jewel of price amid the rubbish.
"Ah, you let your gaze linger on my salt dish?" said the host. "You have good taste to admire it. You notice the sole object presentable here. No, I have another gem, my daughter——"
"Mademoiselle Andrea?"
"Yes," said Taverney, astonished at the name being known; "I shall present you. Come, Andrea, my child, and don't be alarmed."
"I am not, father," said a sonorous but melodious voice as a maiden appeared, who seemed a lovely pagan statue animated.
Though of the utmost plainness, her dress was so tasteful and suitable that a complete outfit from a royal wardrobe would have appeared less rich and elegant.
"You are right," he whispered to his host, "she is a precious beauty."
"Do not pay my poor girl too many compliments," said the old Frenchman carelessly, "for she comes from the nunnery school and may credit them. Not that I fear that she will be a coquette," he continued; "just the other way, for the dear girl does not think enough of herself, and I am a good father, who tries to make her know that coquetry is a woman's first power."
Andrea cast down her eyes and blushed; whatever her endeavor she could not but overhear this singular theory.
"Was that told to the lady at convent, and is that a rule in religious education?" queried the foreigner, laughing.
"My lord, I have my own ideas, as you may have noticed. I do not imitate those fathers who bid a daughter play the prude and be inflexible and obtuse; go mad about honor, delicacy and disinterestedness. Fools! they are like seconds who lead their champion into the lists with all the armor removed and pit him against a man armed at all points. No, my daughter Andrea will not be that sort, though reared in a rural den at Taverney."
Though agreeing with the master about his place, the baron deemed it duty to suggest a polite reproof.
"That is all very well, but I know Taverney; still, be that as it may, and far though we are from the sunshine of Versailles Palace, my daughter is going to enter the society where I once flourished. She will enter with a complete arsenal of weapons forged in my experience and recollections. But I fear, my lord, that the convent has blunted them. Just my luck! my daughter is the only pupil who took the instructions as in earnest and is following the Gospel. Am I not ill-fated?"
"The young lady is an angel," returned Balsamo, "and really I am not surprised at what I hear."
Andrea nodded her thanks, and they sat down at table.
"Eat away, if hungry. That is a beastly mess which Labrie has hashed up."
"Call you partridges so? You slander your feast. Game-birds in May? Shot on your preserves?"
"Mine? My good father left me some, but I got rid of them long ago. I have not a yard of land. That lazybones Gilbert, only good for mooning about, stole a gun somewhere and done a bit of poaching. He will go to jail for it, and a good riddance. But Andrea likes game, and so far, I forgive the boy."
Balsamo contemplated the lovely face without perceiving a twinge, wrinkle or color, as she helped them to the dish, cooked by Labrie, furnished by Gilbert, and maligned by the baron.
"Are you admiring the salt dish again, baron?"
"No, the arm of your daughter."
"Capital! the reply is worthy the gallant Richelieu. That piece of plate was ordered of Goldsmith Lucas by the Regent of Orleans. Subject: the Amours of the Bacchantes and Satyrs—rather free."
More than free, obscene—but Balsamo admired the calm unconcern of Andrea, not blenching as she presented the plate.
"Do eat," said the host; "do not fancy that another dish is coming, for you will be dreadfully disappointed."
"Excuse me, father," interrupted the girl with habitual coolness, "but if Nicole has understood me, she will have made a cake of which I told her the recipe."
"You gave Nicole the recipe of a cake? Your waiting maid does the cooking now, eh? The next thing will be your doing it yourself. Do you find duchesses and countesses playing the kitchen-wench? On the contrary, the king makes omelets for them. Gracious! that I have lived to see women-cooks under my roof. Pray excuse my daughter, baron."
"We must eat, father," rebuked Andrea tranquilly. "Dish up, Legay!" she called out, and the girl brought in a pancake of appetizing smell.
"I know one who won't touch the stuff," cried Taverney, furiously dashing his plate to pieces.
"But the gentleman, perhaps, will," said the lady coldly. "By the way, father, that leaves only seventeen pieces in that set, which comes to me from my mother."
The guest's spirit of observation found plenty of food in this corner of life in the country. The salt dish alone revealed a facet of Taverney's character or rather all its sides. From curiosity or otherwise, he stared at Andrea with such perseverance that she tried to frown him down; but finally she gave way and yielded to his mesmeric influence and command.
Meanwhile the baron was storming, grumbling, snarling and nipping the arm of Labrie, who happened to get into his way. He would have done the same to Nicole's when the baron's gaze fell on her hands.
"Just look at what pretty fingers this lass has," he exclaimed. "They would be supremely pretty only for her kitchen work having made corns at the tips. That is right; perk up, my girl! I can tell you, my dear guest, that Nicole Legay is not a prude like her mistress and compliments do not frighten her."
Watching the baron's daughter, Balsamo noticed the highest disdain on her beauteous face. He harmonized his features with hers and this pleased her, spite of herself, for she looked at him with less harshness, or, better, with less disquiet.
"This girl, only think," continued the poor noble, chucking the girl's chin with the back of his hand, "was at the nunnery with my daughter and picked up as much schooling. She does not leave her mistress a moment. This devotion would rejoice the philosophers, who grant souls to her class."
"Father, Nicole stays with me because I order her to do so," observed Andrea, discontented.
By the curl of the servant's lip, Balsamo saw that she was not insensible to the humiliations from her proud superior. But the expression flitted; and to hide a tear, perhaps, the girl looked aside to a window on the yard. Everything interested the visitor, and he perceived a man's face at the panes.
Each in this curious abode had a secret, he thought; "I hope not to be an hour here without learning Andrea's. Already I know her father's, and I guess Nicole's."
Taverney perceived his short absence of mind.
"What! are you dreaming?" he questioned. "We are all at it, here; but you might have waited for bedtime. Reverie is a catching complaint. My daughter broods; Nicole is wool-gathering; and I get puzzling about that dawdler who killed these birds—and dreams when he kills them. Gilbert is a philosopher, like Labrie. I hope you are not friendly with them? I forewarn you that philosophers do not go down with me."
"They are neither friends nor foes to me," replied the visitor; "I do not have anything to do with them."
"Very good. Zounds, they are scoundrelly vermin, more venomous than ugly. They will ruin the monarchy with their maxims, like 'People can hardly be virtuous under a monarchy;' or, 'Genuine monarchy is an institution devised to corrupt popular manners, and make slaves;' or yet, 'Royal authority may come by the grace of God, but so do plagues and miseries of mankind.' Pretty flummery, all this! What good would a virtuous people be, I beg? Things are going to the bad, since his Majesty spoke to Voltaire and read Diderot's book."
At this Balsamo fancied again to spy the pale face at the window, but it vanished as soon as he fixed his eyes upon it.
"Is your daughter a philosopher?" he asked, smiling.
"I do not know what philosophy is; I only know that I like serious matters," was Andrea's reply.
"The most serious thing is to live; stick to that," said her father.
"But the young lady cannot hate life," said the stranger.
"All depends," she said.
"Another stupid saying," interrupted Taverney. "That is just the nonsense my son talks. I have the misfortune to have a son. The Viscount of Taverney is cornet in the dauphin's horse-guards—a nice boy; another philosopher! The other day he talked to me about doing away with negro slavery. 'What are we to do for sugar?' I retorted, for I like my coffee heavily sweetened, as does Louis XV. 'We must do without sugar to benefit a suffering race.' 'Suffering monkeys!' I returned, 'and that is paying them a compliment.' Whereupon he asserted that all men were brothers! Madness must be in the air. I, brother of a blackamoor!"
"This is going too far," observed Balsamo.
"Of course. I told you I was in luck. My children are—one an angel, the other an apostle. Drink, though my wine is detestable."
"I think it exquisite," said the guest, watching Andrea.
"Then you are a philosopher! In my time we learnt pleasant things; we played cards, fought duels, though against the law; and wasted our time on duchesses and money on opera dancers. That is my story in a nutshell. Taverney went wholly into the opera-house; which is all I sorrow for, since a poor noble is nothing of a man. I look aged, do I not? Only because I am impoverished and dwell in a kennel, with a tattered wig, and gothic coat; but my friend the marshal duke, with his house in town and two hundred thousand a year—he is young, in his new clothes and brushed up perukes—he is still alert, brisk and pleasure-seeking, though ten years my senior, my dear sir, ten years."
"I am astonished that, with powerful friends like the Duke of Richelieu, you quitted the court."
"Only a temporary retreat, and I am going back one day," said the lord, darting a strange glance on his daughter, which the visitor intercepted.
"But, I suppose, the duke befriends your son?"
"He holds the son of his friend in horror, for he is a philosopher, and he execrates them."
"The feeling is reciprocal," observed Andrea with perfect calm. "Clear away, Legay!"
Startled from her vigilant watch on the window, the maid ran back to the table.
"We used to stay at the board to two A. M. We had luxuries for supper, then, that's why! and we drank when we could eat no more. But how can one drink vinegar when there is nothing to eat? Legay, let us have the Maraschino, provided there is any."
"Liqueurs," said Andrea to the maid, who took her orders from the baron thus second-hand.
Her master sank back in his armchair and sighed with grotesque melancholy while keeping his eyes closed.
"Albeit the duke may execrate your son—quite right, too, as he is a philosopher," said Balsamo, "he ought to preserve his liking for you, who are nothing of the kind. I presume you have claims on the king, whom you must have served?"
"Fifteen years in the army. I was the marshal's aid-de-camp, and we went through the Mahon campaign together. Our friendship dates from—let me see! the famous siege of Philipsburg, 1742 to 1743."
"Yes, I was there, and remember you——"
"You remember me at the siege? Why, what is your age?"
"Oh, I am no particular age," replied the guest, holding up his glass to be filled by Andrea's fair hand.
The host interpreted that his guest did not care to tell his years.
"My lord, allow me to say that you do not seem to have been a soldier, then, as it is twenty-eight years ago, and you are hardly over thirty."
Andrea regarded the stranger with the steadfastness of deep curiosity; he came out in a different light every instant.
"I know what I am talking about the famous siege, where the Duke of Richelieu killed in a duel his cousin the Prince of Lixen. The encounter came off on the highway, by my fay! on our return from the outposts; on the embankment, to the left, he ran him through the body. I came up as Prince Deux-ponts held the dying man in his arms. He was seated on the ditch bank, while Richelieu tranquilly wiped his steel."
"On my honor, my lord, you astound me. Things passed as you describe."
"Stay, you wore a captain's uniform then, in the Queen's Light Horse Guards, so badly cut up at Fontenoy?"
"Were you in that battle, too?" jeered the baron.
"No, I was dead at that time," replied the stranger, calmly.
The baron stared, Andrea shuddered, and Nicole made the sign of the cross.
"To resume the subject, I recall you clearly now, as you held your horse and the duke's while he fought. I went up to you for an account and you gave it. They called you the Little Chevalier. Excuse me not remembering before, but thirty years change a man. To the health of Marshal Richelieu, my dear baron!"
"But, according to this, you would be upward of fifty."
"I am of the age to have witnessed that affair."
The baron dropped back in the chair so vexed that Nicole could not help laughing. But Andrea, instead of laughing, mused with her looks on the mysterious guest. He seemed to await this chance to dart two or three flaming glances at her, which thrilled her like an electrical discharge. Her arms stiffened, her neck bent, she smiled against her will on the hypnotizer, and closed her eyes. He managed to touch her arm, and again she quivered.
"Do you think I tell a fib in asserting I was at Philipsburg?" he demanded.
"No, I believe you," she replied with a great effort.
"I am in my dotage," muttered Taverney, "unless we have a ghost here."
"Who can tell?" returned Balsamo, with so grave an accent that he subjugated the lady and made Nicole stare.
"But if you were living at the Siege, you were a child of four or five."
"I was over forty."
The baron laughed and Nicole echoed him.
"You do not believe me. It is plain, though, for I was not the man I am."
"This is a bit of antiquity," said the French noble. "Was there not a Greek philosopher—these vile philosophers seem to be of all ages—who would not eat beans because they contained souls, like the negress, according to my son? What the deuse was his name?"
"That is the gentleman."
"Why may I not be Pythagoras?"
"Pythagoras," prompted Andrea.
"I do not deny that, but he was not at Philipsburg; or, at any rate, I did not see him there."
"But you saw Viscount Jean Barreaux, one of the Black Horse Musketeers?"
"Rather; the musketeers and the light cavalry took turns in guarding the trenches."
"The day after the Richelieu duel, Barreaux and you were in the trenches when he asked you for a pinch of snuff, which you offered in a gold box, ornamented with the portrait of a belle, but in the act a cannon ball hit him in the throat, as happened the Duke of Berwick aforetimes, and carried away his head."
"Gad! just so! poor Barreaux!"
"This proves that we were acquainted there, for I am Barreaux," said the foreigner.
The host shrank back in fright or stupefaction.
"This is magic," he gasped; "you would have been burnt at the stake a hundred years ago, my dear guest. I seem to smell brimstone!"
"My dear baron, note that a true magician is never burnt or hanged. Only fools are led to the gibbet or pyre. But here is your daughter sent to sleep by our discussions on metaphysics and occult sciences, not calculated to interest a lady."
Indeed, Andrea nodded under irresistible force like a lily on the stalk. At these words she made an effort to repel the subtle fluid which overwhelmed her; she shook her head energetically, rose and tottered out of the room, sustained by Nicole. At the same time disappeared the face glued so often to the window glass on the outside, which Balsamo had recognized as Gilbert's.
"Eureka!" exclaimed Balsamo triumphantly, as she vanished. "I can say it like Archimedes."
"Who is he?" inquired the baron.
"A very good fellow for a wizard, whom I knew over two thousand years ago," replied the guest.
Whether the baron thought this boast rather too preposterous, or he did not hear it, or hearing it, wanted the more to be rid of his odd guest, he proposed lending him a horse to get to the nearest posting house.
"What, force me to ride when I am dying to stretch my legs in bed? Do not exaggerate your mediocrity so as to make me believe in a personal ill will."
"On the contrary, I treat you as a friend, knowing what you will incur here. But since you put it this way, remain. Labrie, is the Red-Room habitable?"
"Certainly, my lord, as it is Master Philip's when he is here."
"Give it to the gentleman, since he is bent on being disgusted with Taverney."
"I want to be here to-morrow to testify to my gratitude."
"You can do that easily, as you are so friendly with Old Nick that you can ask him for the stone which turns all things to gold."
"If that is what you want, apply to me direct."
"Labrie, you old rogue, get a candle and light the gentleman to bed," said the baron, beginning to find such a dialogue dangerous at the late hour.
Labrie ordered Nicole to air the Red Room while he hastened to obey. Nicole left Andrea alone, the latter eager for the solitude to nurse her thoughts. Taverney bade the guest good-night, and went to bed.
Balsamo took out his watch, for he recalled his promise to awake Althotas after two hours, and it was a half-hour more. He asked the servant if his coach was still out in the yard, and Labrie answered in the affirmative—unless it had run off of its own volition. As for Gilbert, he had been abed most likely since an hour.
Balsamo went to Althotas after studying the way to the Red Room. Labrie was tidying up the sordid apartment, after Nicole had aired it, when the guest returned.
He had paused at Andrea's room to listen at her door to her playing on the harpsichord to dispel the burden of the influence the stranger had imposed upon her. In a while he waved his hands as in throwing a magic spell, and so it was, for Andrea slowly stopped playing, let her hands drop by her sides, and turned rigidly and slowly toward the door, like one who obeys an influence foreign to will.
Balsamo smiled in the darkness as though he could see through the panels. This was all he wanted to do, for he groped for the banister rail, and went up stairs to his room.
As he departed, Andrea turned away from the door and resumed playing, so that the mesmerist heard the air again from where she had been made to leave off.
Entering the Red Room, he dismissed Labrie; but the latter lingered, feeling in the depths of his pocket till at last he managed to say:
"My lord, you made a mistake this evening, in giving me gold for the piece of silver you intended."
Balsamo looked on the old servingman with admiration, showing that he had not a high opinion of the honesty of most men.
"'And honest,'" he muttered in the words of Hamlet, as he took out a second gold coin to place it beside the other in the old man's hand.
The latter's delight at this splendid generosity may be imagined, for he had not seen so much gold in twenty years. He was retiring, bowing to the floor, when the donor checked him.
"What are the morning habits of the house?" he asked.
"My lord stays abed late, my lord; but Mademoiselle Andrea is up betimes, about six."
"Who sleeps overhead?"
"I, my lord; but nobody beneath, as the vestibule is under us."
"Oh, by the way, do not be alarmed if you see a light in my coach, as an old impotent servant inhabits it. Ask Master Gilbert to let me see him in the morning."
"Is my lord going away so soon?"
"It depends," replied Balsamo, with a smile. "I ought to be at Bar-le-Duc tomorrow evening."
Labrie sighed with resignation, and was about to set fire to some old papers to warm the room, which was damp and there was no wood, when Balsamo stayed him.
"No, let them be; I might want to read them, for I may not sleep."
Balsamo went to the door to listen to the servant's departing steps making the stairs creak till they sounded overhead; Labrie was in his own room. Then he went to the window. In the other wing was a lighted window, with half-drawn curtains, facing him. Legay was leisurely taking off her neckerchief, often peeping down into the yard.
"Striking resemblance," muttered the baron.
The light went out though the girl had not gone to rest. The watcher stood up against the wall. The harpsichord still sounded, with no other noise. He opened his door, went down stairs with caution, and opened the door of Andrea's sitting-room.
Suddenly she stopped in the melancholy strain, although she had not heard the intruder. As she was trying to recall the thrill which had mastered her, it came anew. She shivered all over. In the mirror she saw movement. The shadow in the doorway could only be her father or a servant. Nothing more natural.
But she saw with spiritual eyes that it was none of these.
"My lord," she faltered, "in heaven's name, what want you?"
It was the stranger, in the black velvet riding coat, for he had discarded his silken suit, in which a mesmerist cannot well work his power.
She tried to rise, but could not; she tried to open her mouth to scream, but with a pass of both hands Balsamo froze the sound on her lips.
With no strength or will, Andrea let her head sink on her shoulder.
At this juncture Balsamo believed he heard a noise at the window. Quickly turning, he caught sight of a man's face beyond. He frowned, and, strangely enough, the same impression flitted across the medium's face.
"Sleep!" he commanded, lowering the hands he had held above her head with a smooth gesture, and persevering in filling her with the mesmeric fluid in crushing columns. "I will you to sleep."
All yielded to this mighty will. Andrea leaned her elbow on the musical-instrument case, her head on her hand, and slept.
The mesmerist retired backward, drew the door to, and went back to his room. As soon as the door closed, the face he had seen reappeared at the window; it was Gilbert's.
Excluded from the parlor by his inferior position in Taverney Castle, he had watched all the persons through the evening whose rank allowed them to figure in it. During the supper he had noticed Baron Balsamo gesticulate and smile, and his peculiar attention bestowed on the lady of the house; the master's unheard-of affability to him, and Labrie's respectful eagerness.
Later on, when they rose from table, he hid in a clump of lilacs and snowballs, for fear that Nicole, closing the blinds or in going to her room, should catch him eavesdropping.
But Gilbert had other designs this evening than spying. He waited, without clearly knowing for what. When he saw the light in the maid's window, he crossed the yard on tiptoe and crouched down in the gloom to peer in at the window at Andrea playing the harpsichord.
This was the moment when the mesmerist entered the room.
At this sight, Gilbert started and his ardent gaze covered the magician and his victim.
But he imagined that Balsamo complimented the lady on her musical talent, to which she replied with her customary coldness; but he had persisted with a smile so that she suspended her practice and answered. He admired the grace with which the visitor retired.
Of all the interview which he fancied he read aright, he had understood nothing, for what really happened was in the mind, in silence.
However keen an observer he was, he could not divine a mystery, where everything had passed quite naturally.
Balsamo gone, Gilbert remained, not watching, but contemplating Andrea, lovely in her thoughtful pose, till he perceived with astonishment that she was slumbering. When convinced of this, he grasped his head between his hands like one who fears his brain will burst from the overflow of emotions.
"Oh, to kiss her hand!" he murmured, in a gush of fury. "Oh, Gilbert, let us approach her—I so long to do it."
Hardly had he entered the room than he felt the importance of his intrusion. The timid if not respectful son of a farmer to dare to raise his eyes on that proud daughter of the peers. If he should touch the hem of her dress she would blast him with a glance.
The floor boards creaked under his wary tread, but she did not move, though he was bathed in cold perspiration.
"She sleeps—oh, happiness, she sleeps!" he panted, drawing with irresistible attraction within a yard of the statue, of which he took the sleeve and kissed it.
Holding his breath, slowly he raised his eyes, seeking hers. They were wide open, but still saw not. Intoxicated by the delusion that she expected his visit and her silence was consent, her quiet a favor, he lifted her hand to his lips and impressed a long and feverish kiss.
She shuddered and repulsed him.
"I am lost!" he gasped, dropping the hand and beating the floor with his forehead.
Andrea rose as though moved by a spring under her feet, passed by Gilbert, crushed by shame and terror and with no power to crave pardon, and proceeded to the door. With high-held head and outstretched neck, as if drawn by a secret power toward an invisible goal, she opened the door and walked out on the landing.
The youth rose partly and watched her take the stairs. He crawled after her, pale, trembling and astonished.
"She is going to tell the baron and have me scourged out of the house—no, she goes up to where the guest is lodged. For she would have rung, or called, if she wanted Labrie."
He clenched his fists at the bare idea that Andrea was going into the strange gentleman's room. All this seemed monstrous. And yet that was her end.
That door was ajar. She pushed it open without knocking; the lamplight streamed on her pure profile and whirled golden reflections into her wildly open eyes.
In the center of the room Gilbert saw the baron standing, with fixed gaze and wrinkled brow, and his hand extended in gesture of command, ere the door swung to.
Gilbert's forces failed him; he wheeled round on the stairs, clinging to the rail, but slid down, with his eyes fastened to the last on the cursed panel, behind which was sealed up all his vanished dream, present happiness and future hope.
CHAPTER VI.
THE CLAIRVOYANT.
BALSAMO had gone up to the young lady, whose appearance in his chamber was not strange to him.
"I bade you sleep. Do you sleep?"
Andrea sighed and nodded with an effort.
"It is well. Sit here," and he led her by the hand the youth had kissed to a chair, which she took.
"Now, see!"
Her eyes dilated as though to collect all the luminous rays in the room.
"I did not tell you to see with your eyes," said he, "but with those of the soul."
He touched her with a steel rod which he drew from under his waistcoat. She started as though a fiery dart had transfixed her and her eyes closed instantly; her darkening face expressed the sharpest astonishment.
"Tell me where you are."
"In the Red Room, with you, and I am ashamed and afraid."
"What of? Are we not in sympathy, and do you not know that my intentions are pure, and that I respect you like a sister?"
"You may not mean evil to me, but it is not so as regards others."
"Possibly," said the magician; "but do not heed that," he added in a tone of command. "Are all asleep under this roof?"
"All, save my father who is reading one of those bad books, which he pesters me to read, but I will not."
"Good; we are safe in that quarter. Look where Nicole is."
"She is in her room, in the dark, but I need not the light to see that she is slipping out of it to go and hide behind the yard door to watch."
"To watch you?"
"No."
"Then, it matters not. When a girl is safe from her father and her attendant, she has nothing to fear, unless she is in love——"
"I, love?" she said sneeringly. And shaking her head, she added sadly: "My heart is free."
Such an expression of candor and virginal modesty embellished her features that Balsamo radiantly muttered:
"A lily—a pupil—a seer!" clasping his hands in delight. "But, without loving, you may be loved?"
"I know not; and yet, since I returned from school, a youth has watched me, and even now he is weeping at the foot of the stairs."
"See his face!"
"He hides it in his hands."
"See through them."
"Gilbert!" she uttered with an effort. "Impossible that he would presume to love me!"
Balsamo smiled at her deep disdain, like one who knew that love will leap any distance.
"What is he doing now?"
"He puts down his hands, he musters up courage to mount hither—no, he has not the courage—he flees."
She smiled with scorn.
"Cease to look that way. Speak of the Baron of Taverney. He is too poor to give you any amusements?"
"None."
"You are dying of tedium here; for you have ambition?"
"No."
"Love for your father?"
"Yes; though I bear him a grudge for squandering my mother's fortune so that poor Redcastle pines in the garrison and cannot wear our name handsomely."
"Who is Redcastle?"
"My brother Philip is called the Knight of Redcastle from a property of the eldest son, and will wear it till father's death entitles him to be 'Taverney.'"
"Do you love your brother?"
"Dearly, above all else; because he has a noble heart, and would give his life for me."
"More than your father would. Where is Redcastle?"
"At Strasburg in the garrison; no, he has gone—oh, dear Philip!" continued the medium with sparkling eyes in joy. "I see him riding through a town I know. It is Nancy, where I was at the convent school. The torches round him light up his darling face."
"Why torches?" asked Balsamo in amaze.
"They are around him on horseback, and a handsome gilded carriage."
Balsamo appeared to have a guess at this, for he only said:
"Who is in the coach?"
"A lovely, graceful, majestic woman, but I seem to have seen her before—how strange! no, I am wrong—she looks like our Nicole; but as the lily is like the jessamine. She leans out of the coach window and beckons Philip to draw near. He takes his hat off with respect as she orders him, with a smile, to hurry on the horses. She says that the escort must be ready at six in the morning, as she wishes to take a rest in the daytime—oh, it is at Taverney that she means to stop. She wants to see my father! So grand a princess stop at our shabby house! What shall we do without linen or plate?"
"Be of good cheer. We will provide all that."
"Oh, thank you!"
The girl, who had partly risen, fell back in the chair, uttering a profound sigh.
"Regain your strength," said the magician, drawing the excess of magnetism from the beautiful body, which bent as if broken, and the fair head heavily resting on the heaving bosom. "I shall require all your lucidity presently. O, Science! you alone never deceive man. To none other ought man sacrifice his all. This is a lovely woman, a pure angel as Thou knowest who created angels. But what is this beauty and this innocence to me now?—only worth what information they afford. I care not though this fair darling dies, as long as she tells me what I seek. Let all worldly delights perish—love, passion and ecstasy, if I may tread the path surely and well lighted. Now, maiden, that, in a few seconds, my power has given you the repose of ages, plunge once more into your mesmeric slumber. This time, speak for myself alone."
He made the passes which replaced Andrea in repose. From his bosom he drew the folded paper containing the tress of black hair, from which the perfume had made the paper transparent. He laid it in Andrea's hand, saying:
"See!"
"Yes, a woman!"
"Joy!" cried Balsamo. "Science is not a mere name like virtue. Mesmer has vanquished Brutus. Depict this woman, that I may recognize her."
"Tall, dark, but with blue eyes, her hair like this, her arms sinewy."
"What is she doing?"
"Racing as though carried off on a fine black horse, flecked with foam. She takes the road yonder to Chalons."
"Good! my own road," said Balsamo. "I was going to Paris, and there we shall meet. You may repose now," and he took back the lock of hair.
Andrea's arms fell motionless again along her body.
"Recover strength, and go back to your harpsichord," said the mesmerist, enveloping her, as she rose, with a fresh supply of magnetism.
Andrea acted like the racehorse which overtaxes itself to accomplish the master's will, however unfair. She walked through the doorway, where he had opened the door, and, still asleep, descended the stairs slowly.
CHAPTER VII.
THE MAID AND THE MISTRESS.
GILBERT had passed this time in unspeakable anguish. Balsamo was but a man, but he was a strong one, and the youth was weak: He had attempted twenty times to mount to the assault of the guest room, but his trembling limbs gave way under him and he fell on his knees.
Then the idea struck him to get the gardener's ladder and by its means climb up outside to the window, and listen and spy. But as he stooped to pick up this ladder, lying on the grass where he remembered, he heard a rustling noise by the house, and he turned.
He let the ladder fall, for he fancied he saw a shade flit across the doorway. His terror made him believe it, not a ghost—he was a budding philosopher who did not credit them—but Baron Taverney. His conscience whispered another name, and he looked up to the second floor. But Nicole had put out her light, and not another, or a sound came from all over the house—the guest's room excepted.
Seeing and hearing nothing, convinced that he had deluded himself, Gilbert took up the ladder and had set foot on it to climb where he placed it, when Andrea came down from Balsamo's room. With a lacerated heart, Gilbert forgot all to follow her into the parlor where again she sat at the instrument; her candle still burned beside it.
Gilbert tore his bosom with his nails to think that here he had kissed the hem of her robe with such reverence. Her condescension must spring from one of those fits of corruption recorded in the vile books which he had read—some freak of the senses.
But as he was going to invade the room again, a hand came out of the darkness and energetically grasped him by the arm.
"So I have caught you, base deceiver! Try to deny again that you love her and have an appointment with her!"
Gilbert had not the power to break from the clutch, though he might readily have done so, for it was only a girl's. Nicole Legay held him a prisoner.
"What do you want?" he said testily.
"Do you want me to speak out aloud?"
"No, no; be quiet," he stammered, dragging her out of the antechamber.
"Then follow me!" which was what Gilbert wanted, as this was removing Nicole from her mistress.
He could with a word have proved that while he might be guilty of loving the lady, the latter was not an accomplice; but the secret of Andrea was one that enriches a man, whether with love or lucre.
"Come to my room," she said; "who would surprise us there! Not my young lady, though she may well be jealous of her fine gallant! But folks in the secret are not to be dreaded. The honorable lady jealous of the servant,—I never expected such an honor! It is I who am jealous, for you love me no more."
In plainness, Nicole's bedroom did not differ from the others in that dwelling. She sat on the edge of the bed, and Gilbert on the dressing-case, which Andrea had given her maid.
Coming up the stairs, Nicole had calmed herself, but the youth felt anger rise as it cooled in the girl.
"So you love our young lady," began Nicole with a kindling eye. "You have love-trysts with her; or will you pretend you went only to consult the magician?"
"Perhaps so, for you know I feel ambition——"
"Greed, you mean?"
"It is the same thing, as you take it."
"Don't let us bandy words: you avoid me lately."
"I seek solitude——"
"And you want to go up into solitude by a ladder? Beg pardon, I did not know that was the way to it."
Gilbert was beaten in the first defenses.
"You had better out with it, that you love me no longer, or love us both."
"That would only be an error of society, for in some countries men have several wives."
"Savages!" exclaimed the servant, testily.
"Philosophers!" retorted Gilbert.
"But you would not like me to have two beaux on my string?"
"I do not wish tyrannically and unjustly to restrain the impulses of your heart. Liberty consists in respecting free will. So, change your affection, for fidelity is not natural—to some."
Discussion was the youth's strong point; he knew little, but more than the girl. So he began to regain coolness.
"Have you a good memory, Master Philosopher?" said Nicole. "Do you remember when I came back from the nunnery with mistress, and you consoled me, and taking me in your arms, said: 'You are an orphan like me; let us be brother and sister through similar misfortune.' Did you mean what you said?"
"Yes, then; but five months have changed me; I think otherwise at present."
"You mean you will not wed me? Yet Nicole Legay is worth a Gilbert, it seems to me."
"All men are equal; but nature or education improves or depreciates them. As their faculties or acquirements expand, they part from one another."
"I understand that we must part, and that you are a scamp. How ever could I fancy such a fellow?"
"Nicole, I am never going to marry, but be a learned man or a philosopher. Learning requires the isolation of the mind; philosophy that of the body."
"Master Gilbert, you are a scoundrel, and not worth a girl like me. But you laugh," she continued, with a dry smile more ominous than his satirical laugh; "do not make war with me; for I shall do such deeds that you will be sorry, for they will fall on your head, for having turned me astray."
"You are growing wiser; and I am convinced now that you would refuse me if I sued you."
Nicole reflected, clenching her hands and gritting her teeth.
"I believe you are right, Gilbert," she said; "I, too, see my horizon enlarge, and believe I am fated for better things than to be so mean as a philosopher's wife. Go back to your ladder, sirrah, and try not to break your neck, though I believe it would be a blessing to others, and may be for yourself."
Gilbert hesitated for a space in indecision, for Nicole, excited by love and spite, was a ravishing creature; but he had determined to break with her, as she hampered his passion and his aspirations.
"Gone," murmured Nicole in a few seconds.
She ran to the window, but all was dark. She went to her mistress' door, where she listened.
"She is asleep; but I will know all about it to-morrow."
It was broad day when Andrea de Taverney awoke.
In trying to rise, she felt such lassitude and sharp pain that she fell back on the pillow uttering a groan.
"Goodness, what is the matter?" cried Nicole, who had opened the curtains.
"I do not know. I feel lame all over; my chest seems broken in."
"It is the outbreak of the cold you caught last night," said the maid.
"Last night?" repeated the surprised lady; but she remarked the disorder of her room, and added: "Stay, I remember that I felt very tired—exhausted—it must have been the storm. I fell to sleep over my music. I recall nothing further. I went up hither half asleep, and must have thrown myself on the bed without undressing properly."
"You must have stayed very late at the music, then," observed Nicole, "for, before you retired to your bedroom I came down, having heard steps about——"
"But I did not stir from the parlor."
"Oh, of course, you know better than me," said Nicole.
"You must mistake," replied the other with the utmost sweetness: "I never left the seat; but I remember that I was cold, for I walked quite swiftly."
"When I saw you in the garden, however, you walked very freely."
"I, in the grounds?—you know I never go out after dark."
"I should think I knew my mistress by sight," said the maid, doubling her scrutiny; "I thought that you were taking a stroll with somebody."
"With whom would I be taking a stroll?" demanded Andrea, without seeing that her servant was putting her to an examination.
Nicole did not think it prudent to proceed, for the coolness of the hypocrite, as she considered her, frightened her. So she changed the subject.
"I hope you are not going to be sick, either with fatigue or sorrow. Both have the same effect. Ah, well I know how sorrows undermine!"
"You do? Have you sorrows, Nicole?"
"Indeed; I was coming to tell my mistress, when I was frightened to see how queer you looked; no doubt, we both are upset."
"Really!" queried Andrea, offended at the "we both."
"I am thinking of getting married."
"Why, you are not yet seventeen——"
"But you are sixteen and——"
She was going to say something saucy, but she knew Andrea too well to risk it, and cut short the explanation.
"Indeed, I cannot know what my mistress thinks, but I am low-born and I act according to my nature. It is natural to have a sweetheart."
"Oh, you have a lover then! You seem to make good use of your time here."
"I must look forward. You are a lady and have expectations from rich kinsfolks going off; but I have no family and must get into one."
As all this seemed straightforward enough, Andrea forgot what had been offensive in tone, and said, with her kindness taking the reins:
"Is it any one I know? Speak out, as it is the duty of masters to interest themselves in the fate of their servants, and I am pleased with you."
"That is very kind. It is—Gilbert!"
To her high amaze, Andrea did not wince.
"As he loves you, marry him," she replied, easily. "He is an orphan, too, so you are both your own masters. Only, you are both rather young."
"We shall have the longer life together."
"You are penniless."
"We can work."
"What can he do, who is good for nothing?"
"He is good to catch game for master's table, anyway; you slander poor Gilbert, who is full of attention for you."
"He does his duty as a servant——"
"Nay; he is not a servant; he is never paid."
"He is son of a farmer of ours; he is kept and does nothing for it; so, he steals his support. But what are you aiming at to defend so warmly a boy whom nobody attacks?"
"I never thought you would attack him! it is just the other way about!" with a bitter smile.
"Something more I do not understand."
"Because you do not want to."
"Enough! I have no leisure for your riddles. You want my consent to this marriage?"
"If you please; and I hope you will bear Gilbert no ill will."
"What is it to me whether he loves you or not? You burden me, miss."
"I daresay," said Nicole, bursting out in anger at last; "you have said the same thing to Gilbert."
"I speak to your Gilbert! You are mad, girl; leave me in peace."
"If you do not speak to him now, I believe the silence will not last long."
"Lord forgive her—the silly jade is jealous!" exclaimed Andrea, covering her with a disdainful look, and laughing. "Cheer up, little Legay! I never looked at your pretty Gilbert, and I do not so much as know the color of his eyes."
Andrea was quite ready to overlook what seemed folly and not pertness; but Nicole felt offended, and did not want pardon.
"I can quite believe that—for one cannot get a good look in the nighttime."
"Take care to make yourself clear at once," said Andrea, very pale.
"Last night, I saw——"
"Andrea!" came a voice from below, in the garden.
"My lord your father," said Nicole, "with the stranger who passed the night here."
"Go down, and say that I cannot answer, as I am not well. I have a stiff neck; and return to finish this odd debate."
Nicole obeyed, as Andrea was always obeyed when commanding, without reply or wavering. Her mistress felt something unusual; though resolved not to show herself, she was constrained to go to the window left open by Legay, through a superior and resistless power.
CHAPTER VIII.
THE HARBINGER.
THE traveler had risen early to look to his coach and learn how Althotas was faring.
All were still sleeping but Gilbert, who peeped through a window of his room over the doorway and spied all the stranger's movements.
The latter was struck by the change which day brought on the scene so gloomy overnight. The domain of Taverney did not lack dignity or grace. The old house resembled a cavern which nature embellishes with flowers, creepers and capricious rookeries, although at night it would daunt a traveler seeking shelter.
When Balsamo returned after an hour's stroll to the Red Castle ruins, he saw the lord of it all leave the house by a side door to cull roses and crush snails. His slender person was wrapped in his flowered dressing-gown.
"My lord," said Balsamo, with the more courtesy as he had been sounding his host's poverty, "allow my excuses with my respects. I ought to wait your coming down, but the aspect of Taverney tempted me, and I yearned to view the imposing ruins and pretty garden."
"The ruins are rather fine," returned the baron; "about all here worth looking at. The castle was my ancestors'; it is called the Red Castle, and we long have borne its name together with Taverney, it being the same barony. Oh, my lord, as you are a magician," continued the nobleman, "you ought with a wave of your wand uprear again the old Red Castle, as well as restore the two thousand odd acres around it. But I suppose you wanted all your art to make that beastly bed comfortable. It is my son's, and he growled enough at it."
"I protest it is excellent, and I want to prove it by doing you some service in return."
Labrie was bringing to his master a glass of spring water on a splendid china platter.
"Here's your chance," said the baron, always jeering; "turn that into wine as the greatest service of all."
Balsamo smiling, the old lord thought it was backing out and took the glass, swallowing the contents at a gulp.
"Excellent specific," said the mesmerist. "Water is the noblest of the elements, baron. Nothing resists it; it pierces stone now, and one of these days will dissolve diamonds."
"It is dissolving me. Will you drink with me. It has the advantage over wine of running freely here. Not like my liquor."
"I might make one useful to you."
"Labrie, a glass of water for the baron. How can the water which I drink daily comprise properties never suspected by me? As the fellow in the play talked prose all his life without knowing it, have I been practising magic for ten years without an idea of it?"
"I do not know about your lordship, but I do know about myself," was the other's grave reply.
Taking the glass from Labrie, who had displayed marvelous celerity, he looked at it steadily.
"What do you see in it, my dear guest?" the baron continued to mock. "I am dying with eagerness. Come, come! a windfall to me, another Red Castle to set me on my legs again."
"I see the advice here to prepare for a visit. A personage of high distinction is coming, self-invited, conducted by your son Philip, who is even now near us."
"My dear lord, my son is on military duty at Strasburg, and he will not be bringing guests at the risk of being punished as a deserter."
"He is none the less bringing a lady, a mighty dame—and, by the way, you had better keep that pretty Abigail of yours at a distance while she stays, as there is a close likeness between them."
"The promised lady guest bears a likeness to my servant Legay? What contradiction!"
"Why not? Once I bought a slave so like Cleopatra that the Romans talked of palming her off for the genuine queen in the triumph in their capital."
"So you are at your old tricks again?" laughed the baron.
"How would you like it, were you a princess, for instance, to see behind your chair a maid who looked your picture, in short petticoats and linen neckerchief."
"Well, we will protect her against that. But I am very pleased with this boy of mine who brings guests without forewarning us!"
"I am glad my forecast affords you pleasure, my dear baron; and, if you meant to properly greet the coming guest, you have not a minute to lose."
The baron shook his head like the most incredulous of beings, and as the two were near the dwelling part of the baron's daughter, he called out to her to impart the stranger's predictions.
This was the call which brought her to the window despite herself, and she saw Balsamo. He bowed deeply to her while fixing his eyes upon her. She reeled and had to catch the sill not to fall.
"Good-morning, my lord," she answered.
She uttered these words at the very moment when Nicole, telling the baron that his daughter would not come, stopped stupefied and with gaping mouth at this capricious contradiction.
Instantly Andrea fell on a chair, all her powers quitting her. Balsamo had gazed on her to the last.
"This is deusedly hard to believe," remarked the baron, "and seeing is believing——"
"Then, see!" said the wonder-worker, pointing up the avenue, from the end of which came galloping at full speed a rider whose steed made the stones rattle under its hoofs.
"Oh, it is indeed——" began the baron.
"Master Philip!" screamed Nicole, standing on tiptoe, while Labrie grunted in pleasure.
"My brother!" cried out Andrea, thrusting her hands through the window.
"This is the commencement," said Balsamo.
"Decidedly you are a magician," said the baron.
A smile of triumph appeared on the mesmerist's lips.
Soon the horse approached plainly, reeking with sweat and smoking, and the rider, a young man in an officer's uniform, splashed with mud up to the countenance, animated by the speed, leaped off and hurried to embrace his father.
"It is I," said Philip of Taverney, seeing the doubt. "I bear a great honor for our house. In an hour Marie Antoinette, Archduchess of Austria and bride of the Dauphin of France, will be here."
The baron dropped his arms with as much humility as he had shown sarcasm and irony, and turned to Balsamo for his forgiveness.
"My lord," said the latter, bowing, "I leave you with your son, from whom you have been long separated and to whom you must have a great deal to say."
Saluting Andrea, who rushed to meet her brother in high delight, Balsamo drew off, beckoning Nicole and Labrie, who disappeared with him under the trees.
CHAPTER IX.
THE KNIGHT OF REDCASTLE.
PHILIP OF TAVERNEY, Knight of Redcastle, did not resemble his sister, albeit he was as handsome for a man as she was lovely for a woman.
Andrea's embrace of him was accompanied by sobs revealing all the importance of this union to her chaste heart. He took her hand and his father's, and led them into the parlor, where he sat by their sides.
"You are incredulous, father, and you, sister, surprised. But nothing can be more true than that this illustrious princess will be here shortly. You know that the Archduchess made her entry into our realm at Strasburg? As we did not know the exact hour of her arrival, the troops were under arms early, and I was sent out to scout. When I came up with the royal party, the lady herself put her head out of the coach window, and hailed me. My fatigue vanished as by enchantment. The dauphiness is young like you, dear, and beautiful as the angels."
"Tell me, you enthusiast," interrupted the baron, "does she resemble any one you have seen here before?"
"No one could resemble her—stay, come to think of it—why, Nicole has a faint likeness—but what led you to suggest that?"
"I had it from a magician, who at the same time foretold your coming."
"The guest?" timidly inquired Andrea.
"Is he the stranger who discreetly withdrew when I arrived?"
"The same; but continue your story, Philip."
"Perhaps we had better make something ready," hinted the lady.
"No," said her father, staying her; "the more we do, the more ridiculous we shall appear."
"I returned to the city with the news, and all the military marched to receive the new princess. She listened absently to the governor's speech and said suddenly: 'What is the name of this young gentleman who was sent to meet me?' And her governess wrote on her tablets my name, Chevalier Philip Taverney Redcastle. 'Sir,' she said, 'if you have no repugnance to accompany me to Paris, your superior will oblige me by relieving you of your military duties here, for I made a vow to attach to my service the first French gentleman met by me in setting foot in France; and to make him happy, and his family the same, in case princes have the power to do so.'"
"What delightful words!" said Andrea, rubbing her hands.
"Hence, I rode at the princess's coach door to Nancy, through which we marched by torchlight. She called me to her to say that she meant to stop a while at Taverney, though I said our house was not fit to receive so mighty a princess.
"'The sweeter will be the welcome, then, the more plain but the more cordial,' she replied. 'Poor though Taverney may be, it can supply a bowl of milk to the friend who wishes to forget for a time that she is the Princess of Austria and the Bride of France.' Respect prevented me debating further. So I have ridden ahead."
"Impossible," said Andrea; "however kind the princess may be, she would never be content with a glass of milk and a bunch of flowers."
"And if she were," went on Taverney, "she would not tolerate my chairs which break one's back, and my ragged tapestry offending the sight. Devil take capricious women! France will be prettily governed by a featherbrain, who has such whims. Plague take such a token of a singular reign!"
"Oh, father! how can you talk so of a princess who floods our house with favors?"
"Who dishonors me!" returned the old noble. "Who was thinking about Taverney?—not a soul. My name slept under Redcastle ruins not to come forth till I arranged the fit time; and here comes the freak of a royal babe to pull us out into public, dusty, tattered and beggarly. The newspapers, always on the lookout for food for fun, will make a pretty comic talk of the brilliant princess's visit to the Taverney hovel. But, death of my life! an idea strikes me. I know history, and of the Count of Medina setting fire to his palace to win a queen's attention. I will burn down my kennel for a bonfire to the Dauphin's bride."
As nimble as though twenty once more, the old peer ran into the kitchen and plucking a brand, hurried out and over to the barn, but as he was nearing the trusses of forage, Balsamo sprang forth and clutched his arm.
"What are you about, my lord?" he asked, wrenching away the flambeau. "The Archduchess of Austria is no Constable of Bourbon, a traitor, whose presence so fouls a dwelling that it must be purified by fire."
The old noble paused, pale and trembling and not smiling as usual.
"Go and change your gown, my lord, for something more seemly," continued the mysterious guest. "When I knew the Baron of Taverney at Philipsburg Siege, he wore the Grand Cross of St. Louis. I know not of any suit that does not become rich and stylish under the ribbon of that order. Take it coolly: her highness will be kept so busy that she will not notice whether your house be new or old, dull or dazzling. Be hospitable, as a noble is bound to be. Never forestall vexations, my lord. Every dog has his day."
Taverney obeyed with the resignation he had previously shown and went to join his children, who were hunting for him, uneasy at his absence. The magician silently retired like one engaged in a piece of work.
CHAPTER X.
MARIE ANTOINETTE.
AS Balsamo had warned them, there was no time to lose. On the high road, commonly so peaceful, resounded a great tumult of coaches, horses and voices.
Three carriages stopped at the door, held open by Gilbert, whose distended eyes and feverish tremor denoted the sharpest emotion at so much magnificence. The principal coach, loaded with gilding and mythological carvings, was no less mud-spattered and dusty than the others.
A score of brilliant young noblemen ranked themselves near this coach, out of which was assisted a girl of sixteen by a gentleman clad in black, with the grand sash of the St. Louis order under his coat. She wore no hair powder, but this plainness had not prevented the hairdresser building up her tresses a foot above her forehead.
Marie Antoinette Josepha, for it was she, brought into France a fame for beauty not always owned by princesses destined to share the throne of that realm. Without being fine, her eyes took any expression she liked; but particularly those so opposite as mildness and scorn; her nose was well shaped; her upper lip pretty; but the lower one, the aristocratic inheritance of seventeen kaisers, too thick and protruding, even drooping, did not suit the pretty visage, except when it wanted to show ire or indignation.
On this occasion, Marie Antoinette wore her womanly look and womanly smile, more, that of a happy woman. If possible, she did not mean to be the royal princess till the following day. The sweetest calm reigned on her face; the most charming kindness enlivened her eyes.
She was robed in white silk, and her handsome bare arms supported a heavy lace mantle.
She refused the arm of the gentleman in black, and freely advanced, snuffing the air, and casting glances around as though wishful to enjoy brief liberty.
"Oh, the lovely site! What fine old trees! and the pretty little house!" she ejaculated. "How happy they must dwell in this nice air and under these trees which hide us in so well."
Philip Taverney appeared, followed by Andrea, giving her arm to her father, wearing a fine royal blue velvet coat, last vestige of former splendor. Andrea wore a ruddy gray silk dress and had her hair in long plaits. Following Balsamo's hint, the baron had donned the insignia of the Knightly Order.
"Your highness," said Philip, pale with emotion and noble in his sorrow, "allow me the honor to present Baron de Taverney, Red Castle, my sire, and Mademoiselle Claire Andrea, my sister."
The old noble bowed low with the style of one who knew how queens should be saluted; his daughter displayed all the grace of elegant timidity, and the most flattering politeness of sincere respect.
Regarding the pair, and recalling what Philip had stated on their poverty, Marie Antoinette felt with them in their suffering.
"Your highness does Taverney Castle too much honor," said the baron; "so humble a place is nowise worthy to harbor such beauty and nobility."
"I know that I am at the doors of an old soldier of France," was the royal response, "and my mother, the Empress Maria Theresa, who often went to the wars, says that in your kingdom the richest in glory are oft the poorest in gold."
With ineffable grace she held out her hand to Andrea, who knelt to kiss it.
The dauphiness suddenly extricated the baron from his terror about harboring the great number of the retinue.
"My lords and gentlemen," she said, "it is not for you to bear the fatigue of my whims or enjoy the privileges of a royal princess. Pray, await me here; in half an hour I shall return. Come with me, Langenshausen," she said to the countess of that house who was her duenna. "Follow me, my lord," she added to the gentleman in black.
His plain attire was of remarkable style; he was a handsome person of thirty years and smooth manners; he stood aside to let the princess go by. She took Andrea to her side and motioned Philip to follow. The baron fell into place next the fashionable gentleman.
"So you are a Taverney of Redcastle?" queried this fop, as he preened his fine honiton lace ruffles with aristocratic impertinence.
"Am I to answer a gentleman or a nobleman?" returned the baron with equal sauciness.
"Prince will do," said the other, "or eminence."
"Well, yes, your eminence, I am a real Taverney," replied the poor nobleman, without dropping the insolent tone he usually kept.
The prince had the tact of great lords, for he readily perceived that he was not dealing with a rustic hobbledehoy.
"I suppose this is your summer residence?" he continued.
"My residence in all seasons," replied the baron, desiring to finish with this examination, but accompanying his answers with deep bows.
Philip kept turning round to his father with uneasiness; the house seemed towering up to exhibit more and more of their penury. The baron was just holding his hand toward the sill, deserted by visitors, when the dauphiness turned to him, saying:
"Excuse me not going indoors, but these shady spots are so pleasant that I could pass my life beneath them. I am rather weary of interiors. For a fortnight I have been received under roofs—and I like open air, flowers and the shade of foliage. Might I not have a drink of milk in this bower?"
"What a mean refreshment, your highness!" faltered the baron.
"I prefer it, with new-laid eggs, my lord. Such formed my feasts at Schoenbrunn."
All of a sudden, Labrie, puffed up with pride in a showy livery, and holding a damask napkin, appeared in the jessamine hung arbor which the archduchess was eyeing covetously.
"The refreshment is ready for your royal highness," he said with a neat mingling of respect and serenity.
"Am I housed by an enchanter?" exclaimed the princess, darting into the bower.
The perturbed baron forgot etiquette to leave the gentleman in black and run after his guest.
Philip and Andrea looked at each other with even more anxiety than astonishment.
Under the twining clematis, jessamine and honeysuckle an oval table was set, dazzling from the whiteness of the damask cloth and the carved bullion plate upon it. Ten sets of silver awaited as many guests. A choice but strange collation attracted the visitor's gaze. Foreign fruit preserved in sugar; cake and crackers from Aleppo and Madeira, oranges and melons of uncommon size, set in large vases. The richest and noblest wines glittered in all hues of ruby and topaz in four cut-glass Persian decanters. The milk asked for filled a crystal cup.
"But you must have expected me, since in no ten minutes which I have been here could this sumptuous spread be placed." And the princess glanced at Labrie as much as to say: "With only one servant, too?"
"I did expect your royal highness," faltered the baron; "of your coming being apprised."
"If your son did not inform you by letter, then it must have been some fairy—I suppose, the godmother of your daughter."
"It was not so much a fairy, as a magician," said Taverney, offering a seat to the princess. "I do not know anything about how he has done this, as I do not dabble in magic, but I owe it to him that I am fitly entertaining your highness."
"Then I will have none of it. It is contrary to the faith—but his eminence is going to sin, with that liver-pie!"
"We are rather too worldly, we princes of the Church," replied the gentleman in black, "to believe the celestial wrath poisons victuals, and we are too human to visit ill on magicians who provide such good things."
"But I assure your eminence that this is a real sorcerer who conjured up this board ready spread, and who may have produced the gold of this service in the same manner."
"Does he know of the stone which changes all into gold?" questioned the churchman, with his eyes kindling with covetousness.
"This pleases the cardinal, who has passed his life seeking the philosopher's stone," said the princess.
"I own that I find nothing more interesting than supernatural things," returned the prince; "nothing more curious than what's impossible."
"So I have hit the vital spot, have I?" said the archduchess. "Every great man has a mystery, particularly when he is a diplomatist. Let me warn your eminence that I also am a witch, and that I can see into matters—if not curious and impossible—incredible."
This was an incomprehensible enigma to all but the cardinal, for he was plainly embarrassed. The gentle eye of the Austrian had flared with one of those fires denoting a storm gathering. But there was no thunderous outbreak, for she went on, restraining herself:
"Come my lord of Taverney, make the feast complete by producing your magician. Where is he? In what box have you put Old Hocus Pocus?"
"Labrie, notify Baron Joseph Balsamo that her Royal Highness the Dauphiness desires to see him."
"Balsamo?" repeated the high lady, as the valet started off. "What an odd name!"
"I fancy I have heard it before," murmured the cardinal.
Five minutes passed with none thinking of breaking the stillness, when Andrea shuddered, for she heard before any other the step beneath the foliage. The branches were parted and right in front of Marie Antoinette, Joseph Balsamo appeared.
CHAPTER XI.
A MARVEL OF MAGIC.
HUMBLE was Balsamo's bow; but immediately raising his intelligent and expressive brow, he fixed his clear eye, though with respect, on the chief guest, silently waiting for her to question him.
"If you are the person Baron Taverney has mentioned, pray draw nigh that we may see what a magician is like."
Balsamo came a step nearer and bowed to Marie Antoinette.
"So you make a business of foretelling?" said the latter, sipping the milk while regarding the new comer with more curiosity than she liked to betray.
"I make no business of it, but I do foretell, please your royal highness?" was the answer.
"Educated in an enlightened faith, we place faith solely in the mysteries of our religion."
"Undoubtedly they are worthy of veneration," responded the other dialoguist with a profound congé. "But the Cardinal de Rohan here, though Prince of the Church, will tell you that they are not the only ones worthy of respect."
The cardinal started, for his title had not been announced.
Not appearing to notice this revelation, Marie Antoinette pursued:
"But you must allow that they alone cannot be controverted."
"There can be fact as well as faith," replied Balsamo, with the same respect but with the same firmness.
"You speak a trifle darkly, my lord Baron of Magic. I am at heart a good Frenchwoman, but not in mind, and do not yet understand all the fineness of the language. They say I shall soon pick it up, even to the puns. Meanwhile, I must urge you to speak more plainly if you want my comprehension."
"I ask your highness to let me dwell obscure," said the baron, with a melancholy smile. "I should feel too much regret to reveal to so great a princess a future not equal to her hopes."
"Dear me, this is becoming serious," said Marie Antoinette, "and Abracadabra whets my curiosity in order to make me beg my fortune to be told."
"Heaven forbid my being forced into it," observed Balsamo coldly.
"Of course, for you would be put to much pains for little result," laughed the princess.
But her merriment died away without a courtier's echoing it; all suffered the influence of the mystic man who claimed the whole attention.
"Still it was you foretold my coming to Taverney?" said the mighty lady, to which Balsamo silently bowed. "How was the trick done, my lord baron?"
"Simply by looking into a glass of water, my liege lady," was the old noble's answer.
"If that be truly your magic mirror, it is guileless at any rate; may your words be as clear!"
The cardinal smiled, and the master of the place said:
"Your highness will not have to take lessons in punning."
"Nay, my dear host, do not flatter me, or flatter me better. It seems to me it was a mild quip; but, my lord," she resumed, turning toward Balsamo by that irresistible attraction drawing us to a danger, "if you can read the future in a glass for a gentleman, may you not read it for a lady in a decanter?"
"Perfectly; but the future is uncertain, and I should shrink from saddening your royal highness if a cloud veiled it, as I have already had the honor to say."
"Do you know me beforetimes? Where did you first see me?"
"I saw you as a child beside your august mother, that mighty queen."
"Empress, my lord."
"Queen by heart and mind, but such have weaknesses when they think they act for their daughters' happiness."
"I hope history will not record one single weakness in Maria Theresa," retorted the other.
"Because it does not know what is known solely to your highness, her mother and myself."
"Is there a secret among us three?" sneered the lady. "I must hear it."
"In Schoenbrunn Palace is the Saxony Cabinet, where the empress sits in private. One morning, about seven, the empress not being up, your highness entered this study, and perceived a letter of hers, open, on the writing-table."
The hearer blushed.
"Reading it, your highness took up a pen and struck out the three words beginning it."
"Speak them aloud!"
"'My dear Friend.'"
Marie Antoinette bit her lips as she turned pale.
"Am I to tell to whom the letter was addressed?" inquired the seer.
"No, no, but you may write it."
The soothsayer took out his memorandum book fastening with a gilt clasp, and with a kind of pencil from which flowed ink, wrote on a leaf. Detaching this page, he presented it to the princess, who read:
"The letter was addressed to the marchioness of Pompadour, mistress of King Louis XV."
The dauphiness' astounded look rose upon this clearly speaking man, with pure and steady voice, who appeared to tower over her although he bowed lowly.
"All this is quite true," she admitted, "and though I am unaware how you could learn this secret, I am bound to allow, before all, that you speak true."
"Then I may retire upon this innocent proof of my science."
"Not so, my lord baron," said the princess, nettled; "the wiser you are, the more I long for your forecast. You have only spoken of the past, and I demand the future."
Her feverish agitation could not escape the bystanders.
"Let me at least consult the oracle, to learn whether the prediction may be revealed."
"Good or bad, I must hear it!" cried Marie Antoinette with growing irritation. "I shall not believe it if good, taking it for flattery; but bad, I shall regard it as a warning, and I promise any way not to bear you ill will. Begin your witchcraft."
Balsamo took up the decanter with a broad mouth and stood it in a golden saucer. He raised it thus high up, and, after looking at it shook his head.
"I cannot speak. Some things must not be told to princes," he said.
"Because you have nothing to say?" and she smiled scornfully.
Balsamo appeared embarrassed, so that the cardinal began to laugh in his face and the baron grumbled.
"My wizard is worn out," he said. "Nothing is to follow but the gold turning into dry leaves, as in the Arabian tale."
"I would have preferred the leaves to all this show; for there is no shame in drinking from a nobleman's pewter goblet, while a dauphiness of France ought not to have to use the thimble-rigging cup of a charlatan."
Balsamo started erect as if a viper had bitten him.
"Your highness shall know your fate, since your blindness drives you to it."
These words were uttered in a voice so steady but so threatening that the hearers felt icy chills in their veins. The lady turned pale visibly.
"Do not listen to him, my daughter," whispered the old governess in German to her ward.
"Let her hear, for since she wanted to know, know she shall!" said Balsamo in the same language, which doubled the mystery over the incident. "But to you alone, lady."
"Be it so," said the latter. "Stand back!"
"I suppose this is just an artifice to get a private audience?" sneered she, turning again to the magician.
"Do not try to irritate me," said he; "I am but the instrument of a higher Power, used to enlighten you. Insult fate and it will revenge itself, well knowing how. I merely interpret its moves. Do not fling at me the wrath which will recoil on yourself, for you can not visit on me the woes of which I am the sinister herald."
"Then there are woes?" said the princess, softened by his respectfulness and disarmed by his apparent resignation.
"Very great ones."
"Tell me all. First, will my family live happy?"
"Your misfortunes will not reach those you leave at home. They are personal to you and your new family. This royal family has three members, the Duke of Berry, the Count of Provence, and the Count of Artois. They will all three reign."
"Am I to have no son?"
"Sons will be among your offspring, but you will deplore that one should live and the other die."
"Will not my husband love me?"
"Too well. But his love and your family's support will fail you."
"Those of the people will yet be mine."
"Popular love and support—the ocean in a calm. Have you seen it in a storm?"
"I will prevent it rising, or ride upon the billows."
"The higher its crest, the deeper the abyss."
"Heaven remains to me."
"Heaven does not save the heads it dooms."
"My head in danger? Shall I not reign a queen?"
"Yes—but would to God you never did."
The princess smiled disdainfully.
"Hearken, and remember," proceeded Balsamo. "Did you remark the subject on the tapestry of the first room you entered on French ground? The Massacre of the Innocents; the ominous figures must have remained in your mind. During that storm, did you see that the lightning felled a tree on your left, almost to crush your coach? Such presages are not to be interpreted but as fatal ones."
Letting her head fall upon her bosom, the princess reflected for a space before asking:
"How will those three die?"
"Your husband the king will die headless; Count Provence, legless; and Artois heartless."
"But myself? I command you to speak, or I shall hold all this as a paltry trick. Take care, my lord, for the daughter of Maria Theresa is not to be sported with—a woman who holds in hand the destinies of thirty millions of souls. You know no more, or your imagination is exhausted."
Balsamo placed the saucer and the decanter on a bench in the darkest nook of the arbor, which thus resembled a pythoness' cave; he led her within the gloom.
"Down on your knees," he said, alarming her by the action; "for you will seem to be imploring God to spare you the terrible outcome which you are to view."
Mechanically the princess obeyed, but as Balsamo touched the crystal with his magic wand, some frightful picture no doubt appeared in it, for the princess tried to rise, reeled, and screamed as she fell in a swoon.
They ran to her.
"That decanter?" she cried, when revived.
The water was limpid and stainless.
The wonder-worker had disappeared!
CHAPTER XII.
TAVERNEY'S PROSPECTS BRIGHTEN.
THE first to perceive the archduchess's fainting fit, was Baron Taverney who was on the lookout from being most uneasy about the interview. Hearing the scream and seeing Balsamo dart out of the bower he ran up.
The first word of the dauphiness was to call for the bewitched decanter: her second to bid no harm to be done the sorcerer. It was time to say it, for Philip Taverney had rushed after the latter.
She attributed the swoon to fever from the journey. She talked of sleeping for some hours, in Andrea's room, but the Governor of Strasburg arrived in hot haste with a dispatch from Versailles, and she had to receive Lord Stainville, who was brother in-law of the prime minister.
Opening this missive, the princess read:
"The court presentation of Lady Dubarry is fixed on, if she can find a patroness, which we hope will not be. But the surest method of blocking the project is to have your royal highness here, in whose presence none will dare suggest such an offense."
"Very good. My horses must be put to. We depart at once."
Cardinal Rohan looked at Lord Stainville as if for an explanation of this abrupt change.
"The dauphin is in a hurry to see his wife," whispered the latter with such cunning that the churchman thought it had slipped his tongue and was satisfied with it.
Andrea had been trained by her father to understand royal freaks; she was not surprised at the contradiction. So the lady saw only smoothness on her face as she turned to her, saying:
"Thank you; your welcome has deeply touched me. Baron, you are aware that I made the vow to benefit the first French gentleman and his family, whom I should meet on the frontier. But I am not going to stop at this point, and Mademoiselle Andrea is not to be forgotten. Yes, I wish her to be my maid of honor. The brother will defend the king in the army, the sister will serve me; the father will instruct the first in loyalty, the other in virtue. I shall have enviable servitors, do you not agree?" she continued to Philip, who was kneeling. "I will leave one of my carriages to bring you in my train. Governor, name somebody to accompany my carriage for the Taverneys, and notify that it is of my household."
"Beausire," called out the governor, "come forward."
A sharp-eyed cavalier, some twenty-four years old, rode out from the escort and saluted.
"Set a guard over Baron Taverney's coach, and escort it."
"We shall meet soon again, then," said the princess with a smile. "Let us be off, my lords and gentlemen."
In a quarter of an hour, all remaining of the whirling cavalcade was the carriage left in the avenue and the guardsman whose horse was cropping the dandelions.
"Where is the magician?" inquired Taverney.
"Gone, too, my lord."
"I never heard of the like—leaving all that valuable plate."
"He left a note which Gilbert is fretting to deliver."
"Father," said Andrea, "I know what is tormenting you. You know I have thirty gold pieces, and the diamond-set watch Queen Maria Leczinska gave my mother."
"That is well," said the baron, "but keep it, though we must hunt up means for a handsome robe for your court presentation. Hush! here is Labrie."
"The note, my lord, which was given Gilbert by the strange gentleman."
The baron snatched it from the servant and read in an undertone:
"MY LORD: Since an august hand touched this service of plate under your roof, it belongs to your lordship, and I pray you to keep it as a memento, and sometimes to remember, your grateful guest, BALSAMO."
"Labrie, is there a good goldsmith at Bar-le-Duc?"
"Yes, my lord, the one who mended our young lady's jewelry."
"Put aside the cup the princess used, and pack up the rest of the plate in our carriage. And then, haste to the cellar and serve that officer with all the liquor left. Come, come, Andrea, courage! We are going to court, a splendid place where the sun never fails. You are naturally lovely and have only to set the gem becomingly to outshine them all."
Nicole followed Andrea to her room.
"I am off to arrange my titles of nobility and proofs of service," continued the baron, trotting to his room briskly. "We shall be off from this den in an hour; do you hear, Andrea? And we leave by the golden gates, too. What a trump that magician is! Really, I have become as superstitious as the devil's own. But make haste, Labrie!" he cried to his man groping about in the cellar.
"I can't get on faster, master—we have not a candle left."
"It is plain that we are getting out in the right time," thought the baron.
CHAPTER XIII.
NICOLE'S DOWER.
NICOLE aided her young mistress in her traveling preparations with ardor which speedily dissipated the cloud risen that morning between maid and mistress. The latter smiled as she found that she would have no need to scold her.
"She is a good, devoted girl and grateful," she mused; "only she has weaknesses, like all womankind. Let us forget."
On her part, Nicole was not the girl not to watch her mistress' face, and she saw the kindliness increasing.
"I was a fool nearly to get into a scrape with her for that rascal Gilbert, when she is going to town, where everybody makes a fortune."
"Put my lace in my box. Stop! I gave you that box, I remember; and you will want it, as you are going to set up housekeeping."
"Oh, my lady," said Nicole, reddening, and replying merrily, "my wedding garments will be easily kept in no great space."
"How so? I want you to be well off when you wed."
"Have you found me a rich match?"
"No, but a dower of twenty-five gold pieces."
"You would give me such a treasure!" Emotion followed her surprise, and tears gushed into her eyes as she kissed Andrea's hand.
Nicole began to think that Gilbert had rejected her from fear of poverty, and that now she had funds, she had better marry the ambitious spark to whom she would appear more desirable. But a germ of pride mingled with the generosity, as she wanted to humble one who had jilted her.
"It looks as though you really loved your Gilbert," observed the lady. "How incredible for something in the lad to please you. I must have a look at this lady-killer next time I see him."
Nicole eyed her with lingering doubt. Was this deep hypocrisy or perfect ignorance?
"Is Gilbert coming to Paris with us?" she inquired, to be settled on the point.
"What for? he is not a domestic and is not fitted for a Parisian establishment. The loungers about Taverney are like the birds which can pick up a living on their own ground; but in Paris a hanger-on would cost too much, and we cannot tolerate that. If you marry him, you must stay here. I give you an hour to decide between my household or your husband's. I detest these connubial details and will not have a married servant. In any case, here is the money; marry, and have it as dower; follow me, and it is your first two years' wages, in advance."
Nicole took the purse from her hand and kissed it.
The lady watched her go away and muttered: "She is happy, for she loves."
Nicole in five minutes was at the window of Gilbert's room, at the back of which he was turning over his things.
"I have come to tell you that my mistress wants me to go with her to Paris."
"Good!" said the young man.
"Unless I get married and settled here."
"Are you thinking still of that?" he asked, without any feeling.
"Particularly, since I am rich from my lady dowering me," and she showed the bright gold.
"A pretty sum," he said drily.
"That is not all. My lord is going to be rich. He will rebuild the castle, and the house will have to be guarded——"
"By the happy mate of Nicole," suggested Gilbert with irony, not sufficiently wrapped up not to wound the girl, though she contained herself. "I refuse the offer, for I am not going to bury myself here when Paris is open to me also. Paris is my stage, do you understand?"
"And mine, and I understand you. You may not regret me; but you will fear me, and blush to see to what you drive me. I longed to be an honest woman, but, when I was leaning over the verge, you repulsed me instead of pulling me back. I am slipping and I shall fall, and heaven will ask you to account for the loss. Farewell, Gilbert!"
The proud girl spun round without anger now, or impatience, having exhausted all her generosity of soul.
Gilbert quietly closed the window and resumed the mysterious business which Nicole's coming had interrupted.
She returned to her mistress with a deliberate air.
"I shall not marry," she said.
"But your great love?"
"It is not worth the kindness your ladyship has done me. I belong to you and shall ever so belong. I know the mistress which heaven gave me; but I might never know the master whom I give myself."
Andrea was touched by this display of emotion, which she was far from expecting in the maid. She was of course ignorant that Nicole was making her a pillow to fall back upon. She smiled to believe a human creature was better than she estimated.
"You are doing right," she said. "If bliss befalls me, you shall have your share. But did you settle with your sweetheart?"
"I told him that I would have no more to do with him."
She was restored to her former suspicions, and it was fated that the two should never understand each other—one with her diamond purity and the other with her tendency to evil.
Meanwhile, the baron had packed up his scanty valuables, and Labrie shouldered the half-empty trunk, containing them, to accompany his master out to where the corporal of guards was finishing the wine to the last drop.
This soldier gallant had remarked the fine waist and pretty limbs of Nicole, and he was prowling round the pool to see her again. He was drawn from his reverie by the baron calling for his carriage. Saluting him, he called in a ringing voice for the driver to come up the avenue. Labrie put the trunk on the rack behind with unspeakable pride and delight.
"I am going to ride in the royal coaches," he muttered.
"But up behind, my old boy," corrected Beausire, with a patronizing smile.
"Who is to keep Taverney if you take Labrie, father?" inquired Andrea.
"That lazy philosopher, Gilbert; with his gun he will have ample to eat, I warrant, for there is plenty of game at Taverney."
Andrea looked at Nicole, who laughed and added:
"He is a sly dog; he will not starve."
"Leave him a trifle," suggested Andrea.
"It will spoil him. He is bad enough now. If he wants anything we will send him help."
"He would not accept money, my lord."
"Your Gilbert must be pretty proud, then?"
"Thank heaven, he is no longer my Gilbert!"
"Deuse take Gilbert, whoever's property he is," said Taverney, to cut short what annoyed his selfishness. "The coach is stopping the way; get in, daughter."
Andrea gave the house a farewell glance and stepped into the vehicle. The baron installed himself next her; Labrie in his glorious livery and Nicole got upon the box, for the driver turned himself into a postillion and bestrode one of the horses.
"But the corporal?" queried the baron.
"I ride my charger," responded Beausire, ogling Nicole, who colored up with pleasure at having so soon replaced the rustic lad with a stylish cavalier.
Gilbert stood with his hat off at the gate, and, without seeming to see, looked on Andrea alone. She was bending out of the opposite window to watch the house to the last.
"Stop a bit," ordered Baron Taverney; "hark you, master idler," he said to Gilbert, "you ought to be a happy dog to be left by yourself, as suits a true philosopher, with nobody to bother you or upbraid you. Don't let the house catch afire while you brood, and take care of the watchdog. Go ahead, coachman!"
Gilbert slammed the gates, groaning for want of oil, and ran back to his little room, where he had his little bundle ready. It also contained his savings in a silver piece.
Mahon was howling when he came out, and straining at his chain.
"Am I not cast off like a dog? why should not a dog be cast off like a man? No, you shall at least be free to seek your livelihood like myself."
The liberated dog ran round the house, but finding all the doors closed, he bounded the ruins.
"Now we are going to see who fares the better—man or dog," said Gilbert. "Farewell, mansion where I have suffered and where all despised me! where bread was cast to me with the reproach that I was stealing it by making no return. Farewell—no, curses on you! My heart leaps with joy at no longer being jailed up in your walls. Forever be accursed, prison, hell, lair of tyrants!"
CHAPTER XIV.
THE OUTCAST'S LUCK.
BUT in his long journey to Paris he had often to regret this abode which he had cursed. Sore, wearied, famished—for he had lost his coin—he fell in the dusty highway, but with clenched fists and eyes glaring with rage.
"Out of the way, there!" yelled a hoarse voice, amid cracking of a whip.
He did not hear, for his senses left him. He remained before the hoofs of the horses, drawing a postchaise up a side road between Vauclere and Thieblemont, which he had not perceived.
A scream pealed from inside the carriage, which the horses were whirling along like a feather on the gale. The postboy made a superhuman effort and managed to keep his horses from trampling on the boy, though one of the leaders gave him a kick.
"Good God!" screamed a woman again; "you have crushed the unhappy child."
The lady traveler got out, and the postillion alighted to lift Gilbert's body from under the wheel.
"What luck!" said the man; "dashed if he be hurted—only swooned."
"With fright, I suppose."
"I'll drag him to the roadside, and let us go on, since your ladyship is in hot haste."
"I cannot possibly leave this poor boy in such a plight. So young, poor little thing! It is some truant scholar undertaking a journey beyond his powers. How pale he is—he will die. No, no! I will not abandon him. Put him inside, on the front seat."
The postboy obeyed the lady, who had already got in the berlin, as were called such carriages. Gilbert was put on a good cushion with his back supported by the padded sides.
"Away you go again," said the lady. "Ten minutes lost, for which you must make up, while I will pay you the more."
When Gilbert came to his senses he found himself in the coach, swept along by three posthorses. He was not a little surprised, too, to be almost in the lap of a young woman who attentively studied him.
She was not more than twenty-five. She had cheeks scorched by the southern sun, with a turn-up nose and gray eyes. A clear character of cunning and circumspection was given to her open and jovial countenance by the little mouth of delicate and fanciful design. Her arms, the finest in the world, were molded in violet velvet sleeves adorned with gilt buttons. Nearly the whole vehicle was filled up by the wavy folds of her large flower-patterned gray silk dress.
As the countenance was smiling and expressed interest, Gilbert stared for fear he was in a dream.
"Well, are you better, my little man?" asked she.
"Where am I?" counter-queried Gilbert, who had learned this phrase from novels, where alone it is used.
"In safety, my dear little fellow," replied the lady in a southern accent. "A while ago you ran great risk of being smashed under my carriage wheels. What happened you, to drop on the highroad right in the middle?"
"I swooned from having walked some eighteen leagues since four yesterday afternoon, or, rather, run."
"Whither are you bound?"
"To Versailles, lady. I come from Taverney, a castle between Pierrefitte and Bar-le-Duc."
"Did you not give yourself time to eat?"
"I had neither the time nor the means, for I lost a bit of money, and I soon ate the crusts I carried."
"Poor boy! but you might have asked for more bread."
"I am too proud, lady," said Gilbert, smiling loftily.
"Pride is all very well, but not when it lets one die of hunger."
"Death before disgrace!"
"Hello! where did you learn such talk?"
"Not at home, for I am an orphan. My name is Gilbert, and no more."
"Some by-blow of a country squire," thought the woman. "You are very young to roam the highway," she continued.
"I was not roaming," said the youth, who thought the truth would recommend him to a woman. "I was following a carriage."
"With your lady love in it? Dear me! there is a romance in your adventure?"
Gilbert was not enough his own master not to redden.
"What was the carriage, my little Cato?"
"One of the dauphiness' retinue."
"What, is she ahead of us?" exclaimed the woman. "Are they not making a fuss over her along the route?"
"They wanted to, but she pressed on after having talked of staying for rest at Taverney Castle, for a letter came from Versailles, they said, and she was off in three-quarters of an hour."
"A letter?"
"Brought by the Governor of Strasburg."
"Lord Stainville? Duke Choiseul's brother? The mischief! Whip on, postillion! faster, faster!"
The whip snapped and Gilbert felt the vehicle jump with more velocity.
"We may outstrip her if she stops for breakfast, or at night," meditated the woman. "Postillion, which is the next town of any account?"
"Vitry."
"Where do we change horses?"
"Vauclere."
"Go on; but tell me if you see a string of carriages on the main road. Poor child!" she continued, seeing how pale Gilbert was; "it is my fault for making him chatter when he is dying of hunger and thirst."
To make up for the lost time, she took out a traveling flask with a silver cap as stopper, into which she poured a cordial.
"Drink that and eat a cake," she said, "until you can have a substantial breakfast in an hour or two. Now, as you are a whit refreshed, tell me, if you have any trust in me, what interest you have in following the carriage belonging to the dauphiness' train?"
He related his story with much clearness.
"Cheer up," she said. "I congratulate you. But you must know that one cannot live on courage at Versailles or Paris."
"But one can by toil."
"That's so. But you have not the hands of a craftsman or laborer."
"I will work with my head."
"Yes, you appear rather knowing."
"I know I am ignorant," said Gilbert, recalling Socrates.
"You will make a good doctor, then, since a doctor is one who administers drugs of which he knows little into a body of which he knows less. In ten years I promise you my custom."
"I shall try to deserve the honor, lady," replied Gilbert.
The horses were changed without their having overtaken the royal party, which had stopped for the same and to breakfast at Vitry. The lady offered bounteously for the distance between to be covered, but the postillion dared not outstrip the princess—a crime for which he would be sent to prison for life.
"If I might suggest," observed Gilbert, "you could cut ahead by a by-road."
The vehicle therefore turned off to the right and came out on the main road at Chalons. The princess had breakfasted at Vitry, but was so tired that she was reposing, having ordered the horses to be ready to start again at three or four P. M. This so delighted the lady traveler that she paid the postboy lavishly and said to Gilbert:
"We shall have a feast at the next posting house."
But it was decreed that Gilbert should not dine there.
The change of horses was to be at Chaussee village. The most remarkable object here was a man who stood in the mid-road, as if on duty there. He looked along it and on a long-tailed barb which was hitched to a window shutter and neighed fretfully for its master to come out of the cottage.
At length the man knocked on the shutter, and called.
"I say, sir," he demanded of the man who showed his head at the window, "if you want to sell that horse, here is the customer."
"Not for sale," replied the peasant, banging the shutter to.
This did not satisfy the stranger, who was a lusty man of forty, tall and ruddy, with coarse hands in lace ruffles. He wore a laced cocked hat crosswise, like soldiers who want to scare rustics.
"You are not polite," he said, hammering on the shutter. "If you do not open, I shall smash in the blind."
The panel opened at this menace and the clown reappeared.
"Who does this Arab belong to?"
"A lady lodging here, who is very fond of it."
"Let me speak with her."
"Can't; she is sleeping."
"Ask her if she wants five hundred pistoles for the barb."
"That is a right royal price." And the rustic opened his eyes widely.
"Just, so; the king wants the creature."
"You are not the king."
"But I represent him, and he is in a hurry."
"I must not wake her."
"Then I shall!" and he swung up a cane with a gold head in his herculean fist.
But he lowered it without hitting, for at the same instant he caught sight of a carriage tearing up the slope behind three fagged horses. The skilled eye of the would-be buyer recognized the vehicle, for he rushed toward it with a speed the Arabian might have envied.
It was the post carriage of Gilbert's guardian angel, which the postboy was enchanted to stop, on seeing the man wave him to do so, for he knew the nags would never reach the post house.
"Chon, my dear Chon," said the stranger. "What joy that you turn up, at last!"
"It is I, Jean," replied the lady to whom was given this odd name; "what are you doing here?"
"A pretty question, by Jove! I was waiting for you."
The Hercules stepped on the folding-step, and kissed the lady through the window. Suddenly he caught sight of Gilbert, and turned as black as a dog from which is snatched a bone, from not knowing the terms between the pair in the berlin.
"It is a most amusing little philosopher whom I picked up," returned Chon, caring little whether she wounded the pet's feelings or not, "on the road—but never mind him."
"Another matter indeed worries us. What about the old Countess of Bearn?" asked Jean.
"I have done the job, and she will come. I said I was her lawyer's daughter, Mademoiselle Flageot, and that, passing through Verdun, I repeated from my father that her case was coming on. I added that she must appear in person, whereupon she opened her gray eyes, took a pinch of snuff, and saying Lawyer Flageot was the first of business men, she gave orders for her departure."
"Splendid, Chon! I appoint you my ambassador extraordinary. Come and have breakfast!"
"Only too glad, for this poor boy is dying of hunger. But we must make haste, for the dauphiness is only three leagues off."
"Plague! that changes the tune. Go on to the posting house, with me hanging on as I am."
In five minutes the coach was at the inn door, where Chon ordered cutlets, fowl, wine and eggs, as they had to be off forthwith.
"Excuse me, lady, but it will have to be with your own horses, for all mine are out. If you find one at the manger, I will eat it."
"You ought to have some, for the regulations require it. Let me tell you," thundered Jean with a hectoring air, "I am not the man to jest."
"If I had fifty in the stable it would be the same as none, for they are all held on the dauphiness' service."
"Fifty, and you would not let us have three?" said Jean; "I do not ask for eight, to which number royal highnesses are entitled, but three."
"You shall not have one," returned the post master, springing in between the stables and the obstinate gentleman.
"Blunderhead, do you know who I am?" cried the other, pale with rage.
"Viscount," interposed Chon, "in heaven's name, no disorder."
"You are right, my dear; no more words; only deeds." He turned to the innkeeper, saying, "I shall shield you from responsibility by taking three horses myself."
"It must not be done, I tell 'ee."
"Do not help him harness," said the posting house keeper to the grooms.
"Jean," said Chon, "don't get into a scrape. On an errand one must put up with anything."
"Except delay," replied Viscount Jean with the utmost ease.
And he began taking down three sets of harness, which he threw on three horses' backs.
"Mind, master," said the post master, as he followed Jean, leading the horses out to the coach, "this is high treason."
"I am not stealing the royal horses but taking them on loan."
The innkeeper rushed at the reins but the strong man sent him spinning.
"Brother, oh, brother!" screamed Chon.
"Only her brother!" muttered Gilbert.
CHAPTER XV.
TAVERNEY TO THE RESCUE.
AT this period a window in the cottage opened and a lovely woman's face appeared, above the Arabian courser, the uproar having aroused her.
"The very person wanted," cried Jean. "Fair lady, I offer you five hundred pistoles for your horse."
"My horse?" questioned the lady in bad French.
"Yes, the barb hitched there."
"Not for sale," and the lady slammed the window.
"Come, come, I am not in luck this day," said Jean, "for folk will neither sell nor hire. Confound it all! I shall take the Arab, if not for sale, and the coach horses if not for hire, and run them to their last legs. Put the horses to," he concluded to the lady traveler's lackey, who was on the coach.
"Help me, boys?" shouted the post master to his hostlers.
"Oh, don't," cried Chon to her brother; "you will only be massacred."
"Massacred, with three to three? for I count on your philosopher," said Jean, shouting to Gilbert, who was stupefied. "Get out and pitch in with a cane, or a rock, or the fist. And don't look like a plaster image!"
Here the burlesque battle began, with the horses pulled between Jean and their owner. The stronger man hurled the latter into the duckpond, where he floundered among the frightened ducks and geese.
"Help! murder!" he shrieked, while the viscount hastened to get the fresh horses into the traces.
"Help, in the king's name!" yelled the innkeeper, rallying his two grooms.
"Who claims help in the royal name?" challenged a horseman who suddenly galloped into the inn yard and pulled up his reeking steed amid the fighting party.
"Lieutenant Philip de Taverney!" exclaimed Gilbert, sinking back deeper than ever in the carriage corner.
Chon, who let nothing slip her, caught this name.
The young officer of the dauphin's dragoon guards leaped off his horse amid the scene, which was attracting all the villagers. The innkeeper ran up to him imploringly as the saver.
"Officer, this gentleman is trying to take away the horses kept for her Royal Highness," he faltered.
"Gentleman?" queried Philip.
"Yes, this gentleman;" retorted Jean.
"You mistake, you are mad—or no gentleman," replied the Chevalier of Redcastle.
"My dear lieutenant, you are wrong on both points," said the viscount; "I have my senses, and I am entitled to ride in the royal carriages."
"How dare you, then, lay hands on the horses for the royal princess?"
"Because there are fifty here and the Royals are entitled to but eight. Am I to go afoot when lackeys have four nags to draw them?"
"If it is the order of his Majesty, they may have what they like. So be good enough to make your fellow take back those horses."
"Yes, if you are on duty to guard them, lieutenant," replied Jean; "but I did not know that the dauphiness' dragoons were set to guard grooms. Better shut your eyes, tell your squad to do the same, and I wish you a pleasant journey!"
"You are wrong, sir; I am on duty, as the dauphiness has sent me forward to look after the relays."
"That is different. But allow the remark that you are on paltry duty, and the young Bonnibel is shamefully treating the army——"
"Of whom are you speaking in such terms?" interrupted Philip.
"Oh, only of that Austrian beauty."
Taverney turned pale as his cravat, but in his usual calm voice he said, as he caught hold of the bridle:
"Do me the pleasure to acquaint me with your name?"
"If you are bent upon that—I am Viscount Jean Dubarry."
"What, brother of that notorious——"
"Who will send you to rot in the Bastille prison, if you add a word to the adjective."
The viscount sprang into the coach, up to the door of which went the baron's son.
"If you do not come forth in a second I give you my word of honor that I shall run my sword through your body."
Having hold of the door with his left hand, pulling against the viscount, he drew his sword with the other.
"The idea!" said Chon; "this is murder. Give up the horses, Jean."
"Oh, you threaten me, do you?" hissed the viscount, exasperated, and snatching his sword from the cushion.
"We shall never get away at this rate," whispered Chon; "do smooth the officer down."
"Neither violence nor gentleness will stay me in my duty," observed Taverney, politely bowing to the young woman. "Advise obedience to the gentleman, or in the name of the king, whom I represent, I shall kill him if he will fight me, or arrest him if he refuses."
"Shall I lug him out, lieutenant?" asked the corporal, who had Taverney's half-dozen men as escort.
"No, this is a personal quarrel," said his superior. "You need not interfere."
There was truly no need; for, after three minutes, Jean Dubarry drew back from the conflict with Redcastle, his sleeve dyed with blood.
"Go, sir," said the victor, "and do not play such pranks any more."
"Tush, I pay for them," grumbled the viscount.
Luckily three horses came in which would do for the change, and the innkeeper was only too glad to get rid of the turbulent viscount at their price. As he mounted the carriage steps, he grumbled at Gilbert's being in the way.
"Hush, brother," said Chon; "he knows the man who wounded you. He is Philip of Taverney."
"Then we shall be even yet," said the viscount, with a gleam of gladness. "You are on the high horse at present, my little dragoon," he shouted out to Taverney; "but turn about is fair play."
"To the return, if you please," replied the officer.
"Yes, Chevalier Philip de Taverney!" called Jean, watching for the effect of the sudden declaration of his name.
Indeed, his hearer raised his head with sharp surprise, in which entered some unease, but recovering himself and lifting his hat, he rejoined with the utmost grace:
"A pleasant journey, Chevalier Jean Dubarry!"
"A thousand thunders," swore the viscount, grinning horribly as the coach started. "I am in acute pain, Chon, and shall want a surgeon sooner than breakfast."
"We will get one at the first stop while this youth has his meal."
"Excuse me," said Gilbert, as the invalid expressed a desire to drink. "But strong drink is bad for you at present."
"What, are you a doctor as well as philosopher?" queried Jean.
"Not yet, my lord; though I hope to be one some day. But I read that wounded patients must not take anything heated. But if you will let me have your handkerchief, I will dip it in water at the first spring and cool the wound by bandaging it."
The carriage was stopped for Gilbert to get out and wet the cambric.
"This youngster is dreadfully in the way for us to talk business," said Dubarry.
"Pshaw! we will talk in the Southern dialect," said Chon; and it was thanks to this precaution that the two communed to the puzzlement of the youth on the rest of the journey.
But he had the consolation of thinking that he had comforted a viscount who stood in the king's favor. If Andrea only saw him now! He did not think of Nicole.
"Hello!" broke off the viscount, as he looked behind out of the window. "Here comes that Arab with the strange woman on its back. I would give a thousand pistoles for that steed, and a fortune for the beauty."
The black-eyed woman wrapped in a white cloak, with her brow shaded by a broad-brimmed felt hat with long feathers, flew by like an arrow along the roadside, crying:
"Avanti, Djerid!"
"She says 'Forward!' in Italian," said the viscount. "Oh, the lovely creature. If I were not in such pain, I would jump out and after her."
"You could not catch her, on that horse. It is the magician, and she is his wife."
"Magician?" questioned the Dubarrys together.
"Yes, Baron Joseph Balsamo."
The sister looked at the brother as much as to say: "Was I not right to keep him?" and he nodded emphatically.
CHAPTER XVI.
THE KING'S FAVORITE.
IN the apartments of Princess Adelaide, daughter of King Louis X., he had housed the Countess Jeanne Dubarry, his favorite since a year, not without studying the effect it would have on the realm. The jolly, mirthful, devil-may-care mad-cap had transformed the silent palace into a monkey-house, where any one was tolerated who kept the fun alive.
At about nine in the morning, the hour of her reception, Jeanne Vaubernier, to give her her true name, stepped out of her couch, wrapped in an embroidered gauze gown which allowed a glimpse through the floating lace of her alabaster arms. This seductive statue, awakening more and more, drew a lace mantle over her shoulders and held out her little foot for a slipper which, with its jewels, would enrich a woodcutter in her native woods had he found it.
"Any news of Chon, or the Viscount Jean?" she asked at once of her chambermaid.
"None, and no letters, my lady."
"What a bore to be kept waiting!" pouted the royal pet, with a pretty wry face. "Will they never invent a method of corresponding a hundred miles apart? Faith, I pity anybody I visit with my vexation this day. But I suppose that, as this star the dauphiness is coming, I, the poor glowworm, will be left alone. Who is waiting, tell me?"
"Duke Daiguillon, Prince Soubise, Count Sartines and President Maupeou."
"But the Duke of Richelieu?"
"He has not yet come."
"No more than yesterday. That political weathercock has turned from me. He is afraid to be injured, Doris. You must send to his house to ask after him."
"Yes, my lady; but the king is here."
"Very well; I am ready."
The Fifteenth Louis entered the room with a smile on his lips and his head upright. He was accompanied solely by a gentleman in black, who tried by a smile to counteract the baleful effect of thin, hard lips and severe gray eyes. It was Lieutenant of Police Sartines.
The waiting maid and a little negro boy were in the room; but they were not counted.
"Good-morning, countess," hailed the monarch; "how fresh we are looking to-day. Don't be afraid of Sartines; he is not going to talk business, I trust. Oh, how magnificent Zamore is looking!"
The blackamoor was appareled with the barbaric splendor in which Othello was attired at that period.
"Sire, he has a favor to crave of your Majesty."
"He seems to me very ambitious, after having been granted by you the greatest boon one can desire—being your slave, like myself."
Sartines bowed, smiling, but bit his lips at the same time.
"How delightful you are, sire," said the countess. "I adore you, France!" she whispered in the royal ear, and set him smiling.
"Well, what do you desire for Zamore?"
"Recompense for his long service——"
"He is only twelve years old!"
"You will be paying him in advance; that is a good way of not being treated with ingratitude."
"Capital idea! What do you think, Sartines?" asked the king.
"I support it, as all devoted subjects will gain by it."
"Well, sire, I want Zamore to be appointed governor of my summer residence, Luciennes, which shall be created a royal place."
"It would be a parody and make all the governors of the royal places protest, and with reason."
"A good thing, for they are always making a noise for nothing. Zamore, kneel down and thank his majesty for the favor. Sire, you have another royal property from this time forward. Get up, Zamore. You are appointed."
"Sartines, do you know the way to refuse this witch anything?"
"If there is one, it is not yet out into practice, sire."
"When found, I wager it will be by Chief of Police Sartines. I am expecting him to find me something—and I have been on thorns about it for three months. I want a magician."
"To have him burnt alive?" asked the sovereign, while Sartines breathed again. "It is warm weather, now; wait for winter."
"Not to burn him, but to give him a golden rod, sire."
"Oh, did he predict some ill which has not happened?"
"Nay, a blessing which came to pass."
"Tell us, countess," said Louis, settling down in an easy chair, like one who is not sure he will be pleased or oppressed but will risk it.
"I am agreeable, sire, only you must share in rewarding him."
"I must make the present entirely."
"That is right royal."
"I listen."
"It begins like a fairy tale. Once upon a time, a poor girl was walking the streets of Paris, what time she had neither pages, carriages, negro boy to hold up her train and enrage the dowagers, or parrot or monkey. Crossing the Tuileries gardens, she suddenly perceived that she was pursued."
"Deuce take it! thereupon she stopped," said the king.
"Fie! It is clear that your experience has been in following duchesses or marchionesses. She was the more alarmed as a thick fog came on, and the chaser emerged from it upon her. She screamed."
"For the rogue was ugly?"
"No, he was a bright and handsome young man; but still she sued him to spare her from harm. He smiled charmingly and called heaven as witness that he had no such intention. He only wanted her pledge to grant him a favor when—when she should be a queen. She thought she was not binding herself much with such a promise, and the man disappeared."
"Sartines is very wrong in not finding him."
"Sire, I do not refuse, but I cannot."
"Cannot ought not to be in the police dictionary," said Dubarry.
"We have a clew."
"Ha, ha! that is the old story."
"It is the truth. The fault is that your description is so slight."
"Slight? she painted him so brightly that I forbid you to find the dog."
"I only want to ask a piece of information."
"What for, when his prophecy is accomplished?"
"If I am almost a queen, I want to ask him when I shall be placed in the court."
"Presented formally?"
"It is not enough to reign in the night; I want to reign a little in the daytime."
"That is not the magician's business, but mine," said Louis, frowning at the conversation getting upon delicate ground. "Or rather yours, for all that is wanted is an introductress."
"Among the court prudes—all sold to Choiseul or Praslin?"
"Pray let us have no politics here."
"If I am not to speak, I shall act without speaking, and upset the ministers without any further notice."
At this juncture the maid Doris entered and spoke a word to her mistress.
"It is Chon, who comes from traveling and begs to present her respects to your majesty."
"Let us have Chon in, for I have missed something lately, and it may be her."
"I thank your majesty," said Chon, coming in, and hastening to whisper to her sister in kissing her:
"I have done it."
The countess could not repress an outcry of delight.
"I am so glad to see her."
"Quite so; go on and chat with her while I confer with Sartines to learn whence you come, Chon."
"Sire," said Sartines, eager to avoid the pinch, "may I have a moment for the most important matter?—about these seers, illuminati, miracle workers——"
"Quacks? make them take out licenses as conjurers at a high figure, and they will not be any cause of fear."
"Sire, the situation is more serious than most believe. New masonic lodges are being opened. This society has become a sect to which is affiliated all the foes of the monarchy, the idealists, encyclopedists and philosophers. Voltaire has been received at court."
"A dying man."
"Only his pretense. All are agitating, writing, speaking, corresponding, plotting and threatening. From some words dropped, they are expecting a leader."
"When he turns up, Sartines, we will turn him down, in the Bastille."
"These philosophers whom you despise will destroy the monarchy."
"In what space of time, my lord?"
"How can I tell?" said the chief of police, looking astonished. "Ten, fifteen or more years."
"My dear friend, in that time I shall be no more; tell this to my successor."
He turned away, and this was the opportunity that the favorite was waiting for, since she heaved a sigh, and said:
"Oh, gracious, Chon, what are you telling me? My poor brother Jean so badly wounded that his arm will have to be amputated!"
"Oh, wounded in some street affray or in a drinking-saloon quarrel?"
"No, sire! attacked on the king's highway and nearly murdered."
"Murdered?" repeated the ruler, who had no feelings, but could finely feign them. "This is in your province, Sartines."
"Can such a thing have happened?" said the chief of police, apparently less concerned than the king, but in reality more so.
"I saw a man spring on my brother," said Chon, "force him to draw his sword and cut him grievously."
"Was the ruffian alone?"
"He had half a dozen bullies with him."
"Poor viscount forced to fight," sighed the monarch, trying to regulate the amount of his grief by the countess'; but he saw that she was not pretending.
"And wounded?" he went on, in a heartbroken tone.
"But what was the scuffle about?" asked the police lieutenant, trying to see into the affair.
"Most frivolous; about posthorses, disputed for with the viscount, who was in a hurry to help me home to my sister, whom I had promised to join this morning."
"This requires retaliation, eh, Sartines?" said the king.
"It looks so, but I will inquire into it. The aggressor's name and rank?"
"I believe he is a military officer, in the dauphiness' dragoon guards, and named something like Baverne, or Faver—stop—it is Taverney."
"To-morrow he will sleep in prison," said the chief of police.
"Oh, dear, no," interrupted the countess out of deep silence; "that is not likely, for he is but an instrument and you will not punish the real instigators of the outrage. It is the work of the Duke of Choiseul. I shall leave the field free for my foes, and quit a realm where the ruler is daunted by his ministers."
"How dare you?" cried Louis, offended.
Chon understood that her sister was going too far, and she struck in.
She plucked her sister by the dress and said:
"Sire, my sister's love for our poor brother carries her away. I committed the fault and I must repair it. As the most humble subject of your majesty, I merely apply for justice."
"That is good; I only ask to deal justice. If the man has done wrong, let him be chastised."
"Am I asking anything else?" said the countess, glancing pityingly at the monarch, who was so worried elsewhere and seldom tormented in her rooms. "But I do not like my suspicions snubbed."
"Your suspicions shall be changed to certainty by a very simple course. We will have the Duke of Choiseul here. We will confront the parties at odds, as the lawyers say."
At this moment the usher opened the door and announced that the prince royal was waiting in the king's apartments to see him.
"It is written I shall have no peace," grumbled Louis. But he was not sorry to avoid the wrangle with Choiseul, and he brightened up. "I am going, countess. Farewell! you see how miserable I am with everybody pulling me about. Ah, if the philosophers only knew what a dog's life a king has—especially when he is king of France."
"But what am I say to the Duke of Choiseul?"
"Send him to me, countess."
Kissing her hand, trembling with fury, he hastened away as usual, fearing every time to lose the fruit of a battle won by palliatives and common cunning.
"Alas! he escapes us again!" wailed the courtesan, clenching her plump hands in vexation.
CHAPTER XVII.
A ROYAL CLOCK-REPAIRER.
IN the Hall of the Clocks, in Versailles Palace, a pink-cheeked and meek-eyed young gentleman was walking about with a somewhat vulgar step. His arms were pendent and his head sunk forward. He was in his seventeenth year. He was recognizable as the king's heir by being the living image of the Bourbon race, most exaggerated. Louis Auguste, Duke of Berry and heir to the throne as the dauphin, soon wearied of his lounge and stopped to gaze with the air of one who understood horology, on the great clock in the back of the hall. It was a universal machine, which told of time to the century, with the lunar phases and the courses of the planets, and was always the prince's admiration.
Suddenly the hands on which his eyes were fastened came to a standstill. A grain of sand had checked the mechanism, and the master-piece was dead.
On seeing this misfortune, the royal one forgot what he had come to do. He opened the clock-case glazed door, and put his head inside to see what was the matter. All at once he uttered a cry of joy, for he had spied a screw loose, of which the head had worked up and caught another part of the machinery. With a tortoise shell pick in one hand, and holding the wheel with the other, he began to fix the screw, with his head in the box. Thus absorbed he never heard the usher at the door, cry out: "The king!"
Louis was some time glancing about before he spied the prince's legs as he stood half eclipsed before the clock.
"What the deuse are you doing there?" he asked, as he tapped his son on the shoulder.
The amateur clockmaker drew himself out with the proper precautions for so noble a timepiece.
"Oh, your majesty, I was just killing time while you were not present."
"By murdering my clock! Pretty amusement!"
"Oh, no, only setting it to rights. A screw was loose and——"
"Never mind mechanics! What do you want of me? I am eager to be off to Marly."
He started for the door, always trying to avoid awkward situations.
"Is it money you are after? I will send you some."
"Nay, I have savings out of my last quarter's money."
"What a miser, and yet a spendthrift was his tutor! I believe he has all the virtues missing in me."
"Sire, is not the bride near at hand yet?"
"Your bride? I should say fifty leagues off. Are you in a hurry."
The prince royal blushed.
"I am not eager for the motive you think."
"No? So much the worse. Hang it all! You are sixteen and the princess very pretty. You are warranted in being impatient."
"Cannot the ceremonies be curtailed, for at this rate she will be an age coming. I don't think the traveling arrangements are well made."
"The mischief! thirty thousand horses placed along the route, with men and carts and coaches—how can you believe there is bad management when I have made all these arrangements?"
"Sire, in spite of these, I am bound to say that I think, as in the case of your clock, there is a screw loose. The progress has been right royally arranged, but did your majesty make it fully understood that all the horses, men and vehicles were to be employed by the dauphiness?"
A vague suspicion annoyed the monarch, who looked hard at his heir; this suggestion agreed with another idea fretting him.
"Certainly," he replied. "Of course you are satisfied, then? The bride will arrive on time, and she is properly attended to. You are rich with your savings, and you can wind up my clock and set it going again. I have a good mind to appoint you Clockmaker Extraordinary to the Royal Household, do you hear?" and, laughing, he was going to snatch the opportunity to slip away, when, as he opened the door, he faced a man on the sill.
Louis drew back a step.
"Choiseul!" he exclaimed. "I had forgotten she was to send him to me. Never mind, he shall pay for my son irritating me. So you have come, my lord? You heard I wanted you?"
"Yes, sire," replied the prime minister, coldly. "I was dressing to come, any way."
"Good; I have serious matters to discuss," said the sovereign, frowning to intimidate the minister, who was, unfortunately, the hardest man to browbeat in the kingdom.
"Very serious matters I have to discuss, too," he replied, with a glance for the dauphin, who was skulking behind the clock.
"Oho!" thought the king; "my son is my foe, too. I am in a triangle with woman, minister and son, and cannot escape."
"I come to say that the Viscount Jean——"
"Was nearly murdered in an ambush?"
"Nay, that he was wounded in the forearm in a duel. I know it perfectly."
"So do I, and I will tell you the true story."
"We listen," responded Choiseul. "For the prince is concerned in the affray, so far as it was on account of the dauphiness."
"The dauphiness and Jean Dubarry in some way connected?" questioned the king. "This is getting curious. Pray explain, my lord, and conceal nothing. Was it the princess who gave the swordthrust to Dubarry?"
"Not her highness, but one of the officers of her escort," replied Choiseul, as calm as ever.
"One whom you know?"
"No, sire; but your majesty ought to know him, if your majesty remembers all his old servants; for his father fought for you at Fontenoy, Philipsburg and Mahon—he is a Taverney Redcastle."
The dauphin mutely repeated the title to engrave it on his mind.
"Certainly, I know the Redcastles," returned Louis. "Why did he fight against Jean, whom I like—unless because I like him? Absurd jealousy, outbreaks of discontent, and partial sedition!"
"Does the defender of the royal princess deserve this reproach?" said the duke.
"I must say," said the prince, rising erect and folding his arms, "I am grateful to the young gentleman who risked his life for a lady who will shortly be my wife."
"What did he risk his life for?" queried the king.
"Because the Chevalier Jean in a hurry wanted to take the horses set aside by your majesty for the royal bride."
The king bit his lips and changed color, for the new way of presenting the case was again a menacing phantom.
"Yes, Chevalier Dubarry was putting the insult on the royal house of taking the reserved royal horses, when up came the Chevalier Redcastle, sent onward by her highness, and after much civil remonstrance——"
"Oh!" protested the king. "Civil—a military man?"
"It was so," interposed the dauphin. "I have been fully informed. Dubarry whipped out his sword——"
"Was he the first to draw?" demanded the king.
The prince blushed and looked to Choiseul for support.
"The fact is, the two crossed swords," the latter hastened to say, "one having insulted the lady, the other defending her and your majesty's property."
"But who was the aggressor, for Jean is mild as a lamb," said the monarch, glad that things were getting equalized.
"The officer must have been malapert."
"Impertinent to a man who was dragging away the horses reserved for your majesty's destined daughter?" exclaimed Choiseul. "Is this possible?"
"Hasty, anyway," said the king, as the dauphin stood pale without a word.
"A zealous servitor can never do wrong," remarked the duke, receding a step.
"Come, now, how did you get the news?" asked the king of his son, without losing sight of the minister, who was troubled by this abrupt question.
"I had an advice from one who was offended by the insult to the lady of my choice."
"Secret correspondence, eh?" exclaimed the sovereign. "Plots, plots! Here you are, beginning to worry me again, as in the days of Pompadour."
"No, this is only a secondary matter. Let the culprit be punished, and that will end the affair."
At the suggestion of punishment, Louis saw Jeanne furious and Chon up in arms.
"Punish, without hearing the case?" he said. "I have signed quite enough blank committals to jail. A pretty mess you are dragging me into, duke."
"But what a scandal, if the first outrage to the princess is allowed to go unpunished, sire."
"I entreat your majesty," said the dauphin.
"What, don't you think the sword cut was enough punishment?"
"No, sire, for he might have wounded Lieutenant Taverney. In that case I should have asked for his head."
"Nay," said the dauphin, "I only ask for his banishment."
"Exile, for an alehouse scuffle," said the king. "In spite of your philosophical notions, you are harsh, Louis. It is true that you are a mathematician, and such are hard as—well, they would sacrifice the world to have their ciphering come out correct."
"Sire, I am not angry with Chevalier Dubarry personally, but as he insulted the dauphiness."
"What a model husband!" sneered the king. "But I am not to be gulled in this way. I see that I am attacked under all these blinds. It is odd that you cannot let me live in my own way, but must hate all whom I like, and like all I dislike! Am I mad, or sane? Am I the master, or not!"
The prince went back to the clock. Choiseul bowed as before.
"No answer, eh? Why don't you say something? Do you want to worry me into the grave with your petty hints and strange silence, your paltry spites and minute dreads?"
"I do not hate Chevalier Dubarry," said the prince.
"I do not dread him," added Choiseul.
"You are both bad at heart," went on the sovereign, trying to be furious but only showing spite. "Do you want me to realize the fable with which my cousin of Prussia jeers me, that mine is the Court of King Petaud? No, I shall do nothing of the kind. I stand on my honor in my own style and will defend it similarly."
"Sire," said the prince with his inexhaustible meekness but eternal persistency, "your majesty's honor is not affected—it is the dignity of the royal princess which is struck at."
"Let Chevalier Jean make excuses, then, as he is free to do. But he is free to do the other thing."
"I warn your majesty that the affair will be talked of, if thus dropped," said the prime minister.
"Who cares? Do as I do. Let the public chatter, and heed them not—unless you like to laugh at them. I shall be deaf to all. The sooner they make such a noise as to deafen me, the sooner I shall cease to hear them. Think over what I say, for I am sick of this. I am going to Marly, where I can get a little quiet—if I am not followed out there. At least, I shall not meet your sister the Lady Louise there, for she has retired to the nunnery of St. Denis."
But the dauphin was not listening to this news of the breaking up of his family.
"It is going," he exclaimed in delight, real or feigned, as the clock resumed its regular tickings.
The minister frowned and bowed himself out backward from the hall, where the heir to the throne was left alone.
The king going into his study, paced it with long strides.
"I can clearly see that Choiseul is railing at me. The prince looks on himself as half the master, and believes he will be entirely so when he mounts with this Austrian on the throne. My daughter Louise loves me, but she preaches morality and she gives me the go-by to live in the nunnery. My three other girls sing songs against me and poor Jeanne. The Count of Provence is translating Lucretius. His brother of Artois is running wild about the streets. Decidedly none but this poor countess loves me. Devil take those who try to displease her!"
Sitting at the table where his father signed papers, his treaties and grandiloquent epistles, the son of the great king took up the pen.
"I understand why they are all hastening the arrival of the archduchess. But I am not going to be perturbed by her sooner than can be helped," and he wrote an order for Governor Stainville to stop three days at one city and three at another.
With the same pen he wrote:
"DEAR COUNTESS: This day we install Zamore in his new government. I am off for Marly, but I will come over to Luciennes this evening to tell you all I am thinking about at present. FRANCE."
"Lebel," he said to his confidential valet, "away with this to the countess, and my advice is for you to keep in her good graces."
CHAPTER XVIII.
THE COUNTESS OF BEARN.
A HACKNEY coach stopping at the doorway of Chancellor Maupeou, president of Parliament, induced the porter to deign to stalk out to the door of the vehicle and see why the way was thus blocked.
He saw an old lady in an antiquated costume. She was thin and bony but active, with cat's eyes rolling under gray brows. But poverty stricken though she appeared, the porter showed respect as he asked her name.
"I am the Countess of Bearn," she replied; "but I fear that I shall not have the fortune to find his lordship at home."
"My lord is receiving," answered the janitor. "That is, he will receive your ladyship."
The old lady stepped out of the carriage, wondering if she did not dream, while the porter gave two jerks to a bellrope. An usher came to the portals, where the first servant motioned that the visitor might enter.
"If your ladyship desires speech with the lord high chancellor," said the usher, "step this way, please."
"They do speak ill of this official," uttered the lady; "but he has the good trait that he is easily accessible. But it is strange that so high an officer of the law should have open doors."
Chancellor Maupeou, buried in an enormous wig and clad in black velvet, was writing in his study, where the door was open.
On entering, the old countess threw a rapid glance around, but to her surprise there was no other face than hers and that of the law lord, thin, yellow and busy, reflected in the mirrors.
He rose in one piece and placed himself with his back to the fireplace.
The lady made the three courtesies according to rule.
Her little compliment was rather unsteady; she had not expected the honor; she never could have believed that a cabinet minister would give her some time out of his business or his repose.
Maupeou replied that time was no less precious to subject than his majesty's ministers, although preference had to be given to persons with urgent affairs, consequently, he gave what leisure he had to such clients.
"My lord," said the old lady, with fresh courtesies, "I beg most humbly to speak to your excellency of a grave matter on which depends my fortune. You know that my all depends, or rather my son's, on the case sustained by me against the Saluces family. You are a friend of that family, but your lordship's equity is so well known that I have not hesitated to apply to you."
The chancellor was fondling his chin, but he could not help a smile to hear his fair play extolled.
"My lady, you are right in calling me friend of the Saluces; but I laid aside friendship when I took the seals of office up. I look into your business simply as a juris consultus. The case is soon coming on?"
"In another week I should beg your lordship to look over my papers."
"I have done so already."
"Oh! What do you think of it?"
"I beg to say that you ought to be prepared to go home and get the money together to pay the costs—for you will infallibly lose the case."
"Then my son and I are ruined!"
"Unless you have friends at court to counterbalance the influence of the Saluces brothers, who are linked with three parts of the courtiers. In fact, I know not if they have an enemy."
"I am sorry to hear your Excellency say this."
"I am sorry to say so, for I really wanted to be useful to your ladyship."
The countess shuddered at the tone of feigned kindness, for she seemed to catch a glimpse of something dark in the mind, if not the speech of the chancellor; if that obscurity could be swept away she fancied she would see something favorable to her.
"Do you know nobody at court?" he insisted.
"Only some old noblemen, probably retired, who would blush to see their old friend so poor. I have my right of entry to the palace, but what is the good? Better to have the right to enter into enjoyment of my two hundred thousand livres. Work that miracle, my lord."
"Judges cannot be led astray by private influence," he said, forgetting that he was contradicting himself. "Why not, however, apply to the new powers, eager to make recruits? You must have known the royal princesses?"
"They have grown out of remembrance."
"The prince royal?"
"I never knew him."
"Besides, he is dwelling too much on his bride, who is on the road hither, to do any one a good turn. Oh! why not address the favorites?"
"The Duke of Choiseul?"
"No, the other, the Countess——"
"Dubarry?" said the prude, opening her fan.
"Yes, she is goodhearted and she likes to do kindnesses to her friends."
"I am of too old a line for her to like me."
"That is where you are wrong; for she is trying to ally herself with the old families."
"But I have never seen her."
"What a pity! Or her sister, Chon, the other sister Bischi, her brother Jean, or her negro boy Zamore?"
"What! is her negro a power at court?"
"Indeed he is."
"A black who looks like a pug dog, for they sell his picture in the streets. How was I to meet this blackamoor, my lord?" and the dame drew herself up, offended.
"It is a pity you did not, for Zamore would win your suit for you. Ask the dukes and peers of the realm who take candies to him at Marly or Luciennes. I am the lord high chancellor, but what do you think I was about when your ladyship called? Drawing up the instructions for him as governor of Luciennes, to which Zamore has been appointed."
"The Count of Bearn was recompensed for his services of twenty years with merely the same title. What degradation! Is the monarchy indeed going to the dogs?" cried the indignant lady.
"I do not know about the government, but the crumbs are going to them, and, faith! we must scramble among them to get the tidbits away from them. If you wanted to be welcomed by Lady Dubarry, you could not do better than carry these papers for her pet to her."
"It is plain that fate is against me; for, though your lordship has kindly greeted me, the next step is out of the question. Not only am I to pay court to a Dubarry, but I must carry her negro-boy's appointment—a black whom I would not have deigned to kick out of my way on the street——"
Suddenly the usher interrupted:
"Viscount Jean Dubarry."
The chancellor dropped his hands in stupor, while the old petitioner sank back in an armchair without pulse or breath.
Our old acquaintance pranced in, with his arm in a sling:
"Oh, engaged? Pray, do not disturb yourself, my lady; I want only a couple of minutes to make a complaint, a couple of his precious minutes. They have tried to murder me! I did not mind their making fun at us, singing lewd ballads, slandering and libeling us; but it is too much of a vile thing to waylay and murder. But I am interrupting the lady."
"This is the Countess of Bearn," said the chancellor.
Dubarry drew back gracefully to make a proper bow, and the lady did the same for her courtesy, and they saluted as ceremoniously as though they had been in court.
"After you, viscount," she said; "my case is about property; yours about honor, and so takes the lead."
Profiting by her obligingness Dubarry unfolded his complaint.
"You will want witnesses on your side," observed the chancellor.
"That is awkward, for everybody there seems to be on the other side."
"Not everybody," interrupted the countess, "for if the affray was the one that happened in Chaussee village, I can be your witness. I came through there a couple of hours after, and all were talking of it!"
"Have a care, my lady," said the viscount; "for if you speak in my favor, you will make an enemy of Choiseul."
"She ought to lean on your arm, then; though one is wounded, it will soon be healed, and the other is still formidable," said the law lord, while the old dame rolled from one gulf into another.
"Ah, but I know another, whose arms are perfect," said Jean, merrily; "and service for service, she will offer your ladyship hers. I am going straight to my sister, and I offer you a seat in my carriage."
"But without motive, without preparations," faltered the countess.
"Here is your excuse," whispered Maupeou, slipping Zamore's governmental instructions into her sallow, wrinkled hand.
"My lord chancellor, you are my deliverer," she gasped. "And the viscount is the flower of the chivalry."
Indeed, a splendid coach in the royal colors was waiting at the doors. The countess placed herself in it, swelling with pride. Jean entered likewise, and gave the word for the departure.
In her joy at this smooth sailing, the countess forgot that she had wanted to lay a private complaint before the chancellor as head of the legal fraternity.
It may be remembered that Chon had decoyed her into traveling to Paris by pretending to be the daughter of her lawyer Flageot.
What was her amazement, therefore, on calling on that gentleman, to learn that not only was he a bachelor without a daughter, but that he had no good news to impart to her on her suit. Burning with disappointment, she had sought a remedy against this lawyer or this woman who had hoaxed her.
CHAPTER XIX.
CHON SPOILS ALL.
AFTER the king's departure from the short and unpleasant call, as he termed it to the courtiers, the Countess Dubarry remained closeted with Chon and her brother, who had kept in the background for fear that his wound would be found to be but a scratch. The outcome of this family council was that the countess, instead of going to Luciennes, went to a private house of hers in Valois Street, Paris.
Jeanne read a book while Zamore, at the window, watched for the carriage to return. When the viscount brought the old countess he left her in the anteroom while he ran to tell his sister of his success.
"At Versailles, where I bade her keep close."
"Then go in, my princess."
Lady Dubarry opened the boudoir door and walked into her visitor's presence.
"I have already thanked my brother," she said, "for having procured me the honor of your ladyship's visit; but I must thank you at present for making it."
"I cannot find expressions," said the delighted suitor, "to show my gratitude for the kind reception granted me."
"Allow me," said Jean, as the ladies took seats; "the countess must not seem to be applying to you for a favor. The chancellor has confided a commission for you, that is all."
The visitor gave the speaker a thankful look, and handed the letters patent from the chancellor which created Luciennes a royal castle and intrusted Zamore with the governership.
"It is I who am obliged," said the younger countess, "and I shall consider myself happy when the chance comes for me to do something in my turn."
"That will be easy," cried the other with a quickness delighting the pair of plotters. "You will not be ignorant of my name?"
"How could we? The name of the princess to whom we owe King Henry the Fourth?"
"Then you may have heard of a lawsuit which ties up my property."
"Claimed by the Saluces? Yes, the king was talking of the matter with Chancellor Maupeou, my cousin, the other evening."
"The king talked of my case? In what terms, pray?"
"Alas! he seemed to think that it ought to be the Saluces."
"Good heavens! then we would have to pay twice over a sum which morally was paid. I have not the receipt, I grant, but I can prove payment morally."
"I think moral proofs are accepted," said Jean gravely.
"The claim of two hundred thousand livres, with interest, now amounting to a capital of over a million, dated 1406. It must have been settled by Guy Gaston IV., Count of Bearn, because on his deathbed, in 1417, he wrote in his will 'Owing no debts,' and so on."
"That settles it," said Jean.
"But your adversaries hold the note?" said the countess, pretending to take an interest in the subject.
"Yes, that embroils it," said the old lady, who ought to have said, "This clears it up."
"It terribly changes the position for the Saluces."
"Oh, my lady, I would that you were one of the judges!"
"In olden times, you might have claimed a champion to do battle for you. I have such belief in your case that I would go into the lists for you. Unfortunately we have not to do with knights but a gang of robbers in black gowns, who will not understand so plain an expression as 'I die owing no debts.'"
"Stay, though; as the words were spoken three hundred years ago they would be outlawed, I think," ventured Countess Dubarry.
"But you would be convinced of the lady's rights, sister, if you were to hear her, as I have heard coming along."
"Then do me the favor of coming out to my place at Luciennes, where, by the way, the king drops in now and again."
"But I cannot rely on such a chance, for the case is called Monday, and this is Friday."
"What the deuce can be done?" grumbled the viscount, appearing to meditate profoundly.
"If I could have a royal hearing at Versailles through your introduction?" suggested the old lady.
"Not to be thought of. The king does not like me to meddle with law or politics. And at present he is worried about my presentation to the court."
"Oh!" exclaimed the aged litigant.
"The king wants it to come off before the new dauphiness arrives, so that my sister can go to the festivities at Compiegne, in spite of Choiseul's opposition, Praslin's intrigues and Lady Grammont's intervention."
"I understand. The countess has no introductress?" queried Lady Bearn, timidly.
"Beg pardon, we have Baroness Alogny, only the king would prefer somebody with a historical name."
"I cannot say that I ever heard of the Alognys," hissed the old descendant of kings with incredible envy.
"It will be a grand thing for her, for the king is tired of the jades who put on airs prouder than himself!" said Jean. "I could make Lady Alogny draw off by telling her what the king said."
"It would be unfair," said the viscount.
"What a pity! for in that case, here is a lady of ancient lineage, and regal. She would win her lawsuit, her son could have a lieutenancy in the household troops, and as Lady Bearn must have gone to much outlay in her trips to Paris, she would have compensation out of the privy purse. Such luck does not rain down twice in a lifetime."
"Alas! no," said Lady Bearn, crushed in her chair by all things being against her.
"An idea strikes me," said Jean. "All has been kept quiet, and so the king does not know that we have a lady patroness to present my sister. Suppose you were at Versailles and expressed your willingness to act as social sponsor for my sister. Why, the king would accept one who is his relative, and that would prevent the Alognys complaining. The king could do no wrong."
"The king would do right about the suit," said Jeanne. "He would be delighted and he would be sure to say to Chancellor Maupeou: 'I want you to treat Lady Bearn properly, my lord!'"
"But this may look bad, when everybody thinks my case lost," objected the old countess.
"Well, let it be lost," returned the other lady quickly: "What matter, if you are compensated?"
"Two hundred thousand livres?" said the other with sorrow.
"Pooh, what if there be a royal present of a hundred thousand livres?"
"I have a son," remarked the victim, while the two eyed her greedily.
"So much the better, as he will be another servitor for the king; he must not have less than a cornetcy in the army," said Jean. "Any other kinsmen?"
"A nephew."
"We shall find a berth for him."
"We rely on your invention," said Countess Dubarry, rising. "You will allow me to mention your ladyship to the king?"
"Do me the honor," said the old dame with a sigh.
"No later than this evening," said the royal favorite. "I trust I have won your friendship?"
"Yes, though I believe I am in a dream."
But the dream only lasted to the foot of the stairs, where Countess Bearn was conducted on Jean's hale arm, for there the irrepressible Chon came bounding out of a sedan chair. Lady Bearn recognized the pretended daughter of Lawyer Flageot.
"It is Mistress Chon," roared Zamore.
"Is that little fool Gilbert here?" asked Chon of the footmen, when she suddenly looked up and saw Jean trying to hush her.
She followed the direction of his finger and perceived Lady Bearn. She gave a scream, lowered her cap-veil, and plunged into the vestibule.
Appearing to notice nothing, the old lady got into the carriage and gave her address to the coachman.
CHAPTER XX.
ANNOYANCE AND AMUSEMENT.
THE king had been at Luciennes from three o'clock till dark, when, supremely wearied, he reposed on a sofa in a sitting-room, where Countess Dubarry surprised him about half-past ten.
Zamore was at the door when she woke him up.
"Have you come at last, countess?" he said.
"At last? I have been waiting for you this hour. How soundly your Majesty sleeps."
"I have slept three hours. But what do I see there?"
"That is the governor of Luciennes. The chancellor sent me the appointment, and so he donned the uniform. Swear him in quickly, and let him begin guarding us."
Zamore marched up, wearing a showy lace dress, with a sword. His huge three-cocked hat was under his arm. He went down on his knees, laid one hand on his heart, the other one was placed in the king's, and he said:
"Me swear faith and homage to my massa and missee; me will defend the castle placed under my guard to the last gasp, and me will not surrender it till the last can of jelly is eaten."
The sovereign laughed, less at the comic oath than at the black boy's gravity in taking it.
"In return for this pledge," he said with due seriousness, "I confer on you, Sir Governor, the sovereign right of dealing out justice to the extent of capital punishment over all in your hold, in earth, air, fire and water."
"Thankee, massa," said Zamore, rising.
"Now, run away into the servants hall and show your fine trappings."
As Zamore went out by one door, Chon came in by another. The king took her on his knee and kissed her.
"Good-evening, Chon. I like you because you tell me the truth. I want to know what has made your sister so late in hunting me up."
"No, Jeanne is the one to tell the truth. Still, if you will pay me for my report, I will show you that my police spies are up to the mark of Chief Sartines'."
"I have the pay ready," said the king, jingling some coins in his pocket. "No fibs."
"The Countess Dubarry went to her private residence in Valois Street, Paris, where Zamore met her about six o'clock. She went to speak with her sponsor."
"What, is she going to be baptized?"
"Her social sponsor—I do not know the right name for it."
"Say, the lady patroness. So you have fabricated one."
"Nay, she is ready made, and from away back. It is Countess Bearn, of the family of reigning princes. I guess she will not disgrace the line which is allied with the Royal Stuarts, the Dubarry-Moores."
"I never knew of any Countess Bearn but the one who lives by Verdun."
"The very one, who will call to-morrow at seven for a private audience. If the question will be allowed, she will ask when the introduction is to take place, and you will fix it shortly, eh, my Lord of France," said the countess.
The king laughed, but not frankly.
"To-morrow at eleven?"
"At our breakfast hour."
"Impossible, my darling, for I must away; I have important business with Sartines."
"Oh, if you cannot even stay supper——"
The king saw her make a sign to Chon, and suspecting a trap, he called for his horses to go. Delighted with this display of his free will, he walked to the door, but his gentlemen in waiting were not in the outer room. The castle was mute, even in its echoes to his call.
He ran and opened the window, but the courtyard was deserted. The tremulous moon shone on the river and lit up the calm night. This harmony was wasted on the king, who was far from poetic, artistic or musing, but rather material.
"Come, come, countess!" he broke forth in vexation; "put an end to this joke."
"Sire, I have no authority here," said the countess. "It is a royal residence, and the power is confided in the governor. And Governor Zamore is going the rounds with his guard of four men."
The king rather forced a smile.
"This is rather funny," he said. "But I want the horses put to my coach."
"The governor has locked them up in the stables for fear robbers might get at them. As for the escort, they are asleep, by orders of the governor, too."
"Then I will walk out of the castle alone."
"Hardly, for the gates are locked and the keys hang at the governor's belt."
"Pest on it! we have one castle strictly guarded!"
The countess lounged on a divan, playing with a rose, less red than her coral lips.
"But we might go in quest of him," she said, rising. "Chon, carry the light before his majesty."
The little procession of three had barely reached the end of the first hall before a whiff of delicious odor set the royal mouth watering.
"You smell supper, my lord," explained the countess. "I thought you were going to partake with me, and I had a feast prepared."
The king reflected that if he went on to Marly he would find nothing but a cold collation. Here, through a doorway open he saw a table set for two. The odor continued to scent the house.
"Bless us! you have a good cook."
"I do not know, for this is his first attempt to please us. I engaged him because he has a reputation for a choice omelet of pheasants' eggs."
"My favorite dish! I should not like to grieve your new cook, countess, and I might taste it while we wait for the governor to finish his inspection. But who will wait upon us?" he asked, entering.
"I hope to do so without upsetting any of this iced champagne—a new invention, of which I wish your opinion."
"I fear I shall never take it from your hand, for it fascinates me into solely admiring it."
"Ah, if my hired eulogists would say something so sweet as that!"
"I see that I must let you have your own way," and he settled down in an easy chair like one who was put in good humor by the prospect of a luxurious repast.
They finished it with coffee burnt in brandy, with a paper which the king held while the fair cajoler lighted.
"That is bad luck to the Choiseul party," said she; "that was one of the lampoons against us which they inspire and allow to be circulated."
"Did I call you a fay? I mistook: you are a demon."
The countess rose.
"I think I had better see if Governor Zamore is not on the return."
But the king shook his head, inflamed by the punch, the tokay and the champagne. He was conscious of still another perfume, and his nose directed him to a doorway suddenly opened. It led into a tempting chamber, hung with sky-blue satin, embroidered with flowers in their natural colors, an alcove where a mysterious soft light reigned.
"Well, sire, the governor seems to have locked us in. And unless we save ourselves out of window with the curtains——"
"No, do not let us pull them down—rather, draw them close!"
He opened his arms, laughing, and the beauty let the rose fall from her teeth and it burst all its petals open as it reached the carpet.
CHAPTER XXI.
COUNTESS CUT COUNTESS.
ON the road to Paris from Luciennes the poor Countess Dubarry was racing along like a disembodied spirit. An advice from her brother Jean had dashed her down when she had brought the king to the point of arranging for her presentation day.
"So the old donkey has fooled us?" she cried, when she was alone with him.
"I am afraid so. But listen: I stayed in town because I am not trustful like you—and I am not wrong. An hour before the time when I ought to call for the old countess at her inn, I met my man Patrick at the door, where I had sent him to stand sentry since daybreak. He had seen nothing wrong, and I left the carriage and went up stairs quite assured. At her door a woman stopped me to say that her mistress had upset the chocolate, which she boiled herself, on her foot, and was crippled."
"Oh, heavens! you drive me to despair, Jean."
"I am not in despair. You can do what I could not; if there be any imposture you can discover it, and somehow we will punish her. I was consulting a lawyer; he says we must not thrash a person in a house; it is fine and prison, while without——"
"Beat a woman, a countess of the old stock? You mad rogue, let me rather see her and try another method."
Jean conducted her to the Chanticleer Inn, where the old lady dwelt. At the foot of the stairs she was stopped by the landlady.
"Countess Bearn is ill," she said.
"Just so; I am coming to see how she is," and Jeanne darted by her as nimble as a fawn.
"Your ladyship here!" ejaculated the old lady, on seeing the court beauty's face screwed up into the conventional expression of condolence.
"I have only just learnt of the accident. You seem to be in much pain."
"My right foot is scalded. But misfortunes will happen."
"But you know the king expected you this morning?"
"You double my despair, lady."
"His majesty was vexed at your not coming."
"My excuse is in my sufferings, and I must present my most humble excuses to his majesty."
"I am not saying this to cause you pain," said Lady Dubarry, seeing that the old noblewoman was angry, "but just to show you how set his majesty was on seeing you for the step which made him grateful. I regret the accident the more as I think it was due to your excitement from meeting a certain person abruptly at my house."
"The lady who came as I went away?"
"The same; my sister, Mademoiselle Dubarry; only she bore another name when you met her—that of Mademoiselle Flageot."
"Oh, indeed!" said the old dame, with unhidden sourness. "Did you send her to deceive me?"
"No, to do you a service at the same time as you did me one. Let us speak seriously. In spite of your wound, painful but not dangerous, could you make the effort to ride to Luciennes and stand up a short while before the king?"
"Impossible; if you could bear the sight——"
"I wish to assure myself of its extent."
To her great surprise, while writhing in agony, the lady let Jeanne undo the bandage and expose a burn, horridly raw. It spoke eloquently, for, as Lady Bearn had seen and recognized Chon, this self-inflicted hurt raised her to the height of Mutius Scaevola.
The visitor mutely admired. Come to consciousness, the old countess fully enjoyed her triumph; her wild eye gloated on the young woman kneeling at her foot. The latter replaced the bands with the tenderness of her sex to the ailing, placed the limb on the cushions as before, and said as she took a seat beside her:
"You are a grander character than I suspected. I ask your pardon for not having gone straight to business at the start. Name your conditions."
"I want the two hundred thousand livres at stake in my lawsuit to be guaranteed me," replied the old dame, with a firmness clearly proving that one queen was speaking with another.
"But that would make double if you won your case."
"No, for I look upon the sum I am contesting with the Saluces for as mine own. The like sum is something to thank you for in addition to the honor of your acquaintance. I ask a captaincy and a company for my son, who has martial instincts inborn but would make a bad soldier because he is fit for officership alone. A captaincy now, with a promotion to a colonelcy next year."
"Who is to raise the regiment?"
"The king, for if I spent my money in so doing I should be no better off. I ask the restitution of my vineyard in Touraine; the royal engineers took six acres for the Grand Canal, and condemning it at the expert's valuation I was cheated out of half price. I went to some law expenses in the matter and my whole bill at Lawyer Flageot's is nearly ten thousand livres."
"I will pay this last bill out of my own purse," said Jeanne. "Is this all?"
"Stay, I cannot appear before our great monarch thus. Versailles and its splendors have been so long strange to me that I have no dresses."
"I foresaw that, and ordered a costume at the same maker's as mine own. It will be ready by noon to-morrow."
"I have no jewels."
"The court jewelers will loan you my set called the 'Louise,' as I bought them when the Princess Louise sold her jewels to go into the nunnery. They will charge you two hundred thousand and ten livres, but will take it back in a day or two for two hundred thousand, so that thus you will receive that sum in cash."
"Very well, countess; I have nothing to desire."
"I will write you my pledges, but first, the little letter to the king, which I beg to dictate. We will exchange the documents."
"That is fair," said the old fox, drawing the table toward her, and getting the pen and paper ready, as Lady Dubarry spoke.
"SIRE: The happiness I feel at seeing your majesty's acceptance of my offer to present the Countess Dubarry at court——"
The pen stuck and spluttered.
"A bad pen; you should change it!"
"Never mind; it must be broken in."
"—emboldens me (the letter proceeded) to solicit your majesty's favorable eye when I appear at Versailles to-morrow under permission. I venture to hope for a kind welcome from my kinship to a house of which every head has shed his blood in the service of your august ancestors. ANASTASIE EUPHRAMIE RODOLPHE, Countess of Bearn."
In return, the plotter handed over the notes and the order on her jewelry.
"Will you let me send my brother for you at three o'clock with the coach?"
"Just so."
"Mind you take care of yourself."
"Fear nothing. I am a noblewoman, and as you have my word, I will keep it to-morrow though I die for it."
So they parted, the old countess, lying down, going over her documents, and the young one lighter than she arrived, but with her heart aching at not having baffled the old litigant who easily defeated the king of France. In the main room, she perceived her brother, draining a second bottle of wine in order not to rouse suspicions on his reasons for staying in the inn. He jumped up and ran to her.
"How goes it?" he asked.
"As Marshal Saxe said to the king on showing him the field of Fontenoy: 'Sire, learn by this sight how dear and agonizing a victory is.'"
"But you have a patroness?"
"Yes, but she costs us a million! It is cruel; but I could not help myself. Mind how you handle her, or she may back out, or charge double her present price."
"What a woman! A Roman!"
"A Spartan. But bring her to Luciennes at three, for I shall not be easy till I have her under lock and key."
As the countess sprang into the coach, Jean watched her and muttered:
"By Crœsus, we cost France a nice round sum! It is highly flattering to the Dubarrys."
CHAPTER XXII.
AT A LOSS FOR EVERYTHING.
AT eleven A. M., Lady Dubarry arrived at her house in Valois Street, determined to make Paris her starting-point for her march to Versailles. Lady Bearn was there, kept close when not under her eye, with the utmost art of the doctors trying to alleviate the pain of her burn.
From over night Jean and Chon and the waiting-woman had been at work and none who knew not the power of gold would have believed in the wonders they wrought in short time.
The hairdresser was engaged to come at six o'clock; the dress was a marvel on which twenty-six seamstresses were sewing the pearls, ribbons and trimmings, so that it would be done in time instead of taking a week as usual. At the same hour as the hairdresser, it would be on hand. As for the coach, the varnish was drying on it in a shed built to heat the air. The mob flocked to see it, a carriage superior to any the dauphiness had; with the Dubarry war-cry emblazoned on the panels: "Charge Onward!" palliated by doves billing and cooing on one side, and a heart transfixed with a dart on the other. The whole was enriched with the attributes of Cupid bows, quivers and the hymeneal torch. This coach was to be at the door at nine.
While the preparations were proceeding at the favorites' the news ran round the town.
Idle and indifferent as the Parisians pretend to be, they are fonder of novelty than any other people. Lady Dubarry in her regal coach paraded before the populace like an actress on the stage.
One is interested in those whose persons are known.
Everybody knew the beauty, as she was eager to show herself in the playhouse, on the promenade and in the stores, like all pretty, rich and young belles. Besides, she was known by her portraits, freaks, and the funny negro boy Zamore. People crowded the Palais Royal, not to see Rousseau play chess, worse luck to the philosophers! but to admire the lovely fairy in her fine dresses and gilded coach, which were so talked about.
Jean Dubarry's saying that "the Dubarrys cost the country a nice sum" was deep, and it was only fair that France who paid the bill, should see the show.
Jeanne knew that the French liked to be dazzled; she was more one of the nation than the queen, a Polander; and as she was kindly, she tried to get her money's worth in the display.
Instead of lying down for a rest as her brother suggested, she took a bath of milk for her complexion, and was ready by six for the hairdresser. A headdress for a lady to go to the court in was a building which took time, in those days. The operator had to be not only a man of art, but of patience. Alone among the craftsmen, hairdressers were allowed to wear the sword like gentlemen.
At six o'clock the court hairdresser, the great Lubin, had not arrived. Nor at a quarter past seven; the only hope was that, like all great men, Lubin was not going to be held cheap by coming punctually.
But a running-footman was sent to learn about him, and returned with the news that Lubin had left his house and would probably arrive shortly.
"There has been a block of vehicles on the way," explained the viscount.
"Plenty of time," said the countess. "I will try on my dress while awaiting him. Chon, fetch my dress."
"Your ladyship's sister went off ten minutes ago to get it," said Doris.
"Hark, to wheels!" interrupted Jean. "It is our coach."
No, it was Chon, with the news that the dressmaker, with two of her assistants, was just starting with the dress to try it on and finish fitting it. But she was a little anxious.
"Viscount," said the countess, "won't you send for the coach?"
"You are right, Jeanne. Take the new horses to Francian the coach-builder's," he ordered at the door, "and bring the new coach with them harnessed to it."
As the sound of the departing horses was still heard, Zamore trotted in with a letter.
"Buckra gemman give Zamore letter."
"What gentleman?"
"On horseback, at the door."
"Read it, dear, instead of questioning. I hope it is nothing untoward."
"Really, viscount, you are very silly to be so frightened," said the countess, but on opening the letter, she screamed and fell half dead on the lounge.
"No hairdresser! no dress! no coach!" she panted, while Chon rushed to her and Jean picked up the letter.
Thus it ran in a feminine handwriting:
"Be on your guard. You will have no hairdresser, dress or coach this evening. I hope you will get this in time. As I do not seek your gratitude, I do not name myself. If you know of a sincere friend, take that as me."
"This is the last straw," cried Jean in his rage. "By the Blue Moon, I must kill somebody! No hairdresser? I will scalp this Lubin. For it is half-past seven, and he has not turned up. Malediction!"
He was not going to court, so he did not hesitate to tear at his hair.
"The trouble is the dress," groaned Chon. "Hairdressers can be found anywhere."
The countess said nothing, but she heaved a sigh which would have melted the Choiseul party had they heard it. Then:
"Come, come," said Chon; "let us be calm. Let us hunt up another hairdresser, and see about that dress not coming."
"Then there is the coach," said Jean. "It ought to have been here by this. It is a plot. Will you not make Sartines arrest the guilty ones—Maupeou sentence them to death—and the whole gang be burned with their fellows on Execution Place? I want to rack the hairdresser, break the dressmaker on the wheel, and flay the coachbuilder alive."
The countess had come to her senses but only to see the dreadful dilemma the better.
At the height of this scene of tribulation, echoing from the boudoir to the street door, while the footmen were blundering over each other in confusion at a score of different orders, a young blade in an applegreen silk coat and vest, lilac breeches and white silk stockings, skipped out of a cab, crossed the deserted sill and the courtyard, bounded up the stairs and rapped on the dressing-room door.
Jean was wrestling with a chins stand with which his coat-tail was entangled, while steadying a huge Japanese idol which he had struck too hard with his fist, when the three knocks, wary, modest and delicate, came at the panel.
Jean opened it with a fist which would have beaten in the gates of Gaza. But the stranger eluded the shock by a leap, and falling on his feet in the third position of dancing, he said:
"My lord, I come to offer my service as hairdresser to the Countess Dubarry, who, I hear, is commanded to present herself at court."
"A hairdresser!" cried the Dubarrys, ready to hug him and dragging him into the room. "Did Lubin send you?"
"You are an angel," said the countess.
"Nobody sent me," returned the young man. "I read in the newspapers that your ladyship was going to court this evening, and I thought I might have a chance of showing that I have a new idea for a court headdress."
"What might be your name, younker?" demanded Jean, distrustfully.
"Leonard, unknown at present, but if the lady will only try me, it will be celebrated to-morrow. Only I must see her dress, that I may create the headdress in harmony."
"Oh my dress, my poor, poor dress!" moaned the countess, recalled to reality by the allusion. "What is the use of having one's hair done up, when one has no robe?" and she fell back on the lounge.
At this instant the doorbell rang. It was a dress-box which the janitor took from a porter in the street, which the butler took from him and which Jean tore out of his hands. He took off the lid, plunged his hand into the depths and yelled with glee. It enclosed a court dress of China satin, with flowers appliqué, and the lace trimming of incredible value.
"A dress!" gasped Jeanne, almost fainting with joy as she had with grief. "But how can it suit me, who was not measured for it?"
Chon tried it with the tape measure.
"It is right in length and width of the waist," said Chon. "This is fabulous."
"The material is wonderful," said Jean.
"The whole is terrifying," said the countess.
"Nonsense! This only proves that if you have bitter enemies, you have some sweet friends."
"It cannot be a mere human friend, Jean," said Chon, "for how would such know the mischief set against us? it must be a sylph."
"I don't care if it is the Old Harry, if he will help me against the Grammonts! He is not so black as those wretches," said the countess.
"Now I think of it, I wager you may entrust your hair to this hairdresser, for he must be sent by the same friend who furnishes the dress," suggested Jean. "Own up that your story was pure gammon?"
"Not at all," protested the young man, showing the newspaper. "I kept it to make the curls for the hair."
"It is no use, for I have no carriage."
"Hark, here it is rolling up to our door," exclaimed Chon.
"Quick!" shouted Jean, "do not let them get away without our knowing to whom we owe all these kindnesses."
And he rushed with janitor, steward and footmen out on the street. It was too late. Before the door stood two magnificent bay horses, with a gilded coach, lined with white satin. Not a trace of driver or footmen. A man in the street had run up to get the job of holding the horses and those who brought them had left him in charge. A hasty hand had blotted out the coat of arms on the panels and painted a rose.
All this counter-action to the misadventures had taken place in an hour.
Jean had the horses brought into the yard, locking the gates and pocketing the key. Then he returned to the room where the hairdresser was about to give the lady the first proofs of his skill.
"Miracle!" said Chon, "the robe fits perfectly, except an inch out in front, too long; but we can take it up in a minute."
"Will the coach pass muster?" inquired the countess.
"It is in the finest taste. I got into it to try the springs," answered Jean. "It is lined with white satin, and scented with attar of roses."
"Then everything is going on swimmingly," said the countess clapping her hands. "Go on, Master Leonard; if you succeed your fortune is made."
With the first stroke of the comb, Leonard showed that he was an experienced hand. In three-quarters of an hour, Lady Dubarry came forth from his hands more seductive than Aphrodite; for she had more clothes on her, and she was quite as handsome.
"You shall be my own hairdresser," said the lady, eyeing herself in a hand glass, "and every time you do my hair up for a court occasion, you shall have fifty gold pieces. Chon, count out a hundred to the artist, for I want him to consider fifty as a retaining fee. But you must work for none but me."
"Then take your money back, my lady. I want to be free. Liberty is the primary boon of mankind."
"God bless us! It is a philosophic hairdresser!" groaned Jean, lifting his hands. "What are we coming to? Well, Master Leonard, take the hundred, and do as you deused well please. Come to your coach, countess."
These words were addressed to Countess Bearn, who limped out of the inner room.
"Four of you footmen take the lady between you," ordered Jean, "and carry her gently down the stairs. If she utters a single groan, I will have you flogged."
Leonard disappeared during this delicate task.
"Where can he have slipped away?" the young countess wanted to know.
"Where? By some rat hole or bang through the wall!" said the viscount. "As the spirits cut away. Have a care, my dear, lest your headdress becomes a wasp nest, your dress a cobweb, and your carriage a pumpkin drawn by a pair of mice, on arriving at Versailles."
Enunciating this dreadful threat, Viscount Jean got into the carriage, in which was already placed Countess Bearn and the happy woman to whom she was to stand sponsor.
CHAPTER XXIII.
THE PRESENTATION.
VERSAILLES is still fine to look upon; but it was splendid to view in the period of its glory.
Particularly was it resplendent when a great ceremony was performed, when the wardrobes and warehouses were ransacked to display their sumptuous treasures, and the dazzling illuminations doubled the magic of its wealth.
It had degenerated, but it still was glowing when it opened all its doors and lit up all its flambeaux to hail the court reception of Countess Dubarry. The curious populace forgot its misery and its rags before so much bewildering show, and crammed the squares and Paris road.
All the palace windows spouted flame, and the skyrockets resembled stars floating and shooting in a golden dust.
The king came out of his private rooms at ten precisely, dressed with more care than usual, his lace being richer and the jewels in his garter and shoe buckles being worth a fortune. Informed by Satines that the court ladies were plotting against his favorite, he was careworn and trembled with fury when he saw none but men in the ante-chamber. But he took heart when, in the queen's drawing-room, set aside for the reception, he saw in a cloud of powder and diamond luster, his three daughters, and all the ladies who had vowed the night before to stay away. The Duke of Richelieu ran from one to another, playfully reproaching them for giving in and complimenting them on thinking better of it.
"But what has made you come, duke?" they naturally challenged him.
"Oh, I am not here really—I am but the proxy for my daughter, Countess Egmont. If you will look around you will not see her; she alone, with Lady Grammont and Lady Guemenee has kept the pledge to keep aloof. I am sure what will happen to me for practically staying away. I shall be sent into exile for the fifth time, or to the Bastille for the fourth. That will end my plotting, and I vow to conspire never again."
The king remarked the absentees, and he went up to the Duke of Choiseul who affected the utmost calm and demanded:
"I do not see the Duchess of Grammont."
"Sire, my sister is not well, and she begs me to offer her most humble respects," said Choiseul, only succeeding in flimsy indifference.
"That is bad for her!" ominously said the sovereign, turning his back on the duke and thus facing Prince Guemenee.
"Have you brought your wife?" he questioned.
"Impossible, your majesty: when I went to bring her, she was sick abed."
"Nothing could be worse," said the king. "Good-evening, marshal," he said to Richelieu, who bowed with the suppleness of a young courtier. "You do not seem to have a touch of the complaint?"
"Sire, I am always in good health when I have the pleasure of beholding your majesty."
"But I do not see your daughter the Countess of Egmont. What is the reason of her absence?"
"Alas! sire," responded the old duke, assuming the most sorrowful mien, "my poor child is the more indisposed from the mishap depriving her of the happiness of this occasion, but——"
"Lady Egmont unwell, whose health was the most robust in the realm! this is sad for her!" and the king turned his back on the old courtier as he had on the others whom he snubbed.
Gloomy, anxious and irritated, the king went over to the window, and seizing the carved handle of the sash with one hand, he cooled his fevered brow against the pane. The courtiers could be heard chattering, like leaves rustling before the tempest, while all eyes stared at the clock; it struck the half-hour, when a great uproar of vehicles rumbling on the yard cobblestones resounded under the carriage-way vault. Suddenly the royal brow brightened and a flash shot from his eyes.
"The Right Honorable Lady the Countess of Dubarry!" roared the usher to the grand master of ceremonies. "The Right Honorable the Countess of Bearn!"
Different sensations were making all hearts leap. Invincibly drawn by curiosity, a flood of courtiers moved toward the monarch.
The wife of the Marshal of Mirepoix was carried close up to the king, and though she had been in the front of the anti-Dubarryists, she clasped her hands ready for adoration, and exclaimed:
"Oh, how lovely she is!"
The king turned and smiled on the speaker.
"But she is not a mere mortal," said Richelieu; "she is a fairy," which won him the end of the smile.
In truth, never had the countess been fairer, more winsome in expression, more modest in bearing, more noble in figure, more elegant in step or more cunning in showing emotion; her like had never excited admiration in the queen's drawing-room.
Charmingly beautiful, richly but not flauntingly dressed and notable for a tastefully novel headdress, she advanced held by the hand of Countess Bearn. Spite of atrocious pangs, the latter did not hobble or even wince, though the rouge fell in flakes from her face as each step wrung her to the core.
All eyes turned on the singular pair.
The old dame, with an old-fashioned low-necked robe, and her hair built up a foot high above her bright but deep-set eyes like an osprey's, her splendid attire and her skeleton-tread, seemed the image of the past giving her hand to the present. This model of cold, dry dignity guiding decent and voluptuous beauty, struck most with admiration and astonishment.
The vivid contrast made the king fancy that Countess Bearn was bringing him his favorite more youthful and brilliant than ever.
"You have a very fair novice to present, my lady," said he; "but she also has a noble introductress, than whom there is not one whom I am more pleased to see again at court."
The old lady courtesied.
"Go and bow to my daughters," whispered the monarch to Jeanne, "and show that you know how to courtesy. I hope you will not be dissatisfied with the way they reply to you."
His eyes were fixed upon his daughters and compelled them to show politeness, and as Lady Dubarry bowed more lowly than court etiquette prescribed, they were touched, and embraced her with a cordiality which pleased their father.
Henceforward, the countess' success became a triumph.
The Duke of Richelieu, as the victor of Mahon, knew how to maneuver; he went and placed himself behind the chair ready for Countess Dubarry, so that he was near her when the presentation was over, without having to battle with the crowd. Lady Mirepoix, knowing how lucky her old friend was in warfare, had imitated him, and drew her stool close to the favorite's chair.
Supported by the royal love, and the favorable welcome of the royal princesses, Jeanne looked less timidly around among the noblemen, though it was among the ladies that she expected enemies.
"Ah, my Lord of Richelieu," she said, "I had to come here to find you, for you have let a week pass without calling at Luciennes."
"I was preparing for the pleasure of seeing you here, certain here to meet!" "I wish you had imparted the certainty to me, for I was none too sure on that head—considering that I am surrounded by plots to thwart me."
She glared at the old gallant who bore the glance imperturbably.
"Plots? Goodness! what are you talking about?"
"In the first place my hairdresser was spirited away."
"Was he, indeed! what a lucky thing that I sent you a pearl of his craft whom my daughter the Countess of Egmont found somewhere—an artiste most superior to the general run, even to the royal perrukeers, my little Leonard."
"Leonard," repeated the lady.
"Yes, a little fellow who does up my Septimanie's tresses, and whom she keeps hidden from all eyes, as a miser does his cash-box. You are not complaining of him, I think, for your ladyship is turned out, as barbers say, marvelously. Curiously enough, the style reminds me of a sketch which the court painter Boucher gave my daughter, for her to be dressed in accord with it, had she not fallen ill. Poor Seppie! But you were talking of plots?"
"Yes, they kept back my dress."
"This is odious! Though you are not to be pitied when arrayed in such a choice China silk; with flower work applied; now, had you applied to me in your quandary, as I hope you will in the future, I would have sent you the dress my daughter had made for her presence here—it is so like this, that I could vow it is the same."
Countess Dubarry seized both his hands, beginning to understand who was the enchanter who had saved her from the embarrassment.
"I suppose it was in your daughter's coach that I was brought here?" she said.
"Oh, I should know hers, for it was renovated for this occasion with white satin; but there was no time to paint her blazon upon the panels——"
"Only time to paint a rose! Duke, you are a delightful nobleman."
The old peer kissed the hands, of which he made a warm and perfumed mask. Feeling them thrill, he started and asked the cause.
"Who is that man yonder, in a Prussian officer's dress, with black eyes and expressive countenance, by Prince Guemenee?"
"Some superior officer whom the king of Prussia sends to honor your presentation."
"Do not laugh, duke; but that man was in France three or four years ago, and I have been seeking for him everywhere without avail."
"You are in error, countess; the stranger is Count Fenix, who arrived but yesterday."
"How hard he looks at me!"
"Nay, how tenderly everybody is looking at you!"
"Look, he is bowing to me!"
"Everybody is doing that, if they have not done so."
A prey to extraordinary emotion, the lady did not heed the duke's compliments, and, with her sight riveted on the stranger who captivated her attention, she quitted Richelieu, in spite of herself, to move toward the foreigner. The king was watching her and perceived the movement. He thought she wanted him, and approached her, as he had quite long enough stood aloof out of regard for the social restrictions. But the countess was so engrossed that her mind would not be diverted.
"Sire, who is that Prussian officer, now turning away from Prince Guemenee to look this way?"
"The stout figure with the square face enframed in a golden collar?—accredited from my cousin of Prussia—some philosopher of his stamp. I am glad that German philosophy celebrates the triumph of King Petticoat the Third, as they nickname the Louis for their devotion to the sex of which you are the brightest gem. His title is Count Fenix," added the sovereign reflecting.
"It is he," thought Countess Dubarry, but as she kept silence the king proceeded, raising his voice:
"Ladies, the dauphiness arrives at Compiegne to-morrow, the journey having been shortened. Her royal highness will receive at midday precisely. All the ladies presented at court will be of the reception party, except those who were absent to-day. The journey is fatiguing, and her highness can have no desire to aggravate the ills of those who are indisposed."
He looked with severity at Choiseul, Guemenee and Richelieu. A silence of terror surrounded the speaker, whose words were fully understood as meaning disgrace.
"Sire, I pray the exception for the Countess of Egmont, as she is the daughter of my most faithful friend, the Duke of Richelieu."
"His Grace your friend?"
Approaching the old courtier who had comprehended from the motion of the pleader's lips, he said:
"I hope Lady Egmont will be well enough to-morrow to come?"
"Certainly, sire. She would be fit for travel this hour, if your majesty desired it." And he saluted with respect and thankfulness.
The king leaned over to the countess' ear and whispered a word.
"Sire, I am your majesty's most obedient servant." Her reverence was accompanied by a most bewitching smile.
The king waved his hand and retired to his own rooms.
Scarcely had he crossed the threshold before the countess turned more frightened than ever to the singular man who had so monopolized her. Like the others, he had bowed as the monarch withdrew, but his brow had worn a haughty, almost menacing aspect. As soon as Louis had disappeared, he came and paused within a step or two of Lady Dubarry.
Urged by invincible curiosity, she took a step toward him, so that he could say in a low voice as he bent to her:
"Am I recognized, lady?"
"Yes, as my prophet of Louis XV. Square."
"Well," queried the man with the clear, steady gaze, "Did I lie when I told you of becoming the Queen of France?"
"No; your prophecy is all but accomplished. Hence, I am ready to keep my promise. Speak your wish."
"The place is ill chosen, and the time has not come."
"I am ready to fulfill it any time."
"Can I come any time?"
"Yes; will it be as Count Fenix?"
"My title will be Count Joseph Balsamo."
"I shall not forget it, Balsamo," repeated the favorite as the mysterious stranger was merged with the crowd.
CHAPTER XXIV.
THE DAUPHINESS' RECEPTION.
ON the following day, Compiegne was intoxicated and transported. The people had not slept through the night from getting ready to welcome the bride of the prince royal.
Latin, French, and German inscriptions adorned the evergreen arches, wound with garlands of roses and lilac.
The royal prince had come down in the night incog, with his two brothers, and they had ridden out to meet the princess from Austria. The gallant idea had not come to the dauphin of his own impulse, but from his tutor, Lord Lavauguyon, who had been instructed by the king on the proper line of conduct to be followed by the heir to the throne. Previous sovereigns had also taken this kind of preliminary view of the fated spouse, without the veil of etiquette.
The eldest prince rode out, grave, and his two brothers, smiling. At half after eight, they came back; the dauphin serious as when he started, Provence almost sulky, and Artois gayer than at the outset. The first was disquieted, the second envious, and the last delighted—for all had found the lady most lovely. Thus each betrayed his temperament.
At the meeting of the two parties, that of the king and the bride of his son, all got out of the carriages, except the king and the archduchess. Around the dauphin were all the young nobles, while the old nobility clustered round the king.
The lady's carriage door opened, and the Austrian princess sprang lightly to the ground. As she advanced toward the royal coach, Louis had the door opened, and eagerly stepped out.
The princess had so exactly calculated the steps that she threw herself on her knees just as he alighted. He stooped to lift her up, and kissed her affectionately, covering her with a look which caused her to redden.
She blushed again as the dauphin was presented to her. She had pleasant words to say to all the royal princes and princesses. But here came a hitch, till the king, glancing around, spied the Countess Dubarry, and took her hand.
Everybody stepped aloof, so that the sovereign was left alone with his favorite and the new arrival.
"I present the Countess Dubarry, my dearest friend!"
The Austrian turned pale, but the most kindly smile glittered on her blanching lips.
"Your majesty is very happy in having so lovely a friend," she said, "and I am not surprised at the attachment she inspires."
All looked on with astonishment approaching stupefaction. It was evident that the new-comer was repeating the Austrian court's instructions—perhaps her mother's own words.
While the princess entered the royal coach, passing the Duke of Choisuel without noticing him, the church bells clanged. Countess Dubarry radiantly got into her coach, up to the door of which came Chevalier Jean.
"Do you know who that young whippersnapper is?" he asked, pointing to a horseman at the dauphiness' coach window. "That is Philip of Taverney, who gave me that sword thrust."
"Well, who is the beautiful girl with whom he is talking?"
"His sister, and to my mind you have the same need to beware of that girl as I of her brother."
"You are mad."
"I have my wits about me. I shall keep an eye on the blade anyhow."
"And I shall watch the budding beauty."
"Hush!" said Jean; "here comes your friend Richelieu."
"What is wrong, my dear duke? You look discontented," said the countess, with her sweetest smile.
"Does it not strike your ladyship that we are all very dull, not to say sad, for such a joyous affair? I can recall going out to meet another princess for the royal couch, amiable like this one, and as fair. It was the dauphin's mother. We were all jolly. Is it because we were younger?"
"No, my dear marshal, it is because the monarchy is older."
All who heard shuddered at this voice behind the duke. He turned and saw an elderly gentleman, stylish in appearance, who laid his hand on his shoulder as he smiled misanthropically.
"Gads my life! it is Baron Taverney. Countess," added the duke, "here is one of my oldest friends, for whom I beg your kindness—Baron Taverney of Redcastle."
"The father of that pair," said Jean and Jeanne to themselves, as they bowed in salutation.
"My lords and gentlemen," shouted the grand master of ceremonies, "to your places in the coaches."
The two aged nobles bowed to the favorite and her brother, and went into the same vehicle, glad to be united after long absence.
"What do you say to that? I do not like the old fellow a whit better than the cubs," said Jean Dubarry.
"What a pity that the little imp, Gilbert, ran away. As he was brought up in their house, he might furnish particulars about the family," said the countess.
The dialogue was broken off by the movement of all the carriages.
After a night at Compiegne, the united courts—the sundown of one era, the sunburst of another—swept intermingled on to Paris, that gulf which was to swallow up the whole of them.
CHAPTER XXV.
GILBERT SNAPS GOLDEN CHAINS.
IT is time to return to Gilbert.
Our little philosopher had cooled in his admiration for Chon since at the outbreak of the collision between Chevalier Jean and Philip of Taverney he had learnt the name of his protectress.
Often, at Taverney, when he was skulking and listening to the chat of the baron and his daughter, he had heard the old noble express himself plainly about the favorite Dubarry. His interested hatred had found a sympathetic echo in the boy's bosom; and Andrea never contradicted her father's abuse, for, it must be allowed, Lady Dubarry's name was deeply scorned in the country.
What completely ranked Gilbert on the side of the old noble was that Nicole had sometimes exclaimed:
"I wish I were Dubarry."
Chon was too busy after the duel to think about Gilbert, who forgot his bad impression as he entered the court capital in his frank admiration. He was still under the spell when he slept in the attic of the royal palace. The only matter in his dreams was that he, the poor boy, was lodged like the foremost noblemen of France, without his being a courtier or a lackey.
Gilbert was in one of the thinking fits common to him when events surpassed his will or comprehension, when he was told that Mademoiselle Chon wanted to see him. She was waiting in her carriage for him to accompany her on a ride. She sat in the front seat, with a large chest and a small dog. Gilbert and a steward named Cranche were to have the other places.
To preserve his position, Gilbert sat behind Chon, and the steward, without even thinking of objecting, sat behind the dog and box.
Like all who lived in Versailles, Chon drew a free breath with pleasure in quitting the grand palace for the woods and pastures, and said as she turned half round on their leaving the town:
"How does the philosopher like Versailles?"
"It is very fine. So we are quitting it so soon?"
"We are going to our place."
"Your place, you mean," grumbled Gilbert in the tone of a bear becoming tamed.
"I mean that I am going to introduce you to my sister, whom you must try to please, for she is hand and glove with all the great lords of the kingdom. By the way, Master Cranche, we must have a suit of clothes made for this young gentleman."
"The ordinary livery?" queried the man.
"Livery?" snarled Gilbert, giving the upper servant a fierce look.
"Oh, no; I will tell you the style after I communicate my notion to my sister. But it must be ready at the same time as Zamore's new clothes."
Gilbert was startled at this talk.
"Zamore is a little playfellow for you, the governor of the royal castle of Luciennes," explained Chon. "Make friends with him, as he is a good fellow, in spite of his color."
Gilbert was eager to know what color Zamore was, but he reflected that philosophers ought not to be reproved for inquisitiveness, and he contained himself.
"I will try," replied the youth with a smile which he thought full of dignity.
Luciennes was what had been described to him.
"So this is the pleasure house which has cost the country so dearly!" he mused.
Joyous dogs and eager servants came to greet the mistress' sister. Jeanne had not come, and Chon was glad to see her first of all.
"Sylvie," she said to a pretty girl who came to take the lap dog and the chest, "give Misapoof and the box to Cranche, and take my little philosopher to Zamore!"
The chambermaid did not know what kind of animal a philosopher was, but Chon's glance directed her to Gilbert, and she beckoned him to follow her. But for the tone of command which Chon had used, the youth would have taken Sylvie for other than a servant. She was dressed more like Andrea than Nicole. She gave Gilbert a smile, for the recommendation denoted that Chon had a fancy, if not affection for the new-comer.
Gilbert was rather daunted by the idea of appearing before so grand an official as a royal governor, but the words that Zamore was a good fellow reassured him. Friend of a viscount and a court lady already, he might face a governor.
"How the court is slandered!" he thought; "for it is easy to make friends among the courtiers. They are kind and hospitable."
In a noble Roman room, on cushions, with crossed legs, squatted Zamore, eating candies out a satin bag.
"Oh!" exclaimed the incipient philosopher, "what do you call this thing?"
"Me no ting—me gubbernor," blubbered Zamore.
Gilbert had never before seen a negro. The uneasy glance which he turned up to Sylvie caused that lively girl to burst into a peal of laughter.
Grave and motionless as an idol, Zamore kept on diving with his paw in the bag of sweetmeats and munching away.
At this moment the door opened to give admission to Steward Cranche and a tailor to take the measures of Gilbert.
"Do not pull him about too much," said the steward.
"Oh, I am done," said the knight of the thimble; "the costume of Sganarelle is a loose one, and we never bother about a fit."
"Oh, he will look fine as Sganarelle," said Sylvie. "And is he to have the high hat like Mother Goose's?"
Gilbert did not hear the reply, as he pushed aside the tailor and would not help any more preparations. He did not know that Sganarelle was a comic character in a popular play, but he saw that it was a ludicrous one, and he was enlightened further by Sylvie's laughter. She departed with tailor and steward, leaving him alone with the black boy, who continued to roll his eyes and devour the bonbons.
What riddles for the country boy! what dreads and pangs for the philosopher who guessed that his manly dignity was in as much danger in Luciennes as at Taverney.
Still he tried to talk to Zamore, but that interesting African, sitting astride of a chair on casters, made it run him round the room a dozen times with a celerity which ought to have shown by anticipation that the velocipede was a practical machine.
Suddenly a bell tinkled and Zamore darted out of the room with as much rapidity as he had shown on the novel quadricycle.
Gilbert would have followed, but on looking through the doorway, he saw the passage so crowded with servants guarding noblemen in gay clothes, that he shivered and slunk back.
An hour passed, without the return of Zamore or Sylvie. Gilbert was longing for human company, when a footman came to take him to Mademoiselle Chon.
Free, after having informed her sister how she had conducted the mission to Lady Bearn, Chon was breakfasting with a hearty appetite, in a loose dressing-gown, in a morning room. She cast a glance on Gilbert without offering him a seat.
"How have you hit off with Zamore?" she inquired, after tossing off a glass of wine like liquid topaz.
"How could I make the acquaintance of a black boy who does not speak, but stares and gulps down candies?"
"I thought you said all were equal?"
"He may be my equal, but I do not think him so," answered Gilbert.
"What fun he is!" muttered Chon: "you seem not to give away your heart in a hurry?"
"With slowness, lady."
"I hoped you held me in affection?"
"I have considerable liking for you personally, but——"
"Thanks for so much! You overpower me. How long does it take for one to win the good graces of so disdainful a fellow?"
"Much time; some would never win them."
"Ah, this explains why you could suddenly leave Taverney Castle after staying there eighteen years. It appears that its masters could not obtain your friendship and confidence?"
"Not all."
"What did they do? Who displeased you?"
"I am not complaining."
"Oh, very well! if you do not want to give your confidence. I might help you to come out even with these Taverneys if you told me what they are like."
"I take no revenge, or I take it with my own hand," said Gilbert proudly.
"Still as you bear a grudge against them, or several, and we have one, we ought to be allies."
"You are wrong, lady. I feel very different toward different members of the family."
"Is Lord Philip one whom you paint black or rosy?"
"I bear no ill to Master Philip, who has done nothing to me one way or another."
"Then you would not be a witness against him in favor of my brother about that duel?"
"I should be bound to speak the truth, and that would be unfavorable toward Chevalier Dubarry."
"Do you make him out wrong?"
"He was so, to insult the dauphiness."
"Are you upholding the dauphiness?"
"I stand for justice."
"You are mad, boy; never talk of justice in a royal residence. When one serves a master, he takes the responsibility."
"Not so; every man should obey his conscience. Any way, I have no master. I did not ask to come here, and now I will go away, freely as I came."
"Oh, no, you don't," cried Chon, amazed at this rebellion and getting angered.
Gilbert frowned.
"No, no, let us have peace. Here you will have but three persons to please. The king, my sister and myself."
"How am I to please you?"
"Well, you have seen Zamore? He gets already so much a year out of the royal private purse; he is governor of Luciennes, and though he may be laughed at for his blubber lips and complexion, he is courted and called my lord."
"I shall not do that."
"What, when you assert that all men are brothers?"
"That is the reason why I will not acknowledge him my lord."
Chon was beaten with her own weapons; she bit her lips.
"You do not seem to be ambitious?"
"Yes, I am," and his eyes sparkled.
"To be a doctor? You shall be a doctor. That was the costume you were measured for. Royal physician, too."
"I? who know not the A B C of medical science. You are mocking at me, lady."
"Does Zamore know anything about governing a castle?"
"I see: you want me to be a sham doctor, a buffoon? The king wants another merry-maker?"
"Why not? Don't you know that the Duke of Tresmes begs my sister to appoint him her monkey. But don't hang your head. Keep that lumpish air for your doctoral uniform. Meanwhile, as you must live on something better than your pills, go and have breakfast with the governor."
"With Zamore? I am not hungry."
"You will be before evening; if we must give you an appetite, we will call in the whipper to the royal pages."
The youth trembled and turned pale.
"Go back to my Lord Zamore," continued Chon, taking the silence for consent, or at least submission. "You will find he is fed daintily. Mind not to be an ingrate, or you will be taught what gratitude is."
A lackey conducted Gilbert to the mock governor's dining-room, but he would not eat anything. Nevertheless, when the costume of the doctor in Molière's comedy was brought, he submitted to being shown how he was to wear it.
"I thought that the doctors of that time carried an inkhorn and a quill to write out their prescriptions," suggested Gilbert.
"By Jove they did!" exclaimed the steward. "Let us have the **** complete while we are about it."
The foreman charged to get the articles, also acquainted Chon, who was going to join her sister in Paris, with the astonishing willingness of her pet. She was so pleased that she sent a little purse with some silver in it, to be added to the doctor's girdle along with the inkhorn.
Gilbert sent his thanks, and expressed a wish to be left alone to put on the costume.
"Make haste," said the steward, "that the young lady may see you before she is off to Paris."
Gilbert looked out of the window to see how the gardens were arranged. Returning to the table, he tore the long black doctoral gown into three strips, which he made a rope of by tying the ends together. On the table he laid the hat and the purse and the following declaration which he wrote:
"LADY: The foremost of boons is Liberty. The holiest of duties is to preserve it. As you do violence to my feelings, I set myself free. GILBERT."
He addressed this epistle to Chon, tied his twelve feet of serge rope to the window sill, glided down like a serpent, and dropped on the terrace at risk of breaking his neck. Though stunned a little by the fall, he ran to some trees, scrambled up among the boughs, slipped downward till he was on a lower level and could reach the ground where he ran away with all his might.
When they came for him half an hour after, he was far beyond their reach.
CHAPTER XXVI.
THE OLD BOTANIST.
ON the trunk of a tree overthrown by a storm in Meudon Woods a man was seated.
Under his grizzled wig he showed a mild and shrewd visage. His brown coat was of good cloth, as were his breeches; and his gray waistcoat was worked on the flaps. His gray cotton stockings imprisoned well-made and muscular legs; his buckled shoes, though dusty in patches, had been washed at the top by the morning dews.
Near him, on the trunk, was a green box, open and stuffed with freshly gathered plants. Between his legs he held a cane with a crutch handle, ending in a sort of pick.
He was eating a piece of bread, and tossing crumbs to the wild birds, which flew down on the pieces and took them off to their nooks with joyful peeps.
Suddenly he heard hurried steps, and seeing on looking up, a young man with disquieting aspect, he rose. He buttoned up his coat and closed his overcoat above it.
His air was so calming that the intruder on his peace came to a stop and doffed his hat.
It was Gilbert. Gilbert, much the worse for his roaming the woods through the night since he had fled from Luciennes in order not to lose his freedom.
Remarking this sudden timidity, the old man appeared to be put at ease by it.
"Do you want to speak to me, my friend?" he asked, smiling, and laying the piece of bread on the tree.
"Yes, for I see that you are throwing away bread on the birds as though it were not written that the Lord provides for the sparrows."
"The Lord provides," returned the old gentleman, "no doubt, young man; but the hand of man is one of the means. You are wrong if you said that as a reproach, for never is cast-away bread—in the desert or on the crowded street—lost to living creatures. Here, the birds get it; there, the beggars."
"Though this be the wilds, I know of a man who wants to dispute that bread with the birds," said Gilbert, though struck by the soft and penetrating voice of the stranger.
"Are you the man—and are you hungered?"
"Sharply so, and if you would allow——"
With eager compassion the gentleman took up the crust, but, suddenly reflecting, he scrutinized Gilbert with a quick yet profound glance.
Gilbert was not so like a starving man that the meditation was warranted. His dress was decent, though earth-stained in places. His linen was white, for he had at Versailles, on the previous evening, changed his shirt out of his parcel; but from its dampness, it was visible that he had slept in the woods. In all this and his white and taper hands, the man of vague reverie was revealed rather than the hard worker.
Not wanting for tact, Gilbert understood the distrust and hesitation of the stranger in respect to him, and hastened to annul conjectures which might be unfavorable.
"After twelve hours, hunger begins, and I have eaten nothing for four-and-twenty," he observed.
The truth of the words was supported by his emotion, the quaver of his voice and the pallor of his face. The old gentleman therefore ceased to waver, or rather to fear. He held out not only the bread, but a handkerchief in which he was carrying cherries.
"I thank you," said Gilbert, repulsing the fruit gently; "only the bread, which is ample."
Breaking the crust in two, he took one portion and pushed back the other. Then he sat on the grass, a yard or two away from the old gentlemen, who viewed him with increasing wonder. The meal did not last long, as the bread was scant and Gilbert hungry. With no words did the observer trouble him, but continued his mute and furtive examination while apparently only attending to his plants and flowers in the box.
But seeing that Gilbert was going to drink at a pool, he quickly called out:
"Do not drink that water, young man. It is infected by the detritus of the plants dead last year and by the frog-spawn swimming on the surface. You had better take some cherries, as they will quench thirst better than water. I invite you to partake as I see you are not an importunate guest."
"It is true, sir; importunity is the opposite of my nature. I fear nothing so much as being importunate, as I have just been proving at Versailles."
"Oh! so you come from Versailles?" queried the stranger, looking hard at him. "A rich place, where only the proud or the poor die of want."
"I am both, sir."
"Have you quarreled with your master?"
"I have no master."
"That is a very lofty answer," said the other, putting away the plants in the box, while regarding the young man.
"Still it is exact."
"No, young man, for everybody has a master here, as we all suffer the domination of a higher power. Some are ruled by men, some by principles: and the sternest masters are not always those who order or strike with the human voice or hand."
"I confess I am ruled by principles," replied Gilbert. "They are the only masters which the mind may acknowledge without shame."
"Oh, those are your principles, are they? You seem very young to have any settled principles."
"I am young but I have studied, or rather read a little in such works as 'On the Inequality of Classes,' and 'The Social Contract;' out of them comes all my knowledge, and perhaps all my dreams."
These words kindled a flame in the hearer's eyes; he so started that he broke a flower rebellious to being packed away.
"These may not be your principles, but they are Rousseau's."
"Dry stuff for a youth," said the other; "sad matter for contemplation at twenty years of age; a dry and scentless flower for imagination in the springtide of life."
"Misfortune ripens a man unseasonably, sir."
"As you study the philosopher of Geneva, do you make a personal allusion there?"
"I do not know anything about him," rejoined Gilbert, candidly.
"Know, young man, that he is an unhappy creature." With a sigh he said it.
"Impossible! Jean Jacques Rousseau unhappy? Is there no justice above more than on earth? The man unhappy who has consecrated his life to the welfare of the race."
"I plainly see that you do not know him; so let us rather speak of yourself. Whither are you going?"
"To Paris. Do you belong there?"
"So far as I am living there, but I was not born in it. Why the question?"
"It is attached to the subject we were talking of; if you live in Paris, you may have seen the Philosopher Rousseau."
"Oh, yes, I have seen him."
"He is looked at as he passes along—they point to him as the benefactor of humanity?"
"No; the children follow him, and, encouraged by their parents, throw stones at him."
"Gracious! still he has the consolation of being rich," said Gilbert, with painful stupefaction.
"Like yourself, he often wonders where the next meal is coming from."
"But, though poor, he is powerful, respected and well considered?"
"He does not know of a night, in lying down, that he will not wake in the Bastille."
"How he must hate men!"
"He neither loves not hates them: they fill him with disgust, that is all."
"I do not understand how he can not hate those who ill use him," exclaimed Gilbert.
"Rousseau has always been free, and strong enough to rely on himself. Strength and liberty make men meek and good; it is only weakness and slavery which create the wicked."
"I guessed this as you explain it; and that is why I wished to be free." I see that we agree on one point, our liking for Rousseau.
"Speak for yourself, young man: youth is the season for illusions."
"Nay; one may be deceived upon things, but not on men."
"Alas, you will learn by and by, that it is men particularly about whom deception is easiest. Perhaps Rousseau is a little fairer than other men; but he has his faults, and great ones."
Gilbert shook his head, but the stranger continued to treat him with the same favor, though he was so uncivil.
"You said you had no master?"
"None, though it dwelt with me to have a most illustrious one; but I refused on the condition that I should make the amusement of noble idlers. Being young, able to study and make my way, I ought not to lose the precious time of youth and compromise in my person the dignity of man."
"This was right," said the stranger gravely; "but have you determined on a career?"
"I should like to be a physician."
"A grand and noble career, where one may decide between true science, modest and martyr-like, and quackery, impudent, rich and bloated. If you love truth, young man, be a doctor. If you love popular applause, be a doctor."
"I am afraid it will cost a lot of money to study, although Rousseau learned for nothing."
"Nothing? oh, young man," said the plant-collector, with a mournful smile, "do you call nothing the most precious of heavenly blessings—candor, health and sleep? That was the price the Genevian seeker of wisdom paid for the little he knows."
"Little! when he is a great musical composer!"
"Pooh, because the king sings 'I have lost my servant,' that does not prove 'The Village Sorcerer' to be a good opera."
"He is a noted botanist!"
"An herb-gatherer, very humble and ignorant amid the marvels known as plants and flowers."
"He is a Latin scholar, for I read that he had translated Tacitus."
"Bah, because in his conceit he wanted to be master of all crafts. But Tacitus, who is a rough antagonist to wrestle with, tired him. No, no, my good young man, in spite of your admiration, there are no more Admirable Crichtons, and what man gains in breadth he loses in depth. Rousseau is a superficial man whose surface is a trifle wider than most men's, that is all."
"Many would like to attain his mark," said the youth.
"Do you slur at me?" asked the stranger with a good nature disarming Gilbert.
"God forbid, for it is too much pleasure to chat for me to disoblige you. You draw me out and I am amazed at the language I am using, for I only picked it out of books, which I did not clearly follow. I have read too much, but I will read again with care. But I forget that while your talk is valuable to me, mine only wastes your time, for you are herb-gathering."
"No," said the botanist, fixing his gray eyes on the youth, who made a move to go but wanted to be detained. "My box is clearly full and I only want certain mosses; I heard that capillary grows round here."
"Stay, I saw some yonder."
"How do you know capillarys?"
"I was born on the woodland; the daughter of the nobleman on whose estate I was reared, liked botany; she had a collection and the objects had their names on labels attached. I noticed that what she called capillary was called by us rustics maidenhair fern."
"So you took a taste for botany?"
"It was this way. I sometimes heard Nicole—she is the maid to Mademoiselle Andrea de Taverney—say that her mistress wanted such and such a plant for her herbarium, so I asked her to get a sketch of them, and I searched in the woods till I raked them up. Then I transplanted them where she must find them, and used to hear the lady, in taking her walk, cry out: 'How odd! here is the very thing I was looking for!'"
The old gentleman looked with more heed and it made Gilbert lower his eyes blushing, for the interest had tenderness in it.
"Continue to study botany, which leads as a flowery path to medicine. Paris has free schools, and I suppose your folks will supply your maintenance."
"I have no relations, but I can earn my living at some trade."
"Yes, Rousseau says in his 'Emile,' that every one should learn a trade even though he were a prince's son."
"I have not read that book, but I have heard Baron Taverney mock at the maxim, and pretend grief at not having made his son a joiner. Instead, he made him a soldier, so that he will dismember instead of joining."
"Yes, these nobles bring their sons up to kill and not to nourish. When revolution comes, they will be forced to beg their bread abroad or sell their sword to the foreigners, which is more shameful. But you are not noble, and you have a craft?"
"No, I have a horror for rough toil; but give me a study and see how I will wear out night and day in my tasks."
"You have been to school, if not to college?"
"I know but to read and write," said Gilbert, shaking his head. "My mother taught me to read, for seeing me slight in physique, she said, 'You will never be a good workman, but must try to be priest or scholar. Learn to read, Gilbert, and you will not have to split wood, guide the plow or hew stone.' Unhappily my mother died before I could more than read, so I taught myself writing. First I traced letters on sand with a sharp stick till I found that the letters used in writing were not those of print, which I was copying. Hence I hope to meet some one who will need my pen, a blind man who will need my eyes, or a dumby who needs my tongue."
"You appear to have willingness and courage; but do you know what it will cost you to live in town?—at least three times what it did in the country."
"Well, suppose I have shelter and for rest after toil, I can shift on six cents a day."
"That is the right talk. I like this kind of man," said the plant collector. "Come with me to Paris and I will find you an independent profession by which you may live."
"Oh, my friend," exclaimed Gilbert, intoxicated with delight. "I accept your offer and I am grateful. But what will I have to do in your company?"
"Nothing but toil. But you will mete out the amount of your work. You will exercise your right of youth, freedom, happiness and even of idleness after you earn the right to be at leisure," added the unnamed benefactor, smiling as though in spite of his will.
Then, raising his eyes to heaven, he ejaculated: "Oh, youth, vigor and liberty!" with an inexpressibly poetical melancholy spreading over his fine, pure lineaments.
"Now, lead me to the spot where the maidenhair is to be found," he said.
Gilbert stepped out before the old gentleman and the pair disappeared in the underwood.
CHAPTER XXVII.
MASTER JACQUES.
BEFORE the day was over the pair could enter the capital. The young man's heart beat as he perceived Notre Dame Cathedral towers and the ocean of housetops.
"Oh, Paris!" he cried with rapture.
"Yes, Paris, a mass of buildings, a gulf of evils," said the old gentleman. "On each stone yonder you would see a drop of blood or a tear, if the miseries within those abodes could show themselves without."
Gilbert repressed his enthusiasm, which cooled of itself.
They entered by a poor district and the sights were hideous.
"It is going on eight," said the conductor, "let us be quick, young man, for goodness' sake."
Gilbert hurried on.
"I forget to say that I am a married man," said the stranger, after a cold silence which began to worry the youth. "And my wife, who is a genuine Parisian, will probably grumble at our coming home late. Besides, she does not like strangers. Still, I have invited you; so, come along. Or, rather, here we are."
By the last sunbeams, Gilbert, looking up, saw the name-plate of Plastrière Street at a corner.
The other paused before an alley door with iron bars to the upper portion. He pulled a leather thong hanging out of a hole, and this opened the door.
"Come quickly," he called to the youth, who hesitated on the threshold, and he closed the alley door after them.
At the end of a few steps up the dark passage, Gilbert stumbled on the lower step of a black, steep flight of stairs. Used to the locality, the old gentleman had gone up a dozen steps. Gilbert rejoined him and stopped only when he did, on a landing worn by feet, on which opened two doors. The stranger pulled a hare's foot hanging at one, and a shrill bell tinkled inside the room.
A woman some fifty years of age appeared, and she and the man spoke together:
"Is it very late, Therese?" asked the latter timidly.
"A nice hour to come to supper, Jacques!" snarled the woman.
"Come, come, we will make up for the delay," said the one called Jacques, shutting the door and taking the collecting case from Gilbert's hands.
"Have we a messenger boy here?" exclaimed the old woman: "We only wanted him to complete the merry company. So you can no longer do so much as carry your heap of weeds and grass? Master Jacques does the grand with a boy to carry his trash—I beg his pardon, he is becoming quite a great nobleman."
"Be a little quiet, Therese."
"Pay the boy and get rid of him; we want no spies here."
Pale as death, Gilbert sprang toward the door, but Jacques stopped him, saying with some firmness:
"This is not a messenger-boy or a spy. He is a guest whom I bring home."
"A guest?" and the hag let her hands drop along her hips. "This is the last straw."
"Light up, Therese," said the host, still kindly, but showing more will; "I am warm, and we are hungry."
The vixen's grumbling diminished in loudness. She drew fire with flint and steel, while Gilbert stood still by the sill which he regretted he had crossed. Jacques perceived what he suffered, and begged him to come forward.
Gilbert saw the hag's yellow and morose face by the first glimmer of the thin candle stuck in a brass candlestick. It inspired him with dislike. On her part the virago was far from liking the pale, fine countenance, circumspect silence and rigidity of the youth.
"I do not wonder at your being heated and hungry," she growled. "It must be tiresome to go browsing in the woods, and it is awful hard work to stoop from time to time to pick up a root. For I suppose this person gathers leaves and buds, too, for herb-collecting is the trade for those who do not any work."
"This is a good and honest young man," said Jacques, in a still firmer voice, "who has honored me with his company all day, and whom my good Therese will greet as a friend, I am sure."
"Enough for two is scant for three," she grumbled.
"We are both frugal."
"I know your kind of frugality. I declare that there is not enough bread in the house for such abstemiousness, and that I am not going down three flights of stairs for more. Anyway, the baker's is shut up."
"Then, I will go," said Jacques, frowning. "Open the door, for I mean it."
"Oh, in that case, I suppose I must do it," said the scold.
"What am I for but to carry out your freaks? Come and have supper."
A table was set in the next room, small and square, with cherry wood chairs, having straw bottoms, and a bureau full of darned hose.
Gilbert took a chair; the old woman placed a plate and the appurtenances, all worn with hard use, before him, with a pewter goblet.
"I thought you were going after bread?" said Jacques.
"Never mind; I found a roll in the cupboard, and you ought to manage on a pound and a half of bread, eh?"
So saying, she put the soup on the board. All three had good appetites, but Gilbert held in his, but he was the first to get through.
"Who has called to-day?" inquired the host, to change the termagant's ideas.
"The whole world, as usual. You promised Lady Boufflers four quires of music, Lady Escars two arias, and Lady Penthievre a quartet with accompaniment. They came or sent. But the ladies must go without their music because our lord was out plucking dandelions."
Jacques did not show anger, though Gilbert expected him to do so, for he was used to this manner. The soup was followed by a chunk of boiled beef, on a delft plate grooved with knife points. The host served Gilbert scantily, as Therese was watching, took the same sized piece and passed the plate to his Xantippe.
She handed a slice of bread to the guest. It was so small that Jacques blushed, but he waited until she had helped him and herself, when he took the loaf from her. He handed it to Gilbert and bade him cut off according to his wants.
"Thank you," said Gilbert, as some beans in butter were served, "but I have no longer any hunger. I never eat but one dish. And I drink only water."
Jacques had a little wine for himself.
"You must see about the young man's bed," said the latter, putting down the bottle. "He must be tired."
Therese dropped her fork and stared at the speaker.
"Sleep here? you must be mad. Bring people home to sleep—I expect you want to give up your own bed to them. You must be off your head. Is it keeping a lodging-house you are about? If this is so, don't look to me! get a cook and servants. It is bad enough to be yours, without waiting on Tom, Dick and Harry."
"Therese, listen to me," replied Jacques, with his grave, even voice; "it is for one night only. This young man has never set foot in Paris, and comes under my safe-conduct. I am not going to have him go to an inn, though he has to have my own bed, look you."
Therese understood that struggle was out of the question for the present and she changed her tactics by fighting for Gilbert, but as an ally who would stab him in the back at the first chance.
"I daresay you know all about him, or you would not have brought him home, and he ought to stay here. I will shake up some kind of a bed in your study among the papers."
"No, no, a study is not fit for a sleeping-room; a light might set fire to the writings."
"Which would be no loss," sneered Therese.
"There is the garret; the room with a fine outlook over such gardens as are scarce in Paris. Have no anxiety, Therese; the young man will not be a burden; he will earn his own living. Take a candle and follow me."
Therese sighed, but she was mastered. Gilbert gravely rose and followed his benefactor. On the landing Gilbert saw drinking water in a tank.
"Is water dear in town?" he inquired.
"They charge for it; but any way, bread and water are two things which man has no right to refuse to his fellow-man."
"But at Taverney, water ran freely, and the luxury of the poor is cleanliness."
"Take as much as you like, my friend," said Master Jacques.
Gilbert filled a crock and followed the host, who was astonished at so young a man allying the firmness of the people with the instinct of the aristocratic.
CHAPTER XXVIII.
IN THE LOFT.
TO tell the truth, the loft where Jacques stowed his guest was not fit for habitation. The mattress was on the floor and the chief article of furniture. Rats had pulled about and gnawed a heap of yellowed papers. On clotheslines across the attic were paper bags in which were drying beans, herbs and household linen.
"It is not nice to look upon," apologized the host, "but sleep and darkness make the sumptuous palace and the meanest cottage much alike. Sleep as youth can do, and nothing will prevent you thinking you slept in the royal palace. But mind you do not set the house afire. We will talk over matters in the morning."
"Good-night and hearty thanks," said Gilbert, left alone in the garret.
With all the precaution recommended, he took up the light and made the rounds of the room. As the newspapers and pamphlets were tied in bales he did not open them; but the bean bags were made of printed pages of a book, which caught his eye with the lines. One sack, knocked off the line by his head, burst on the floor, and in trying to replace the beans, he fell to reading the wrappers. It was a page from the love of a poor youth for a lovely and fashionable lady named Lady Warrens. Gilbert was congratulating himself on having the whole night to read this love story on the wrappers when the candle went out and left him in gloom. He was ready to weep with rage. He dropped the papers on the heap of beans and flung himself on his couch where he slept deeply in spite of his disappointment.
He was roused only by the grating of the lock. It was bright day; Gilbert saw his host gently enter.
"Good-morning," he muttered, with the red of shame on his cheeks as he saw Jacques staring at the beans and emptied bags.
"Did you sleep soundly?"
"Ye-es."
"Nay, are you not a sleep-walker?"
"Alas, I see why you say that. I sat up reading till the candle was burnt out, from the first sheet on which my eyes fell so greatly interesting me. Do you, who know so much, know to what lovely novel those pages belong?"
"I do not know, but as I notice the word 'Confessions' on the headline, I should think it was Memoirs."
"Oh, no, the man so speaking is not doing so of himself; the avowals are too frank—the opinions too impartial."
"I think you are wrong," said the old gentleman quickly. "The author wanted to set an example of showing himself to his fellows as heaven created him."
"Do you know the author?"
"The writer is Jean Jacques Rousseau. These are stray pages out of his 'Confessions.'"
"So this unknown, poor, obscure youth, almost begging his way afoot on the highroads, was the man who was to write 'Emile' and the 'Social Contract?'"
"Yes—or, rather no!" said the other with unspeakable sadness. "This author is the man disenchanted with life, glory, society and almost with heaven; but the other Rousseau, Lady Warrens', was the youth entering life by the same door as Aurora comes into the world; youth with his joys and hopes. An abyss divides the two Rousseaus thirty years wide."
The old gentleman shook his head, let his arms sadly droop, and appeared to sink into deep musing.
"So," went on Gilbert, "it is possible for the meanly born like Rousseau to win the love of a mighty and beautiful lady? This is calculated to drive those mad who have lifted their eyes to those above their sphere."
"Are you in love and do you see some likeness between your case and Rousseau's?" asked the old gentleman.
Gilbert blushed without answering the question.
"But he won, because he was Rousseau," he observed. "Yet, were I to feel a spark of his flame of genius, I should aspire to the star, and seek to wear it even though——"
"You had to commit a crime?"
Jacques started and cut short the interview by saying:
"I think my wife must be up. We will go down stairs. Besides, a working day never begins too soon. Come, young man, come."
On going forth, Jacques secured the garret door with a padlock.
This time he guided his ward into what Therese called the study. The furniture of this little room was composed of glazed cases of butterflies, herbs and minerals, framed in ebonized wood; books in a walnut case, a long, narrow table, covered with a worn and blackened cloth; with manuscripts orderly arranged on it, and four wooden chairs covered in horsehair. All was glossy, lustrous, irreproachable in order and cleanness, but cold to sight and heart, from the light through the gauze curtains being gray and weak, and luxury, or comfort itself, being far from this cold, ashy and black fireside.
A small rosewood piano stood on four legs, and a clock on the mantel-piece alone showed any life in this domestic tomb.
Gilbert walked in respectfully, for it was grand in his eyes; almost as rich as Taverney, and the waxed floor imposed on him.
"I am going to show you the nature of your work," said the old gentleman. "This is music paper. When I copy a page I earn ten cents, the price I myself fix. Do you know music?"
"I know the names of the notes but not their value, as well as these signs. In the house where I lived was a young lady who played the harpsichord——" and Gilbert hung his head, coloring.
"Oh, the same who studied botany," queried Jacques.
"Precisely; and she played very well."
"This does not account for your learning music."
"Rousseau says that the man is incomplete who enjoys a result without seeking the cause."
"Yes; but, also, that man in perfecting himself by the discovery, loses his happiness, freshness and instincts."
"What matter if what he gains compensates him for the losses?"
"Gad! you are not only a botanist and a musician, but a logician. At present we only require a copyist. While copying, you will train your hand to write more easily when you compose for yourself. Meanwhile, with a couple of hours' copy work at night, you may earn the wherewithal to follow the courses in the colleges of medicine, surgery and botany."
"I understand you," exclaimed Gilbert, "and I thank you from the bottom of my heart."
He settled himself to begin work on the sheet of paper held out by the kind gentleman.
CHAPTER XXIX.
WHO MASTER JACQUES WAS.
WHILE the novice was covering the paper with his first attempts, the old gentleman set to reading printer's proofs—long leaves blank on one side like the paper of which was made the bean bags.
At nine Therese rushed in.
"Quick, quick!" she cried to Jacques, who raised his head. "Come out. It is a prince who calls. Goodness me! when will this procession of high-cockalorums cease? I hope this one will not take it into his head to have breakfast with us, like the Duke of Chartres the other day."
"Which prince is this one?" asked Jacques in an undertone.
"His Highness the Prince of Conti."
Gilbert let a blob of ink fall on the paper much more resembling a blot than a full note.
Jacques went out, smiling behind Therese, who shut the door after them.
"Princes here!" thought Gilbert. "Dukes calling on a copier of music!"
With his heart singularly beating, he went up to the door to listen.
"I want to take you with me," said a strange voice.
"For what purpose, prince?" inquired Jacques.
"To present you to the dauphiness. A new era opens for philosophers in her coming reign."
"I am a thousand times thankful to your highness; but my infirmities keep me indoors."
"And your misanthropy?"
"Suppose it were that? Is it so curious a thing that I should put myself out for it?"
"Come, and I will spare you the grand reception at the celebration at St. Denis, and take you on to Muette, where her royal highness will pass the night in a couple of days."
"Does she get to St. Denis the day after to-morrow?"
"With her whole retinue. Come! the princess is a pupil of Gluck and an excellent musician."
Gilbert did not listen to any more after hearing that the dauphiness' retinue would be at St. Denis, only a few miles out, in a day or two. He might soon be within view of Andrea. This idea dazzled him like a flash from a looking-glass in his face. When he opened his eyes after this giddiness they fell on a book which happened to be open on the sideboard; it was Rousseau's Confessions, "adorned with a portrait of the author."
"The very thing I was looking for. I had never seen what he was like."
He quickly turned over the tissue paper on the steel plate and as he looked, the door opened and the living original of the portrait returned. With extended hands, dropping the volume, and trembling all over, he muttered:
"Oh! I am under the roof of Jean Jacques Rousseau!"
The old gentleman smiled with more happiness at this unstudied ovation than at the thousand triumphs of his glorious life.
"Yes, my friend, you are in Rousseau's house."
"Pray forgive me for the nonsense I have talked," said the hero-worshiper, clasping his hands and about to fall on his knees.
"Did it require a prince's call for you to recognize the persecuted philosopher of Geneva? poor child—but lucky one—who is ignorant of persecution."
"Oh, I am happy to see you, to know you, to dwell by you."
"Yes, yes, that is all very well; but we must earn our living. When you shall have copied this piece—for you have practiced enough to make a start—you will have earned your keep to-day. I charge nothing for the lodging—only do not sit up late and burn up the candles, for Therese will scold. What was left over from supper last night will be our breakfast; but this will be the last meal we take together, unless I invite you. In the street is a cheap dining-house for artisans, where you will fare nicely. I recommend it. In the mean time, let us breakfast."
Gilbert followed without a word, for he was conquered, for the first time; but then this was a man superior to others.
After the first mouthfuls he left table; the shock had spoilt his appetite. At eight in the evening he had copied a piece of music, not artistically but legibly, and Rousseau paid him the six cents.
"We have plenty of bread," remarked Therese, on whom the young man's gentleness, application and discretion had produced good effect.
"I shall never forget your kindness, madame," he said, about to excuse himself, when he caught the host's eye and guessed that it would offend him.
"I accept," he said.
He went up to his loft, with the bread and money.
"At last I am my own master," he said to himself, "or should be but for this bread, which is from charity."
Although hungry, he placed it on the window sill and did not touch it during the night, though famine made him remember it.
He woke up at daylight, but still he did not eat the bread. He took it up, though, and at five o'clock, went down and outdoors.
From suspicion, or merely to study his guest, Rousseau was on the lookout, and he followed the youth up the street.
A beggar coming up to Gilbert, he gave him the hunk of bread. Entering the baker's, he bought another roll.
"He is going into the eating-house," thought the watcher, "where the money will soon fly."
But Gilbert munched part of the roll while strolling; he washed down the rest at the public fountain, washed his hands and sauntered home.
"By my faith, I believe that I am happier than Diogenes and have found an honest man," thought Rousseau.
The day passed in uninterrupted labor. At even Gilbert had turned out seven pages of copy—if not elegant, faultless. He tested in his hand the money received for it with ardent satisfaction.
"You are my master," he said, "since I find work in your place and you give me lodgings gratis. I should therefore lay myself open to be badly thought of by you if I acted without consulting you."
"What," said Rousseau, frightened; "what are you going to do? Going off elsewhere to work?"
"No, only I want a holiday, with your leave, to-morrow."
"To idle?"
"No, to go to St. Denis to see the dauphiness arrive."
"I thought you scorned the pomps of this worldly show," said Rousseau. "I, though an obscure citizen, despised the invitation of these great people to be of the reception party."
Gilbert nodded approval.
"I am not philosophic," said he, "but I am discreet."
This word struck the tutor, who saw there was some mystery in this behavior, and he looked at the speaker with admiration.
"I am glad to see you have a motive."
"Yes, and one which does not resemble the curiosity of a man at a show."
"It is for the better, or for the worse, for your look is deep, young man, and I seek in it in vain for youthful calm and candor."
"I told you I was unfortunate," returned Gilbert; "and such have no youth."
"But at the hour when you are seeing all the pomps of society glitter before you, I shall open one of my herbariums and review the magnificence of nature."
"But would you not have turned your back on herbariums if you were going to see your sweetheart—the one to whom you tossed a bunch of cherries?"
"Quite true! And you are young. Go to the show, my boy. It is not ambition in him, but love," he commented when Gilbert had gone out gleefully.
CHAPTER XXX.
OLD PATRICIANS AND NEW.
WHEN the news spread of the royal splendor over the reception of the bride from Austria, the dreadful curiosity of the Parisians was sharpened, and they were to be seen flocking out to St. Denis by scores, hundreds and thousands.
Gilbert was lost in the multitude, but, seeing some urchins climb up in the trees, and the exercise being child's play to him, he clambered into a linn tree and perched on a bough to wait.
Half an hour after, drums beat, cannon thundered, and the majestic cathedral bell began to boom.
In the distance a shrill cry arose, but became full and more deep as it drew near. It made Gilbert prick up the ear and his whole body quiver.
"Long life to the king!"
It was the customary cheer.
A herd of horses, neighing under housings of gold and purple, swarmed on the highway; they were the royal household troops, guards, Swiss dragoons, musketeers and gendarmes.
Then a massive and magnificent coach loomed up.
Gilbert perceived a stately head under a hat, when all were uncovered, and a blue sash. He saw the royal glance, cold and penetrative, before which all bowed and heads were bared. Fascinated, intoxicated, panting and frozen, he forgot to lift his hat. A violent blow drew him from his ecstasy; his hat had been knocked off with the stroke of a soldier's halberd.
"I beg pardon," he stammered. "I am fresh from the country."
"Then learn that you must salute all the royal carriages, whoever may be in them," said the halberdier gruffly. "If you do not know the emblem of the lilyflower, I will teach you."
"You need not. I know," said Gilbert.
The royal equipages passed in a prolonged line. Gilbert gazed on them so intently that he seemed stupefied.
At the Royal Abbey doors they stopped successively to let the noblemen and ladies alight. These setting-down movements caused halts of a few minutes.
In one of them Gilbert felt a burning dart rush through his heart.
He was dazzled so that all was effaced in his sight, and so violent a shivering overwhelmed him that he was forced to catch at the branch not to tumble off.
Right in front of him, not ten paces off, in one of the vehicles with the lily brand which he had been advised to salute, he perceived the splendidly luminous face of Andrea Taverney; she was clad in white, like an angel or a ghost.
He uttered a faint outcry; but then, triumphing over the emotions which had mastered him together, he commanded his heart to cease to beat that he might look at the star.
Such was the young man's power over himself that he succeeded.
Wishful to learn why the horses had been reined in, Andrea leaned out, and, as her bright blue eyes traveled round, she caught sight of Gilbert and recognized him.
Gilbert suspected that she would be surprised and would inform her father of the discovery, as he sat next her.
He was not wrong, for Andrea called the baron's attention to the youth.
"Gilbert," said the nobleman, who was puffing himself up at the coach window, in his handsome red sash of the order of knighthood. "He, here? Who is taking care of my hound, then?"
Hearing the words, the young man respectfully bowed to Andrea and her father. But it took him all his powers to make the effort.
"It is so. It is the rascal in person," said the baron.
On Andrea's face, observed by Gilbert with sustained attention, was perfect calm under slight surprise.
Leaning out of the carriage, the baron beckoned to his ex-retainer. But the soldier who had given the youth a lesson in etiquette stopped him.
"Let the lad come to me," said the lord; "I have a couple of words to say to him."
"You may go half a dozen, my lord," said the sergeant, flattered by the nobleman addressing him; "plenty of time, for they are speechifying under the porch. Pass, younker."
"Come hither, rogue," said the baron on Gilbert affecting not to hurry himself out of his usual walk. "Tell me by what chance you are out here at St. Denis when you ought to be at Taverney?"
"It is no chance," replied Gilbert, saluting lord and lady for the second time, "but the act of my free will."
"What do you mean by your will, varlet? Have you such a thing as a will of your own?"
"Why not? Every free man has his own."
"Free man? Do you fancy yourself free, you unhappy dog?"
"Of course, since I parted with my freedom to no one."
"On my word, here's a pretty knave," said the baron, taken aback by the coolness of the speaker. "How dare you be in town, and how did you manage to get here?"
"I walked it," said Gilbert shortly.
"Walked!" repeated Andrea with some pity.
"But I ask what you have come here for?" continued the baron.
"To get an education, which is assured me, and make my fortune, which I hope for."
"What are you doing meanwhile—begging?"
"Begging?" reiterated Gilbert, with superb scorn.
"Thieving, then?"
"I never stole anything from Taverney," retorted Gilbert, with such proud and wild firmness that it riveted the girl's attention on him for a space.
"What mischief does your idle hand find to do, then?"
"What a genius is doing, whom I seek to resemble if only by perseverance; I copy music," replied the rebel.
"You copy music?" queried Andrea, turning round. "Then you know it?" in the tone of one saying, "You are a liar."
"I know the notes, and that is enough for copying. I like music dearly, and I used to listen to the lady playing at the harpsichord."
"You eavesdropper!"
"I got the airs by heart to begin with; and next, as I saw they were written in a book, I saw a method in it and I learnt it."
"You dared to touch my book?" said Andrea, at the height of indignation.
"I had no need to touch it; it lay open. I looked, and there is no soiling a printed page by a look."
"Let me tell you," sneered the baron, "that we shall have this imp declare that he can play the piano like Haydn."
"I might have learnt that if I had presumed to touch the keys," said the youth, confidently.
Against her inclination, Andrea cast a second look on the face animated by a feeling like a martyr's in fanaticism. But the lord, who had not his daughter's calmness and clear head, felt his wrath kindle at the youth being right and their being inhumane in leaving him with the watchdog at Taverney. It is hard to forgive an inferior for the wrong which he may convict us with; hence he grew heated as his daughter cooled.
"You rapscallion!" he said. "You desert and play the vagabond and spout such tomfoolery as we hear when you are brought to task. But as I do not wish the king's highway to be infested with gipsy tramps and thieves——"
Andrea held up her hand to appease the patrician, whose exaggeration annulled his superiority. But he put her aside and continued:
"I shall tell Chief of Police Sartines about you, and have you locked up in the House of Correction, you fledgeling philosopher."
"Lord Baron," returned Gilbert, drawing back but slapping his hat down on his head with the ire which made him white, "I have found patrons in town at whose door your Sartines dances attendance!"
"The deuse you say so?" questioned the baron. "You shall taste the stirrup leather anyway. Andrea, call your brother, who is close to hand."
Andrea stooped out toward the offender and bade him begone in an imperious voice.
"Philip," called the old noble.
Gilbert stood on the spot, mute and unmoving, as in ecstatic worship. Up rode a cavalier at the call; it was the Knight of Redcastle, joyous and brilliant in a captain's uniform.
"Why, it is Gilbert," he exclaimed. "The idea of his being here! Good-day, Gilbert. What do you want, father?"
"I want you to whip this malapert with your sword-scabbard," roared the old patrician, pale with anger.
"What has he done?" inquired Philip, looking with growing astonishment from his father in age to the youth who had tranquilly returned his greeting.
"Never mind what he has done, but lash him, Philip, as you would a dog!"
"What has he done?" asked the chevalier, turning to his sister. "Has he insulted you?"
"I insult her?" repeated Gilbert.
"Not at all," answered Andrea. "He has done nothing. Father let his passion get the upper hand of him. Gilbert is no longer in our service and has the right to go wherever he likes. Father does not understand this and flew into a rage."
"Is that all?" asked Captain Philip.
"All, brother, and I do not understand father's wrath about such stuff and for the trash who do not deserve a look. Just see if we are not to go on again, Philip."
Subdued by his daughter's serenity, the baron was quiet. Crushed by such scorn, Gilbert lowered his head. Something ran through his heart much like hatred. He would have preferred Philip Taverney's sword or even a cut of his whip. He came near swooning.
Luckily the speechmaking was over and the procession moved forward once more. Andrea was carried on, and faded as in a dream.
Gilbert thought he was alone in his grief, believing that he could never support the weight of such misfortune. But a hand was laid on his shoulder.
Turning, he saw Philip, who came smiling toward him, having dismounted and given his steed to his orderly to hold.
"I should like to hear what has happened," he said, "and how my poor Gilbert has come to Paris?"
This frank and cordial greeting touched the young man.
"What was I to do on the old place?" he asked, with a sigh, torn from his wild stoicism. "I should have died of hunger, ignorance and despair."
Philip started, for his impartial mind, like Andrea's, was struck by the painful loneliness in which the youth was left.
"But do you imagine that you can succeed in Paris, a poor boy, without resources and protectors?"
"I do. The man who can work rarely dies of want, where so many want to live without working."
The hearer started at this reply; previously he had regarded him as a dependent of no importance.
"I earn my daily bread, Captain Philip, and that is a great gain for one who was blamed for eating bread which he did nothing for."
"I hope you are not referring to what you had at Taverney, for your father and mother were good tenants and you were often useful."
"I only did my duty."
"Mark me, Gilbert," continued the young gentleman. "You know I always liked you. I looked upon you differently to others. The future will show whether I was right or wrong. To me your standing aloof was fastidiousness; your plainspokenness I called straightforward."
"Thanks," said the young man, breathing delightedly.
"It follows that I wish you well. Young like you and unhappy as I was situated, I thus understood you. Fortune has smiled upon me. Let me help you in anticipation of the lady on the wheel smiling on you likewise."
"I thank you."
"Do you blush to take my help, when all men are brothers?"
Gilbert fastened his intelligent eyes on the speaker's noble features, astonished at hearing the language from those lips.
"Such is the talk of the new generation," said he; "opinions shared by the dauphin himself. Do not be proud with me, but take what you may return me another day. Who knows but that you may be a great financier or statesman——"
"Or doctor-surgeon," said Gilbert.
"Just as you please. Here is my purse; take half."
"I thank you, but I need nothing," replied the unconquerable young man, softened by Philip's admirable brotherly love; "but be sure that I am more grateful to you than if I had accepted your offer."
He mingled with the mob, leaving Philip stupefied for several seconds, unable to credit sight and hearing. Seeing Gilbert did not reappear, he mounted his horse and regained his place.
CHAPTER XXXI.
THE MAGICIAN'S WIFE.
ALL the rumbling of the coaches, the booming of the bells swinging to the full extent, the rolling of the drums, all the majesty of the society the Princess Louise had discarded in order to live in the nunnery, glided over her soul and died away at the base of her cell wall, like the useless tide. She had refused to return to the court, and while her sisterhood were still agitated by the royal visit, she alone did not quiver when the heavy door banged and shut out the world from her solitude.
She summoned her treasurer to her.
"During these two days of frivolous uproar," she inquired, "have the poor been visited, the sick attended, and those soldiers on guard given bread and wine!"
"Nobody has wanted in this house."
Suddenly the kick of a horse was heard against the woodwork of the stables.
"What is that? Has any courtier remained?"
"Only his eminence the Cardinal de Rohan; that is the horse of the Italian lady who came here yesterday to crave hospitality of your highness."
"True; I remember. Where is she?"
"In her room, or in the church. She refuses all food save bread, and prayed in the chapel all through the night."
"Some very guilty person, no doubt," said the lady superior, frowning.
"I know not, for she speaks to no one."
"What is she like?"
"Handsome, but proud, along with tenderness."
"How did she act during the royal ceremony?"
"She peeped out of her window, hiding in the curtains, and examined everybody as though she feared to see an enemy."
"Some member of the class which I have reigned over. What is her name?"
"Lorenza Feliciani."
"I know of no person of that name, but show her in."
Princess Louise sat in an ancient oak chair, carved in the reign of Henri II. and used by nine Carmelite abbesses. Before this seat of justice many poor novices had quailed between spiritual and temporal power.
A moment following the treasurer returned, ushering in the foreigner whom we know; she wore a long veil. With the piercing eye of her race, Princess Louise studied Lorenza on her entering the closet; but her hostile feelings became sisterly and benevolent on seeing so much grace and humility in the visitor, so much sublime beauty, and, in short, so much innocence in the large black eyes wet with tears.
The princess prevented her dropping on her knees.
"Draw near and speak," said she. "Are you called Lorenza Feliciani?"
"Yes, lady."
"You want to confide a secret to me?"
"I am dying with the desire."
"But why do you not go to the penitential chamber? I have no power but to console; a priest can comfort and forgive." She spoke the last word hesitatingly.
"I need comfort alone; and to a woman alone can I entrust my confession. Will you listen patiently to my most strange story, to be told to you alone, for you are mighty, and I require the hand of heaven to defend me."
"Defend? Are you pursued and attacked?"
"Yes, indeed, my lady," said the fugitive, with unutterable fright.
"Reflect, madame, that this is a nunnery and not a castle," said the princess; "what agitates mankind enters here but to be extinguished; weapons to use against man are not here; it is the abode of God, not of might, repression and justice."
"The very thing I seek," answered Lorenza; "in the abode of God alone can I find a life of rest."
"But not of vengeance. If you want reprisal on your foes, apply to the magistrates."
"They can do nothing against the man whom I dread."
"Who can he be?" asked the lady superior, with secret and involuntary fright.
"Who?" said the Italian, approaching the princess-abbess under the sway of mysterious exaltation. "I am certain that he is one of those devils who war against mankind, endowed by their Prince Satan with superhuman power."
"What are you telling me?" said the other, regarding the woman to make sure that she was not mad.
"What a wretch am I to have fallen across the path of this demon," groaned Lorenza, writhing her lovely arms, seemingly reft from a flawless ancient statue. "I am possessed of a fiend," she gasped, going up to the lady and speaking in a low voice, as if afraid to hear her own tones.
"Possessed! Speak out, if you are in your senses."
"I am not mad, though I may become so, if you drive me away."
"But allow me to say that I see you like a creature favored by heaven; you seem rich and are beauteous; you express yourself correctly, and your face does not wear traces of the terrible and mysterious complaint called demoniac possession."
"In my life, madame, and its adventures resides the sinister secret which I wish I could keep from myself. Lady, I am a Roman, where my father came of the old patricians, but like most Roman nobles, he is poor. I have also a mother and elder brother. In France, when an aristocratic family has a son and a daughter, she is put into a nunnery that the money which should have been her marriage portion shall buy the son a military commission. Among us, the daughter is sacrificed to help the son rise in holy orders. I was given no education, while my brother was trained to be a cardinal, as my mother simply said. I was destined to take the veil among the Subiaco Carmelites. Such a future had been held out to me from youth as a necessity. I had no will or strength in the matter. I was not consulted but ordered, and had to obey. We Roman girls love society without knowing anything about it, as the suffering souls in paradise love heaven. I was surrounded by examples which would have doomed me, had the idea of resistance come to me, but none such came. But my mother fondled me a little more than usual when the fatal day dawned.
"My father gathered five hundred Roman crowns to pay my entrance fee into the convent, and we set out for Subiaco. It is some nine leagues from Rome; but the mountain roads were so bad that we were five hours getting over three of them. But the journey pleased me, though it might be fatiguing. I smiled on it as my last pleasure, and along the road bade farewell to the trees, bushes, stones and the dried grass itself. I feared that in the nunnery would be not even grass and flowers.
"Suddenly, amid my dreams, and as we were passing between a grove and a pile of rocks, the carriage stopped. I heard my mother scream, and my father jumped to get his pistols. My eyes and mind dropped from the skies to the earth, for we were stopped by highwaymen."
"Poor girl!" exclaimed Princess Louise, interested in the tale.
"I was not frightened, for the brigands waylaid us for money, and what they took was to pay my way into the nunnery; hence there would be a delay until it was made up again, and I knew that it would take time and trouble. But when, after sharing this plunder, the bandits, instead of letting us go our way, sprang upon me, and I saw my father's efforts to defend me and my mother's tears in entreaty, then I comprehended that a great though unknown misfortune threatened me, and I began to call for mercy. It was natural, though I knew that it was useless calling and that nobody would hear in this wild spot. Hence, without heeding my father's struggles, my mother's weeping, or my appeals, the banditti tied my hands behind my back, and began throwing dice on one of their handkerchiefs spread on the ground, while burning me with hideous glances, which I understood from terror giving me clearness of sight.
"What most frightened me was not to see any stake on the board. I shuddered as the dice cup passed from hand to hand, at the thought that I was the stake.
"All of a sudden, one of them, with a yell of triumph, jumped up, while the others ground their teeth and swore. He ran up to me, took me in his arms and pressed his lips to mine. The contact of redhot iron could not have drawn a more heartrending scream from me.
"'Rather death, O God!' I shrieked.
"My mother writhed on the ground where my father lay, in a dead swoon. My only hope was that one of the losing villains would kill me out of spite with the dagger he held in his clenched fist. I waited for this stroke—longed, prayed for it.
"Suddenly a horseman rode up the path. He spoke to one of the sentinels, who let him pass, exchanging a sign with him. He was of medium stature, imposing in mien and resolute in gaze. He came on at the walking pace of his horse, calm and tranquil. He stopped in front of me. The bandit who had clutched me turned round sharply at the first blow of the whistle which the stranger carried in the handle of his riding whip. He let me drop to the ground.
"'Come here,' said the horseman, and as the bandit hesitated, he formed a triangle with his arms, crossing his forefingers upon his breast.
"As though this were the token of a mighty master, the robber went up to the stranger, who stooped down to his ear, and said:
"'Mak.'
"I am sure he uttered but this single word, for I looked at him as one looks at the knife about to slay oneself, and listened as one does for the sentence of life or death.
"'Benak,' answered the highwayman.
"Subdued like a lion, with growling, he returned to me, untied the rope round my wrists, and did the same release for my parents. As the coin had been shared, every man went and put his portion on a flat rock. Not a piece was missing. Meanwhile I felt myself coming to life again in the hands of my father and mother.
"'Be off,' said the deliverer to the robbers, who obeyed and dived into the wood to the last man.
"'Lorenza Feliciani,' said the stranger, covering me with a superhuman gaze, 'you are free to go your way.'
"My father and mother thanked the stranger who knew me and yet was unknown to us. They stepped into the carriage where I followed them with regret, for some unknown power irresistibly attracted me toward my savior. He remained unstirring in the same spot, as if to continue between us and harm. I looked at him as long as I could and the oppression on my bosom did not go off until he was lost to view. In a couple of hours we reached Subiaco."
"But who was this extraordinary man?" cried Princess Louise, moved by the simplicity of the story.
"Kindly let me finish. Alas! this is not the whole of it.
"On the road, we three did nothing but talk about the singular liberator who had come mysteriously and powerfully like an agent of heaven. Less credulous than me, my father suspected him to be one of those heads of the robber leagues infesting the suburbs of Rome, who have absolute authority to reward, punish and share. Though I could not argue against my father's experience, I obeyed instinct and the effect of my gratitude, and did not believe him a robber. In my prayers to the Madonna, I set aside a special one for her to bless my savior.
"That same day I entered the convent. As the money was ready, nothing prevented my reception. I was sad but more resigned than ever. A superstitious Italian, I believed that heaven had protected me from the devils to hand me over pure to the religious haven. So I yielded with eagerness to the wishes of my parents and the lady superior. A petition to be made a nun without having to go through the novitiate in the white veil was placed before me, and I signed it. My father had written it in such fervent strains that the pope must have thought the request was the ardent aspiration of a soul disgusted with the world and turning to solitude. The plea was granted and I only had to be a novice for one month. The news caused me neither joy nor displeasure. I seemed already to be dead to the world, and a corpse with simply the impassible spirit outliving it.
"They kept me immured a fortnight for fear the worldly craving would seize me, and on the fifteenth morning ordered me to go down into the chapel with the other sisters.
"In Italy, the convent chapels are public churches, the pope not believing that priests should make a private house of any place set aside for the worshippers of the Divine.
"I went into the choir and took my place. Between the green screens supposed to veil the choir in was a space through which the nave could be viewed. By this peep-crack out on the world I saw a man standing by himself among the kneeling crowd. The previous feeling of uneasiness came over me once more—the superhuman attraction to my soul to draw it forth, as I have seen my brother move iron filings on a sheet of paper by waving a magnet underneath it.
"Alas! vanquished and subjugated, with no power to withstand this attraction, I bent toward him, clasping my hands as in worship, and with lips and heart I sent him my thanks. My sisters stared at me with surprise, for they had not comprehended my words nor my movement. To follow the direction of my gesture and glance, they rose on tiptoe to peer over into the nave, and I trembled; but the stranger had disappeared. They questioned me, but I only blushed and faltered, as next I turned pale.
"From that time, madame," said Lorenza, in despair, "I have lived in the control of the devil!"
"I cannot say I see anything supernatural in this," observed the princess, with a smile. "Pray be calm, and proceed."
"You do not know what I feel. The demon possesses me entirely—body and soul. Love would not make me suffer so much; would not shake me like a tree by the storm, and would not give me the wicked thoughts coming to me. I ought to confess these to the priest, and the demon bids me not to think of such a thing.
"One day a pious friend, a neighbor and a Roman lady, came to see me. She passed most of the time praying before the image of the Virgin. That night in undressing I found a note in the lining of my robe. It contained these lines:
"'It is death here in Rome for a nun to love a man. But will you not risk death for him who saved your life?'
"That made his possession of me complete, lady; for I should lie if I said that I thought about anybody more than I do about that man."
Frightened at her own words, Lorenza stopped to study the abbess' sweet and intelligent countenance.
"This is not demoniac possession," said Louise of France with firmness. "It is but an unfortunate passion, and unless in the state of regret, human passions have no business here."
"Regret? you see me in tears, on my knees, entreating you to deliver me from the power of this infernal wretch, and you talk of my regret? More than that, I feel remorse!
"My misery could not escape my companions' eyes. The superior was notified, and she acquainted my mother. Only three days after I had taken the vows, I saw the three persons enter my cell who were my only kin—my mother, father and brother. They came to embrace me for the last time, they said, but I saw that they had another aim. Left alone with me, my mother questioned me. The influence of the demon was plain once more, for I was stubbornly silent.
"The day when I was to take the black veil came amid a terrible struggle with myself, for I feared that then the fiend would work his worst. Yet I trusted that heaven would save me as it had when the robbers seized me, forgetting that heaven had sent that man to rescue me.
"The hour of the ceremonial arrived. Pale, uneasy, but not apparently more agitated than usual, I went down into the church. I hurriedly assented to everything, for was I not in the holy edifice and was I not my own mistress while that demon was out of the way? All at once I felt that his step was on the sill; irresistible attraction as before caused me to turn my eyes away from the altar, whatever my efforts.
"All my strength fled me, even while the scissors were thrust forward to cut my hair off—my soul seemed to leap out of my throat to go and meet him, and I fell prostrate on the stone slabs. Not like a woman swooning but like one in a trance. I only heard a murmur, when the ceremony was interrupted by a dreadful tumult."
The princess clasped her hands in compassion.
"Was not this a dreadful event," said the Roman, "in which it was easy to recognize the intervention of the enemy of mankind?"
"Poor woman!" said the abbess, with tender pity; "take care! I am afraid that you are apt to attribute to the wonderful what was but natural weakness. I suppose you saw this man, and you fainted away. There was nothing more. Continue."
"Madame, when I came to my senses," said Lorenza, "it was night. I expected to find myself in the chapel or in my cell. But I saw rocks and trees around me; clouds; I was in a grotto and beside me was a man, that persecutor! I touched myself to make sure if I were alive and not dreaming. I screamed, for I was clad in bridal white. On my brow was a wreath or white roses—such as the bride of man—or in religion—wears."
The princess uttered an exclamation.
"Next day," resumed the Italian, sobbing, and hiding her head in her hands, "I reckoned the time which had elapsed, I had been three days in the trance, ignorant of what transpired."
CHAPTER XXXII.
THE NUN'S HUSBAND.
A DEEP silence long surrounded the two women, one in painful meditation, the other in astonishment readily understood.
"If you were removed out of the nunnery," said Lady Louise, to break this silence, "you are unaware of how it was done? Yet a convent is well enclosed and guarded, with bars to the windows, walls of height and a warder who keeps the keys. In Italy it is particularly so, where the regulations are stricter than in France."
"What can I tell your ladyship, when I puzzle my brains without finding a clue?"
"But if you saw this man, did you not blame him for the abduction?"
"I did, but he excused himself on the plea that he loved me. I told him that he frightened me, and that I was sure that I did not like him. The strange feeling is another kind. I am not myself when he is by, but his; whatever he wills, I must do; one look fascinates me and subdues me. You see, lady, this must be magic."
"At least, it is strange, if not supernatural," said the princess. "But you are in the company of this man?"
"Yes; but I do not love him."
"Then why not appeal to the authorities, your parents, the ecclesiastical powers?"
"He so watched me that I could not move."
"But you could have written."
"On the road, he stopped at houses where everything is owned by him and he is master of everybody. When I asked the people about for writing materials, they gave no answer; they were his bondwomen."
"But how did you travel?"
"At first in a postchaise; but at Milan, he had a kind of house on wheels to continue the journey in."
"Still, he must have left you alone sometimes?"
"Yes; but then he bade me sleep, and sleep I did, only waking up when he returned."
"You could not have strongly wanted to get away," observed Princess Louise, shaking her head, "or else you would have managed it."
"Alas! I was so fascinated."
"By his loving speech and endearments?"
"Seldom did he speak of love, and I remember me of no caresses save a kiss night and morning."
"Really, this is very strange?" muttered the abbess; but as a suspicion struck her, she resumed: "Repeat to me that you do not love him, and that as no worldly tie unites you, he would have no claim on you if he came."
"He has none."
"But tell me how you came here through all; for I am in a fog," said the princess.
"I took advantage of a violent thunderstorm, which broke on us near a town called Nancy, I believe. He left me to go into a part of his travelling house which is inhabited by an old man; I leaped upon his horse and fled. My resolution was to hide in Paris, or some great city where I could be lost to all eyes, especially to his. When I arrived here, all were talking of your highness' retirement into the Carmelite convent. All extolled your piety, solicitude for the unhappy, and compassion for the afflicted. This was a ray of heavenly light, showing me that you alone were generous enough to receive me and powerful enough to defend me."
"You continually appeal to power, my child, as though he were powerful?"
"I am ignorant what he is. I only know that no king inspires more respect—no idol commands more adoration—than he from those to whom he deigns to reveal himself."
"But his name—how is he entitled?"
"I have heard him called by many names. But only two remain in my memory. One is used by the old man who is his traveling companion from Milan to where I left him; the other that he gives himself. The aged man calls him Acharat, and that sounds anti-Christian, does it not, lady? He calls himself Joseph Balsamo."
"What does he say of himself?"
"He knows everything and divines what he knew not. He is the contemporary of all time. He has lived through all ages. He speaks—the Lord forgive me! and forgive him for such blasphemy! not only of Alexander the Great, Cæsar and Charlemagne, as though he had known them, albeit I believe they were dead ever so long ago, but also of the high priest Caiaphas, Pontius Pilate and Our Lord Himself, whose martyrdom he claims to have witnessed."
"He is some quack," said the Princess Louise.
"I do not clearly understand the word, madame; but he is a dangerous man, terrible too, before whom everything bends, snaps and crumbles away. When he is taken to be defenseless he is armed at all points; when believed alone, he stamps his foot and an army springs up; or at a beck of the finger—smiling the while."
"Very well," soothed the daughter of France; "take cheer, my child; you will be protected against him. So long as you desire the protection, of course. But do not believe any longer in these supernatural visions born of a sick brain. In any case the walls of St. Denis Abbey are a sure rampart against infernal power, and what is more to be dreaded, mark you! against human power. Now, what do you propose doing?"
"With this property of mine, in jewels, I mean to pay for my repose in a convent—if possible, in this one."
Lorenza placed on the table some twenty thousand crowns' worth of bracelets, rings and earrings of price.
"These jewels are mine, as Balsamo gave them to me, and I shall turn them over to Heaven's use. I have nothing of his but his steed Djerid, which was the instrument of my deliverance, but I should like him to have it. So I solicit the favor of staying here, on my knees."
"Rest easy, my child," said the lady superior; "from this time forth you may dwell among us; and when you shall have shown by your exemplary conduct that you deserve the favor, you may again be the bride of the Lord; and I will answer for it that you will not be removed out of St. Denis without knowledge of the superior."
Lorenza fell at the princess feet and poured forth the most affectionate and sincere thanks.
But suddenly she rose on one knee, and listened with trembling and pallor.
"Oh, God, how I shake! he is coming! he means to be my destroyer—that man is at hand. Do you not see how my limbs quiver?"
"I see this, indeed."
"Now I feel the stab in the heart," continued the Italian: "he comes nearer and nearer."
"You are mistaken."
"No, no. In spite of myself, he draws me to him. Hold me back from him."
Princess Louise seized the speaker in her arms.
"Recover your senses, child," she said. "Even if any one came, even he, you would be in safety here."
"He approaches—I tell you, he approaches," screamed Lorenza, terrified into inertia, but with her hands and her eyes directed toward the room door.
"Madness!" said the abbess. "Do you think that anybody can intrude on the Royal Lady of France? None but the bearer of an order from the king."
"I do not know how he entered," stammered the fugitive, recoiling, "but I am certain that he is coming up the stairs—he is not ten steps off—there he is!"
The door flew open, so that the princess receded, frightened in spite of herself by the odd coincidence. But it was a nun who appeared.
"What do you want—who is there?" cried her superior.
"Madame, it is a nobleman who presents himself to have speech with your royal highness."
"His title?"
"Count Fenix, please your highness."
"Do you know the name as his?" inquired the princess of the fugitive.
"I do not know the name, but it is he," she replied.
"Charged with a mission to the king of France from the king of Prussia," said the nun, "he wishes the honor of a hearing by your highness."
Princess Louise reflected an instant; then turning to Lorenza and bidding her go into her inner room, she ordered the sister to show in the visitor. She went and took her chair, waiting, not without emotion, for the sequel of the incident.
Almost instantly reappearing, the Carmelite ushered in a man whom we have seen under the title of Fenix, at the presentation of Jeanne Dubarry at court. He was garbed in the same Prussian uniform, of severe cut; he wore the military wig and the black stock; his expressive black eyes lowered in presence of Princess Louise, but only with the respect of any man for a princess of the royal house, whatever his rank. He raised them rapidly, as though he feared showing too much timidity.
"I thank your royal highness for the favor kindly done me," he said, "though I reckoned upon it from knowing that your highness always upholds the unfortunate."
"I endeavor so to do, my lord," replied the lady with dignity, for she hoped in ten minutes to defeat the man who impudently came to claim outside help to oppress where he had abused his powers.
The count bowed as if he did not see any hidden meaning in the rejoinder.
"What can I do for your lordship?" continued the lady in the same tone of irony.
"Everything. I should like your highness to believe that I would not without grave motives vex you in the solitude she has chosen, but you have sheltered a person in whom I am interested in all points."
"What is the name of this person?"
"Lorenza Feliciani."
"What is this person to you—a relative, sister?"
"She is my wife."
"Lorenza Feliciani, wife of Count Fenix!" said the abbess, raising her voice so as to be heard in the inner room. "No Countess Fenix is in St. Denis Abbey," she dryly added.
"It may be," said the count, who was not yet acknowledging his defeat, "that your highness is not persuaded that Lorenza and Countess Fenix are the same person. Kindly give the order that Lorenza shall be brought before you, and all doubt will cease. I ask pardon for being so persistent, but I am tenderly attached to this wife of mine, and I believe she is sorry we are separated, poor as is my merit."
"Ah!" thought the princess, "Lorenza spoke the truth, for this man is highly dangerous."
The count stood with a calm bearing, strictly according to court etiquette.
"I must prevaricate," thought Princess Louise, before she said: "My lord, I am not in the position to restore a wife who is not here. I understand your seeking her with such persistency, if you love her as dearly as you say; but you will have to seek elsewhere if you want success."
On entering, the count had glanced round the closet, and his gaze had caught a reflection, however slight, of the jewels placed by Lorenza on the little table in the darkest corner. By the sparkling Fenix recognized them.
"If your royal highness would kindly collect your memory, though I have to ask her to do such violence—it will be recalled that Lorenza Feliciani was here, for she laid those jewels on yonder table before she retired into the next room."
The princess colored up as the count continued:
"So that I wait solely for your highness' leave for me to order her to come forth, for I cannot doubt that she will immediately obey."
The abbess remembered that Lorenza had locked the door behind her, and consequently that she could not be prevailed upon except by her own will to come out. No longer trying to dissimulate her vexation at having been lying uselessly to this man, from whom nothing could be concealed, she said:
"Were she to enter, what would be done to her?"
"Nothing, your highness; she will merely tell you that she wishes to go with her husband."
This encouraged the princess, recalling the Italian woman's protests.
"It would seem that your highness does not believe me," said the count, in answer to her apparent indignation. "Is there anything incredible in Count Fenix marrying Lorenza Feliciani, and claiming his wife. I can easily lay before your royal highness's eyes the marriage certificate, properly signed by the priest who performed the ceremony."
The princess started, for such calmness shook her conviction. He opened a portfolio and took out a twice-folded paper.
"This is the proof of my claim on my wife," he said; "the signature ought to carry belief. It is that of the curate of St. John's in Strasburg, well-known to Prince Louis of Rohan for one, and were his eminence the cardinal here——"
"He is here at this very time," exclaimed the abbess, fastening fiery looks on the count. "His eminence has not left the abbey, where he is with the cathedral canons; so nothing is more easy than the verification you challenge."
"This is a great boon to me," said the count, coolly replacing the document in the pocket-book. "I hope this verification will dispel your royal highness' unjust suspicions against me."
"Indeed, impudence does disgust me," said the princess, ringing her hand bell quickly.
The nun in waiting entered hastily.
"Send my courier to carry this note to Cardinal Rohan, who is in the cathedral chapter. Let his eminence come hither, as I await him."
While speaking she scribbled a couple of lines on paper which she handed the nun, whispering:
"Post two archers of the rural guard in the corridor, and let not a soul issue without my leave. Go!"
The count had watched all the princess' preparations to fight out the battle with him. While she was writing, he approached the inner room, and he muttered some words while extending and working his hands in a movement more methodical than nervous, with his eyes fastened on the door. The princess, turning, caught him in the act.
"Madame," said the count, "I am adjuring Lorenza Feliciani to come personally and confirm by her own words and by her free will whether I am or not a forger and an impostor, without prejudice to the other proofs your highness may exact. Lorenza," called out the count, rising above all—even to the princess' will, "come forth!"
The key grated in the lock and the princess beheld with unspeakable apprehension the coming of the Italian beauty. Her eyes were fixed on the count, with no show of hatred or anger.
"What are you doing, child," faltered the Lady Louise, "and why do you come to the man whom you shunned? I told you that you were in safety there."
"She is also in safety in my house, my lady," replied the nobleman. "Are you not in safety there, Lorenza," he demanded of the refugee.
"Yes," was the other's answer.
At the height of amazement the princess clasped her hands and dropped into her chair.
"Lorenza," went on the count, in a soft voice but one with the accent of command, "I am accused of doing you violence. Tell me if I have ever acted so toward you?"
"Never," replied the woman, in a clear and precise voice but without any gesture accompanying the denial.
"Then what did the story about the abduction mean?" questioned the princess.
Lorenza remained dumb, but looking at the count as though all her life, and speech—which is its expression—must come from him.
"Her highness doubtless wishes to know how you came to leave your nunnery. Relate what happened from your fainting in the choir until you awoke in our postchaise."
"I remember," said Lorenza in the same monotonous voice.
"Speak, for I wish it."
"When I fainted, as the scissors touched my hair, I was carried into my cell, and placed in bed. My mother stayed with me until evening, when the village doctor declared that I was dead."
"How did you know this?" inquired the princess.
"Her highness wishes to know how you were aware of what went on," said the count.
"Strange thing!" said Lorenza, "I could see and hear but without having my eyes open. I was in a trance."
"In fact," said the abbess, "I have heard Doctor Tronchin speak of patients in catalepsy who were buried alive."
"Proceed Lorenza."
"My mother was in despair and would not believe in my death. She passed six-and thirty hours beside me, without my making a move or uttering a sigh. The priest came three times and told my mother that she was wrong to dispute the interment as her daughter had passed away just as she was speaking the vow, and that my soul had gone straight from the altar to heaven. But my mother insisted on watching all Monday night.
"Tuesday morning I was in the same insensibility, and my mother retired, vanquished. The nuns hooted her for the sacrilege.
"The death-candles were lighted in the chapel, where the custom was for the exposure of the body to repose a day and a night.
"I was shrouded, dressed in white, as I had not taken the vow; my hands crossed on my bosom, and a wreath of white blossoms placed on my brow.
"When the coffin was brought in, I felt a shiver pass over my body; for, I repeat, I saw all that happened as though I were my second self standing invisibly beside my counter-part.
"I was placed in the coffin, and after my time of lying in state, left with only the hospital sister to watch me.
"A dreadful thought tormented me in this lethargy—that I should be buried living on the morrow unless some interposition came.
"Each stroke of the time bell echoed in my heart, for I was listening—doleful idea! to my own death-knell.
"Heaven alone knows what efforts I made to break the iron bonds which held me down on the bier; but it had pity on me in my frozen sleep, since here I am.
"Midnight rang.
"At the first stroke, I felt that convulsion experienced whenever Acharat approached me; a shock came to my heart; I saw him appear in the chapel doorway."
"Was it fright that you felt?" asked Count Fenix.
"No, no; it was joy, bliss, ecstasy, for I knew that he came to tear me from the desperate death which I so abhorred. Slowly he came up to my coffin; he smiled on me as he gazed for a moment, and he said:
"'Are you glad to live? Then come with me.'
"All the bonds snapped at his call; I rose, extricated myself from the bier as from the grave clothes, and passed by the slumbering nun. I followed him who for the second time had snatched me from death.
"Out in the courtyard I beheld the sky spangled with stars which never more had I expected to see. I felt that cool night air which blesses not the dead, but which is so refreshing to the living.
"'Now,' said my liberator, 'before quitting the convent, choose between it and me. Will you be a nun, or will you be my wife?' I wanted to be his wife, and I followed him.
"The tower gate was closed and locked. He asked where were the keys, and as I said in the pocket of the wardress, who slept within, he sent me there to get them.
"Five minutes after we were in the street. I took his arm and we ran to the end of Subiaco village. A hundred paces beyond the last house a postchaise was waiting, all ready. We got in, and off it went at a gallop."
"And no violence was done you? No threat was proffered? You followed the man willingly?"
Lorenza remained mute.
"Her royal highness asks you, Lorenza, if by threat or act I forced you to follow me."
"No; I went because I loved you, darling."
With a triumphant smile, Count Fenix turned round to the royal princess.
CHAPTER XXXIII.
COUNT AND CARDINAL.
WHAT took place under the princess-abbess' sight was so extraordinary that her mind, strong and yet tender, questioned if she did not face a true magician who disposed of sentiments and wills as he liked. But Count Fenix was not going to leave things thus.
"As your royal highness has heard only part of the story from my wife's lips, doubts might linger if the rest was not spoken by them. Dear Lorenza," he said, turning again to the Italian, "after leaving your country we went on a tour to the Alps and to the Rhine, the magnificent Tiber of the North——"
"Yes, Lorenza has seen these sights," said the woman.
"Lured by this man—led by a power resistless of which you spoke, my child?" suggested the princess.
"Why should your highness believe this when all you hear is to the contrary? I have a palpable proof in the letter my wife wrote me when I was obliged to leave her at Maintz. She sorrowed and longed for me, so that she wrote this note, which your highness may read."
She looked at the letter which the count took out of the letter case.
"Return, Acharat; for all goes when you leave me. When shall I have you for eternity? LORENZA."
With the flame of choler on her brow the princess went up to the fugitive, holding out this letter. The other allowed her to approach, without seeming to see or hear any but the count. "I understand," said the latter, decided to clear up matters completely. "Your highness doubts, and wishes to be sure the writing is Lorenza's. She herself shall enlighten you. Lorenza, answer; who wrote this note?"
On his putting the paper in her hand, she pressed it to her heart.
"It was Lorenza," she said.
"Lorenza knows what is in it?"
"Of course."
"Well, then, tell the princess what it says, that she may not believe that I deceive her in asserting that you love me. I want you to tell her."
Appearing to make an effort, but without looking at the note, unfolding it or bringing it to her eyes, she read, word for word, what the princess had seen without speaking it aloud.
"This is hard to believe," said the superior. "And I do not believe you, from what is supernatural and inexplicable in what happens."
"It was this very letter which determined me to hurry on our wedding," said Count Fenix, without heeding the interruption. "I love Lorenza as much as she loves me. In our roaming life, accidents might happen. If I died, I wanted my property to be my dear one's; so we were united when we reached Strasburg."
"But she told me that she was not your wife."
"Lorenza," said the count, without replying to the abbess, and turning to the Italian, "do you remember where and when we were married?"
"Yes; in the St. John's Chapel of Strasburg Cathedral, on the third of May."
"Did you oppose any resistance to the marriage?"
"No; I was only too happy."
"The fact is, Lorenza," continued the count, taking her hand, "the princess thinks you were constrained to it."
"I hate you?" she said, shivering all over with delight. "Oh, no; I love you. You are good, generous and mighty."
Seized with affright, the princess recoiled to where an ivory crucifix gleamed on a black velvet background.
"Is this all your highness wishes to know?" asked Fenix, letting Lorenza's hand fall.
"Keep away!" gasped the abbess; "and she, too!"
A carriage was heard to stop before the nunnery door.
"The cardinal?" exclaimed the lady superior; "we shall see how things stand at last."
Fenix bowed, said a few words to the Italian woman, and waited with the calmness of one who directs events.
In another instant the door opened and Cardinal Rohan was announced.
"Show him in," said the abbess, encouraged by the new addition to the party being a churchman.
The prince had no sooner saluted the princess than he exclaimed with surprise on seeing Balsamo:
"Are you here, my lord?"
"Are you acquaintances?" cried the princess, more and more astonished. "Then you can tell me who this is."
"Nothing is easier; the gentleman is a magician."
"His eminence will make this clear presently, and to everybody's satisfaction," said the count.
"Has the gentleman been telling your highness' fortune, that I see you so affected?" questioned the cardinal.
"The marriage certificate at once!" cried the princess, to the astonishment of the newcomer, ignorant of the allusion.
"What is this?"
"My lord, the question is, whether this paper is real and the signature valid?" said the princess, as Balsamo held out the document.
Rohan read the paper as presented by the abbess and nodded.
"It is in proper form, and the signature is Curate Saint-Remy's, of St. John's, Strasburg, one of my appointees. But what does this matter to your highness?"
"Considerable; but——"
"The signature might have been extorted."
"True, that is possible," said the princess.
"How about Lorenza's consent, then?" said the count, sarcastically.
"By what means could a priest have been induced——"
"By the magic in the gentleman's powers."
"Your eminence is jesting."
"Not at all, and the proof is that I want to have a serious explanation from this gentleman. Do not forget, my lord, that I shall do all the questioning," added the cardinal, with haughtiness.
"And remember that I was quite willing to answer aloud, even before her royal highness—if your eminence desired so; but I am certain you will not desire it."
The cardinal had to smile.
"My lord," said he, "it is hard to play the wizard nowadays. I have seen you perform, and with great success; but everybody has not the patience, and still less the generosity, of the dauphiness."
"The dauphiness?" queried Princess Louise.
"Yes, your highness, I had the honor of presentation to her," said the count.
"But how did you repay the honor? Answer that, my lord."
"Alas, with more evil than I liked," said Fenix, "for I have no personal hate to men, and less to women. My misfortune was that I was compelled to tell your august niece the truth she craved."
"A piece of truthfulness which caused her to faint."
"Is it fault of mine," retorted the mesmerist, in that voice which he could sometimes make thunderous, "that truth is so awful as to produce such effects? Did I seek out the princess, and beg to be presented to her? No, I was avoiding her, when they almost dragged me before her, and she ordered me to answer her interrogation."
"But what was the dreadful truth you told her, my lord?" inquired the princess.
"She saw it in the gap which I tore in the veil over the future," rejoined the mysterious man. "That future which has appeared so awful to your royal highness that you have fled into a cloister to wrestle against it at the altar with tears and prayers. Is it fault of mine, I say, if this future, revealed to you as a holy woman, should be shown to me as a precursor; and if the dauphiness, alarmed at the fate personally threatening her, swooned when it loomed upon her?"
"Do you hear this?" said the cardinal.
"Woe is me!" moaned the Carmelite superior.
"For her reign is doomed as the most fatal and unfortunate of the entire monarchy," continued the count.
"My lord!" cried the abbess.
"Perchance your prayers will earn your grace," proceeded the prophet, "but then you will see nothing of what comes to pass, as you will rest in the arms of the angels. Pray, lady; continue to pray!"
Overcome by this prophetic voice, which harmonized so well with the terrors in her soul, the princess dropped kneeling before the crucifix and began indeed to pray, and with fervor.
"Now, our turn, cardinal," said the count turning to the prince, and leading him into a window recess. "Speak as to your want of me."
"I want to know what you are?"
"You do know—you say that I am a magician."
"I mean that you are called Joseph Balsamo in the south; and here, Count Fenix."
"That merely proves that I change my name."
"Yes; but I would have you know that such changes on the part of such a man will set Chief of Police Sartines to thinking."
"This is petty warfare for a Rohan," said the other, smiling.
"Your eminence stoops to wrangle over words. Verba et voces, says the Latin. Is there nothing worse to fling at me?"
"You are railing, my lord."
"Always; it is my style."
"Then I shall make you change your note; which will help me in the good graces of the dauphiness, whom you have offended."
"Do so, as it will not be a useless act, considering the delicate ground on which you stand as regards her," returned Balsamo phlegmatically.
"What will you say if I have you arrested straightway, my lord the horoscopist?"
"You would do yourself injury, my lord cardinal."
"Really! How do you make that out?" demanded the proud peer with crushing scorn.
"You would unmake yourself."
"At least, we shall know who really is Baron Joseph Balsamo, alias Count Fenix, a sprig of a family tree of which I have never seen the picture in any heraldic work in Europe."
"You should have asked to see it in the portfolio of the Duke of Breteuil, your friend——"
"His grace is no friend of mine."
"He was, and an intimate one, or your eminence would never have written him that letter—but draw closer, my lord, lest we are overheard in what may compromise you!—that letter written from Vienna to Paris to dissuade the dauphin from making his marriage."
"That letter!" gasped the prince, starting with fright.
"I know it by heart."
"Breteuil has betrayed? because he said it was—burned when I asked it back, when the marriage was settled."
"He did not like to admit that he had lost it. A lost letter may be found; and, indeed, I found it in the Marble Court at Versailles. I took good care not to restore it to the duke, for I knew your eminence was ill-disposed toward me. If you were going through the woods and expected highwaymen to attack you, and you found a loaded pistol, would you not pick it up to use it? A man would be an idiot not to do so."
The cardinal felt giddy and leaned on the window-sill. After hesitation, during which the count watched the play of his features, he said:
"Granted thus. But it shall never be said that a prince of my line yielded to the threats of a mountebank. Though this letter may have been lost, and found, and will be shown to the dauphiness herself, and may ruin me as a politician, I will stand to it that I am still a loyal subject and a faithful ambassador. I will speak the truth—that I thought the alliance injurious to the interests of my country, and let it defend me or blame me."
"But what will be the answer of this faithful subject and loyal envoy if somebody asserts that this gallant young beau of an ambassador, never doubting his winning all before him with his title of prince and name of Rohan, did not say this from any opinion that the alliance would be hurtful to his country, but because—being graciously welcomed by Marie Antoinette—this coxcomb of an envoy had the vanity to think the feast was fitter for Jack than his master?"
"He would deny; for of this feeling which you pretend to have existed, no proof can be exhibited."
"You are wrong; the token is in the dauphiness' coldness toward you."
The cardinal wavered.
"Believe me, prince," went on the count, "instead of quarreling, as we should have done, only for my having more prudence than you, we had better be friends—good ones, for such do one another service."
"Have I ever asked aught of your lordship?"
"Just there you are wrong; for you might have called on me during the two days you spent in town. You cannot conceal from a sorcerer what you have been about. You left the Austrian princess at Soissons, whence you rushed posthaste to Paris, where you dunned your friends for help, which they all refused you. This left you desperate."
"What kind of help could I expect from you, had I applied?" asked the Rohan, confounded.
"Such as a man gives who can make gold. And you ought to want gold when you have to pay five hundred thousand francs in forty-eight hours. You want to know what good a man is who makes gold? Why, he is the very one where you will find the cash demanded. You could easily tell my house in Saint Claude Street in the swamp, as the knocker is a brass griffin."
"When could I call?"
"Six, to-morrow afternoon, please your eminence, and whenever after you like. But we have finished our chat in time, for the princess has concluded her devotions."
The cardinal was conquered.
"Your highness," he said, "I am forced to acknowledge that Count Fenix is quite right; the document he produces is most reliable, and the explanations he has furnished have completely satisfied me."
"Your highness' orders?" asked the count, bowing.
"Let me put one last question to this young lady."
Again the count bowed in assent.
"Is it of your own free will that you quit the abbey of St. Denis, where you came to seek refuge?"
"Her highness," repeated Fenix, quickly, "asks you whether you are leaving this place of your own free will. Speak out Lorenza."
"I go of my own free will," replied the Italian.
"In order to accompany Count Fenix, your husband?" prompted the magician.
"To accompany my husband."
"In this case I retain neither of you," said the princess, "for it would be running counter to my feelings. But, if there be anything in all this out of the natural order of things, may the divine punishment fall on whomsoever disturbs the harmony of nature for his profit or interests. Go, my Lord Count Fenix; and you, Lorenza Feliciani—I detain you no more. But take back your jewels."
"They are for the poor," replied Balsamo; "distributed by your hands, the alms will be doubly agreeable to God. All I ask is to have my horse Djerid."
"Take him as you go forth. Begone!"
Bowing to the speaker, the count presented his arm to Lorenza, who leaned upon it and walked out without a word.
"Alas, my lord cardinal," sighed the abbess, sadly shaking her head, "in the very air we breathe are fatal and incomprehensible things!"
CHAPTER XXXIV.
NEAR NEIGHBORS.
ON parting from young Taverney, Gilbert had plunged into the crowd. But not with a heart bounding with glee and expectation—rather with the soul ulcerated by grief which the noble's kind welcome and obliging offers of assistance could not mollify.
Andrea never suspected that she had been cruel to the youth. The fair and serene maiden was completely unaware that there could be any link between her and her foster-brother, for joy or sorrow. She soared over earthly spheres, casting on them shine or shadow according to her being smiling or gloomy. This time it chanced that her shade of disdain had chilled Gilbert; as she had merely followed the impulse of her temper, she was ignorant that she had been scornful.
But Gilbert, like a disarmed gladiator, had received the proud speech and the scorning looks straight in the heart. He was not enough of a philosopher yet not to console himself with despair while the wound was bleeding.
Hence he did not notice men or horses in the press. Gathering up his strength, he rushed into it, at the risk of being crushed, like a wild boar cutting through the pack of hounds.
At length breathing more freely, he reached the green sward, water side and loneliness. He had run to the river Seine, and came out opposite St. Denis island. Exhausted, not by bodily fatigue but by spiritual anguish, he rolled on the grass, and roared like a lion transfixed by a spear, as if the animal's voice better expressed his woes than human tongue.
Was not all the vague and undecided hope which had flung a little light on the mad ideas, not to be accounted for to himself, now extinguished at a blow? To whatever step on the social ladder Gilbert might rise by dint of genius, science and study, he would always be a man or a thing—according to her own words, for which her father was wrong in paying any attention, and not worth her lowering her eyes upon.
He had briefly fancied that, on seeing him in the capital, and learning his resolution to struggle till he came up through the darkness, Andrea would applaud the effort. Not only had the cheer failed the brave boy, but he had met the haughty indifference always had for the dependent by the young lady of the manor.
Furthermore she had shown anger that he should have looked at her music book; had he touched it, he did not doubt that he would be thought fit to be burned at the stake.
As he writhed on the turf, he knew not whether he loved or hated his torturer; he suffered, that was all. But as he was not capable of long patience, he sprang out of his prostration, decided to invent some energetic course.
"Granted that she does not love me," he reasoned, "I must not hope that she never will. I had the right to expect from her the mild interest attached to those who wrestle with their misfortune. She did not understand what her brother saw. He thought that I might become a celebrity; should it happen so, he would act fairly and let me have his sister, in reward of my earned glory, as he would have exchanged her for my native aristocracy, had I been born his equal.
"But I shall always be plain Gilbert in her eyes, for she looks down in me upon what nothing can efface, gild or cover—my low birth. As though, supposing I attain my mark, it would not be greater of me than if I had started on her high level! Oh, mad creature! senseless being! oh, woman, woman—your other name is Imperfection.
"Do not be deluded by the splendid gaze, intelligent smile, and queenly port of Andrea de Taverney, whose beauty makes her fit to rule society—she is but a rustic dame, straitlaced, limited, swathed in aristocratic prejudices. Equals for her are those empty-headed fops, with effete minds, who had the means to learn everything and know nothing; they are the men to whom she pays heed. Gilbert is but a dog, less than a dog, for I believe she asked after Mahon, and not about my welfare.
"Ah, she is ignorant that I am fit to cope with them; when I wear the like coats, I shall look as well; and that, with my inflexible determination, I shall grasp——"
A dreadful smile was defined on his lips where the sentence died away unfinished. Frowning, he slowly lowered his head.
What passed in that obscure soul? What terrible plan bent the pale forehead, already sallow with sleepless nights, and furrowed by thinking? Who shall tell?
At the close of half an hour's profound meditation, Gilbert rose, coldly determined. He went to the river, drank a long draft, and looking round, saw the distant waves of the people in a sea coming out of St. Denis.
They so crowded in upon the first coaches that the horses had to go at a walk, on the road to St. Ouen.
The dauphin wanted the ceremony to be a national family festival. So the French family abused the privilege; a number of Parisians climbed on the footboards and hung there without being disturbed.
Very soon Gilbert recognized the Taverney carriage, with Philip holding in his capering horse by the side.
"I must know where she goes," thought the lover; "and so shall follow them."
It was intended that the dauphiness should sup with the royal family in private at Muette, but Louis XV. had broken the etiquette so far as to make up a larger party. He handed a list of guests to the dauphiness, with a pencil, and suggested she should strike out the names of any not liked to come. When she came to the last name, Countess Dubarry's, she felt her lips quiver and lose blood; but sustained by her mother's instructions, she summoned up her powers to her aid, and with a charming smile returned the paper and pencil to the king, saying that she was very happy to be let into the bosom of all his family at the very first.
Gilbert knew nothing about this, and it was only when he got to Muette that he recognized the coach of Dubarry, with Zamore mounted on a high white horse. Luckily it was dark, and Gilbert threw himself on the ground in a grove and waited.
The king, then, shared supper between mistress and daughter-in-law, and was merry especially on seeing that the newcomer treated the usurper more kindly even than at Compiegne.
But the dauphin, gloomy and careworn, spoke of having the headache, and retired before they sat at table.
The supper was prolonged to eleven o'clock.
The king sent a band of music to play to the repast for the gentry of the retinue—of which our proud Andrea had to admit she was a member; as the accommodation was limited, fifty masters had to picnic on the lawn, served by men in royal livery. In the thicket, Gilbert lost nothing of this scene. Taking out a piece of bread, he ate along with the guests, while watching that those he attended to did not slip away.
After the meal, the dauphiness came out on the balcony to take leave of her hosts. Near her stood the king. Countess Dubarry kept out of sight in the back of the room, with that exquisite tact which even her enemies allowed she had.
The courtiers passed under the balcony to salute the king, who named such of them to the dauphiness as she did not already know. From time to time some happy allusion or pleasant saying dropped from his lips, to delight those who received it. Seeing this servility, Gilbert muttered to himself:
"I am a touch above these slaves, for I would not crouch like that for all the gold in the world."
He rose on one knee when the turn came for the Taverneys to pass.
"Captain Taverney," said the dauphiness, "I grant you leave to conduct your father and sister to Paris."
In the nightly silence and amid the attention of those drinking in the august words, Gilbert caught the sound coming in his direction.
"My lord baron," continued the princess, "I have no accommodation yet for you among my household; so guard your daughter in town until I set up my establishment at Versailles. Keep me in mind, my dear young lady."
The baron passed on with son and daughter. Others came up for whom the princess had pretty stuff to say, but that little mattered to Gilbert. Gliding out of the covert, he followed the baron among the two hundred footmen shouting out their master's names, fifty coachmen roaring out in answer to the lackeys, while sixty coaches rolled over the pavement like thunder.
As Taverney had a royal carriage, it waited for him aside from the common herd. He stepped in, with Andrea and Philip, and the door closed after them.
"Get on the box with the driver," said Philip to the footman. "He has been on his feet all day, and must be worn out."
The baron grumbled some remonstrance not heard by Gilbert, but the lackey mounted beside the driver. Gilbert went nearer. At the time of starting a trace got loose and the driver had to alight to set it right.
"It is very late," said the baron.
"I am dreadfully tired," sighed Andrea. "I hope we shall find a sleeping place somewhere."
"I expect so," replied her brother. "I sent Labrie and Nicole straight to Paris from Soissons. I gave him a letter to a friend for him to let us have a little house in the rear of his, where his mother and sister live when they come up from the country. It is not luxury, but it is comfortable. You do not want to make a show while you are waiting for the coming out in the suitable style."
"Anything will easily beat Taverney," said the old lord.
"Unfortunately, yes," added the captain.
"Any garden?" asked Andrea.
"Quite a little park, for town, with fine trees. However, you will not long enjoy it, as you will be presented as soon as the wedding is over."
"We are in a bright dream—do not waken us. Did you give the coachman the address?"
"Yes, father," replied the young noble, while Gilbert greedily listened.
He had hoped to catch the address.
"Never mind," he muttered; "it is only a league to town. I will follow them."
But the royal horses could go at a rattling gait when not kept in line with others. The trace being mended, the man mounted his box and drove off rapidly—so rapidly that this reminded poor Gilbert of how he had fallen on the road under the hoofs of Chon's post-horses.
Making a spurt, he reached the untenanted footboard, and hung on behind for an instant. But the thought struck him that he was in the menial's place behind Andrea's carriage, and he muttered:
"No! it shall not be said that I did not fight it out to the last. My legs are tired, but not my arms."
Seizing the edge of the footboard with both hands, the inflexible youth swung his feet up under the body of the coach so as to get them on the foresprings; thus suspended, he was carried on, spite of the jerking, over the wretched rutty road. He stuck to the desperate situation by strength of arm, rather than capitulate with his conscience.
"I shall learn her address," he thought. "It will be another wakeful night; but to-morrow I shall have repose, seated while I am copying music. I have a trifle of money, too, and I will take a little rest."
He reflected that Paris was very large and that he might be lost after seeing the baron to his house. Happily it was near midnight, and dawn came at half after three.
As he was pondering he remarked that they crossed an open place where stood an equestrian statue in the midst.
"Victories Place," he thought gleefully; "I know it."
The vehicle turning partly round and Andrea put her head out to see the statue.
"The late king," explained her brother. "We are pretty nearly there now."
They went down so steep a hill that Gilbert was nearly scraped off.
"Here we are," cried the dragoon captain.
Gilbert dropped and slipped out from beneath to hide behind a horseblock on the other side.
Young Taverney got out first, rang at a house doorbell, and returned to receive Andrea in his arms. The baron was the last out.
"Are those rascals going to keep us out all night?" he snarled.
At this the voices of Labrie and Nicole were heard, and a door opened. The three Taverneys were engulfed in a dark courtyard where the door closed upon them. The vehicle and attendants went their way to the royal stables.
Nothing remarkable was apparent on the house; but the carriage lamps had flashed on the next doorway, which had a label: "This is the mansion of the Armenonvilles." Gilbert did not know what street it was as yet, but going to the far end, the same the carriage had gone out of, he was startled to see the public fountain at which he drank in the mornings. Going ten paces up the street he saw the baker's shop where he supplied himself. Still doubting, he returned to the corner. By the gleam of a swinging lamp, he could read on a white stone the name read three days before when coming from Meudon Wood with Rousseau:
"Plastrière Street."
It followed that Andrea was lodged a hundred steps apart, nearer than she was to him at Taverney.
So he went to his own door, hoping that the latchet might not be drawn altogether within. It was pulled in, but it was frayed and a few threads stuck out. He drew one and then another so that the thong itself came forth at last. He lifted the latch, and entered, for it was one of his lucky days.
He groped up the stairs one by one, without making any noise, and finally touched the padlock on his own bedroom door, in which Rousseau had thoughtfully left the key.
CHAPTER XXXV.
THE GARDEN HOUSE.
FROM coming home so late, and dropping off to sleep so soon and heavily, Gilbert forgot to hang up the linen cloth which served as curtain to the garret window. The unintercepted sunbeam struck his eyes at five and speedily woke him. He rose, vexed at having overslept.
Brought up in the country, he could exactly tell the time by the sun's inclination and the amount of heat it emitted. He hastened to consult this clock. The pallor of the dawn, scarcely clearing the high trees, set him at ease; he was rising too early, not too late.
He made his ablutions at the skylight, thinking over what had happened over night, and gladly baring his burning and burdened forehead to the fresh morning breeze. Then it came to his mind that Andrea was housed next door to Armenonville House, in an adjoining street. He wanted to distinguish this residence.
The sight of shade-trees reminded him of her question to her brother,—Was there a garden where they were going?
"Why may it not be just such a house in the back garden as we have yonder?" he asked himself.
By a strange coincidence with his thought, a sound and a movement quite unusual drew his attention where it was turning; one of the long fastened up windows of a house built at the rear of the one on the other street shook under a rough or clumsy hand. The frame gave way at the top; but it stuck probably with damp swelling it at the bottom. A still rougher push started the two folds of the sash, which opened like a door, and the gap showed a girl, red with the exertion she had to make and shaking her dusty hands.
Gilbert uttered an outcry in astonishment and quickly drew back, for this sleepy and yawning girl was Nicole.
He could harbor no doubt now. Philip Taverney had told his father that he had sent on Labrie and their maid servant to get a lodging ready in Paris. Hence this was the one. The house in Coq-Heron Street, where the travelers had disappeared—was this with the extra building in the rear.
Gilbert's withdrawal had been so marked that Nicole must have noticed it only for her being absorbed in that idle fit seizing one just arisen. But he had retired swiftly, not to be caught by her while looking out of a garret window. Perhaps if he had lived on the first floor, and his window had given a view within of a richly furnished apartment, he would have called her attention on it. But the fifth flat still classed him among social inferiors, so that he wanted to keep in the background.
Besides, it is always an advantage to see without being seen.
Again, if Andrea saw him, might she not consider that enough to induce her to move away, or at least not to stroll about the garden?
Alas, for Gilbert's conceit! it enlarged him in his own eyes; but what mattered Gilbert to the patrician, and what would make her move a step nearer or further from him? Was she not of the class of women who would come out from a bath with a peasant or a footman by, and not regard them as men?
But Nicole was not of this degree, and she had to be avoided.
But Gilbert did not keep away from the window. He returned to peep out at the corner.
A second window, exactly beneath the other, opened also, and the white figure appearing there was Andrea's. In a morning gown, she was stooping to look after her slipper fallen under a chair.
In vain did Gilbert, every time he saw his beloved, make a vow to resist his passion within a rampart of hate; the same effect followed the cause. He was obliged to lean on the wall, with his heart throbbing as if to burst and the blood boiling all over his body.
As the arteries cooled gradually, he reflected. The main point was to spy without being seen. He took one of Madame Rousseau's old dresses off the clothesline, and fastened it with a pin on a string across his window so that he might watch Andrea under the improvised screen.
Andrea imitated Nicole in stretching her lovely arms, which, by this extension, parted the gown an instant; then she leaned out to examine the neighboring grounds at her leisure. Her face expressed rare satisfaction, for while she seldom smiled on men, she made up for it by often smiling on things.
On all sides the rear house was shaded by fine trees.
Rousseau's house attracted her gaze like all the other buildings, but no more. From her point, the upper part alone could be espied, but what concern had she in the servants' quarters in a house?
Andrea therefore came to the conclusion that she was unseen and alone, with no curious or joking face of Parisians on the edge of this tranquil retreat, so dreaded by country ladies.
Leaving her window wide open for the sunshine to flush the remotest corners, the young lady went to pull the bellrope at the fire-place side and began to dress in the twilight. Nicole ran in and opening the straps of a shagreen dressing-case dating from a previous reign, took a tortoise-shell comb and disentangled her mistress' tresses.
Gilbert smothered a sigh. He could hardly be said to recognize the hair, for Andrea followed the fashion in powdering it, but he knew her a hundred times fairer without the frippery than in the most pompous decorations. His mouth dried up, his fingers scorched with fever, and his eye ceased to see from his staring too hard.
Chance ruled that Andrea's gaze, idle as it was from her sitting still to have her hair brushed, fell on Rousseau's attic.
"Yes, yes, keep on staring," uttered the youth, "but you will see nothing and I shall see all."
But he was wrong, for she descried the novel screen of the old dress which floated round the man's head as a kind of turban. She pointed out this odd curtain to her maid. Nicole stopped and pointed with the comb to the object to ask whether that were the reason for her mistress' amusement.
Without his suspecting it, this had a fourth spectator.
He suddenly felt a hasty hand snatch Madame Rousseau's dress from his brow, and he fell back thunderstricken at recognizing the master.
"What the deuse are you up to?" queried the philosopher, with a frowning brow and a sour grin as he examined the gown.
"Nothing," stammered the other, trying to divert the intruder's sight from the window.
"Then why hide up in this dress?"
"The sun was too bright for me."
"The sun is at the back of us, and I think it is you who are too bright for me. You have very weak eyes, young man."
Rousseau walked straight up to the window. By a very natural feeling to be a veil to his beauty, Gilbert, who had shrunk away, now rushed in between.
"Bless me, the rear house is lived in now!" The tone froze the blood in Gilbert's veins, and he could not get out a word. "And by people who know my house, for they are pointing up to it," added the suspicious author.
Gilbert, fearful now that he was too forward, retreated. Neither the movement nor its cause escaped Rousseau, who saw that his employee trembled to be seen.
"No, you don't, young man!" he said, grasping him by the wrist; "there is some plot afoot, for they are pointing out your garret. Stand here, pray."
He placed him before the window, in the uncovered glare.
Gilbert would have had to struggle with his idol, and respect restrained him from thus being free.
"You know those women, and they know you," continued Rosseau, "or, why do you shrink from showing yourself?"
"Monsieur Rousseau, you have had secrets in your life. Pity for mine!"
"Traitor!" cried the writer; "I know your sort of secret. You are the tool of my enemies, the Grimms and Holbachs. They taught you a part to captivate my benevolence, and, sneaking into my house, you are betraying me. Threefold fool that I am, stupid lover of nature, to think I was helping one of my kind, and to nourish a spy!"
"A spy?" repeated the other in revolt.
"When are you to deliver me to my murderers, O Judas?" demanded Rousseau, draping himself in Therese's dress, which he had mechanically kept in hand, and looking droll when he fancied he was sublime with sorrow.
"You calumniate me, sir," said Gilbert.
"Calumniate this little viper!" said the philosopher, "when I catch you corresponding in dumb show with my enemies—I daresay acquainting them in signs with my latest work."
"Had I come to steal your story, sir, I should better have made a copy of the manuscript, lying on your desk, than to convey it in signs."
This was true, and Rousseau felt that he had made one of those blunders which escaped him in his moments of fear, and he became angry.
"I am sorry for you, but experience makes me stern," he said. "My life has passed amid deceit. I have been betrayed by everybody, denied, sold and martyrized. You know I am one of those illustrious unfortunates whom governments outlaw. Under such circumstances, I may be allowed to be suspicious. As you are a suspicious character, you must take yourself out of this house."
Gilbert had not expected this conclusion. He was to be driven forth! He clenched his fists, and a flash in his eyes made Rousseau start. Gilbert reflected that in going he would lose the mild pleasure of seeing his loved one during the day, and lose Rousseau's affection—it was shame as well as misfortune.
Dropping from his fierce pride, he clasped his hands and implored:
"Listen to me, if only one word!"
"I am merciless," replied the author: "man's injustice has made me more ferocious than a tiger. Go and join my enemies with whom you correspond. League yourself with them, which I do not hinder, but do all this beyond my domicile."
"Those young women are no enemies of yours—they are Mademoiselle Andrea of Taverney, the young lady I told you of, on whose estate I was born, and her maid Nicole. Excuse me troubling you with such matters, but you drive me to it. This is the lady whom I love more than you ever loved all your flames. It is she whom I followed afoot, penniless and wanting bread, until I fell exhausted on the highway and racked with pain. It is she whom I saw once more yesterday at St. Denis, and behind whose coach I came till I housed her in the place yonder. In short, it is she for whom I wish one of these days to be a great man—a Rousseau!"
His hearer knew the human heart, and the gamut of its exclamations. The best actor could hardly have Gilbert's tearful voice and the feverish gesture accompanying the effusion.
"So this is your lady love?"
"My foster-sister, yes."
"Then you lied a while ago when you said you knew her not, and you are a liar, if not a traitor."
"You are racking my heart and you would hurt me less were you to slay me on the spot."
"Pooh! that is a mere piece of fustian out of the Diderot or Marmontel books. You are a liar, sir."
"Have it so, and the worse for you that you do not understand such white lies!" retorted Gilbert. "I shall go, heartbroken, and you will have my despair on your conscience."
Rousseau smoothed his chin and regarded the youth whose case had so much analogy with his own.
"He is either a great rogue or a lad with a big heart," he mused; "but after all, if he is in a plot against me, it will be best to have the wires of the puppets in my hand."
Gilbert strode to the door, but he paused with his hand on the knob, waiting for the last word to recall or banish him.
"Enough on this head, my son," said the man of letters. "It is hard enough for you to be in love, to this degree. But it is getting on, and we have thirty pages of music to copy this day. Look alive, Gilbert, look alive!"
Gilbert grasped the speaker's hand and pressed it to his lips as he would not a king's. While Gilbert leaned up against the doorjamb with emotion, Rousseau took a last peep out of the window. This was the moment when Andrea stood up to put on her dress, but seeing a person up at the attic window, she darted back and bade Nicole shut the sashes.
"My old head frightened her," mumbled the philosopher; "his youthful one would not have done that. Oh, youth, lovely youth!" he broke forth, sighing, "'Spring is the love-time of the year! love is the springtime of life!'"
Hanging up the dress, he melancholically descended the stairs at the heels of Gilbert, for whose youth he would at that time have bartered his reputation, at that juncture counterbalancing Voltaire's and with it sharing the admiration of the entire world.
CHAPTER XXXVI.
BALSAMO AT HOME.
THE house in St. Claude Street, to which Joseph Balsamo invited the Cardinal Prince of Rohan did not look strange in his day, but it resembled a fortress to such an extent that it would be remarkable at present. Strongly built, and with barred windows and grated doors, to say nothing of the ditch in front and high balconies, it was in keeping with this part of the town, pretty unsafe at this epoch after dark.
There were scarcely a dozen houses on the quarter of a league to the Bastille, and the municipal authorities did not think it worth while to supply lamps. Along this deserted and unlighted highway a carriage was driven after nine one evening, which stopped at the low, deep doorway where gleamed the brazen griffin for a knocker which Count Fenix had described.
The arms of the nobleman were on the carriage panels. He preceded it by some yards, riding Djerid, who whisked his long tail till it whistled in the dust of the dirty pavement.
Behind the closed blinds slumbered Lorenza on the cushions.
At the rolling of the wheels, the door opened as by enchantment, and the carriage vanished in the black gulf of the mansion courtyard.
There was no need of any mystery, for nobody was about to see the count come home or mark what he brought, even if it were the treasure-chest of St. Denis Abbey.
A skillful calculator, given the size of the building lot and that of the house on street, would be surprised how so small a one covered so much ground. The fact of the matter was that there stood a house behind the outer house, known only to the tenant.
A German servant, aged about thirty; closed the coachway door and bolted it. Opening the coach door while the emotionless driver unharnessed the team, he drew from within the senseless Lorenza, whom he carried indoors to an antechamber. He laid her on a table and discreetly wrapped her in her long veil to the feet.
He went out to light at the coach lamps a seven-candle chandelier, with which he came back.
During that short space, Lorenza had disappeared.
In fact Count Fenix had entered after the valet went out. He had taken up the girl in his arms, and carried her out by a secret passage into a room furnished with trophies of outlandish weapons.
With his foot he pressed the spring of the backplate of the high fireplace, which turned on well-oiled hinges, so that the count could go forth, as he did, while the secret panel slid to behind him.
On the other side of the chimney was another flight of steps. Mounting a dozen, covered with Utrecht velvet carpet, he reached the sill of a room elegantly tapestried with satin, so wonderfully embroidered in high relief with flowers in their natural colors that they seemed real.
The extremely rich furniture was of a boudoir and toilet chamber leading to a parlor.
Curtains hid two windows, but as it was night, they were not wanted to give light. Lamps burning perfumed oil burnt here night and day, for the room had no external openings. They were drawn up through apertures in the ceiling by unseen hands when they needed replenishing.
Not a sound penetrated here, and one might feel as a thousand miles out of the world. But gilding flashed on all sides and Bohemian glass mirrors sparkled as, dissatisfied with the light, after having placed Lorenza on a sofa, the count struck a fire with the silver phosphorus matchbox so startling to Gilbert, and kindled two pink candled chandeliers on the mantel-piece.
Returning to Lorenza, and kneeling with one knee on a pile of cushions beside her, he called her by name. Though her eyes remained closed, she rose on one elbow, but without replying.
"Are you sleeping naturally or through the magnetic spell?"
"Lorenza sleeps in the magnetic sleep," she replied.
"Then you can answer my questions. Look into the room of the Princess Louise which we have just quitted, and tell me if the Cardinal of Rohan is there."
"No; the abbess is praying before going to rest."
"Look through the house for the cardinal. Is his carriage at the door? Is it on the road? Come along nearer to Paris, as we drove. Nearer!"
"Ah, I see it! It has stopped at the tollbar. A footman gets down to speak with his master."
"List to him, Lorenza, for it is important that I should know what the cardinal says to this man."
"You did not order me to listen in time, for he has done speaking to the man. But the man speaks to the coachman, who is told to drive to St. Claude Street, in the swamp, by the rampart road."
"Thank you, Lorenza."
The count went to the wall, pulled aside an ornament which disclosed an ivory mouthpiece and spoke some words in a tube of unknown length and direction; it was his way of corresponding here with his man of trust, Fritz.
"Are you content with me?" asked the medium.
"Yes, dear Lorenza, and here is your reward," he said, giving her a fond caress.
"Oh, Joseph, how I love you!" she said with an almost painful sigh.
Her arms opened to enfold Balsamo on her heart.
CHAPTER XXXVII.
THE DOUBLE EXISTENCE.
BUT he recoiled swiftly, and the arms came together ere falling folded on her bosom.
"Would you like to speak with your friend?" he asked.
"Yes, speak to me often. I like to hear your voice."
"You have often told me, dearest, that you would be very happy if we could dwell together afar from the world."
"That would indeed be bliss."
"Well, I have realized your wish, darling. We are by ourselves in this parlor, where none can hear and none intrude."
"I am glad to hear it."
"Tell me how you like the place."
"Order me to see it."
"Does it please you?" asked the count, after a pause.
"Yes; here are my favorite flowers. Thank you, my kind Joseph. How good you are!"
"I do all I can to please you."
"Oh, you are a hundred times kinder to me than I deserve."
"You confess that you have been wicked?"
"Very badly so, but you will overlook that?"
"After you explain the enigma which I have struggled against ever since I knew you."
"Hearken, Balsamo. In me are two Lorenzas, quite distinct. One loves you and the other detests you, as if I lived two existences. One during which I enjoy the delights of paradise, the other when I suffer the opposite."
"These two existences are your waking mood and your magnetic sleep?"
"Yes."
"Why do you hate me when in your waking senses and love me when in the charmed sleep?"
"Because Lorenza is the superstitious Italian girl who believes that science is a crime and love a sin. Then she is afraid of the sage Balsamo and the loving Joseph. She has been told that to love would destroy her soul; and so she flees from the lover to the confines of the earth."
"But when Lorenza sleeps?"
"It is another matter. She is no longer a Roman girl and superstitious, but a woman. She sees that the genius of Balsamo dreams of sublime themes. She understands how petty an object she is compared with him. She longs to live by him and die at his side, in order that the future shall breathe her name while it trumpets the glory of—Cagliostro."
"Is that the name I am to be celebrated under?"
"The name."
"Dear Lorenza! so you like our new home?"
"It is richer than any you have found for me; but that is not why I like it more—but because you say you will be oftener with me here."
"So, when you sleep, you know how fondly I adore you?"
"Yes," she said with a faint smile, "I see that passion, then, and yet there is something you love above Lorenza," she sighed. "Your dream."
"Rather say, my task."
"Well, your ambition!"
"Say, my glory."
"Oh, heaven!" and her heart was laboring; her closed lids allowed tears to struggle out.
"What is it you see?" inquired Balsamo, astounded at the lucidity which frightened even him.
"I see phantoms gliding about among the shadows. Some hold in their own hands their severed crowned heads, like St. Denis in that Abbey; and you stand in the heart of the battle like a general in command. You seem to rule, and you are obeyed."
"Does that not make you proud of me?" inquired the other joyfully.
"You are good enough not to care to be great. Besides, in looking for myself in this scene, I see nothing of me. Oh, I shall not be there," she sighed. "I shall be in the grave."
"You dead, my dearest Lorenza!" said Balsamo, frowning. "No, we shall live and love together."
"No, you love me no more, or not enough," crowding upon his forehead, held between her hands, a multitude of glowing kisses. "I have to reproach you for your coldness. Look now how you draw away from me as though you fled my fondlings. Oh, restore to me my maiden quietude, in my nunnery of Subiaco—when the night was so calm in my cell. Return me those kisses which you sent on the wings of the wind coming to me in my solitude like golden-pinioned sylph, which melted on me in delight. Do not retreat from me. Give me your hand, that I may press it; let me kiss your dear eyes—let me be your wife, in short."
"Lorenza, sweetest, you are my well-beloved wife."
"Yet you pass by the chaste and solitary flower and scorn the perfume? I am sure that I am nothing to you."
"On the contrary, you are everything—my Lorenza. For it is you who give me strength, power and genius—without you I should be nothing. Cease, then, to love me with this insensate fever which wrecks the nights of your people, and love me as I love you. Thus I am happy."
"You call that happiness?" scornfully said the Italian.
"Yes, for to be great is happiness."
She heaved a long sigh.
"Oh, if you only knew the gladness in being able to read the hearts of man and manipulate them with the strings of their own dominant passions."
"Yes, I know that in this I serve your purpose."
"It is not all. Your eyes read the sealed book of the future. You, sweet dove, pure and guideless, you have taught me what I could not ascertain in twenty years' application. You enlighten my steps, before which my enemies multiply traps and snares; on my mind depend my life, fortune and liberty—you dilate it like the lynx's eye which sees in the dark. As your lovely orbs close on this world, they open in superhuman clarity. They watch for me. It is you who make me rich, free and powerful."
"And in return, you make me unhappy," replied Lorenza, wrapped up in her frenzy.
More fiery than ever, she enfolded him in her arms, so that he was impregnated with a flame which he feebly resisted. But he made such an effort that he broke the living bondage.
"Have pity, Lorenza!" he sued.
"Was it to pity you that I left my native land, my name, my family, my faith!" she said, almost threatening with her lovely arms, rising white and yet muscular amid the waves of her long black tresses coming down. "Why have you laid on me this absolute empire, so that if I am your slave and have to give you my life and breath? Was it to mock me ever with the name of the virgin Lorenza?"
Balsamo sighed, himself crushed by the weight of her immense despair.
"Alas, is it your fault, or that of the Creator. Why were you made the angel with the infallible gaze, by whose aid I should make the universe submit? Why is it that you are the one to read a soul through its bodily envelope as one may read a book through a glass! Because you are an angel of purity, Lorenza, and nothing throws a shadow upon your soul. In your radiant and immaculate bosom the divine spark may be enshrined, a place without sullying where it may fitly nestle. You are a seer because you are blameless, Lorenza; as a woman, you would be but so much substance."
"And you prefer this to my love," continued the Italian, clapping her hands with such rage that they became impurpled; "you set my love beneath these whims that you pursue and fables that you invent? You snatch me out of the cold cloister, but, in the bustling, ardent world you condemn me to the conventional chastity? Joseph, you commit a crime, I tell you."
"Do not blaspheme," said Balsamo, "for I suffer, too. Read in my heart, and never again say that I love you not. I resist you because I want to raise you on the throne of the world."
"Ugh, your ambition!" sneered the young Roman; "will your ambition ever give you what you might have in my love?"
He yielded to her and his head rested in her arms.
"Ah, yes," she cried, "I see at last that you love me more than your ambition, than power, than your aspiration! Oh, you love me as I love you!"
But at the touch of their lips, reason came to him who would be master of Europe. With his hands he beat aside the air charged with magnetic vapor.
"Lorenza, awake, I bid you!"
Thereupon the chain which he could not break was relaxed, and the opening arms were dropped, while the kiss died away on the paling lips of Lorenza, languishing in her last sigh. Her closed eyes parted their lids; the dilated pupils resumed their normal size. She shook herself with an effort, and sank in lassitude, but awake, on the sofa.
Seated three paces from her, the mesmerist sighed deeply.
"Good-bye to the dream!" he said; "good-bye to happiness!"
CHAPTER XXXVIII.
THE WAKEFUL STATE.
AS soon as Lorenza's sight had recovered its power, she glanced rapidly around her. After examining everything without one of the many knick-knacks which delight woman brightening her brow, she stopped with her look upon Balsamo, and nervously shuddered.
"You again?" she said, receding.
On her physiognomy appeared all the tokens of alarm; her lips became white and perspiration came as pearls at the root of her hair.
"Where am I?" she asked as he said nothing.
"As you know where you came from, you can readily guess where you are," he responded.
"You are right in reminding me; I do, indeed, remember. I know that I have been pursued by you, and torn from the arms of the royal intermediary whom I chose between heaven and you."
"Then you ought to know that this princess has been unable to defend you, however powerful she may be."
"You have overruled her by some witching violence," said Lorenza, wringing her hands, "Oh, saints of mercy, deliver me from this demon!"
"Where do you see anything demoniacal in me," returned Balsamo, shrugging his shoulders. "Once for all I beg you to lay aside this pack of puerile beliefs brought from Rome, and all the rubbish of absurd superstitions which you have carted about with you since you ran away from the nunnery."
"Oh, my dear nunnery—who will restore me to my dear nunnery?" cried the Italian, bursting into tears.
"Indeed, a nunnery is much to be deplored," said Balsamo.
Lorenza ran to one of the windows, opened the curtains and then the sash, but came against iron bars, which were there unmistakably—however many flowers were masking them.
"If I must live in a prison," she said, "I prefer that whence one goes to heaven to that which has a trap door into hades." And she began trying the bars with her dainty hands.
"Were you more reasonable, Lorenza, you would find only flowers at your window, and not bars."
"Was I not reasonable when you confined me in that other prison, the one on wheels, with the vampire you call Althotas? But still you kept your eye on me when by, and never left me till you had breathed into me that spirit which possesses me and I cannot shake it off. Where is that horrid old man who frightens me to death? In some corner, I suppose. Let us hush and listen till his ghostly voice be heard."
"You let your fancy sway you, like a child," said Balsamo. "My friend and preceptor, Althotas, my second father, is an inoffensive old man who has never seen you, let alone approached you, or if he did come near, he would not heed you, being absorbed in his work."
"His work—tell me what the work is!" muttered the Roman.
"He is seeking the elixir of long life, for which superior minds have been seeking these two thousand years."
"What are you working for?"
"Human perfection."
"A pair of demons!" said Lorenza, lifting her hands to heaven.
"Is this your fit coming on again? You are ignorant of one thing: your life is divided into two parts. During one, you are gentle, good and sensible: during the other, you are mad."
"And you shut me up under the vain pretext of this malady."
"It had to be done."
"Oh, barbarian, be cruel, without pity! imprison me, and kill me, but do not play the hypocrite and pretend to feel for me while you tear me to pieces."
"Do you call it torture to live in a luxurious suite of rooms?" said Balsamo with a kindly smile and not at all disturbed.
"With bars to all the issues!"
"Put there for the sake of your life, Lorenza."
"Oh, he roasts me to death at a slow fire, and he talks of my life's sake!" exclaimed the Italian.
Approaching, he offered to take her hand, but she repelled his as if it were a serpent.
"Do not touch me!" she said.
"Do you hate me so much, Lorenza!"
"Ask the victim how he likes the executioner."
"It is because I do not want to be one that I restrict your liberty a little. Could you come and go as you like, who can tell what your folly might drive you to."
"Wait till I am free some day, and see what I shall do!"
"Lorenza, you are behaving badly toward the husband whom you chose. You are my wife."
"That was the work of Satan."
"Poor crazy creature!" said the mesmerist, with a tender look.
"I am a daughter of Rome," continued she, "and some day I shall take revenge."
"Do you say that merely to frighten me?" he asked, gently shaking his head.
"No, no; I will do what I say."
"What are you saying—and you a Christian woman?" exclaimed Balsamo with surprising authority in his voice. "Is your creed which bids you return good for evil but a hypocrisy, that you pretend to follow it, and you boast of revenge—evil for good?"
"Oh," replied Lorenza, for an instant struck by the argument. "It is duty, not revenge, to denounce society's enemies."
"If you denounced me as a master in the black art, it would be not be as an offender against society, but against heaven. Were I to defy heaven, which need but comprise me as one atom in the myriads slain by an earthquake or pestilence, but which takes no pains to punish me, why should weak men like myself undertake to punish me?"
"Heaven forgets, or tolerates—waiting for you to reform," said the Italian.
"Meanwhile," said the other, smiling, "you are advised to tolerate your husband, friend and benefactor?"
"Husband? Oh, that I should have to endure your yoke!"
"Oh, what an impenetrable mystery?" muttered the magician, pursuing his thought rather than heeding the speaker.
"Let us have done. Why do you take away my liberty?"
"Why, having bestowed it on me, would you take it back? Why flee from your protector? Why unceasingly threaten one who never threatens you, with revelation of secrets which are not yours and have aims beyond anything you can conceive?"
"Oh," said Lorenza, without replying to the question, "the prisoner who yearns for freedom eventually obtains it, and your house bars will no more hold me than your wagon-sides."
"Happily for you, they are stout," replied Balsamo, with ominous tranquillity.
"Heaven will send another such storm as befel us in Lorraine, and some thunderbolt will shatter them."
"Take my advice to pray for nothing of the kind, Lorenza; distrust these romantic transports: I speak to you as a friend—listen to me."
Stunned at the height of her rebellion, Lorenza listened in spite of herself, from so much concentrated wrath being in his voice, and gloomy fire in his eye, while his white but powerful hand opened and shut so strangely as he slowly and solemnly spoke:
"Mark this, my child, that I have tried to have this place fit for a queen, with nothing lacking for your comfort. So calm your folly. Live here as you would do in your convent cell. You must become habituated to my presence. As I have great sorrows, I will confide in you; dreadful disappointment, for which I will crave a smile. The kinder, more patient and attentive you are, the more of your bars I will remove, so that in some months—who knows how soon?—you will become perhaps more free than I am, in the sense that you will not want to curtail my liberty."
"No, no," replied the Italian, unable to understand that firm resolution could be allied to such gentle words, "no more professions and falsehoods. You abducted me, so that I am my own property still; restore me to heaven, if you will not let me be my own mistress. I have borne with your despotism so far from remembering that you saved me from the robbers who would have ruined me; but this gratitude is much enfeebled. A few days more of this captivity against which I revolt, and I shall no longer feel obliged to you; a few more, and I shall perhaps believe you were in concert with those highwaymen."
"So you honor me with a captaincy of brigands," sneered Balsamo.
"I do not know about that, but I noticed secret signs and peculiar words."
"But," replied the other, losing color, "you will never tell them; never to a living soul? You will bury them in the remotest place in your memory so that they shall die there, smothered."
"Just the other way," retorted Lorenza, delighted as angry persons are at having found the antagonist's vulnerable point. "My memory shall piously preserve those words, which I will repeat over and over again when alone, and say aloud when the opening comes, as already I have done."
"To whom?"
"To the princess royal."
"Lorenza, mind this well," said he, clenching his nails in his flesh to subdue his fury and check his rushing blood at the thought that his brothers were in danger through the woman whom he had selected to aid them all, "if you said them, never again will you do so. For the doors will be kept fastened, those bars pointed at the head, and those walls reared as high as Babel's."
"I have already told you, Balsamo, that any soul wherein the love of liberty is reinforced by the hate of tyranny must escape from all prison houses."
"Well and good; try it, woman; but mark this well: you will only twice try it. For the first time I will punish you so severely that you will weep all the tears in your body; and for the second I will strike you pitilessly that you will pour forth all the blood in your veins."
"Help, help, he is murdering me," shrieked the woman, at the last paroxysm of wrath, tearing her hair and rolling on the carpet.
For an instant Balsamo considered her with mingled rage and pity, the latter overcoming the other.
"Come, come, Lorenza, return to your senses, and be calm. A day will come when you will be rewarded amply for what you have suffered, or fancy."
"Imprisoned," screamed the Italian, "and beaten."
"These are times to try the mind. You are mad, but you shall be cured."
"Better throw me into a madhouse at once; shut me up in a real jail."
"No, you have warned me what you would do against me."
"Then," said the infuriate, "let me have death straightway."
Springing up with the suppleness and rapidity of the wild beast, she leaped to break her head against the wall. But Balsamo had merely to stretch out his hands toward her and utter a single word rather with his will than with his lips, to stop her dead. She stopped, indeed, reeled and dropped sleep-stricken in the magnetiser's arms.
The strange enchanter, who seemed to rule all the material part of the woman though the mental portion baffled him, lifted up Lorenza in his arms and carried her to the couch; there he laid a long kiss on her lips, drew the curtains of bed and windows, and left her.
A sweet and blessed sleep enveloped her like the cloak of a kind mother wrapping the willful child who has much suffered and wept.
CHAPTER XXXIX.
THE PREDICTED VISIT.
LORENZA was not mistaken.
A carriage, going through St. Denis gateway, and following the street of the same name, turned into the road leading out to the Bastille.
As the clairvoyant had stated, this conveyance enclosed the Cardinal Prince of Rohan, Bishop of Strasburg, whose impatience had caused him to anticipate the hour fixed for his visit to the magician in his cave of mystery.
The coachman, who had been inured to obscurity, pitfalls and dangers of some darksome streets by the prelate's love adventures, was not daunted the least when, after leaving the part of the way still populated and lighted, he had to take the black and lonesome Bastille Boulevard.
The vehicle stopped at the corner of St. Claude Street, where it hid along the trees twenty paces off.
Prince Rohan, in plain dress, glided up the street, and rapped three times on the door, which he easily recognized from the indication the count had afforded.
Fritz's steps sounded in the passage, and he opened the door.
"Is it here resides Count Fenix?" inquired Rohan.
"Yes, my lord, and he is at home."
"Say a visitor is here."
"Shall I announce his Eminence Cardinal Prince de Rohan?" asked Fritz.
The prince stood aghast, looking round him and at himself to see if anything about him in costume or surroundings betrayed his rank. No; he was alone and in civilian dress.
"How do you know my name?" he inquired.
"My lord told me just now, that he expected your Eminence."
"Yes, but to-morrow, or the day after?"
"Not so, please your highness—this evening."
"Announce me, any way," said the prelate, putting a double-louis gold piece in his hand.
Fritz intimated that the visitor should follow him; and he walked briskly to the door of the ante-chamber, which a large chandelier with a dozen tapers illuminated. The visitor followed, surprised and meditative.
"There must be some mistake, my friend," he said, pausing at the door, "in which case I do not wish to disturb the count. It is impossible he can expect me, as he could not know I was coming."
"As your highness is Cardinal Prince Rohan, you are certainly expected by my lord."
Lighting the other candelabra, Fritz bowed and went out. Five minutes elapsed, during which the prelate, the prey to singular emotion, scanned the elegant furniture of the room, and the half-dozen paintings by masters on the tapestried walls. When the door opened, Count Fenix appeared on the threshold.
"Good-evening to your highness," he simply said.
"I am told that you expected me," observed the visitor, without replying to the welcome. "Expected this evening? impossible!"
"I ask your pardon, but I was expecting your highness," returned the host. "I may be doubted, seeing how paltry is my reception, but I have hardly got settled yet, from being but a few days in town. I hope for your eminence's excusing me."
"My visit expected? Who could have forewarned you?"
"Yourself, my lord. When you called your footman to the carriage door, did you not say to him: 'Drive to St. Claude Street, in the Swamp, by St. Denis Street and the Boulevard?'—words which he repeated to the driver?"
"Yes; but how could you see this and hear the words, not being present?"
"I was not there, but I saw and heard at this distance, as I am, you must not forget, a wizard."
"I had forgotten. By the way, am I to entitle you Baron Balsamo or Count Fenix!"
"In my own house I have no title—I am plainly The MASTER."
"Ah, the title in alchemy. So, my master in hermetics, if you expected me, the fire would be lit in the laboratory!"
"The fire is always kept burning, my lord. And I will have the honor to show your highness into the place."
"I follow you on the condition that you do not personally confront me with the devil. I am dreadfully afraid of his Satanic Majesty Lucifer."
"My lord, my familiar friends," replied Balsamo, "never forget how to deal with princes, and they will behave properly."
"This encourages me; so, ho! for the laboratory."
CHAPTER XL.
THE ART OF MAKING GOLD.
THE two threaded a narrow staircase which led, as did the grand stairs, to the first floor rooms, but a door was under an archway there, which the guide opened and the cardinal bravely walked into a dark corridor thus disclosed.
Balsamo shut the door, and the sound of the closing made the visitor look back with some emotion.
"We have arrived," said the leader. "Only one door to open and shut behind us. Do not be astonished at the noise it makes, as it is of iron."
It was fortunate that the cardinal was warned in time, for the snap of the handle and the grinding of the hinges might make nerves more susceptible than his to vibrate.
They went down three steps and entered a large cell with rafters overhead, a huge lamp with shade, many books, and a number of chemical and physical instruments—such was the aspect.
In a few seconds the cardinal felt a difficulty in breathing.
"What does this mean, my lord?" he asked. "The water is streaming off me and I am stifling. What sound is that, master?"
"This is the cause," answered the host, pulling aside a large curtain of asbestos, and uncovering a large brick furnace in the centre of which glared two fiery cavities like lions' eyes in the gloom.
This furnace stood in an inner room, centrally, twice the size of the first, unseen from the stone-cloth screen.
"This is rather alarming, meseems," said the prince.
"Only a furnace, my lord."
"But there are different kinds of furnaces; this one strikes me as diabolical, and the smell is not pleasant. What devil's broth are you cooking?"
"What your eminence wants. I believe you will accept a sample of my produce. I was not going to work until to-morrow; but as your eminence changed his mind, I lit the fire as soon as I saw you on the road hither. I made the mixture so that the furnace is boiling, and you can have your gold in about ten minutes. Let me open the ventilator to let in some air."
"What, are these crucibles on the fire——"
"In ten minutes they will pour you out the gold as pure as from any assayer's in christendom."
"I should like to look at them."
"Of course, you can; but you must take the indispensable precaution of putting on this asbestos mask with glass eyes; or the ardent fire will scorch your sight."
"Have a care, indeed! I prize my eyes, and would not give them for the hundred thousand crowns you promised me."
"So I thought, and your lordship's eyes are good and bright."
The compliment did not displease the prince, who was proud of his personal advantages.
"He, he!" he chuckled; "so we are going to see gold made?"
"I expect so, my lord."
"A hundred thousand crowns' worth?"
"There may be a little more, as I mixed up liberally the raw stuff."
"You are certainly a generous magician," said the prince, fastening the fireproof mask on, while his heart throbbed gladly.
"Less than your eminence, though it is kind to praise me for generosity, of which you are a good judge. Will your highness stand a little one side while I lift off the crucible covers?"
He had put on a stone-cloth shirt, and seizing iron pincers, he lifted off an iron cover. This allowed one to see four similar melting pots, each containing a fluid mass, one vermilion red, others lighter but all ruddy.
"Is that gold?" queried the prelate in an undertone, as if afraid by loud speaking to injure the mystery in progress.
"Yes, the four crucibles contain the metal in different stages of production, some having been on eleven hours, some twelve. The mixture is to be thrown into the first mass of ingredients—the living stuff into the gross—at the moment of boiling—that is the secret, which I do not mind communicating to a friend of the science. But, as your eminence may notice, the first crucible is turning white hot; it is time to draw the charge. Will you please stand well back, my lord?"
Rohan obeyed with the same punctuality as a soldier obeying his captain. Dropping the iron pincers, which had already heated to redness, the other ran up to the furnace a carriage on wheels of the same level, the top being an iron block, in which were set eight molds of round shape and the same capacity.
"This is the mold in which I cast the ingots," explained the alchemist.
On the floor he spread a lot of wet oakum wads to prevent the splashing of the metal setting the floor afire. He placed himself between the molds and the furnace, opened a large book, from which he read an incantation, and said, as he caught up long tongs in his hand to clutch the crucible:
"The gold will be splendid, my lord, of the first quality."
"Oh, you are never going to lift that mass single-handed?" exclaimed the spectator.
"Though it weighs fifty pounds, yes, my lord; but do not fear, for few metal-melters have my strength and skill."
"But if the crucible were to burst——"
"That did happen once to me: it was in 1399, while I was experimenting with Nicolas Flamel, in his house by St. Jacques' in the Shambles. Poor Nick almost lost his life, and I lost twenty-seven marks' worth of a substance more precious than gold."
"What the deuse are you telling me? that you were pursuing the great work in 1399 with Nicolas Flamel?"
"Yes, Flamel and I found the way while together fifty or sixty years before, working with Pietro the Good, in Pela town. He did not pour out the crucible quickly enough, and I had a bad eye, the left one, for ten or twelve years, from the steam. Of course you know Pietro's book, the famous 'Margarita Pretiosa,' dated 1330?"
"To be sure; and you knew Flamel and Peter the Good?"
"I was the pupil of one and the master of the other."
While the alarmed prelate, wondered whether this might not be the Prince of Darkness himself and not one of his imps by his side, Balsamo plunged his tongs into the incandescence.
It was a sure and rapid seizure. He nipped the crucible four inches beneath the rim, testing the grip by lifting it just a couple of inches. Then, by a vigorous effort, straining his muscles, he raised the frightful pot from the scorching bed. The tongs reddened almost up to the grasp. On the superheated surface white streaks ran like lightning in a sulphurous cloud. The pot edges deepened into brick red, then browner, while its conical shape appeared rosy and silvery in the twilight of the recess. Finally the molten metal could be spied, forming a violet cream on the top, with golden shivers, which hissed out of the lips of the container, and leaped flaming into the black mold. At its orifice reappeared the gold, spouting up furious and fuming, as if insulted by the vile metal which confined it.
"Number two," said Balsamo, passing to the second mold, which he filled with the same skill and strength.
Perspiration streamed from the founder, while the beholder crossed himself, in the shadow.
It was truly a picture of wild and majestic horror. Illumined by the yellow gleams of the metallic flame, the operator resembled the condemned souls writhing in the Infernos of Dante and Michelangelo, in their caldrons. Add to this the sensation of what was in progress being unheard-of. Balsamo did not stop to take breath between the two drawings of the charges, for time pressed.
"There is little loss," observed he, after filling the second mold. "I let the boiling go on the hundredth of a minute too long."
"The hundredth of a minute?" repeated the cardinal, not trying to conceal his stupefaction.
"Trifles are enormous in the hermetical art," replied the magician simply; "but anyway, here are two crucibles empty and two ingots cast, and they amount to a hundred weight of fine gold."
Seizing the first mold with the powerful tongs, he threw it into a tub of water, which seethed and steamed for a long time; at length he opened it, and drew out an ingot of purest gold in the shape of a sugarloaf, flattened at both ends.
"We shall have to wait nearly an hour for the other two," said Balsamo. "While waiting, would your eminence not like to sit down and breathe the fresh air?"
"And this is gold!" said the cardinal, without replying, which made the hearer smile, for he had firm hold of him now.
"Does your eminence doubt?"
"Science has so many times been deceived."
"You are not speaking your mind wholly," said Balsamo. "You suppose that I cheat you, but do so with full knowledge. My lord, I should look very small to myself if I acted thus, for my ambition would then be restricted by the walls of this foundry, whence you would go forth to give the rest of your admiration to the first juggler at the street corner. Come, come! honor me better, my prince, and take it that I would cheat you more skillfully and with a higher aim if cheating was intended by me. At all events your eminence knows how to test gold?"
"By the touchstone, of course."
"Has not my lord made the application of the lunar caustic to the Spanish gold coins much liked at card-play on account of the gold being the finest, but among which a lot of counterfeits have got afloat?"
"This indeed has happened me."
"Well, here is acid, and a bluestone, my lord."
"No, I am convinced."
"My lord, do me the pleasure of ascertaining that this is not only gold, but gold without alloy."
The doubter seemed averse to giving this proof of unbelief, and yet it was clear that he was not convinced. Balsamo himself tested the ingots and showed the result to his guest.
"Twenty-eight karats fine," he said: "I am going to turn out the other twain."
Ten minutes subsequently, the two hundred thousand crowns' worth of the precious metal was lying on the damp oakum bed, in four ingots altogether.
"I saw your eminence coming in a carriage, so I presume it is in waiting. Let it be driven up to my door, and I will have my man put the bullion in it."
"A hundred thousand crowns," muttered the prince, taking off the mask in order to gloat on the metal at his feet.
"As you saw it made, you can freely say so," added the conjurer, "but do not make a town talk of it, for wizards are not liked in France. If I were making theories instead of solid metal, it would be a different matter."
"Then what can I do for you?" questioned the prince, with difficulty hoisting one of the fifty pound lumps in his delicate hands.
The other looked hard at him and burst into laughter without any respect.
"What is there laughable in the offer I make you?" asked the cardinal.
"Why, your lordship offers me his services, and it seems more to the purpose that I should offer mine."
"You oblige me," he said, with a clouding brow, "and that I am eager to acknowledge. But if my gratitude ought to be rated higher than I appraise it, I will not accept the service. Thank heaven, there are still enough usurers in Paris for me to find the hundred thousand crowns in a day, half on my note of hand, half on security; my episcopal ring alone is worth forty thousand livres."
Holding out his hand, white as a woman's, a diamond flashed on the ring-finger as large as a hickory nut.
"Prince, you cannot possibly have held the idea for an instant that I meant to insult you. It is strange that truth seems to have this effect on all princes," he added, as to himself. "Your eminence offers me his services; I ask you yourself of what nature can they be?"
"My credit at court, to begin with."
"My lord, you know that is shaky, and I would rather have the Duke of Choiseul's, albeit he may not be the prime minister for yet a fortnight. Against your credit, look at my cash—the pure, bright gold! Every time your eminence wants some, advise me overnight or the same morning, and I will conform to his desire. And with gold one obtains everything, eh, my lord?"
"Nay, not everything," muttered the prince, falling from the perch of patronage, and not even seeking to regain it.
"Quite right. I forgot that your eminence seeks something else than gold, a more precious boon than all earthly gifts; but that does not come within the scope of science as in the range of magic. Say the word, my lord, and the alchemist will become a magician, to serve you."
"Thank you, I need nothing and desire no longer," sighed the prelate.
"My lord," sighed the tempter, drawing nearer, "such a reply ought not to be made to a wizard by a prince, young, fiery, handsome, rich and bearing the name of Rohan. Because the wizard reads hearts and knows to the contrary."
"I wish for nothing," repeated the high nobleman, almost frightened.
"On the contrary, I thought that your eminence entertained desires which he shrank from naming to himself, as they are truly royal."
"I believe you are alluding to some words you used in the Princess Royal's rooms?" said the prince, starting. "You were in error then, and are so still."
"Your highness is forgetting that I see as clearly in your heart what is going on now as I saw your carriage coming from the Carmelite convent, traversing the town and stopping under the trees fifty paces off from my house."
"Then explain what is there?"
"My lord, the princes of your house have always hungered for a great and hazardous love affair."
"I do not know what you mean, my lord," faltered the prince.
"Nay, you understand to a T. I might have touched several chords in you—but why the useless? I went straight to the heartstring which sounds loudest, and it is vibrating deeply, I am sure."
With a final effort of mistrust the cardinal raised his head and interrogated the other's clear and sure gaze. The latter smiled with such superiority that the cardinal lowered his eyes.
"Oh, you are right not to meet my glance, my lord, for then I see into your heart too clearly. It is a mirror which retains the image which it has reflected."
"Silence, Count Fenix; do be silent," said the prelate, subjugated.
"Silence?—you are right, for the time has not come to parade such a passion."
"Not yet? may it expect a future?"
"Why not?"
"And can you tell me whether this is not a mad passion, as I have thought, and must think until I have a proof to the opposite?"
"You ask too much, my lord. I cannot say anything until I am in contact with some portion of the love-inspirer's self—for instance, a tress of her golden hair, however scanty."
"Verily you are a deep man! You truly say you can read into hearts as I in my prayer-book."
"Almost the very words your ancestor used—I mean Chevalier Louis Rohan, when I bade farewell to him, on the execution-stage in the Bastille, which he had ascended so courageously."
"He said that you were deep?"
"And that I read hearts. For I had forewarned him that Chevalier Preault would betray him. He would not believe me, and he was betrayed."
"What a singular connection you make between my ancestor and me," said the cardinal, turning pale against his wish.
"Only to show that you ought to be wary, in procuring the lock to be cut from under a crown."
"No matter whence it comes, you shall have it."
"Very well. Here is your gold; I hope you no longer doubt that it is gold?"
"Give me pen and paper to write the receipt for this generous loan."
"What do I want a receipt from your lordship for?"
"My dear count, I often borrow, but I never fail to write a receipt," rejoined the prince.
"Have it your own way, my lord."
The cardinal took a quill and scrawled in large and illegible writing a signature under a line or two which a schoolboy would be ashamed of at present.
"Will that do?" he inquired, handing it to Balsamo, who put it in his pocket without looking at it.
"Perfectly," he said.
"You have not read it."
"I have the word of a Rohan, and that is better than a bond."
"Count Fenix, you are truly a noble man, and I cannot make you beholden to me. I am glad to be your debtor."
Balsamo bowed, and rang a bell, to which Fritz responded.
Saying a few words in German to him, the servant wrapped up the ingots of gold in their wads of ropeyarn, and took them all up as a boy might as many oranges in a handkerchief, a little strained but not hampered or bent under the weight.
"Have we Hercules here?" questioned the cardinal.
"He is rather lusty, my lord," answered the necromancer, "but I must own that, since he has been in my employment, I make him drink three drops every morning of an elixir which my learned friend Dr. Althotas compounded. It is beginning to do him good. In a year he will be able to carry a hundredweight on each finger."
"Marvelous! incomprehensible!" declared the prince-priest. "Oh, I cannot resist the temptation to tell everybody about this."
"Do so, my lord," replied the host, laughing. "But do not forget that it is tantamount to pledging yourself to put out the match when they start the fire going to burn me in public."
Having escorted his illustrious caller to the outer door, he took his leave with a respectful bow.
"But I do not see your man," said the visitor.
"He went to carry the gold to your carriage, at the fourth tree on the right round the corner on the main street. That is what I told him in German, my lord."
The cardinal lifted his hands in wonder and disappeared in the shadows.
Balsamo waited until Fritz returned, when he went back to the private inner house, fastening all the doors.
CHAPTER XLI.
THE WATER OF LIFE.
HE went to listen at Lorenza's door, where she was sleeping evenly and sweetly.
He opened a panel and looked in upon her, for some while in affectionate reverie. Closing the wicket, he stole away to his laboratory, where he put out the fire, by opening a register plate which sent most of the heat up the chimney, and ran in water from a tank without.
In a pocket-book, he carefully fastened up the receipt of Cardinal Rohan, saying:
"The parole of a Rohan is all very well, but only for me, and the brothers will want to know yonder how I employ their money."
These words were dying on his lips when three sharp raps on the ceiling made him lift his head.
"Althotas wants me, and in a hurry. That is a good sign."
With a long iron rod he rapped in answer. He put away the tools, and by means of an iron ring in a trap overhead, which was the floor of a dumb-waiter, as then they called elevators, he pulled this down to his feet. Placing himself in the center of it, he was carried gently, by no spring but a simple hydraulic machine, worked by the reservoir which had extinguished the fire, up into the study reserved for the old alchemist.
This new dwelling was eight feet by nine in height, and sixteen in length; all the light came from a skylight, as the four walls were without inlet. It was, relatively to the house on wheels, a palace.
The old man was sitting in his easy-chair on casters, at the middle of a horseshoe-shaped table in iron, with a marble top, laden with a quantity of plants, books, tools, bottles, and papers traced with cabalistic signs—a chaos.
He was so wrapt in thought that he was not disturbed by the entrance.
A globe of crystal hung over his yellow and bald pate; in this a sort of serpent, fine and coiled like a spring, seemed to curl, and it sent forth a bright and unvarying light, without other apparent source of luminous supply than the chain supporting the globe might contain to transmit.
He was "candling" a phial of ground glass in his fingers as a good wife tries eggs.
"Well, anything new?" said Balsamo, after having silently watched him for a while.
"Yes, yes; I am delighted, Acharat, for I have found what I sought."
"Gold—diamonds?"
"Pooh! They are pretty discoveries for my soul to rejoice over."
"I suppose you mean your elixir, in that case."
"Yes, my boy, my elixir—life everlasting."
"Oh, so you are still harping on that string," said the younger sage sadly, for he thought his senior was following an idle dream.
But without listening Althotas was lovingly peering into his phial.
"The proportions are found at last," he mumbled. "Elixir of Aristæus, twenty grams; balm of mercury, fifteen; precipitate of gold, fifteen; essence of Lebanon cedar, twenty-five grams."
"But it seems to me, bar the Aristæan elixir, this is about what you last mixed up."
"That is so, but there was lacking the binding ingredient, without which the rest are no good."
"Can one procure it?"
"Certainly; it is three drops of a child's arterial blood."
"And have you the child?" gasped Balsamo, horrified.
"No, I expect you to find one for me."
"Master, you are mad."
"In what respect?" asked the emotionless old man, licking with his tongue the stopper of the phial, from which a little of the nectar had oozed.
"The child would be killed."
"What of it—the finer the child, the better the heart's blood."
"It cannot be; children are no longer butchered, but brought up with care."
"Indeed! how fickle is the world. Three years ago, we were offered more children than we knew what to do with, for four charges of gunpowder or a pint of traders' whiskey."
"That was on the Congo River, in Africa, master."
"I believe so: but it does not matter if the young is black. I remember that what they offered were sprightly, woolly-headed, jolly little urchins."
"Unfortunately we are no longer on the Congo. We are in Paris."
"Well, we can embark from Marseilles and be in Africa in six weeks."
"That can be done; but I must stay in France on serious business."
"Business?" sneered the old man, sending forth a peal of shrill laughter, most lugubrious. "True, I had forgotten that you have political clubs to organize, conspiracies to foster, and, in short, serious business!" And he laughed again forced and false.
Balsamo held his peace, reserving his powers for the storm impending.
"How far has your business advanced?" he inquired, painfully turning in his chair and fixing his large gray eyes on the pupil.
"I have thrown the first stone," he replied, feeling the glance go through him. "The pool is stirred up. The mud is in agitation—the philosophic sediment."
"Yes, you are going to bring into play your utopias, fogs and hollow dreams. These idiots dispute about the existence or non-existence of the Almighty, when they might become little gods themselves. Let us hear who are the famous philosophers whom you have enlisted!"
"I have already the leading poet and the greatest atheist of the age, who will be coming into France presently, to be made a Freemason, in the lodge I am getting up in the old Jesuits' College, Potaufer street. His name is Voltaire."
"I do not know him. The next?"
"I am to be introduced to the greatest sower of ideas of the century, the author of the Social Contract, Rousseau."
"He is not known to me either."
"I expect not, as you only know such old alchemists as Alfonso the Wise, Raymond Lully, Peter of Toledo and Albert the Great."
"Because they are the only men who have really loved a life, sowed ideas that live, and labored at the grand question of to be or not to be."
"There are two ways of living, master."
"I only know of one—existing. But to return to your brace of philosophers. With their help you intend to——"
"Grasp the present and sap the future."
"How stupid they must be in this country to be lured away by ideas."
"No, it is because they have too much brains that they are led by ideas. And then, I have a more powerful help than all the philosophers—the fact that monarchy has lasted sixteen hundred years in France, and the French are tired of it."
"Hence, they are going to overturn the throne, and you are backing them with all your forces! You fool! What good is the upsetting of this monarchy going to do you?"
"It will bring me nothing, at the best, but it will be happiness for others."
"Come, come, I am in a good humor to-day, and can listen to your nonsense. Explain to me how you will obtain the general weal and what it consists of."
"A ministry is in power which is the last rampart defending the monarchy; it is a cabinet, brave, industrious and intelligent, which might sustain this wornout and staggering monarchy for yet twenty years. My aids will overturn it."
"Your philosophers?"
"Oh, no, for they are in favor of the ministry, for its head is a philosopher too."
"Then they are a selfish pack. What great imbeciles!"
"I do not care to discuss what they are, for I do not know," said Balsamo, who was losing his patience. "I only know that they will all cry down the next ministry when this one is destroyed."
"This new cabinet will have against it the philosophers and then the Parliament. They will make such an uproar that the cabinet will persecute the philosophers and block the Parliament. Then in mind and matter will be organized a sullen league, a tenacious, stubborn, restless opposition, which will attack everything, undermining and shaking. Instead of Parliament they will try to rule with judges appointed by the king; they will do everything for their appointer. With reason they will be accused of venality, corruption and injustice. The people will rise, and at last royalty will have arrayed against it philosophy, which is intelligence, Parliament, which is the middle class, and the mob, which is the people; in other words, the lever with which Archimedes can raise the world."
"Well, when you have lifted it, you will have to let it fall again."
"Yes, but when it falls it will smash the royalty."
"To use your figurative language, when this wormeaten monarchy is broken, what will come out of the ruins?"
"Freedom."
"The French be free? Well, then, there will be thirty millions of freemen in France?"
"Yes."
"Among them do you not think there will be one with a bigger brain than another, who will rob them of freedom some fine morning that he may have a larger share than his proper one for himself? Do you not remember a dog we had at Medina which used to eat as much as all the rest together?"
"Yes, and I remember that they all together pitched on him one day and devoured him."
"Because they were dogs; men would have continued to give in to the greediest."
"Do you set the instincts of animals above the intelligence of man?"
"Forsooth, the examples abound by which to prove it. Among the ancients was one Julius Cæsar, and among the moderns one Oliver Cromwell, who ate up the Roman and the English cake, without anybody snatching many crumbs away from them."
"Well, supposing such an usurper comes, he must die some day, being mortal, but before dying he must do good to even those whom he oppressed; for he would have changed the nature of the upper classes. Obliged to have some kind of support, he will choose the popular as the strongest. To the equality which abases, he will oppose the kind which elevates. Equality has no fixed water mark, but takes the level of him who makes it. In raising the lowest classes he will have hallowed a principle unknown before his time. The Revolution will have made the French free; the Protectorate of another Cæsar or Cromwell will have made them equal."
"What a stupid fellow this is!" said Althotas, starting in his chair. "To spend twenty years in bringing up a child so that he shall came and tell you, who taught him all you knew—'Men are equal.' Before the law, maybe; but before death? how about that? One dies in three days—another lives a hundred years! Men, equals before they have conquered death? Oh, the brute, the triple brute!"
Althotas sat back to laugh more freely at Balsamo, who kept his head lowered, gloomy and thoughtful. His instructor took pity on him.
"Unhappy sophist that you are, bear in mind one thing, that men will not be equals until they are immortal. Then they will be gods, and these alone are undying."
"Immortal—what a dream!" sighed the mesmerist.
"Dream? so is the steam, the electric fluid, all that we are hunting after and not yet caught—a dream. But we will seize and they will be realities. Move with me the dust of ages, and see that man in all times has been seeking what I am engaged upon, under the different titles of the Bliss, the Best, the Perfection. Had they found it, this decrepit world would be fresh and rosy as the morning. Instead, see the dry leaf, the corpse, the carrion heap! Is suffering desirable—the corpse pleasant to look upon—the carrion sweet?"
"You yourself are saying that nobody has found this water of life," observed Balsamo, as the old man was interrupted by a dry cough. "I tell you that nobody will find it."
"By this rule there would be no discoveries. Do you think discoveries are novelties which are invented? Not so—they are forgotten things coming up anew. Why were the once-found things forgotten. Because the inventor's life was too short for him to derive from it all its perfection. Twenty times they have nearly consummated the water of life. Chiron would have made Achilles completely immortal but for the lack of the three drops of blood which you refuse me. In the flaw death found a passage, and entered. I repeat that Chiron was another Althotas prevented by an Acharat from completing the work which would save all mankind by shielding it from the divine malediction. Well, what have you to say to that?"
"Merely," said Balsamo, visibly shaken, "that you have your work and I mine. Let each accomplish his, at his risks and perils. But I will not second yours by a crime."
"A crime? when I ask but three drops of blood—one child—and you would deluge a country with billions of gallons! Tell me now who is the cannibal of us two? Ha, ha! you do not answer me."
"My answer is that three drops would be nothing if you were sure of success."
"Are you sure, who would send millions to the scaffold and battle-field? Can you stand up before the Creator and say, 'O Master of Life, in return for four millions of slain men, I will warrant the happiness of humanity.'"
"Master, ask for something else," said Balsamo, eluding the point.
"Ha! you do not answer; you cannot answer," taunted Althotas triumphantly.
"You must be mistaken on the efficacy of the means. It is impossible."
"It looks as if you argued with me, disputed, deem me a liar," said the old alchemist, rolling with cold anger his gray eyes under his white brows.
"No, but I am in contact with men and things, and you dwell in a nook, in the pure abstraction of a student; I see the difficulties and have to point them out."
"You would soon overcome such difficulties if you liked, or believed."
"I do not believe."
"But do you believe that death is an incontestable thing, invincible and infinite? And when you see a dead body, does not the perspiration come to your brow, and a regret is born in your breast?"
"No regret comes in to my breast because I have familiarized myself to all human miseries; and I esteem life as a little thing: but I say in presence of the corpse: 'Dead! thou who wert mighty as a god! O Death! it is thou who reign sovereignly, and nothing can prevail against thee.'"
Althotas listened in silence, with no other token of impatience than fidgeting with a scalpel in his hands. When his disciple had finished the solemn and doleful phrase, he smiled while looking round. His eyes, so burning that no secrets seemed to exist for him, stopped on a nook in the room, where a little dog trembled on a handful of straw. It was the last of three of a kind, which Balsamo had provided on request of the elder for his experiments.
"Bring that dog to this table," said he to Balsamo, who laid the creature on a marble slab.
Seeming to foresee its doom and having probably already been handled by the dissector, the animal shuddered, wriggled and yelped at contact of the cold stone.
"So you believe in life, since you do in death?" squeaked Althotas. "This dog looks live enough, eh?"
"Certainly, as it moves and whines."
"How ugly black dogs are! I should like white ones another time. Howl away, you cur," said the vivisectionist with his lugubrious laugh; "howl, to convince Grand Seignior Acharat that you live."
He pierced the animal at a certain muscle so that he whimpered instead of barking.
"Good! push the bell of the air pump hither. But stay, I must ask what kind of death you prefer for him—deem best?"
"I do not know what you mean; death is death, master."
"Very correct, what you say, and I agree with you. Since one kind of death is the same as another, exhaust the air, Acharat."
Balsamo worked the air pump, and the air in the bell of glass hissed out at the bottom, so that the little puppy grew uneasy at the first, looked around, began to sniff, put his paw to the issue till the pain of the pressure made him take it away, and then he fell suffocated, puffed up and asphyxiated.
"Behold the dog dead of apoplexy," pronounced the sage; "this is a fine mode with no long suffering. But you do not seem fully convinced. I suppose you know how well laden I am with resources, and you think I have the method of restoring the respiration."
"No, I am not supposing that. The dog is truly not alive."
"Never mind, we will make assurance doubly sure by killing the canine twice. Lift off the receiver, Acharat."
The glass bell was removed and there lay the victim, never stirring, with eyes shut and heart without a beat.
"Take the scalpel and sever the spinal column without cutting the larynx."
"I do so solely because you say it."
"And to finish the poor creature in case it be not dead," said the other, with the smile of obstinacy peculiar to the aged.
With one incision Balsamo separated the vertebral column a couple of inches from the brain, and opened a yawning gash. The body remained unmoving.
"He is an inert animal, icy cold, forever without movement, eh? You say nothing prevails against death? No power can restore even the appearance of life, far less life itself, to this carcass?"
"Only the miracle of Heaven!"
"But Heaven does not do such things. Supreme wisdom kills because there is reason or benefit in the act. An assassin said so, and he was quite right. Nature has an interest in the death. Now, what will you say if this dog opens his eyes and looks at you?"
"It would much astonish me," said the pupil smiling.
"I am glad to hear that it would do as much as that."
As he drew the dog up to an apparatus which we know as a voltaic pile, he rounded off his words with his false and grating laugh. The pile was composed of a vessel containing strips of metal separated by felt. All were bathed in acidulated water; out of the cup came the two ends of wire—the poles to speak technically.
"Which eye shall it open, Acharat?" inquired the experimentalist.
"The right."
The two extremities were brought together, but parted by a little silk, on a neck muscle. In an instant the dog's right eye opened and stared at Balsamo, who could not help recoiling.
"Look out," said the infernal jester, with his dry laugh; "our dead dog is going to bite you!"
Indeed, the animal, in spite of its sundered spine, with gaping jaws and tremulous eye, suddenly got upon its four legs, and tottered on them. With his hair bristling, Balsamo receded to the door, uncertain whether to flee or remain.
"But we must not frighten you to death in trying to teach you," said Althotas, pushing back the cadaver and the machine; the contact broken, the carcass fell back into immovability.
"You see that we may arrive at the point I spoke of, my son, and prolong life since we can annul death?"
"Not so, for you have only obtained a semblance of life," objected Balsamo.
"In time, we shall make it real. The Roman poets—and they were esteemed prophets—assert that Cassidæus revived the dead."
"But one objection: supposing your elixir perfect and a dog given some, it would live on—until it fell into the hands of a dissector who would cut its throat."
"I thought you would take me there," chuckled the old wizard, clapping his hands.
"Your elixir will not prevent a chimney falling on a man, a bullet going clear through him, or a horse kicking his skull open?"
Althotas eyed the speaker like a fencer watching his antagonist make a lunge which lays him open to defeat.
"No, no, no, and you are a true logician. No, my dear Acharat, such accidents cannot be avoided; the wounds will still be made, but I can stop the vital spirit issuing by the hole. Look!"
Before the other could interfere he drove the lancet into his arm. The old man had so little blood that it was some time flowing to the cut; but when it came it was abundantly.
"Great God! you have hurt yourself!" cried the younger man.
"We must convince you."
Taking up a phial of colorless fluid, he poured a few drops on the wound; instantly the liquid congealed, or rather threw out fibres materializing, and, soon a plaster of a yellow hue covered in the gash and stanched the flow. Balsamo had never seen collodion, and he gazed in stupefaction at the old sage.
"You are the wisest of men, father!"
"At least if I have not dealt Death a death-blow, I have given him a thrust under which he will find it hard to rise. You see, my son, that the human frame has brittle bones—I will harden and yet supple them like steel. It has blood which, in flowing out, carries life with it—I will stop the flow. The skin and flesh are soft—I will tan them so that they will turn the edge of steel and blunt the points of spears, while bullets will flatten against it. Only let an Althotas live three hundred years. Well, give me what I want, and I shall live a thousand. Oh, my dear Acharat, all depends on you. Bring me the child."
"I will think it over, and do you likewise reflect."
The sage darted a look of withering scorn on his adept.
"Go!" he snarled, "I will convince you later. Besides, human blood is not so precious that I cannot use a substitute. Go, and let me seek—and I shall find. I have no need of you. Begone!"
Balsamo walked over to the elevator, and with a stamp of the foot, caused it to carry him down to the other floor. Mute, crushed by the genius of this wizard, he was forced to believe in impossible things by his doing them.
CHAPTER XLII.
THE KING'S NEW AMOUR.
THIS same long night had been employed by Countess Dubarry in trying to mold the king's mind to a new policy according to her views.
Above all she had dwelt upon the necessity of not letting the Choiseul party win possession of the dauphiness. The king had answered carelessly that the princess was a girl and Choiseul an old statesman, so that there was no danger, since one only wanted to sport and the other to labor. Enchanted at what he thought a witticism, he cut short further dry talk.
But Jeanne did not stay stopped, for she fancied the royal lover was thinking of another.
He was fickle. His great pleasure was in making his lady-loves jealous, as long as they did not sulk too long or become too riotous in their jealous fits.
Jeanne Dubarry was jealous naturally, and from fear of a fall. Her position had cost her too much pains to conquer and was too far from the starting-point for her to tolerate rivals as Lady Pompadour had done.
Hence she wanted to know what was on the royal mind.
He answered by these memorable words, of which he did not mean a jot:
"I intend to make my daughter-in-law very happy and I am afraid that my son will not make her so."
"Why not, sire?"
"Because he looks at other women a good deal, and very seldom at her."
"If any but your majesty said that, I should disbelieve them, for the archduchess is sweetly pretty."
"She might be rounded out more; that Mademoiselle de Taverney is the same age and she has a finer figure. She is perfectly lovely."
Fire flashed in the favorite's eyes and warned the speaker of his blunder.
"Why, I wager that you were plump as Watteau's shepherdesses at sixteen," said he quickly, which adulation improved matters a little, but the mischief was done.
"Humph," said she, bridling up under the pleased smile, "is the young lady of the Taverney family so very, very fair?"
"I only noticed that she was not a bag of bones. You know I am short-sighted and the general outline alone strikes me. I saw that the new-comer from Austria was not plump, that is all."
"Yes, you must only see generally, for the Austrian is a stylish beauty, and the provincial lady a vulgar one."
"According to this, Jeanne, you would be the vulgar kind," said the monarch. "You are joking, I think."
"That is a compliment, but it is wrapped up in a compliment to another," thought the favorite, and aloud she said: "Faith, I should like the dauphiness to choose a bevy of beauties for maids of honor. A court of old tabbies is frightful."
"You are talking over one won to your side, for I was saying the same thing to the dauphin; but he is indifferent."
"However, she begins well, you think, to take this Taverney girl. She has no money?"
"No, but she has blood. The Taverney Redcastles are a good old house and long-time servants of the realm."
"Who is backing them?"
"Not the Choiseuls, for they would be overfeasted with pensions in that case."
"I beg you not to bring in politics, countess!"
"Is it bringing in politics to say the Choiseuls are blood-sucking the realm?"
"Certainly." And he arose.
An hour after he regained the Grand Trianon palace, happy at having inspired jealousy, though he said to himself, as a Richelieu might do at thirty:
"What a bother these jealous women are!"
Dubarry went into her boudoir, where Chon was impatiently waiting for the news.
"You are having fine success," she exclaimed; "day before yesterday presented to the dauphiness, you dined at her table yesterday."
"That's so—but much good in such nonsense."
"Nonsense, when a hundred fashionable carriages are racing to bring you courtiers?"
"I am vexed, sorry for them, as they will not have any smiles from me this morning. Let me have my chocolate."
"Stormy weather, eh?"
Chon rang and Zamore came in to get the order. He started off so slowly, and humping up his back, that the mistress cried:
"Is that slowcoach going to make me perish of hunger? If he plays the camel and does not hurry, he'll get a hundred lashes on his back."
"Me no hurry—me gubbernor," replied the black boy, majestically.
"You a governor?" screamed the lady, flourishing a fancy riding whip kept to maintain order among the spaniels. "I'll give you a lesson in governing."
But the negro ran out yelling.
"You are quite ferocious, Jeanne," remarked her sister.
"Surely I have the right to be ferocious in my own house?"
"Certainly; but I am going to elope, for fear I may be devoured alive."
Three knocks on the door came to interrupt the outbreak.
"Hang it all—who is bothering now?" cried the countess, stamping her foot.
"He is in for a nice welcome," muttered Chon.
"It will be a good thing if I am badly received," said Jean, as he pushed open the door as widely as though he were a king, "for then I should take myself off and not come again. And you would be the greater loser of the two."
"Saucebox——"
"Because I am not a flatterer. What is the matter with the girl this morning, Chon?"
"She is not safe to go near."
"Oh, here comes the chocolate! Good-morning, Chocolate," said the favorite's brother, taking the platter and putting it on a small table, at which he seated himself. "Come and tuck it in, Chon! those who are too proud won't get any, that's all."
"You are a nice pair," said Jeanne, "gobbling up the bread and butter instead of wondering what worries me."
"Out of cash, I suppose?" said Chon.
"Pooh, the king will run out before I do."
"Then lend me a thousand—I can do with it," said the man.
"You will get a thousand fillips on the nose sooner than a thousand Louis."
"Is the king going to keep that abominable Choiseul?" questioned Chon.
"That is no novelty—you know that they are sticks-in-the-mud."
"Has the old boy fallen in love with the dauphiness?"
"You are getting warm; but look at the glutton, ready to burst with swilling chocolate and will not lift a finger to help me out of my quandary."
"You never mean to say the king has another fancy?" cried Chon, clasping her hands, and turning pale.
"If I did not say so your brother would, for he will either choke with the chocolate or get it out."
Thus adjured, Jean managed to gasp the name:
"Andrea of Taverney!"
"The baron's daughter—oh, mercy!" groaned Chon.
"I do not know what keeps me from tearing his eyes out, the lazybones, to go puffing them up with sleep when our fortunes stagger."
"With want of sleep you mean," returned Jean. "I am sleepy, as I am hungry, for the same reason—I have been running about the streets all night."
"Just like you."
"And all the morning."
"You might have run to some purpose, and found out where that intriguing jade is housed."
"The very thing—I questioned the driver of the carriage lent to them, and he took them to Coq Heron street. They are living in a little house at the back, next door to Armenonville House."
"Jean, Jean, we are good friends again," said the countess. "Gorge as you like. But we must have all the particulars about her, how she lives, who calls on her, and what she is about. Does she get any love letters—these are important to know."
"I have got us started on the right road anyway," said Jean; "suppose you do a little now."
"Well," suggested Chon, "there must be rooms to let in that street."
"Excellent idea," said the countess. "You must be off quickly to the place, Jean, and hire a flat there, where a watcher can mark down all her doings."
"No use; there are no rooms to hire there; I inquired; but I can get what we want in the street at the back, overlooking their place, Plastrière Street."
"Well, quick! get a room there."
"I have done that," answered Jean.
"Admirable fellow—come, let me buss thee!" exclaimed the royal favorite.
Jean wiped his mouth, received the caress and made a ceremonious bow to show that he was duly grateful for the honor.
"I took the little suite for a young widow. Young widow, you, Chon."
"Capital! it shall be Chon who will take the lodgings and keep an eye on what goes on. But you must not lose any time. The coach," cried Dubarry, ringing the bell so loudly that she would have roused all the spellbound servants of the palace of the Sleeping Beauty.
The three knew how highly to rate Andrea, for at her first sight she had excited the king's attention; hence she was dangerous.
"This girl," said the countess while the carriage was being got ready; "cannot be a true country wench if she has not made some sweetheart follow her to Paris. Let us hunt up this chap and get her married to him offhand. Nothing would so **** off the king as rustic lovers getting wedded."
"I do not know so much about that," said Jean. "Let us be distrustful. His most Christian majesty is greedy for what is another's property."
Chon departed in the coach, with Jean's promise that he would be her first visitor in the new lodgings. She was in luck, for she had hardly more than taken possession of the rooms, and gone to look out of the window commanding a view of the rear gardens than a young lady came to sit at the summer-house window, with embroidery in her hand.
It was Andrea.
CHAPTER XLIII.
TWO BIRDS WITH ONE STONE.
CHON had not been many minutes scanning the Taverney lady, when Viscount Jean, racing up the stairs four at a time like a schoolboy, appeared on the threshold of the pretended widow's room.
"Hurrah, Jean, I am placed splendidly to see what goes on, but I am unfortunate about hearing."
"You ask too much. Oh, I say, I have a bit of news, marvelous and incomparable. Those philosophic fellows say a wise man ought to be ready for anything, but I cannot be wise, for this knocked me. I give you a hundred chances to guess who I ran up against at a public fountain at the corner; he was sopping a piece of bread in the gush, and it was—our philosopher."
"Who? Gilbert?"
"The very boy, with bare head, open waistcoat, stockings ungartered, shoes without buckles, in short, just as he turned out of bed."
"Then he lives by here? Did you speak to him?"
"We recognized one another, and when I thrust out my hand, he bolted like a harrier among the crowd, so that I lost sight of him. You don't think I was going to run after him, do you?"
"Hardly, but then you have lost him."
"What a pity!" said the girl Sylvie, whom Chon had brought along as her maid.
"Yes, certainly," said Jean; "I owe him a hundred stripes with a whip, and they would not have spoilt by keeping any longer had I got a grip of his collar; but he guessed my good intentions and fled. No matter, here he is in town; and when one has the ear of the chief of police, anybody can be found."
"Shut him up when you catch him," said Sylvie, "but in a safe place."
"And make you turnkey over him," suggested Jean, winking. "She would like to take him his bread and water."
"Stop your joking, brother," said Chon; "the young fellow saw your row over the post-horses, and he is to be feared if you set him against you."
"How can he live without means?"
"Tut, he will hold horses or run errands."
"Never mind him; come to our observatory."
Brother and sister approached the window with infinity of precautions. Jean had provided himself with a telescope.
Andrea had dropped her needlework, put up her feet on a lower chair, taken a book, and was reading it with some attention, for she remained very still.
"Fie on the studious person!" sneered Chon.
"What an admirable one!" added Jean. "A perfect being—what arms, what hands! what eyes! lips that would wreck the soul of St. Anthony—oh, the divine feet—and what an ankle in that silk hose?"
"Hold your tongue! this is coming on finely," said Chon. "You are smitten with her, now. This is the drop that fills the bucket."
"It would not be a bad job if it were so, and she returned me the flame a little. It would save our poor sister a lot of worry."
"Let me have the spyglass a while. Yes, she is very handsome, and she must have had a sweetheart out there in the woods. But she is not reading—see, the book slips out of her hand. I tell you, Jean, that she is in a brown study."
"She sleeps, you mean."
"Not with her eyes open—what lovely eyes! This a good glass, Jean—I can almost read in her book."
"What is the book, then?"
Chon was leaning out a little when she suddenly drew back.
"Gracious! look at that head sticking out of the garret window——"
"Gilbert, by Jove! with what burning eyes he is glaring on the Taverney girl!"
"I have it: he is the country gallant of his lady. He has had the notice where she was coming to live in Paris and he has taken a room close to her. A change of dovecote for the turtle-doves."
"Sister, we need not trouble now, for he will do all the watching——"
"For his own gain."
"No, for ours. Let me pass, as I must go and see the chief of police. By Jupiter, what luck we have! But don't you let Philosopher catch a glimpse of you—he would decamp very quick."
CHAPTER XLIV.
THE PLAN OF ACTION.
SARTINES had allowed himself to sleep late, as he had managed the multitude very well during the dauphiness' reception, and he was trying on new wigs at noon as a kind of holiday when Chevalier Jean Dubarry was announced.
The minister of police was sure that nothing unpleasant had occurred, as the favorite's brother was smiling.
"What brings you so early?"
"To begin with," replied Jean, always ready to flatter those of whom he wanted to make use, "I am bound to compliment you on the admirable way in which you regulated the processions."
"Is this official?"
"Quite, so far as Luciennes is concerned."
"Is not that ample—does not the Sun rise in that quarter?"
"It goes down there very often, eh?" and the pair laughed. "But, the compliments apart, I have a service to ask of you."
"Two, if you like."
"Tell me if anything lost in Paris can be found?"
"Yes, whether worthless or very valuable."
"My object of search is not worth much," responded Jean, shaking his head. "Only a young fellow of eighteen, named Gilbert, who was in the service of the Taverneys in Lorraine, but was picked up on the road by my sister Chon. She took him to Luciennes, where he abused the hospitality."
"Stole something?"
"I do not say so, but he took flight in a suspicious manner."
"Have you any clue to his hiding place?"
"I met him at the fountain at the corner of Plastrière Street, where I suppose he is living, and I believe I could lay my hand on the very house."
"All right, I will send a sure agent, who will take him out of it!"
"The fact is, this is a special affair, and I should like you to manage it without a third party."
"Oh, in that case, let me pick out a becoming wig and I am with you."
"I have a carriage below."
"Thank you, I prefer my own; it gets a new coat of paint every month, so as not to betray me."
He had tried on his twentieth peruke when the carriage was waiting at the door.
"There it is, the dirty house," said Jean, pointing in the direction of a dwelling in Plastrière street.
"Whew!" said Sartines, "dash me if I did not suspect this. You are unlucky, for that is the dwelling of Rousseau, of Geneva."
"The scribbler? What does that matter?"
"It matters that Rousseau is a man to be dreaded."
"Pooh! it is not likely my little man will be harbored by a celebrity."
"Why not, as you nicknamed him a philosopher? Birds of a feather—you know——"
"Suppose it is so. Why not put this Rousseau in the Bastille if he is in our way?"
"Well, he would be more in our way there than here. You see the mob likes to throw stones at him, but they would pelt us if he was no longer their target, and they want him for themselves. But let us see into this. Sit back in the carriage."
He referred to a notebook.
"I have it. If your young blade is with Rousseau, when would he have met him?"
"Say, on the sixteenth instant."
"Good! he returned from botanizing in Meudon Wood on the seventeenth with a youth, and this stranger stayed all night under his roof. You are crossed by luck. Give it up or you would have all the philosophers against us in riot."
"Oh, Lord! what will sister Jeanne say?"
"Oh, does the countess want the lad? Why not coax him out, and then we would nab him, anywhere not inside Rousseau's house?"
"You might as well coax a hyena."
"I doubt it is so difficult. All you want is a go-between. Let me see; a prince will not do; better one of these writers, a poet, a philosopher or a bota—stay, I have him!"
"Gilbert?"
"Yes, through a botanist friend of Rousseau's. You know Jussieu?"
"Yes, for the countess lets him prowl in her gardens and rifle them."
"I begin to believe that you shall have your Gilbert, without any noise. Rousseau will hand him over, pinioned, so to say. So you go on making a trap for philosophers, according to a plan I will give you, on vacant ground out Meudon or Marly way. Now, let us be off, as the passengers are beginning to stare at us. Home, coachman!"
CHAPTER XLV.
TOO GOOD A TEACHER.
FATIGUED by the ceremonies of the dauphin's nuptials, and particularly by the dinner, which was too stately, the king retired at nine o'clock and dismissed all attendants except Duke Vauguyon, tutor of the royal children. As he was losing his best pupil by the marriage, having only his two brothers to teach, and as it is the custom to reward a preceptor when education of a charge is complete, he expected a recompense.
He had been sobbing, and now he slipped out a pockethandkerchief and began to weep.
"Come, my poor Vauguyon," said the king, pointing to a foot-stool in the light, while he would be in the shade, "pray be seated, without any to-do."
The duke sighed.
"The education is over, and you have turned out in the prince royal the best educated prince in Europe."
"I believe he is."
"Good at history, and geography, and at wood-turning——"
"The praise for that goes to another, sire."
"And at setting timepieces in order. Before he handled them, my clocks told the time one after another like wheels of a coach; but he has put them right. In short, the heir to the crown will, I believe, be a good king, a good manager, and a good father of family. I suppose he will be a good father?" he insisted.
"Why, your majesty," said Vauguyon simply, "I consider that as the dauphin has all the germs of good in his bosom, those that constitute that are in the cluster."
"Come, come, my lord," said the sovereign, "let us speak plainly. As you know the dauphin thoroughly, you must know all about his tastes and his passions——"
"Pardon me, sire, but I have extirpated all his passions."
"Confound it all! this is just what I feared!" exclaimed Louis XV., with an energy which made the hearer's wig stand its hairs on end.
"Sire, the Duke of Berri has lived under your august roof with the innocence of the studious youth."
"But the youth is now a married man."
"Sire, as the guide of——"
"Yes, well, I see that you must guide him to the very last."
"Please your majesty."
"This is the way of it. You will go to the dauphin, who is now receiving the final compliments of the gentlemen as the dauphiness is receiving those of the ladies. Get a candle and take your pupil aside. Show him the nuptial chamber which is at the end of a corridor filled with pictures which I have selected as a complete course of the instruction which your lordship omitted——"
"Ah," said the duke, starting at the smile of his master, which would have appeared cynical on any mouth but his, the wittiest in the kingdom.
"At the end of the new corridor, I say, of which here is the key."
Vauguyon took it trembling.
"You will shake your pupil's hand, put the candle into it, wish him good-night, and tell him that it will take twenty minutes to reach the bedroom door, giving a minute to each painting."
"I—I understand."
"That is a good thing."
"Your majesty is good enough to excuse me——"
"I suppose I shall have to, but you were making this end prettily for my family!"
From the window the king could see the candle which passed from the hands of Vauguyon into that of his guileless pupil, go the way up the new gallery, and flicker out.
"I gave him twenty minutes—I myself found five long enough," muttered the king, "Alas, will they say of the dauphin as of the second Racine: 'He is the nephew of his grandfather.'"
CHAPTER XLVI.
A TERRIBLE WEDDING-NIGHT.
THE dauphin opened the door of the anteroom before the wedding chamber.
The archduchess was waiting, in a long white wrapper, with the strange anticipation on her brow, along with the sweet expectation of the bride, of some disaster. She seemed menaced with one of those terrors which nervous dispositions foresee and support sometimes with more bravery than if not awaited.
Lady Noailles was seated by the gilded couch, which easily held the princess' frail and dainty body.
The maids of honor stood at the back, waiting for the mistress of the attendants to make them the sign to withdraw. These were all ignorant that the dauphin was coming by a new way in. As the corridor was empty and the door at the end ajar, he could see and hear what went on in the room.
"In what direction does my lord the dauphin come?" inquired the Austrian's pure and harmonious voice though slightly tremulous.
"Yonder," replied Lady Noailles, pointing just the wrong way.
"What is that noise outside—not unlike the roaring of angry waters?"
"It is the tumult of the innumerable sight-seers walking about under the illumination and waiting for the fireworks display."
"The illuminations?" said the princess with a sad smile. "They must have been timely this evening, for did you not notice it was very black weather?"
At this moment the dauphin, who was tired of waiting, thrust his head in at the door, and asked if he might enter. Lady Noailles screamed, for she did not recognize the intruder at first. The dauphiness, worked up into a nervous state by the incidents of the day, seized the duchess' arm in her fright.
"It is I, madame; have no fear," called out the prince.
"But why by that way?" said Lady Noailles.
"Because," explained Louis the King, showing his head at the half-open door, "because the Duke of Vauguyon knows so much Latin, mathematics and geography as to leave room for nothing else."
In presence of the king so untimely arrived, the dauphiness slipped off the couch and stood up in the wrapper, clothed from head to foot like a vestal virgin in her stole.
"Any one can see that she is thin," muttered the king; "what the deuse made Choiseul pick out the skinny chicken among all the pullets of European courts?"
"Your majesty will please to observe that I acted according to the strict etiquette," said the Duchess of Noailles, "the infraction was on my lord the dauphin's part."
"I take it on myself. So, let us leave the children to themselves," said the monarch.
The princess seized the lady's arm with more terror than before.
"Oh, don't go away!" she faltered; "I shall die of shame."
"Sire, the dauphiness begs to be allowed to go to rest without any state," said Lady Noailles.
"The deuce—and does 'Lady Etiquette' herself crave that?"
"Look at the archduchess——"
In fact, Marie Antoinette, standing up, pale and with her rigid arm sustaining her by a chair, resembled a statue of fright, but for the slight chattering of her teeth, and the cold perspiration bedewing her forehead.
"Oh, I should not think of causing the young lady any pain," said Louis XV., as little strict about forms as his father was the other thing. "Let us retire, duchess; besides, the doors have locks."
The dauphin blushed to hear these words of his grandfather, but the lady, though hearing, had not understood.
King Louis XV. embraced his grand-daughter-in-law, and went forth, with Lady Noailles, laughing mockingly and sadly, for those who did not share his merriment.
The other persons had gone out by the other door.
The wedded pair were left alone in silence.
At last the young husband approached his bride with bosom beating rapidly; to his temples, breast and wrist he felt all his repressed blood rushing hotly. But he guessed that his grandfather was behind the door, and the cynical glance still chilled the dauphin, very timid and awkward by nature.
"You are not well, madame," he stammered. "You are very pale, and I think you are trembling."
"I cannot conceal that I am under a spell of agitation; there must be some terrible storm overhead, for I am peculiarly affected by thunderstorms."
Indeed, she shook by spasms as though affected by electrical shocks.
At this time, as though to justify her assertion, a furious gust of wind, such as shear the tops off mountains and heap up half the sea against the other—the first whoop of the coming tempest filled the palace with tumult, anguish and many a creaking. Leaves were swept off the branches, branches off the boughs and from the trees. A long and immense clamor was drawn from the hundred thousand spectators in the gardens. A lugubrious and endless bellowing ran through the corridors and galleries, composing the most awful notes that had ever vibrated in human ears.
Then an ominous rattling and jingling succeeded the roar; it was the fall of countless shivers of glass out of the window panes on the marble slabs and cornices.
At the same time the gale had opened one of the shutters and banged it to and fro like a wings of a bird of night. Wherever the window had been open and where the glass was shivered the lights were put out.
The prince went over to the window to fasten the broken shutter, but his wife held him back.
"Oh, pray, do not open that window, for the lights will be blown out, and I should die of fright."
He stopped. Through the casement beyond the curtain which he had drawn the tree tops of the park were visible, swayed from side to side as if some unseen giant were waving them by the stems. All the illuminations were extinguished.
Then could be seen on the dark sky still blacker clouds, coming on with a rolling motion like troops of cavalry wrapped in dust.
The pallid prince stood with one hand on the sash-handle. The bride sank on a chair, with a sigh.
"You are very much alarmed, madame?"
"Yes, though your presence supports me. Oh, what a storm! all the pretty lights are put out."
"Yes, it is a southwest wind, always the worst for storms. If it holds out, I do not know how they will be able to set off the fireworks."
"What would be the use of them? Everybody will be out of the gardens in such weather."
"You do not know what our French are when there is a show. They cry for the pyrotechnics, and this is to be superb; the pyrotechnist showed me the sketches. There! look at the first rockets!"
Indeed, brilliant as long fiery serpents, the trial rockets rushed up into the clouds, but at the same time, as if the storm had taken the flash as a challenge, one stroke of lightning, seeming to split the sky, snaked among the rockets ascending and eclipsed their red glare with its bluish flaring.
"Verily, it is impiety for man to contest with God," said the archduchess.
The trial rockets had preceded the general display by but a few minutes as the pyrotechnist felt the need of hastening, and the first set pieces were fired and were hailed with a cheer of delight.
But as though there were really a war between man and heaven, the storm, irritated by the impiety, drowned with its thunder the cheers of the mobs, and all the cataracts on high opened at once. Torrents of rain were precipitated from the cloudy heights.
In like manner to the wind putting out the illuminations, the rain put out the fireworks.
"What a misfortune, the fireworks are spoilt," said the dauphin.
"Alas, everything goes wrong since I entered France," said Marie Antoinette. "This storm suits the feast that was given me. It was wanted to hide from the people the miseries of this dilapidated palace of Versailles. So, blow, you southwest wind! spout, rain! pile yourselves together, tempestuous clouds, to hide from my eyes the paltry, tawdry reception given to the daughter of the kaisers, when she laid her hand in that of the future king!"
The visibly embarrassed dauphin did not know what answer to make to this, these reproaches, and particularly this exalted melancholy, so far from his character; he only sighed.
"I afflict you," continued she; "but do not believe that my pride is speaking. No, no, it is nowise in it. Would that they had only shown me the pretty little Trianon, with its flower gardens, and smiling shades—the rain will but refresh it, the wind but open the blossoms. That charming nest would content me; but these ruins frighten me, so repugnant to my youth, and yet how many more ruins will be created by this frightful storm."
A fresh gust, worse than the first, shook the palace. The princess started up aghast.
"Oh, heavens, tell me that there is no danger!" she moaned; "I shall die of fright."
"There is no fear, madame. Versailles is built on terraces so as to defy the storm. If lightning fell it would only strike yonder chapel with its sharp roof, or the little tower which has turrets. You know that peaks attract the electric fluid and flat surfaces repel them."
He took her frozen yet palpitating hand.
Just then a vivid flash inundated the room with its violet and livid glare. She uttered a scream and repulsed her husband.
"Oh, you looked in the lurid gleam like a phantom, pale, headless and bleeding!"
"It is the mirage caused by the sulphur," said the prince. "I will explain——"
But a deafening peal of thunder cut short the sentence of the phlegmatic prince lecturing the royal spouse.
"Come, come, madame, let us leave such fears to the common people. Physical agitation is one of the conditions of nature. A storm, and this is no more, is one of the most frequent and natural phenomena. I do not know why people are surprised at them."
"I should not quail so much at another time; but for a storm to burst on our wedding-night, another awful forwarning joined to those heralding my entry into France! My mother has told me that this century is fraught with horrors, as the heavens above are charged with fire and destruction."
"Madame, no dangers can menace the throne to which we shall ascend, for we royalties dwell above the common plane. The thunder is at our feet and we wield the bolts."
"Alas, something dreadful was predicted me, or rather, shown to me in a dish of water. It is hard to describe what was utterly novel to me; a machine reared on high like a scaffold, two upright beams between which glided an axe of odd shape. I saw my head beneath this blade. It descended and my head, severed from the body, leaped to the earth. This is what I was shown."
"Pure hallucination," said the scoffer; "there is no such an instrument in existence, so be encouraged."
"Alas! I cannot drive away the odious thought."
"You will succeed, Marie," said the dauphin, drawing nearer.
"Beside you will be an affectionate and assiduously protective husband."
At the instant when the husband's lips nearly touched the wife's cheek, the picture gallery door opened again, and the curious, covetous look of King Louis XV. penetrated the place. But simultaneously a crash, of which no words can give an idea, resounded through the palace. A spout of white flame, streaked with green, dashed past the widow but shivered a statue on the balcony; then after a prodigious ripping and splitting sound, it bounded upward and vanished like a meteor.
Out went the candles! the dauphin staggered back, dazed and frightened to the very wall. The dauphiness fell, half swooned, on the step of her praying-desk and dwelt in deadly torpor.
Believing the earth was quaking under him, Louis XV. regained his rooms, followed by his faithful valet.
In the morning Versailles was not recognizable. The ground had drunk up the deluge, and the trees absorbed the sulphur.
Everywhere was mud and the broken boughs dragging their blackened lengths like scotched serpents.
Louis XV. went to the bridal chamber for the third time, and looked in. He shuddered to see at the praying-stand the bride, pale and prone, with the aurora tinging her spotless robe, like a Magdalen of Rubens.
On a chair, with his velvet slippers in a puddle of water, the dauphin of France sat as pale as his wife and with the same air of having faced a nightmare.
The nuptial bed was untouched.
Louis XV. frowned; a never-before-experienced pain ran through his brow, cooled by egotism even when debauchery tried to heat it.
He shook his head, sighed and returned to his apartments full of grim forebodings over the future which this tragic event had marked on its brow.
What dread and mysterious incidents were enfolded in its bosom it will be our mission to disclose in the sequel to this book, entitled "THE MESMERIST'S VICTIM."
A BOOK FOR EVERY FAMILY.
How to Live Well
On 25 Cents a Day.
By MRS. GESINE LEMCKE,
One of the Most Noted Cooks and Housekeepers of the Day.
It contains a complete bill of fare for every day for six weeks, also valuable hints and helps for housekeepers.
The Philadelphia Call says of it:
"Utopia discovered! Everybody happy and want absolutely abolished. Hats off to Mrs. Lemcke! Whether this volume accomplishes its purpose or not is immaterial. It is stuffed full of just the sort of information that is good for young housekeepers and should be widely read, and is worth $1.00 to any family."
This book is for sale by all dealers, or it will be sent by mail, post-paid, on receipt of 25 cents, by J. S. Ogilvie Publishing Company, 57 Rose Street, New York.
TERMS TO AGENTS.
Sample Copy by mail, postpaid, 15 Cents.
Less than 100 Copies, - | - 12 Cents per Copy. |
One Hundred or more Copies, | - 10 Cents per Copy. |
The above prices do not include freight or express charges. Terms cash with order. Address,
J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING CO.,
57 Rose Street, New York.
ARE YOU A WOMAN?
And Do You Want to Get Married?
If so, you ought to buy our new book.
"How to Get Married
Although a Woman."
By A YOUNG WIDOW.
Read what The Christian Advocate says about it:
"How to Get Married Although a Woman," by a young widow, comes from the J. S. Ogilvie Publishing Co., 57 Rose Street, New York. The woman anxious to get married, but unable to do so, will find an immense amount of advice and assistance in this little volume, and will learn what manner of woman is liked and what disliked by men, the reasons of success and failure in the race matrimonial, some unfailing methods of catching a husband, why it is that a plain widow can come into a community and take her pick among the most eligible men, and finally, how to retain the love of a husband when he has been captured and how to get another one when he has been gathered to his fathers. Any woman who cannot catch a husband by the rules laid down in this book does not deserve one, and it costs only 25 cents for all this valuable advice and information.
This book will be sent by mail, postpaid, to any address on receipt of 25 cents. Address
J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING CO.
Lock Box 2767. 57 Rose Street, New York.
CATALOGUE of USEFUL and POPULAR BOOKS.
Any of the Books on this List will be mailed postpaid to any address on receipt of price by J. S. Ogilvie Publishing Company, 57 Rose Street, New York.
Write your name and address very plainly so as to avoid mistakes.
ALBUM WRITER'S FRIEND (THE).—Compiled by J. S. Ogilvie, 16mo, 128 pages. Paper cover, 15 cents; cloth 30 cents.
This is a new and choice selection of gems of Prose and Poetry, comprising over seven hundred selections, suitable for writing in Autograph Albums, Valentines, and for Birthday and Wedding celebrations. It also contains a new and choice collection of verses suitable for Christmas and New-Year Cards. It contains 128 pages, with paper cover, price 15 cents: bound in cloth, 30 cents.
AMATEUR'S GUIDE TO MAGIC AND MYSTERY.—An entirely new work, containing full and ample instructions on the mysteries of magic, sleight-of-hand tricks, card tricks, etc. The best work on conjuring for amateurs published. Illustrated. 15 cents.
ART OF VENTRILOQUISM.—Contains simple and full directions by which any one may acquire the amusing art, with numerous examples for practice. Also instructions for making the magic whistle, for imitating birds, animals, and peculiar sounds of various kinds. Any boy who wishes to obtain an art by which he can develop a wonderful amount of astonishment, mystery, and fun, should learn Ventriloquism, as he easily can follow the simple secret given in this book. Mailed for 15 cents.
BAD BOY'S DIARY (A).—This is one of the most successful humorous books of the present day, filled with fun and good humor, and "will drive the blues out of a bag of indigo." It is printed from new, large type, and on fine, heavy white paper of a superior finish, and contains 280 pages. New, full-page illustrations from unique designs have been prepared expressly for this edition. Handsome paper cover, 25 cents.
BATTLE FOR BREAD (THE).—This book contains a series of Sermons by Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage, the greatest of living preachers. Every workingman and those who employ them should read this book, and thus be informed of the real solution of the question of the relations of Labor and Capital. 12mo, 125 pages. Paper cover, 25 cents; cloth, 75 cents.
BLACK ART EXPOSED (THE).—This book contains some of the most marvelous things in ancient and modern magic, jugglery, etc., ever printed, and has to be seen to be fully appreciated. Suffice it to say that any boy knowing the secrets it contains will be able to do things that will astonish all. 15 cts.
BLUNDERS OF A BASHFUL MAN (THE).—By the popular author of "A Bad Boy's Diary." This is one of the most humorous books ever issued, and has been pronounced better than "A Bad Boy's Diary." 12mo, 160 pages. Handsomely illustrated from original designs, including also the portrait and autograph of "The Bashful Man." Price, paper cover, 25 cents.
BOILER-MAKER'S ASSISTANT (THE), and the Theoretical and Practical Boiler-Maker and Engineer's Reference Book. By Samuel Nicholls, Foreman Boiler-Maker. 1 vol. 12mo, extra cloth, $2.50.
COMPLETE FORTUNE TELLER AND DREAM BOOK.—This book contains a complete Dictionary of Dreams, alphabetically, with a clear interpretation of each dream, and the lucky numbers that belong to it. It includes Palmistry, or telling fortunes by the lines of the hand; fortune telling by the grounds in a tea or coffee cup; how to read your future life by the white of an egg; tells how to know who your future husband will be, and how soon you will be married; fortune-telling by cards; Hymen's lottery; good and bad omens, etc. 25 cents.
CONCERT EXERCISES FOR SUNDAY SCHOOLS.—5 cents each; 30 cents per dozen; per hundred, by mail, postpaid, $2.00. No. 1, THE CHRISTIAN'S JOURNEY. No. 2, THE STORY OF REDEEMING LOVE. (For Christmas.) No. 3, CHRIST IS RISEN. (Appropriate for Easter.) No. 4, WELCOME GREETING. (Appropriate for Children's Day.) No. 5, GOOD TIDINGS. (Appropriate for anniversaries and celebrations.)
LEISURE-HOUR WORK FOR LADIES.—Containing instructions for flower and shell work; Antique, Grecian and Theorem painting; Botanical specimens; Cone work; Anglo-Japanese work; Decalcomanie; Diaphame; Leather work; Modeling in clay; Transferring; Crayon drawing; Photograph coloring, etc., etc. A very complete book, and one that no young lady having spare time can afford to be without. 15 cents.
LOVER'S GUIDE (THE).—A book no lover should be without. It gives handkerchief, parasol, glove, and fan flirtations; also window and dining-room signaling; the language of flowers; how to kiss deliciously; love-letters, and how to write them, with specimens; bashfulness and timidity, and how to overcome them, etc., etc. 15 cents.
COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE; or, The Mysteries of Making Love Fully Explained.—This is an entirely new work on a most interesting subject. CONTENTS: First steps in courtship; Advice to both parties at the outset; Introduction to the lady's family; Restrictions imposed by etiquette; What the lady should observe in early courtship; What the suitor should observe; Etiquette as to presents; The proposal; Mode of refusal when not approved; Conduct to be observed by a rejected suitor; Refusal by the lady's parents or guardians; Etiquette of an engagement; Demeanor of the betrothed pair; Should a courtship be long or short; Preliminary etiquette of a wedding; Fixing the day; How to be married; The trousseau; Duties to be attended to by the bridegroom; Who should be asked to the wedding; Duties of the bridesmaids and groomsmen; Etiquette of a wedding; Costume of bride, bridesmaids, and bridegroom; Arrival at the church; The marriage ceremonial; Registry of the marriage; Return home, and wedding breakfast; Departure for the honeymoon; Wedding cards; Modern practice of "No cards;" Reception and return of wedding visits; Practical advice to a newly married couple. Price, **** cents.
"DON'T MARRY"—At least until you have read our new book entitled "Don't Marry." Some marry too soon, others wait too long. This book will tell you how, when, and whom to marry; besides giving you valuable hints and helps not found in any other book. It contains 112 pages, paper cover, and is worth $10 to any one. Price, 25 cents.
DIARY OF A MINISTER'S WIFE.—By Almedia M. Brown. Complete edition, ****, 544 pages. Handsomely bound in cloth, with fine full-page illustrations, including portraits of Mrs. Minnie Hardscrabble, the minister's wife, from the facts and incidents in whose life the story was written; also Rev. John Hardscrabble, with three other characteristic engravings, which will amuse and interest every reader. Price, $1.50.
This popular book is also issued complete in two volumes in paper covers. Price, per volume, 25 cents.
DIARY OF A VILLAGE GOSSIP.—By Almedia M. Brown, author of "Diary of a Minister's Wife," etc., etc. 12mo, 293 pages. Paper cover, 25 cents; handsomely bound in cloth, $1.00.
MAGIC DIAL (THE).—By the use of which secret correspondence may be carried on without fear of detection. No one (even if provided with one of these dials) can decipher it. It is entirely new, and nothing like it has ever appeared. It is simple and reliable and can be used by any person. It will be mailed for 15 cents.
EDUCATING THE HORSE.—A new and improved system of Educating the Horse. Also a Treatise on Shoeing, with new and valuable Receipts for Diseases of Horses. CONTENTS: The great secret of Horse-Taming; How to throw a horse; the wild colts to halter; break a colt; hitching colt in stall; how to handle a colt's feet; breaking and driving colts to harness; objects of fear; to train a horse to stand when getting into a carriage; balking horses; pulling at halter; to break horses from jumping; pawing in stall and kicking in harness; the runaway horse; shoeing; corns; to teach a horse to appear intelligent; to teach a horse how to dance, waltz, kiss you, shake hands, etc., etc.; cure of sore breasts, big head, big leg, fullness of blood, catarrh; loose bowels, corns, cough, inflammation of eye, brittle feet, sand crack in foot, founder (a sure cure), galled back, grease, inflammation of kidneys, worms, itch, nasal, gleet, over-reaching, staggers, botts, etc., etc.; concluding with rules and regulations for the government of trotting and racing. No man who owns a horse can afford to do without this book. It is very thorough, complete and reliable, and well worth a dozen times the price asked for it. It contains matter not to be found in any other horse book. Price, 15 cents.
GRAND WONDER COLLECTION.—A wonderful offer. $3.00 worth of goods for only 50 cents! Everything is now very cheap, and people get a good deal more for their money than they used to, but we have no hesitation in saying that never before was so much offered for the money as is offered in this GRAND WONDER COLLECTION. It could not be done, only that we expect to sell thousands of them and are fully satisfied that each one sold will sell a dozen more.
The contents of the GRAND WONDER COLLECTION—comprising seven complete books in one—1. Old Secrets and New Discoveries. 2. Secrets for Farmers. 3. Laughing Gas. 4. The Swindlers of America. 5. Preserving and Manufacturing Secrets. 6. The Housewife's Treasure. 7. Fourteen Popular Songs, Words and Music.
Any person ordering this collection and not fully satisfied, the money will be cheerfully refunded. Price, 50 cents.
MAGIC TRICK CARDS.—The Magician's Own Cards, for performing wonderful tricks. Every boy a magician! Every man a conjurer! Every girl a witch! Every one astonished! They are the most superior trick cards ever offered for sale, and with them you can perform some of the most remarkable illusions ever discovered.
Complete illustrated directions accompany each pack. They will be mailed, postpaid, sealed as a letter, for 15 cents a pack.
HEALTH HINTS.—A new book showing how to Acquire and Retain Bodily Symmetry, Health, Vigor, and Beauty. Its contents are as follows: Laws of Beauty—Air, Sunshine, Water, and Food—Work and Rest—Dress and Ornament—The Hair and its Management—Skin and Complexion—The Mouth—The Eyes, Ears, and Nose—The Neck, Hands and Feet—Growth and Marks that are Enemies of Beauty—Cosmetics and Perfumery.
Fat People.—It gives ample rules how Corpulency may be cured—the Fat made Lean, Comely and Active.
Lean People.—It also give directions, the following of which will enable Lean, Angular, Bony or Sharp Visaged People, to be Plump and Rosy Skinned.
Gray Hair.—It tells how Gray Hair may be Restored to its natural color without the aid of Dyes, Restorers or Pomades.
Baldness.—It gives ample directions for Restoring Hair on Bald Heads, as well as how to stop Falling of the Hair, how to Curl the Hair, etc.
Beard and Mustache.—It tells what Young Men should do to acquire a Fine, Silky and Handsome Beard and Mustache.
Freckles and Pimples.—It gives full directions for the Cure of Sunburn, Freckles, Pimples, Wrinkles, Warts, etc., so that they can be entirely removed.
Cosmetics.—This chapter, among other things, gives an Analysis of Perry's Moth and Freckle Lotion, Balm of White Lilies, Hagan's Magnolia Balm, Laird's Bloom of Youth, Phalon's Enamel, Clark's Restorative for the Hair, Chevalier's Life for the Hair, Ayer's Hair Vigor, Professor Wood's Hair Restorative, Hair Restorer America, Gray's Hair Restorative, Phalon's Vitalia, Ring's Vegetable Ambrosia, Mrs. Allen's World's Hair Restorer, Hall's Vegetable Sicilian Hair Renewer, Martha Washington Hair Restorative, etc., etc. (no room for more), showing how the lead, etc., in these mixtures causes disease and oftentimes premature death. Price, 25 cents.
LOVE AND COURTSHIP CARDS.—Sparking, courting, and lovemaking all made easy by the use of these cards. They are arranged with such apt conversation that you will be able to ask the momentous question in such a delicate manner that the girl will not suspect what you are at. They may be used by two persons only, or they will make lots of fun for an evening party of young people. There are sixty cards in all, and each answer will respond differently to every one of the questions. Price, 30 cents.
MISS SLIMMENS' BOARDING-HOUSE.—By the author of "A Bad Boy's Diary." 16mo, 188 pages, with nine illustrations. Complete edition. Paper cover, 25 cents.
HOUSEWIFE'S TREASURE (THE).—A manual of information of everything that relates to household economies. It gives the method of making Jackson's Universal Washing Compound, which can clean the dirtiest cotton, linen or woolen clothes in twenty minutes without rubbing or harming the material. This recipe is being constantly peddled through the country at $5.00 each, and is certainly worth it. It also tells all about soap-making at home, so as to make it cost about one-quarter of what bar soap costs; it tells how to make candles by molding or dipping; it gives seven methods for destroying rats and mice; how to make healthy bread without flour (something entirely new); to preserve clothes and furs from moths; a sure plan for destroying houseflies, cockroaches, beetles, ants, bedbugs and fleas; all about house cleaning, papering, etc., and hundreds of other valuable hints just such as housekeepers are wanting to know. 25 cents.
HOW TO ENTERTAIN A SOCIAL PARTY.—A complete selection of Home Recreations. Profusely illustrated with fine wood-cuts, containing: Round Games and Forfeit Games; Parlor Magic and Curious Puzzles; Comic Diversions and Parlor Tricks; Scientific Recreations and Evening Amusements; The Blue Beard tableaux; Tableaux-vivant for acting; The play-room; Blindman's buff; One old ox opening oysters; How do you like it? when do you like it? and where do you like it? Cross questions and crooked answers; Cupid's coming; Proverbs; Earth, air and water; Yes and no; Copenhagen; Hunt the hare, and a thousand other games.
Here is family amusement for the million. Here is parlor or drawing-room entertainment, night after night, for a whole winter. A young man with this volume may render himself the beau ideal of a delightful companion to every party. Price, 25 cents.
HOW TO WOO AND HOW TO WIN.—This interesting work contains full and interesting rules for the etiquette of courtship, with directions showing how to win the favor of the ladies; how to begin and end a courtship; and how love-letters should be written. It not only tells how to win the favor of the ladies, but how to address a lady; Conduct a courtship; "Pop the Question;" Write love-letters; All about the marriage ceremony; Bridal chamber; After marriage, etc. Price, 15 cents.
ODELL'S SYSTEM OF SHORTHAND.—By which the taking down of sermons, lectures, trials, speeches, etc., may be easily acquired, without the aid of a master. By this plan the difficulties of mastering this useful art are very much lessened, and the time required to attain proficiency reduced to the least possible limits. Price 15 cents.
HOW TO TALK AND DEBATE.—CONTENTS: Introduction; Laws of Conversation; Listening; Self-possession; Appreciativeness; Conversation, when confidential; The matter and the manner; Proper subjects; Trifles; Objectionable subjects; Politics; Rights of women; Wit and humor; Questions and negatives; Our own hobbies; The voice, how to improve; Speaking one's mind; Public speaking; How to make a Speech; Opening a debate; Division of the subject; The affirmative; The reply, etc., etc. A really valuable book, and one that every man and woman, boy and girl should possess. 15 cents.
LIFE IN THE BACKWOODS.—A Guide to the successful Hunting and Trapping of all kinds of Animals. It gives the right season for trapping; how to make, set and bait all kinds of traps, traps for minks, weasels, skunks, hawks, owls, gophers, birds, squirrels, musk-rats, foxes, rabbits, raccoons, etc.; how to make and use bird lime. It gives the English secrets for catching alive all kinds of birds; it tells how to know the true value of skins, as well as how to skin all animals; deodorize, stretch, and cure them; to dress and tan skins, furs and leather; to tan with or without the wool or hair; to skin and stuff birds; baits and hooks for fishing; how to fish successfully without nets, lines, spears, snares, "bobs," or bait (a great secret); how to choose and clean guns; how to breed minks for their skins (hundreds of dollars can be made by any boy or young man who knows how to breed minks), etc.
This book is by an old trapper, for many years engaged in trapping in the Northwest, who has finally consented to publish and disclose these secrets. Persons living where wild animals exist, with some traps and the information contained in this book, can make money faster through the trapping season by giving their time and energies to the business than they can by seeking their fortunes in the gold regions or in oil speculations. This is at once the most complete and practical book now in the market. Price, 15 cents.
MODEL LETTER-WRITER (THE).—A comprehensive and complete guide and assistant for those who desire to carry on epistolary correspondence—containing instructions for writing letters of introduction; Letters of business; Letters of recommendation; Applications for employment; Letters of congratulation; Letters of condolence; Letters of friendship and relationship; Love-letters; Notes of invitation; Letters of favor, of advice, and of excuse, etc., etc., together with appropriate answers to each. This is an invaluable book for those persons who have not had sufficient practice to enable them to write letters without great effort. 15 cents.
NAPOLEON'S COMPLETE BOOK of Fate and Complete Fortune Teller.—This is the celebrated Oracle of Human Destiny consulted by Napoleon the First previous to any of his undertakings, and by which he was so successful in war, business, and love. It is the only authentic and complete copy extant, being translated into English from a German translation of an ancient Egyptian manuscript found in the year 1801 by M. Sonini, in one of the royal tombs near Mount Libycus, in Upper Egypt. This Oraculum is so arranged that any question on business, love, wealth, losses, hidden treasures, no matter what its nature, the Oraculum has an answer for it. It also shows how to learn of one's fate by consulting the planets. Price 15 cents.
OGILVIE'S HOUSE PLANS; OR HOW TO BUILD A HOUSE.—A neat new book, containing over thirty finely executed engravings of dwellings of all sizes, from two rooms up; also churches, barns, and out-houses in great variety.
This handy, compact, and very useful volume contains, in addition to the foregoing, plans for each floor in each and every dwelling of which an engraving is given. It has, also, valuable information relative to building, such as number of shingles required in a roof, quantity of plaster for a house, quantity of materials required for building a house, etc., etc., and much other information of permanent and practical value.
Any one of the plans is alone worth very much more than the price asked for the book. It is invaluable to every architect, builder, mason, or carpenter, and particularly do we urge all who anticipate erecting a new or remodeling an old dwelling to send for a copy, as its fortunate possessor may save hundreds of dollars by following the suggestions it contains. 25 cents.
HOW TO BEHAVE.—Hand-book of Etiquette and Guide to True Politeness. CONTENTS: Etiquette and its uses; Introductions; Cutting acquaintances; Letters of introduction; Street etiquette; Domestic etiquette and duties; Visiting; Receiving company; Evening parties; The lady's toilet; The gentleman's toilet; Invitations; Etiquette of the ball-room; General rules of conversation; Bashfulness and how to overcome it; Dinner parties; Table etiquette; Carving; Servants; Traveling; Visiting cards; Letter writing; Conclusion. This is the best book of the kind yet published, and every person wishing to be considered well-bred, who wishes to understand the customs of good society, and to avoid incorrect and vulgar habits, should send for a copy. 15 cents.
MISS SLIMMENS' WINDOW.—Complete edition in one volume now ready. 16mo, 150 pages. Bound in heavy paper covers, with 13 illustrations, 25 cents.
OGILVIE'S HANDY MONITOR AND UNIVERSAL ASSISTANT, containing Statistical Tables of Practical Value for Mechanics, Merchants, Editors, Lawyers, Printers, Doctors, Farmers, Lumbermen, Bankers, Bookkeepers Politicians and all classes of workers in every department of human effort, and containing a compilation of facts for reference on various subjects, being an epitome of matters Historical, Statistical, Biographical, Political, Geographical and general interest. 192 pages bound in paper, 25 cents.
No more valuable books have ever been offered containing so much information of practical value in everyday life.
OLD SECRETS AND NEW DISCOVERIES.—Containing Information of Rare Value for all Classes, in all Conditions of Society.
It Tells all about Electrical Psychology, showing how you can biologize any person, and, while under the influence, he will do anything you may wish him, no matter how ridiculous it may be, and he cannot help doing it.
It Tells how to Mesmerize. Knowing this, you can place any person in a mesmeric sleep, and then be able to do with him as you will. This secret has been sold over and over again for $10.
It Tells how to make persons at a distance think of you—something all lovers should know.
It Tells how you can charm those you meet and make them love you, whether they will or not.
It Tells how Spiritualists and others can make writing appear on the arm in blood characters, as performed by Foster and all noted magicians.
It Tells how to make a cheap Galvanic Battery; how to plate and gild without a battery; how to make a candle burn all night, how to make a clock for 25 cents; how to detect counterfeit money; how to banish and prevent mosquitoes from biting; how to make yellow butter in winter; Circassian curling fluid; Sympathetic or Secret Writing Ink; Cologne Water; Artificial honey; Stammering; how to make large noses small; to cure drunkenness; to copy letters without a press; to obtain fresh-blown flowers in winter; to make good burning candles from lard.
It Tells how to make a horse appear as though he was badly foundered; to make a horse temporarily lame; how to make him stand by his food and not eat it; how to cure a horse from the crib or sucking wind; how to put a young countenance on the horse; how to cover up the heaves; how to make him appear as if he had the glanders; how to make a true-pulling horse balk: how to nerve a horse that is lame, etc., etc.—These horse secrets being continually sold at one dollar each.
It Tells how to make the Eggs of Pharo's Serpents, which when lighted, though but the size of a pea, there issues from it a coiling, hissing serpent, wonderful in length and similarity to a genuine serpent.
It Tells how to make gold and silver from block tin (the least said about which the better). Also how to take impressions from coins. Also how to imitate gold and silver.
It Tells of a simple and ingenious method of copying any kind of drawing or picture. Also, more wonderful still, how to print pictures from the print itself.
It Tells how to perform the Davenport Brothers' "Spirit Mysteries." So that any person can astonish an audience, as they have done. Also scores of other wonderful things which there is no room to mention.
Old Secrets and New Discoveries is worth $5 to any person; but it will be mailed to any address on receipt of only 25 cents.
OUT IN THE STREETS.—By S. N. Cook. Price, 15 cents.
We take pleasure in offering the strictly moral and very amusing temperance drama entitled, "Out in the Streets," to all entertainment committees as one that will give entire satisfaction. The parts are taken by six male and six female characters.
PHUNNY PHELLOW'S GRAB BAG; or, Jolly Tid-Bits for Mirthful Mortals.—Josh Billings, Danbury News Man and Bret Harte rolled into one. It is not too much to say that the book contains the choicest humor in the English language. Its size is mammoth, containing more than one thousand of the raciest jests, comical hits, exhilarating stories, flowers of wit, excruciating jokes, uproarious poems, laughable sketches, darky comicalities, clowns' efforts, button-bursting conundrums, endmen's jokes, plantation humors, funny caricatures, hifalutin dialogues, curious scenes, cute sayings, ludicrous drolleries, peculiar repartees, and nearly 500 illustrations. 25 cents.
SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE (THE).—By John Cowan, M.D. A handsome 8vo, containing over 400 pages, with more than 100 illustrations, and sold at the following prices: English cloth, beveled boards, gilt side and back, $3.00; leather, sprinkled edges, $3.50; half turkey morocco, marbled edges, gilt back, $4.00.
SOME FUNNY THINGS said by Clever Children. Who is not interested in children? We are satisfied that this book will give genuine satisfaction to all who are interested in listening to the happy voices of children. This will show that humor is not confined to adult minds by any means. 64 pages, 10 cents.
PALLISER'S AMERICAN ARCHITECTURE; or EVERY MAN A COMPLETE BUILDER. The Latest and Best Publication on Modern Artistic Dwellings and other Buildings of Low Cost. This is a new book just published, and there is not a Builder or any one intending to Build or otherwise interested in building that can afford to be without it. It is a practical work and everybody buys it. The best, cheapest and most popular work of the kind ever issued. Nearly four hundred drawings. A $5 book in size and style, but we have determined to make it meet the popular demand, to suit the times, so that it can be easily reached by all.
This book contains 104 pages, 11×14 inches in size, and consists of large 9×12 plate pages giving plans, elevations, perspective views, descriptions, owners' names, actual cost of construction, no guess work, and instructions HOW TO BUILD 70 Cottages, Villas, Double Houses, Brick Block Houses, suitable for city suburbs, town and country, houses for the farm and workingmen's homes for all sections of the country, and costing from $300 to $4,500; also Barns, Stables, School House, Town Hall, Churches and other public buildings, together with specifications, form of contract, etc., etc., and a large amount of information on the erection of buildings, selection of site, employment of Architects, etc., etc.
This book of 104 pages, as described above, will be sent by mail, postpaid to any address on receipt of price. Price, heavy paper cover, $1; handsomely bound in cloth, $2.
SECRETS FOR FARMERS.—This book tells how to restore rancid butter to its original flavor and purity; a new way of coloring butter; how largely to increase the milk of cows; a sure cure for kicking cows; how to make Thorley'e celebrated condimental food for cattle; how to make hens lay every day in the year; it gives an effectual remedy for the Canada thistle; to save mice-girdled trees; a certain plan to destroy the curculio and peach-borer; how to convert dead animals and bones into manure; Barnet's certain preventive for the potato rot, worth $50 to any farmer; remedy for smut in wheat; to cure blight in fruit trees; to destroy potato bug; to prevent mildew and rust in wheat; to destroy the cutworm; home-made stump machine, as good as any sold; to keep cellars from freezing, etc., etc.
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CHAPTER I.
THE DESPERATE RESCUE.
ON the thirteenth of May, 1770, Paris celebrated the wedding of the Dauphin or Prince Royal Louis Aguste, grandson of Louis XV. still reigning, with Marie-Antoinette, Archduchess of Austria.
The entire population flocked towards Louis XV. Place, where fireworks were to be let off. A pyrotechnical display was the finish to all grand public ceremonies, and the Parisians were fond of them although they might make fun.
The ground was happily chosen, as it would hold six thousand spectators. Around the equestrian statue of the King, stands were built circularly to give a view of the fireworks, to be set off at ten or twelve feet elevation.
The townsfolk began to assemble long before seven o’clock when the City Guard arrived to keep order. This duty rather belonged to the French Guards, but the Municipal government had refused the extra pay their Commander, Colonel, the Marshal Duke Biron, demanded, and these warriors in a huff were scattered in the mob, vexed and quarrelsome. They sneered loudly at the tumult, which they boasted they would have quelled with the pike-stock or the musket-butt if they had the ruling of the gathering.
The shrieks of the women, squeezed in the press, the wailing of the children, the swearing of the troopers, the grumbling of the fat citizens, the protests of the cake and candy merchants whose goods were stolen, all prepared a petty uproar preceding the deafening one which six hundred thousand souls were sure to create when collected. At eight at evening, they produced a vast picture, like one after Teniers, but with French faces.
About half past eight nearly all eyes were fastened on the scaffold where the famous Ruggieri and his assistants were putting the final touches to the matches and fuses of the old pieces. Many large compositions were on the frames. The grand bouquet, or shower of stars, girandoles and squibs, with which such shows always conclude, was to go off from a rampart, near the Seine River, on a raised bank.
As the men carried their lanterns to the places where the pieces would be fired, a lively sensation was raised in the throng, and some of the timid drew back, which made the whole waver in line.
Carriages with the better class still arrived but they could not reach the stand to deposit their passengers. The mob hemmed them in and some persons objected to having the horses lay their heads on their shoulder.
Behind the horses and vehicles the crowd continued to increase, so that the conveyances could not move one way or another. Then were seen with the audacity of the city-bred, the boys and the rougher men climb upon the wheels and finally swarm upon the footman’s board and the coachman’s box.
The illumination of the main streets threw a red glare on the sea of faces, and flashed from the bayonets of the city guardsmen, as conspicuous as a blade of wheat in a reaped field.
About nine o’clock one of these coaches came up, but three rows of carriages were before the stand, all wedged in and covered with the sightseers. Hanging onto the springs was a young man, who kicked away those who tried to share with him the use of this locomotive to cleave a path in the concourse. When it stopped, however, he dropped down but without letting go of the friendly spring with one hand. Thus he was able to hear the excited talk of the passengers.
Out of the window was thrust the head of a young and beautiful girl, wearing white and having lace on her sunny head.
“Come, come, Andrea,” said a testy voice of an elderly man within to her, “do not lean out so, or you will have some rough fellow snatch a kiss. Do you not see that our coach is stuck in this mass like a boat in a mudflat? we are in the water, and dirty water at that; do not let us be fouled.”
“We can’t see anything, father,” said the girl, drawing in her head: “if the horse turned half round we could have a look through the window, and would see as well as in the places reserved for us at the governor’s.”
“Turn a bit, coachman,” said the man.
“Can’t be did, my lord baron,” said the driver; “it would crush a dozen people.”
“Go on and crush them, then!”
“Oh, sir,” said Andrea.
“No, no, father,” said a young gentleman beside the old baron inside.
“Hello, what baron is this who wants to crush the poor?” cried several threatening voices.
“The Baron of Taverney Redcastle—I,” replied the old noble, leaning out and showing that he wore a red sash crosswise.
Such emblems of the royal and knightly orders were still respected, and though there was grumbling it was on a lessening tone.
“Wait, father,” said the young gentleman, “I will step out and see if there is some way of getting on.”
“Look out, Philip,” said the girl, “you will get hurt. Only hear the horses neighing as they lash out.”
Philip Taverney, Knight of Redcastle, was a charming cavalier and, though he did not resemble his sister, he was as handsome for a man as she for her sex.
“Bid those fellows get out of our way,” said the baron, “so we can pass.”
Philip was a man of the time and like many of the young nobility had learnt ideas which his father of the old school was incapable of appreciating.
“Oh, you do not know the present Paris, father,” he returned. “These high-handed acts of the masters were all very well formerly; but they will hardly go down now, and you would not like to waste your dignity, of course.”
“But since these rascals know who I am—— ”
“Were you a royal prince,” replied the young man smiling, “they would not budge for you, I am afraid; at this moment, too, when the fireworks are going off.”
“And we shall not see them,” pouted Andrea.
“Your fault, by Jove—you spent more than two hours over your attire,” snarled the baron.
“Could you not take me through the mob to a good spot on your arm, brother?” asked she.
“Yes, yes, come out, little lady,” cried several voices; for the men were struck by Mdlle. Taverney’s beauty: “you are not stout, and we will make room for you.”
Andrea sprang lightly out of the vehicle without touching the steps.
“I think little of the crackers and rockets, and I will stay here,” growled the baron.
“We are not going far, father,” responded Philip.
Always respectful to the queen called Beauty, the mob opened before the Taverneys, and a good citizen made his wife and daughter give way on a bench where they stood, for the young lady. Philip stood by his sister, who rested a hand on his shoulder. The young man who had “cut behind” the carriage, had followed them and he looked with fond eyes on the girl.
“Are you comfortable, Andrea?” said the chevalier; “see what a help good looks are!”
“Good looks,” sighed the strange young man; “why, she is lovely, very lovely. She is lovelier here, in Parisian costume, than when I used to see her on their country place, where I was but Gilbert the humble retainer on my lord Baron’s lands.’”
Andrea heard the compliment; but she thought it came not from an acquaintance so far as a dependent could be the acquaintance of a young lady of title, and she believed it was a common person who spoke.
Infinitely proud, she heeded it no more than an East Indian idol troubles itself about the adorer who places his tribute at its feet.
Hardly were the two young Taverneys established on and by the bench than the first rockets serpentined towards the clouds, and a loud “Oh!” was roared by the multitude henceforth absorbed in the sight.
Andrea did not try to conceal her impressions in her astonishment at the unequalled sight of a population cheering with delight before a palace of fire. Only a yard from her, the youth who had named himself as Gilbert, gazed on her rather than at the show, except because it charmed her. Every time a gush of flame shone on her beautiful countenance, he thrilled; he could fancy that the general admiration sprang from the adoration which this divine creature inspired in him who idolized her.
Suddenly, a vivid glare burst and spread, slanting from the river: it was a bomshell exploding fiercely, but Andrea merely admired the gorgeous play of light.
“How splendid,” she murmured.
“Goodness,” said her brother, disquieted, “that shot was badly aimed for it shoots almost on the level instead of taking an upward curve. Oh, God, it is an accident! Come away—it is a mishap which I dreaded. A stray cracker has set fire to the powder on the bastion. The people are trampling on each other over there to get away. Do you not hear those screams—not cheers but shrieks of distress. Quick, quick, to the coach! Gentlemen, gentlemen, please let us through.”
He put his arms around his sister’s slender waist, to drag her in the direction of her father. Also made uneasy by the clamor, the danger being evident though not distinguished yet by him, he put his head out of the window to look for his dear ones.
It was too late!
The final display of fifteen thousand rockets-burst, darting off in all directions, and chasing the spectators like those squibs exploded in the bull-fighting ring to stir up the bull.
At first surprised but soon frightened, the people drew back without reflection. Before this invincible retreat of a hundred thousand, another mass as numerous gave the same movement when squeezed to the rear. The wooden work at the bastion took fire; children cried, women tossed their arms; the city guardsmen struck out to quiet the brawlers and re-establish order by violence.
All these causes combined to drive the crowd like a waterspout to the corner where Philip of Taverney stood. Instead of reaching the baron’s carriage as he reckoned, he was swept on by the resistless tide, of which no description can give an idea. Individual force, already doubled by fear and pain, was increased a hundredfold by the junction of the general power.
As Philip dragged Andrea away, Gilbert was also carried off by the human current: but at the corner of Madeline Street, a band of fugitives lifted him up and tore him away from Andrea, in spite of his struggles and yelling.
Upon the Taverneys charged a team of runaway horses. Philip saw the crowd part; the smoking heads of the animals appeared and they rose on their haunches for a leap. He leaped, too, and being a cavalry officer, captain in the Dauphiness’s Dragoons, knew how to deal with them. He caught the bit of one and was lifted with it.
Andrea saw him flung and fall; she screamed, threw up her arms, was buffeted, reeled, and in an instant was tossed hence alone, like a feather, without the strength to offer resistance.
Deafening calmor, more dreadful than shouts of battle, the horses neighing, the clatter of the vehicles on the pavement cumbered with the crippled, and livid glare of the burning stands, the sinister flashing of swords which some of the soldiers had drawn, in their fury and above the bloody chaos, the bronze statue gleaming with the light as it presided over the carnage—here was enough to drive the girl mad.
She uttered a despairing cry; for a soldier in cutting a way for himself in the crowd had waved the dripping blade over her head. She clasped her hands like a shipwrecked sailor as the last breaker swamps him, and gasping “God have mercy” fell.
Yet to fall here was to die.
One had heard this final, supreme appeal. It was Gilbert who had been snaking his way up to her. Though the same rush bent him down, he rose, seized the soldier by the throat and upset him.
Where he felled him, lay the white-robed form: he lifted it up with a giant’s strength.
When he felt this beautiful body on his heart, though it might be a corpse, a ray of pride illuminated his face.
The sublime situation made him the sublimation of strength and courage extreme; he dashed with his burden into the torrent of men. This would have broken a hole through a wall. It sustained him and carried them both. He just touched the ground with his feet, but her weight began to tell on him. Her heart beat against his.
“She is saved,” he said, “and I have saved her,” he added, as the mass brought up against the Royal Wardrobe Building, and he was sheltered in the angle of masonry.
But looking towards the bridge over the Seine, he did not see the twenty thousand wretches on his right, mutilated, welded together, having broken through the barrier of the carriages and mixed up with them as the drivers and horses were seized with the same vertigo.
Instinctively they tried to get to the wall against which the closest were mashed.
This new deluge threatened to grind those who had taken refuge here by the Wardrobe building, with the belief they had escaped. Maimed bodies and dead ones piled up by Gilbert. He had to back into the recess of the gateway, where the weight made the walls crack.
The stifled youth felt like yielding; but collecting all his powers by a mighty effort, he enclasped Andrea with his arms, applying his face to her dress as if he meant to strangle her whom he wished to protect.
“Farewell,” he gasped as he bit her robe in kissing it.
His eyes glancing about in an ultimate call to heaven, were offered a singular vision.
A man was standing on a horseblock, clinging by his right hand to an iron ring sealed in the wall: while with his left he seemed to beckon an army in flight to rally.
He was a tall dark man of thirty, with a figure muscular but elegant. His features had the mobility of Southerners’, strangely blending power and subtlety. His eyes were piercing and commanding.
As the mad ocean of human beings poured beneath him he cast out a word or a cabalistic token. On these, some individual in the throng was seen to stop, fight clear and make his way towards the beckoner to fall in at his rear. Others, called likewise, seemed to recognize brothers in each other, and all lent their hands to catch still more of the swimmers in this tide of life. Soon this knot of men were formed into the head of a breakwater, which divided the fugitives and served to stay and stem the rush.
At every instant new recruits seemed to spring out of the earth at these odd words and weird gestures, to form the backers of this wondrous man.
Gilbert nerved himself. He felt that here alone was safety, for here was calm and power.
A last flicker of the burning staging, irradiated this man’s visage and Gilbert uttered an outcry of surprise.
“I know who that is,” he said, “he visited my master down at Taverney. It is Baron Balsamo. Oh, I care not if I die provided she lives. This man has the power to save her.”
In perfect self-sacrifice, he raised the girl up in both hands and shouted:
“Baron Balsamo, save Andrea de Taverney!”
Balsamo heard this voice from the depths; he saw the white figure lifted above the matted beings; he used the phalanx he had collected to cover his charge to the spot. Seizing the girl, still sustained by Gilbert though his arms were weakening, he snatched her away, and let the crowd carry them both afar.
He had not time to turn his head.
Gilbert had not the breath to utter a word. Perhaps, after having Andrea aided, he would have supplicated assistance for himself; but all he could do was clutch with a hand which tore a scrap of the dress of the girl. After this grasp, a last farewell, the young man tried no longer to struggle, as though he were willing to die. He closed his eyes and fell on a heap of the dead.
CHAPTER II.
THE FIELD OF THE DEAD.
TO great tempests succeeds calm, dreadful but reparative.
At two o’clock in the morning a wan moon was playing through the swift-driving white clouds upon the fatal scene where the merry-makers had trampled and buried one another in the ditches.
The corpses stuck out arms lifted in prayers and legs broken and entangled, while the clothes were ripped and the faces livid.
Yellow and sickening smoke, rising from the burning platforms on Louis XV. Place, helped to give it the aspect of a battlefield.
Over the bloody and desolate spot wandered shadows which were the robbers of the dead, attracted like ravens. Unable to find living prey, they stripped the corpses and swore with surprise when they found they had been forestalled by rivals. They fled, frightened and disappointed as soldier’s bayonets at last appeared, but among the long rows of the dead, robbers and soldiers were not the solely moving objects.
Supplied with lanterns prowlers were busy. They were not only curious, but relatives and parents and lovers who had not had their dear ones come home from the sightseeing. They came from the remotest parts for the horrible news had spread over Paris, mourning as if a hurricane had passed over it, and anxiety was acted out in these searches.
It was muttered that the Provost of Paris had many corpses thrown into the river from his fears at the immense number lost through his want of foresight. Hence those who had ferreted about uselessly, went to the river and stood in it knee-deep to stare at the flow; or they stole with their lanterns into the by-streets where it was rumored some of the crippled wretches had crept to beg help and at least flee the scene of their misfortune.
At the end of the square, near the Royal Gardens, popular charity had already set up a field hospital. A young man who might be identified as a surgeon by the instruments by his side, was attending to the wounded brought to him. While bandaging them he said words rather expressing hatred for the cause of their injuries than pity for the effect. He had two helpers, robust reporters, to whom he kept on shouting:
“Let me have the poor first. You can easily pick them out for they will be badly dressed and most injured.”
At these words, continually croaked, a young gentleman with pale brow, who was searching among the bodies with a lantern in his hand, raised his head.
A deep gash on his forehead still dropped red blood. One of his hands was thrust between two buttons of his coat to support his injured arm; his perspiring face betrayed deep and ceaseless emotion.
Looking sadly at the amputated limbs which the operator appeared to regard with professional pleasure, he said:
“Oh, doctor, why do you make a selection among the victims?”
“Because,” replied the surgeon, raising his head at this reproach, “no one would care for the poor if I did not, and the rich will always find plenty to look after them. Lower your light and look along the pavement and you will find a hundred poor to one rich or noble. In this catastrophe, with their luck which will in the end tire heaven itself, the aristocrats have paid their tax as usual, one per thousand.”
The gentleman held up his lantern to his own face.
“Am I only one of my class?” he queried, without irritation, “a nobleman who was lost in the throng, where a horse kicked me in the face and my arm was broken by my falling into a ditch. You say the rich and noble are looked after—have I had my wounds dressed?”
“You have your mansion and your family doctor; go home, for you are able to walk.”
“I am not asking your help, sir; I am seeking my sister, a fair girl of sixteen, no doubt killed, alas! albeit she is not of the lower classes. She wore a white dress and a necklace with a cross. Though she has a residence and a doctor, for pity’s sake! answer me if you have seen her?”
“Humanity guides me, my lord,” said the young surgeon with feverish vehemence proving that such ideas had long been seething within his bosom; “I devote myself to mankind, and I obey the law of her who is my goddess when I leave the aristocrat on his deathbed to run and relieve the suffering people. All the woes happened here are derived from the upper class; they come from your abuses, and usurpation; bear therefore the consequences. No lord, I have not seen your sister.”
With this blasting retort, the surgeon resumed his task. A poor woman was brought to him over whose both legs a carriage had rolled.
“Behold,” he pursued Philip with a shout, “is it the poor who drive their coaches about on holidays so as to smash the limbs of the rich?”
Philip, belonging to the new race who sided with Làfayette, had more than once professed the opinions which stung him from this youth: their application fell on him like chastisement. With breaking heart, he turned aloof on his mournful exploration, but soon they could hear his tearful voice calling:
“Andrea, Andrea!”
Near him hurried an elderly man, in grey coat, cloth stockings, and leaning on a cane, while with his left hand he held a cheap lantern made of a candle surrounded by oiled paper.
“Poor young man,” he sighed on hearing the gentleman’s wail and comprehending his anguish, “Forgive me,” he said, returning after letting him pass as though he could not let such great sorrow go by without endeavoring to give some alleviation, “forgive my mingling grief with yours, but those whom the same stroke strikes ought to support one another. Besides, you may be useful to me. As your candle is nearly burnt out you must have been seeking for some time, and so know a good many places. Where do they lie thickest?”
“In the great ditch more than fifty are heaped up.”
“So many victims during a festival?”
“So many?—I have looked upon a thousand dead—and have not yet come upon my sister.”
“Your sister?”
“She was lost in that direction. I have found the bench where we were parted. But of her not a trace. I began to search at the bastion. The mob moved towards the new buildings in Madeleine Street. There I hunted, but there were great fluctuations. The stream rushed thither, but a poor girl would wander anywhere, with her crazed head, seeking flight in any direction.”
“I can hardly think that she would have stemmed the current. We two may find her together at the corner of the streets.”
“But who are you after—your son?” questioned Philip.
“No, an adopted youth, only eighteen, who was master of his actions and would come to the festival. Besides, one was so far from imagining this horrid catastrophe. Your candle is going out—come with me and I will light you.”
“Thanks, you are very kind, but I shall obstruct you.”
“Fear nothing, for I must be seeking, too. Usually the lad comes home punctually,” continued the old man, “but I had a forerunner last evening. I was sitting up for him at eleven when my wife had the rumor from the neighbors of the miseries of this rejoicing. I waited a couple of hours in hopes that he would return, but then I felt it would be cowardly to go to sleep without news.”
“So we will hunt over by the houses,” said the nobleman.
“Yes, as you say the crowd went there and would certainly have carried him along. He is from the country and knows no more the way than the streets. This may be the first time he came to this place.”
“My sister is country-bred also.”
“Shocking sight,” said the old man, before a mound of the suffocated.
“Still we must search,” said the chevalier, resolutely holding out the lantern to the corpses. “Oh, here we are by the Wardrobe Stores—ha! white rags—my sister wore a white dress. Lend me your light, I entreat you, sir.”
“It is a piece of a white dress,” he continued, “but held in a young man’s hand. It is like that she wore. Oh, Andrea!” he sobbed as if it tore up his heart.
The old man came nearer.
“It is he,” he exclaimed, “Gilbert!”
“Gilbert? do you know our farmer’s son, Gilbert, and were you seeking him?”
The old man took the youth’s hand, it was icy cold. Philip opened his waistcoat and found that his heart was quiet. But the next instant he cried: “No, he breathes—he lives, I tell you.”
“Help! this way, to the surgeon,” said the old man.
“Nay, let us do what we can for him for I was refused help when I spoke to him just now.”
“He must take care of my dear boy,” said the old man.
And taking Gilbert between him and Taverney, they carried him towards the surgeon, who was still croaking:
“The poor first—bring in the poor, first.”
This maxim was sure to be hailed with admiration from a group of lookers-on.
“I bring a man of the people,” retorted the old man hotly, feeling a little piqued at this exclusiveness.
“And the women next, as men can bear their hurt better,” proceeded the character.
“The boy only wants bleeding,” said Gilbert’s friend.
“Ho, ho, so it is you, my lord, again?” sneered the surgeon, perceiving Taverney.
The old gentleman thought that the speech was addressed to him and he took it up warmly.
“I am not a lord—I am a man of the multitude—I am Jean Jacques Rousseau.”
The surgeon uttered an exclamation of surprise and said as he waved the crowd back imperiously:
“Way for the Man of Nature—the Emancipator of Humanity—the Citizen of Geneva! Has any harm befallen you?”
“No, but to this poor lad.”
“Ah, like me, you represent the cause of mankind,” said the surgeon.
Startled by this unexpected eulogy, the author of the “Social contract” could only stammer some unintelligible words, while Philip Taverney, seized with stupefaction at being in face of the famous philosopher, stepped aside.
Rousseau was helped in placing Gilbert on the table.
Then Rousseau gave a glance to the surgeon whose succor he invoked. He was a youth of the patient’s own age, but no feature spoke of youth. His yellow skin was wrinkled like an old man’s, his flaccid eyelid covered a serpent’s glance, and his mouth was drawn one side like one in a fit. With his sleeves tucked up to the elbow and his arms smeared with blood, surrounded by the results of the operation he seemed rather an enthusiastic executioner than a physician fulfilling his sad and holy mission.
But the name of Rousseau seemed to influence him into laying aside his ordinary brutality. He softly opened Gilbert’s sleeve, compressed the arm with a linen ligature and pricked the vein.
“We shall pull him through,” he said, “but great care must be taken with him for his chest was crushed in.”
“I have to thank you,” said Rousseau, “and praise you—not for the exclusion you make on behalf of the poor, but for your devotion to the afflicted. All men are brothers.”
“Even the rich, the noble, the lofty?” queried the surgeon, with a kindling look in his sharp eye under the drooping lid.
“Even they, when they are in suffering.”
“Excuse me, but I am like you a Switzer, having been born at Neuchatel; and so I am rather democratic.”
“My fellow-countryman? I should like to know your name.”
“An obscure one, a modest man who devotes his life to study until like yourself he can employ it for the common-weal. I am Jean Paul Marat.”
“I thank you, Marat,” said Rousseau, “but in enlightening the masses on their rights, do not excite their revengeful feelings. If ever they move in that direction, you might be amazed at the reprisals.”
“Ah,” said Marat with a ghastly smile, “if it should come in my time—should I see that day—— ”
Frightened at the accent, as a traveler by the mutterings of a coming storm, Rousseau took Gilbert in his arms and tried to carry him away.
“Two willing friends to help Citizen Rousseau,” shouted Marat; “two men of the lower order.”
Rousseau had plenty to choose among; he took two lusty fellows who carried the youth in their arms.
“Take my lantern,” said the author to Taverney as he passed him: “I need it no longer.”
Philip thanked him and went on with his search.
“Poor young gentleman,” sighed Rousseau, as he saw him disappear in the thronged streets.
He shuddered, for still rang over the bloody field he surgeon’s shrill voice shouting:
“Bring in the poor—none but the poor! Woe to the rich, the noble and the high-born!”
CHAPTER III.
THE RESTORATION.
WHILE the thousand casualties were precipitated upon each other, Baron Taverney escaped all the dangers by some miracle.
An old rake, and hardened in cynicism, he seemed the least likely to be so favored, but he maintained himself in the thick of a cluster by his skill and coolness, while incapable of exerting force against the devouring panic. His group, bruised against the Royal Storehouse, and brushed along the square railings, left a long trail of dead and dying on both flanks but, though decimated, its centre was kept out of peril.
As soon as these lucky men and women scattered upon the boulevard, they yelled with glee. Like them, Taverney found himself out of harm’s reach. During all the journey, the baron had thought of nobody but his noble self. Though not emotional, he was a man of action, and in great crises such characters put Caesar’s adage into practice—Act for yourself. We will not say he was selfish but that his attention was limited.
But soon as he was free on the main street, escaped from death and re-entering life, the old baron uttered a cry of delight, followed by another of pain.
“My daughter,” he said, in sorrow, though it was not so loud as the other.
“Poor dear old man,” said some old women, flocking round ready to condole with him, but still more to question.
He had no popular inclinations. Ill at ease among the gossips he made an effort to break the ring, and to his credit got off a few steps towards the square. But they were but the impulse of parental love, never wholly dead in a man; reason came to his aid, and stopped him short.
He cheered himself with the reasoning that if he, a feeble old man had struggled through, Andrea, on the strong arm of her brave and powerful brother, must have likewise succeeded. He concluded that the two had gone home, and he proceeded to their Paris lodging, in Coq-Heron street.
But he was scarcely within twenty paces of the house, on the street leading to a summerhouse in the gardens, where Philip had induced a friend to let them dwell, when he was hailed by a girl on the threshold. This was a pretty servant maid, who was jabbering with some women.
“Have you not brought Master Philip and Mistress Andrea?” was her greeting.
“Good heavens, Nicole, have they not come home?” cried the baron, a little startled, while the others were quivering with the thrill which permeated all the city from the exaggerated story of the first fugitives spreading.
“Why, no, my lord, no one has seen them.”
“They could not come home by the shortest road,” faltered the baron, trembling with spite at his pitiful line of reasoning falling to pieces.
There he stood, in the street, with Nicole whimpering, and an old valet, who had accompanied the Taverneys to town, lifting his hands to the sky.
“Oh, here comes Master Philip,” ejaculated Nicole, with inexpressible terror, for the young man was alone.
He ran up through the shades of evening, desperate, calling out as soon as he saw the gathering at the house door:
“Is my sister here?”
“We have not seen her—she is not here,” said Nicole. “Oh, heavens, my poor young mistress!” she sobbed.
“The idea of your coming back without her!” said the baron with anger the more unfair as we have shown how he quitted the scene of the disaster.
By way of answer he showed his bleeding face and his arm broken and hanging like a dead limb by his side.
“Alas, my poor Andrea,” sighed the baron, falling, seated on a stone bench by the door.
“But I shall find her, dead or alive,” replied the young man gloomily.
And he returned to the place with feverish agitation. He would have lopped off his useless arm, if he had an axe, but as it was, he tucked the hand into his waistcoat for an improvised sling.
It was thus we saw him on the square, where he wandered part of the night. As the first streaks of dawn whitened the sky, he turned homeward, though ready to drop. From a distance he saw the same familiar group which had met his eyes on the eve. He understood that Andrea had not returned, and he halted.
“Well?” called out the baron, spying him.
“Has she not returned? no news—no clew?” and he fell, exhausted, on the stone bench, while the older noble swore.
At this juncture, a hack appeared at the end of the street, lumbered up, and stopped in front of the house. As a female head appeared at the window, thrown back as if in a faint, Philip, recognizing it, leaped that way. The door opened, and a man stepped out who carried Andrea de Taverney in his arms.
“Dead—they bring her home dead,” gasped Philip, falling on his knees.
“I do not think so, gentlemen,” said the man who bore Andrea, “I trust that Mdlle. de Taverney is only fainted.”
“Oh, the magician,” said the baron, while Philip uttered the name of “the Baron of Balsamo.”
“I, my lord, who was happy enough to spy Mdlle. de Taverney in the riot, near the Royal wardrobe storehouse.”
But Philip passed at once from joy to doubt and said:
“You are bringing her home very late, my lord.”
“You will understand my plight,” replied Balsamo without astonishment. “I was unaware of the address of your sister, though your father calls me a magician, kindly remembering some little incidents occurring at your country-seat. So I had her carried by my servants to the residence of the Marchioness of Savigny, a friend who lives near the Royal Stables. Then this honest fellow—Comtois,” he said, waving a footman in the royal livery to come forward, “being in the King’s household and recognizing the young lady from her being attendant of the Dauphiness, gave me this address. Her wonderful beauty had made him remark her one night when the royal coach left her at this door. I bade him get upon the box, and I have the honor to bring to you, with all the respect she merits—the young lady, less ill than she may appear.”
He finished by placing the lady with the utmost respect in the hands of Nicole and her father. For the first time the latter felt a tear on his eyelid, and he was astonished as he let it openly run down his wrinkled cheek.
“My lord,” said Philip, presenting the only hand he could use to Balsamo, “You know me and my address. Give me a chance to repay the services you have done me.”
“I have merely accomplished duty,” was the reply. “I owed you for the hospitality you once favored me at Taverney.” He took a few paces to depart, but retracing them, he added: “I ask pardon; but I was forgetting to leave the precise address of Marchioness Savigny; she lives in Saint Honore Street, near the Feuillant’s Monastery. This is said in case Mdlle. de Taverney should like to pay her a visit.”
In this explanation, exactness of details and accumulation of proofs, the delicacy touched the young lord and even the old one.
“My daughter owes her life to your lordship,” said the latter.
“I am proud and happy in that belief,” responded Balsamo.
Followed by Comtois, who refused the purse Philip offered, he went to the carriage and was gone.
Simultaneously, as if the departure made the swooning of Andrea cease, she opened her eyes. For a while she was dumb, and stunned, and her look was frightened.
“Heavens, have we but had her half restored—with her reason gone?” said Philip.
Seeming to comprehend the words, Andrea shook her head. But she remained mute, as if in ecstasy. Standing, one of her arms was levelled in the direction in which Balsamo had disappeared.
“Come, come, it is high time our worry was over,” said the baron. “Help your sister indoors my son.”
Between the young gentleman and Nicole, Andrea reached the rear house, but walked like a somnambulist.
“Philip—father!” she uttered as speech returned to her at last.
“She knows us,” exclaimed the young knight.
“To be sure I know you; but what has taken place?”
Her eyes closed in a blessed sleep this time, and Nicole carried her into her bedroom.
On going to his own room, Captain Philip found a doctor whom the valet Labrie had sent for. He examined the injured arm, not broken but dislocated, and set the bone. Still uneasy about his sister, he took the medical man to her bedside. He felt her pulse, listened to her breathing and smiled.
“Her slumber is calm and peaceful as a child’s,” he said. “Let her sleep on, young sir, there is nothing more to do.”
The baron was sound asleep already assured about his children on whom were built the ambitious schemes which had lured him to the capital.
CHAPTER IV.
AN AERIAL JOURNEY.
MORE fortunate than Andrea, Gilbert had in lieu of an ordinary practitioner, a light of medical science to attend to his ails. The eminent Dr Jussieu, a friend of Rousseau’s, though allied to the Court, happened to call in the nick to be of service. He promised that the young man would be on his legs in a week.
Moreover, being a botanist like Rousseau, he proposed that on the coming Sunday they should give the youth a walk with them in the country, out Marly way. Gilbert might rest while they gathered the curious plants.
With this prospect to entice him, the invalid returned rapidly to health.
But while Rousseau believed that his ward was well, and his wife Therese told the gossips that it was due to the skill of the celebrated Dr. Jussieu, Gilbert was running the worst danger ever befalling his obstinacy and perpetual dreaming.
Gilbert was the son of a farmer on the land of Baron Taverney. The master had dissipated his revenue and sold his principal to play the rake in Paris. When he returned to bring up his son and daughter in poverty in the dilapidated manor house, Gilbert was a hanger-on, who fell in love with Nicole as a stepping-stone to becoming infatuated with her mistress. As at the fireworks, the youth never thought of anything but this mad love.
From the attic of Rousseau’s house he could look down on the garden where the summerhouse stood in which Andrea was also in convalescence.
He did not see her, only Nicole carrying broth as for the invalid. The back of the little house came to the yard of Rousseau’s in another street.
In this little garden old Taverney trotted about, taking snuff greedily as if to rouse his wits—that was all Gilbert saw.
But it was enough to judge that a patient was indoors, not a dead woman.
“Behind that screen in the room,” he mused, “is the woman whom I love to idolatry. She has but to appear to thrill my every limb for she holds my existence in her hand and I breathe but for us two.”
Merged in his contemplation he did not perceive that in another window of an adjoining house in his street, Plastriere Street, a young woman in the widow’s weeds, was also watching the dwelling of the Taverneys. This second spy knew Gilbert, too, but she took care not to show herself when he leaned out of the casement as to throw himself on the ground. He would have recognized her as Chon, the sister of Jeanne, Countess Dubarry, the favorite of the King.
“Oh, how happy they are who can walk about in that garden,” raved the mad lover, with furious envy, “for there they could hear Andrea and perhaps see her in her rooms. At night, one would not be seen while peeping.”
It is far from desire to execution. But fervid imaginations bring extremes together; they have the means. They find reality amid fancies, they bridge streams and put a ladder up against a mountain.
To go around by the street would be no use, even if Rousseau had not locked in his pet, for the Taverneys lived in the rear house.
“With these natural tools, hands and feet,” reasoned Gilbert, “I can scramble over the shingles and by following the gutter which is rather narrow, but straight, consequently the shortest path from one point to another, I will reach the skylight next my own. That lights the stairs, so that I can get out. Should I fall, they will pick me up, smashed at her feet, and they will recognize me, so that my death will be fine, noble, romantic—superb!
“But if I get in on the stairs I can go down to the window over the yard and jump down a dozen feet where the trellis will help me to get into her garden. But if that worm-eaten wood should break and tumble me on the ground that would not be poetic, but shameful to think of! The baron will say I came to steal the fruit and he will have his man Labrie lug me out by the ear.
“No, I will twist these clotheslines into a rope to let me down straight and I will make the attempt to-night.”
From his window, at dark, Gilbert was scanning the enemy’s grounds, as he qualified Taverney’s house-lot, when he spied a stone coming over the garden-wall and slapping up against the house-wall. But though he leaned far out he could not discry the flinger of the pebble.
What he did see was a blind on the ground floor open warily and the wide-awake head of the maid Nicole show itself. After having scrutinized all the windows round, Nicole came out of doors and ran to the espalier on which some pieces of lace were drying.
The stone had rolled on this place and Gilbert had not lost sight of it. Nicole kicked it when she came to it and kept on playing football with it till she drove it under the trellis where she picked it up under cover of taking off the lace. Gilbert noticed that she shucked the stone of a piece of paper, and he concluded that the message was of importance.
It was a letter, which the sly wench opened, eagerly perused and put in her pocket without paying any more heed to the lace.
Nicole went back into the house, with her hand in her pocket. She returned with a key which she slipped under the garden gate, which would be out in the street beside the carriage-doorway.
“Good, I understand,” thought the young man: “it is a love letter. Nicole is not losing her time in town—she has a lover.”
He frowned with the vexation of a man who supposed that his loss had left an irreparable void in the heart of the girl he jilted, and discovered that she had filled it up.
“This bids fair to run counter to my plans,” thought he, trying to give another turn to his ill-humor. “I shall not be sorry to learn what happy mortal has succeeded me in the good graces of Nicole Legay.”
But Gilbert had a level mind in some things; he saw that the knowledge of this secret gave him an advantage over the girl, as she could not deny it, while she scarcely suspected his passion for the baron’s daughter, and had no clew to give body to her doubts.
The night was dark and sultry, stifling with heat as often in early spring. From the clouds it was a black gulf before Gilbert, through which he descended by the rope. He had no fear from his strength of will. So he reached the ground without a flutter. He climbed the garden wall but as he was about to descend, heard a step beneath him.
He clung fast and glanced at the intruder.
It was a man in the uniform of a corporal of the French Guards.
Almost at the same time, he saw Nicole open the house backdoor, spring across the garden, leaving it open, and light and rapid as a shepherdess, dart to the greenhouse, which was also the soldier’s destination. As neither showed any hesitation about proceeding to this point, it was likely that this was not the first appointment the pair had kept there.
“No, I can continue my road,” reasoned Gilbert; “Nicole would not be receiving her sweetheart unless she were sure of some time before her, and I may rely on finding Mdlle. Andrea alone. Andrea alone!”
No sound in the house was audible and only a faint light was to be seen.
Gilbert skirted the wall and reached the door left open by the maid. Screened by an immense creeper festooning the doorway, he could peer into an anteroom, with two doors; the open one he believed to be Nicole’s. He groped his way into it, for it had no light.
At the end of a lobby, a glazed door, with muslin curtains on the other side, showed a glimmer. On going up this passage, he heard a feeble voice.
It was Andrea’s.
All Gilbert’s blood flowed back to the heart.
CHAPTER V.
SUSPICIONS.
THE voice which made answer to the girl’s was her brother Philip’s. He was anxiously asking after her health.
Gilbert took a few steps guardedly and stood behind one of those half-columns carrying a bust which were the ornaments in pairs to doorways of the period. Thus in security, he looked and listened, so happy that his heart melted with delight; yet so frightened that it seemed to shrink up to a pin’s head.
He saw Andrea lounging on an invalid-chair, with her face turned towards the glazed door, a little on the jar. A small lamp with a large reflecting shade placed on a table heaped with books, showed the only recreation allowed the fair patient, and illumined only the lower part of her countenance.
Seated on the foot of the chair, Philip’s back was turned to the watcher; his arm was still in a sling.
This was the first time the lady sat up and that her brother was allowed out. They had not seen each other since the dreadful night; but both had been informed of the respective convalescence. They were chatting freely as they believed themselves alone and that Nicole would warn them if any one came.
“Then you are breathing freely,” said Philip.
“Yes, but with some pain.”
“Strength come back, my poor sister?”
“Far from it, but I have been able to get to the window two or three times. How nice the open air is—how sweet the flowers—with them it seems that one cannot die. But I am so weak from the shock having been so horrid. I can only walk by hanging on to the furniture; I should fall without support.”
“Cheer up, dear; the air and flowers will restore you. In a week you will be able to pay a visit to the Dauphiness who has kindly asked after you, I hear.”
“I hope so, for her Highness has been good to me; to you in promoting you to be captain in her guards, and to father, who was induced by her benevolence to leave our miserable country house.
“Speaking of your miraculous escape,” said Philip, “I should like to know more about the rescue.”
Andrea blushed and seemed ill at ease. Either he did not remark it or would not do so.
“I thought you knew all about it,” said she; “father was perfectly satisfied.
“Of course, dear Andrea, and it seemed to me that the gentleman behaved most delicately in the matter. But some points in the account seemed obscure—I do not mean suspicious.”
“Pray explain,” said the girl with a virgin’s candor.
“One point is very out of the way—how you were saved. Kindly relate it.”
“Oh, Philip,” she said with an effort, “I have almost forgotten—I was so frightened.”
“Never mind—tell me what you do remember.”
“You know, brother, that we were separated within twenty paces of the Royal Wardrobe Storehouse? I saw you dragged away towards the Tuileries Gardens, while I was hurled into Royale Street. Only for an instant did I see you, making desperate efforts to return to me. I held out my arms to you and was screaming, ‘Philip!’ when I was suddenly wrapped in a whirlwind, and whisked up towards the railings. I feared that the current would dash me up against the wall and shatter me. I heard the yells of those crushed against the iron palings; I foresaw my turn coming to be ground to rags. I could reckon how few instants I had to live, when—half dead, half crazed, as I lifted eyes and arms in a last prayer to heaven, I saw the eyes sparkle of a man who towered over the multitude and it seemed to obey him.”
“You mean Baron Balsamo, I suppose?”
“Yes, the same I had seen at Taverney. There he struck me with uncommon terror. The man seems supernatural. He fascinates my sight and my hearing; with but the touch of his finger he would make me quiver all over.”
“Continue, Andrea,” said the chevalier, with darkening brow and moody voice.
“This man soared over the catastrophe like one whom human ills could not attain. I read in his eyes that he wanted to save me and something extraordinary went on within me: shaken, bruised, powerless and nearly dead though I was, to that man I was attracted by an invincible, unknown and mysterious force, which bore me thither. I felt arms enclasp me and urge me out of this mass of welded flesh in which I was kneaded—where others choked and gasped I was lifted up into air. Oh, Philip,” said she with exaltation, “I am sure it was the gaze of that man. I grasped at his hand and I was saved.”
“Alas,” thought Gilbert, “I was not seen by her though dying at her feet.”
“When I felt out of danger, my whole life having been centred in this gigantic effort or else the terror surpassed my ability to contend—I fainted away.”
“When do you think this faint came on?”
“Ten minutes after we were rent asunder, brother.”
“That would be close on Midnight,” remarked the Knight of Red Castle. “How then was it you did not return home until three? You must forgive me questions which may appear to you ridiculous but they have a reason to me, dear Andrea.”
“Three days ago I could not have replied to you,” she said, pressing his hand, “but, strange as it may be, I can see more clearly now. I remember as though a superior will made me do so.”
“I am waiting with impatience. You were saying that the man took you up in his arms?”
“I do not recall that clearly,” answered Andrea, blushing. “I only know that he plucked me up out of the crowd. But the touch of his hand caused me the same shock as at Taverney, and again I swooned or rather I slept, for it was a sleep that was good.”
Gilbert devoured all the words, for he knew that so far all was true.
“On recovering my senses, I was in a richly furnished parlor. A lady and her maid were by my side, but they did not seem uneasy. Their faces were benevolently smiling. It was striking half-past twelve.”
“Good,” said the knight, breathing freely. “Continue, Andrea, continue.”
“I thanked the lady for the attentions she was giving, but, knowing in what anxiety you must all be, I begged to be taken home at once. They told me that the Count—for they knew our Baron Balsamo as Count Fenix, had gone back to the scene of the accident, but would return with his carriage and take me to our house. Indeed, about two o’clock, I heard carriage wheels and felt the same warning shiver of his approach. I reeled and fell on a sofa as the door opened; I barely could recognize my deliverer as the giddiness seized me. During this unconsciousness I was put in the coach and brought here. It is all I recall, brother.”
“Thank you, dear,” said Philip, in a joyful voice; “your calculations of the time agree with mine. I will call on Marchioness Savigny and personally thank her. A last word of secondary import. Did you notice any familiar face in the excitement? Such as little Gilbert’s, for instance?”
“Yes, I fancy I did see him a few paces off, as you and I were driven apart,” said Andrea, recollecting.
“She saw me,” muttered Gilbert.
“Because, when I was seeking you, I came across the boy.”
“Among the dead?” asked the lady with the shade of assumed interest which the great take in their inferiors.
“No, only wounded, and I hope he will come round. His chest was crushed in.”
“Ay, against hers,” thought Gilbert.
“But the odd part of it was that I found in his clenched hand a rag from your dress, Andrea,” pursued Philip.
“Odd, indeed; but I saw in this Dance of Death such a series of faces, that I can hardly say whether his figured truly there or not, poor little fellow!”
“But how do you account for the scrap in his grip?” pressed the captain.
“Good gracious! nothing more easy,” rejoined the girl with tranquillity greatly contrasting with the eavesdropper’s frightful throbbing of the heart. “If he were near me and he saw me lifted up, as I stated, by the spell of that man, he might have clutched at my skirts to be saved as the drowning snatch at a straw.”
“Ugh,” grumbled Gilbert, with gloomy contempt for this haughty explanation, “what ignoble interpretation of my devotion! How wrongly these aristocrats judge us people. Rousseau is right in saying that we are worth more than they—our heart is purer and our arms stronger.”
At that he heard a sound behind him.
“What, is not that madcap Nicole here?” asked Baron Taverney, for it was he who passed by Gilbert hiding and entered his daughter’s room.
“I dare say she is in the garden,” replied his daughter, the latter with a quiet proving that she had no suspicion of the listener; “good evening, papa.”
The old noble took an armchair.
“Ha, my children, it is a good step to Versailles when one travels in a hackney coach instead of one of the royal carriages. I have seen the Dauphiness, though, who sent for me to learn about your progress.”
“Andrea is much better, sir.”
“I knew that and told her Royal Highness so. She is good enough to promise to call her to her side when she sets up her establishment in the Little Trianon Palace which is being fitted up to her liking.”
“I at court?” said Andrea timidly.
“Not much of a court; the Dauphiness has quiet tastes and the Prince Royal hates noise and bustle. They will live domestically at Trianon. But judging what the Austrian princess’s humor is, I wager that as much will be done in the family circle as at official assemblies. The princess has a temper and the Dauphin is deep, I hear.”
“Make no mistake, sister, it will still be a court,” said Captain Philip, sadly.
“The court,” thought Gilbert with intense rage and despair, “a hight I cannot scale—an abyss into which I cannot hurl myself! Andrea will be lost to me!”
“We have neither the wealth to allow us to inhabit that palace, nor the training to fit us for it,” replied the girl to her father. “What would a poor girl like me do among those most brilliant ladies of whom I have had a glimpse? Their splendor dazzled me, while their wit seemed futile though sparkling. Alas, brother, we are obscure to go amid so much light!”
“What nonsense!” said the baron, frowning. “I cannot make out why my family always try to bemean what affects me! obscure—you must be mad, miss! A Taverney Redcastle, obscure! who should shine if not you, I want to know? Wealth? we know what wealth at court is—the crown is a sun which creates the gold—it does the gilding, and it is the tide of nature. I was ruined—I become rich, and there you have it. Has not the King money to offer his servitors? Am I to blush if he provides my son with a regiment and gives my daughter a dowry? or an appanage for me, or a nice warrant on the Treasury—when I am dining with the King and I find it under my plate?”
“No, no, only fools are squeamish—I have no prejudices. It is my due and I shall take it. Don’t you have any scruples, either. The only matter to debate is your training. You have the solid education of the middle class with the more showy one of your own; you paint just such landscapes as the Dauphiness doats upon. As for your beauty, the King will not fail to notice it. As for conversation, which Count Artois and Count Provence like—you will charm them. So you will not only be welcome but adored. That is the word,” concluded the cynic, rubbing his hands and laughing so unnaturally that Philip stared to see if it were a human being.
But, taking Andrea’s hand as she lowered her eyes, the young gentleman said:
“Father is right; you are all he says, and nobody has more right to go to Versailles Palace.”
“But I would be parted from you,” remonstrated Andrea.
“Not at all,” interrupted the baron; “Versailles is large enough to hold all the Taverneys.”
“True, but the Trianon is small,” retorted Andrea, who could be proud and willful.
“Trianon is large enough to find a room for Baron Taverney,” returned the old nobleman, “a man like me always finds a place”—meaning “can find a place. Any way, it is the Dauphiness’s order.”
“I will go,” said Andrea.
“That is good. Have you any money, Philip?” asked the old noble.
“Yes, if you want some; but if you want to offer me it, I should say that I have enough as it is.”
“Of course, I forgot you were a philosopher,” sneered the baron. “Are you a philosopher, too, my girl, or do you need something?”
“I should not like to distress you, father.”
“Oh, luck has changed since we left Taverney. The King has given me five hundred louis—on account, his Majesty said. Think of your wardrobe, child.”
“Oh, thank you, papa,” said Andrea, joyously.
“Oho, going to the other extreme now! A while ago, you wanted for nothing—now you would ruin the Emperor of China. Never mind, for fine dresses become you, darling.”
With a tender kiss, he opened the door leading into his own room, and disappeared, saying:
“Confound that Nicole for not being in to show me a light!”
“Shall I ring for her, father?”
“No, I shall knock against Labrie, dozing on a chair. Good night, my dears.”
“Good night, brother,” said Andrea as Philip also stood up: “I am overcome with fatigue. This is the first time, I have been up since my accident.”
The gentleman kissed her hand with respect mixed with his affection always entertained for his sister and he went through the corridor, almost brushing against Gilbert.
“Never mind Nicole—I shall retire alone. Good bye, Philip.”
CHAPTER VI.
WHAT GILBERT EXPECTED.
A SHIVER ran through the watcher as the girl rose from her chair. With her alabaster hands she pulled out her hairpins one by one while the wrapper, slipping down upon her shoulders, disclosed her pure and graceful neck, and her arms, carelessly arched over her head, threw out the lower curve of the body to the advantage of the exquisite throat, quivering under the linen.
Gilbert felt a touch of madness and was on the verge of rushing forward, yelling:
“You are lovely, but you must not be too proud of your beauty since you owe it to me—it was I saved your life!”
Suddenly a knot in the corset string irritated Andrea who stamped her foot and rang the bell.
This knell recalled the lover to reason. Nicole had left the door open so as to run back. She would come.
He wanted to dart out of the house, but the baron had closed the other doors as he came along. He was forced to take refuge in Nicole’s room.
From there he saw her hurry in to her mistress, assist her to bed and retire, after a short chat, in which she displayed all the fawning of a maid who wishes to win her forgiveness for delinquency.
Singing to make her peace of mind be believed, she was going through on the way to the garden when Gilbert showed himself in a moonbeam.
She was going to scream but taking him for another, she said, conquering her fright:
“Oh, it is you—what rashness!”
“Yes, it is I—but do not scream any louder for me than the other,” said Gilbert.
“Why, whatever are you doing here?” she challenged, knowing her fellow-dependent at Taverney. “But I guess—you are still after my mistress. But though you love her, she does not care for you.”
“Really?”
“Mind that I do not expose you and have you thrown out,” she said in a threatening tone.
“One may be thrown out, but it will be Nicole to whom stones are tossed over the wall.”
“That is nothing to the piece of our mistress’s dress found in your hand on Louis XV Square, as Master Philip told his father. He does not see far into the matter yet, but I may help him.”
“Take care, Nicole, or they may learn that the stones thrown over the wall are wrapped in love-letters.”
“It is not true!” Then recovering her coolness, she added: “It is no crime to receive a love-letter—not like sneaking in to peep at poor young mistress in her private room.”
“But it is a crime for a waiting-maid to slip keys under garden doors and keep tryst with soldiers in the greenhouse!”
“Gilbert, Gilbert!”
“Such is the Nicole Virtue! Now, assert that I am in love with Mdlle. Andrea and I will say I am in love with my playfellow Nicole and they will believe that the sooner. Then you will be packed off. Instead of going to the Trianon Palace with your mistress, and coqueting with the fine fops around the Dauphiness, you will have to hang around the barracks to see your lover the corporal of the Guards. A low fall, and Nicole’s ambition ought to have carried her higher. Nicole, a dangler on a guardsman!”
And he began to hum a popular song:
“In the French Guards my sweetheart marches!”
“For pity’s sake, Gilbert, do not eye me thus—it alarms me.”
“Open the door and get that swashbuckler out of the way in ten minutes when I may take my leave.”
Subjugated by his imperious air, Nicole obeyed. When she returned after dismissing the corporal, her first lover was gone.
Alone in his attic, Gilbert cherished of his recollections solely the picture of Andrea letting down her fine tresses.
CHAPTER VII.
THE TRAP TO CATCH PHILOSOPHERS.
INDIFFERENT to everything since he had learnt of Andrea’s going soon to the court, Gilbert had forgotten the excursion of Rousseau and his brother botanist on Sunday. He would have preferred to pass the day at his garret window, watching his idol.
Rousseau had not only taken special pains over his attire, but arrayed Gilbert in the best, though Therese had thought overalls and a smockfrock quite good enough to wander in the woods, picking up weeds.
He was not wrong for Dr. Jussieu came in his carriage, powdered, pommaded and freshened up like springtime: Indian satin coat, lilac taffety vest, extremely fine white silk stockings and polished gold buckled shoes composed his botanist’s outfit.
“How gay you are!” exclaimed Rousseau.
“Not at all, I have dressed lightly to get over the ground better.”
“Your silk hose will never stand the wet.”
“We will pick our steps. Can one be too fine to court Mother Nature?”
The Genevan Philosopher said no more—an invocation to Nature usually shutting him up. Gilbert looked at Jussieu with envy. If he were arrayed like him, perhaps Andrea would look at him.
An hour after the start, the party reached Bougival, where they alighted and took the Chestnut Walk. On coming in sight of the summerhouse of Luciennes, where Gilbert had been conducted by Mdlle. Chon when he was picked up by her, a poor boy on the highway, he trembled. For he had repaid her succor by fleeing when she had wished to make a buffoon of him as a peer to Countess Dubarry’s black boy, Zamore.
“It is nine o’clock,” observed Dr. Jussieu, “suppose we have breakfast?”
“Where? did you bring eatables in your carriage?”
“No, but I see a kiosk over there where a modest meal may be had. We can herborize as we walk there.”
“Very well, Gilbert may be hungry. What is the name of your inn?”
“The Trap.”
“How queer!”
“The country folks have droll ideas. But it is not an inn; only a shooting-box where the gamekeepers offer hospitality to gentlemen.”
“Of course you know the owner’s name?” said Rousseau, suspicious.
“Not at all: Lady Mirepoix or Lady Egmont—or—it does not matter if the butter and the bread are fresh.”
The good-humored way in which he spoke disarmed the philosopher who besides had his appetite whetted by the early stroll. Jussieu led the march, Rousseau followed, gleaning, and Gilbert guarded the rear, thinking of Andrea and how to see her at Trianon Palace.
At the top of the hill, rather painfully climbed by the three botanists, rose one of those imitation rustic cottages invented by the gardeners of England and giving a stamp of originality to the scene. The walls were of brick and the shelly stone found naturally in mosaic patterns on the riverside.
The single room was large enough to hold a table and half-a-dozen chairs. The windows were glazed in different colors so that you could by selection view the landscape in the red of sunset, the blue of a cloudy day or the still colder slate hue of a December day.
This diverted Gilbert but a more attractive sight was the spread on the board. It drew an outcry of admiration from Rousseau, a simple lover of good cheer, though a philosopher, from his appetite being as hearty as his taste was modest.
“My dear master,” said Jussieu, “if you blame me for this feast you are wrong, for it is quite a mild set-out—— ”
“Do not depreciate your table, you gormand!”
“Do not call it mine!”
“Not yours? then whose—the brownies, the fairies?” demanded Rousseau, with a smile testifying to his constraint and good nature at the same time.
“You have hit it,” answered the doctor, glancing wistfully to the door.
Gilbert hesitated.
“Bless the fays for their hospitality,” said Rousseau, “fall on! they will be offended at your holding back and think you rate their bounty incomplete.”
“Or unworthy you gentlemen,” interrupted a silvery voice at the summerhouse door, where two pretty women presented themselves arm in arm.
With smiles on their lips, they waved their plump hands for Jussieu to moderate his salutations.
“Allow me to present the Author Rousseau to your ladyship, countess,” said the latter. “Do you not know the lady?”
Gilbert did, if his teacher did not, for he stared and, pale as death, looked for an exit.
“It is the first time we meet,” faltered the Citizen of Geneva.
“Countess Dubarry!” explained the other botanist.
His colleague started as though on a redhot plate of iron.
Jeanne Dubarry, favorite of King Louis X. was a lovely woman, just of the right plumpness to be a material Venus; fair, with light hair but dark eyes she was witching and delightful to all men who prefer truth to fancy in feminine beauty.
“I am very happy,” she said “to see and welcome under my roof one of the most illustrious thinkers of the era.”
“Lady Dubarry,” stammered Rousseau, without seeing that his astonishment was an offense. “So it is she who gives the breakfast?”
“You guess right, my dear philosopher,” replied Jussieu, “she and her sister, Mdlle. Chon, who at least is no stranger to Friend Gilbert.”
“Her sister knows Gilbert?”
“Intimately,” rejoined the impudent girl with the audacity which respected neither royal ill-humor nor philosopher’s quips. “We are old boon companions—are you already forgetful of the candy and cakes of Luciennes and Versailles?”
This shot went home; Rousseau dropped his arms. Habituated in his conceit to think the aristocratic party were always trying to seduce him from the popular side, he saw traitors and spies in everybody.
“Is this so, unhappy boy?” he asked of Gilbert, confounded. “Begone, for I do not like those who blow hot and cold with the same breath.”
“But I ran away from Luciennes where I was locked up, and I must have preferred your house, my guide, my friend, my philosopher!”
“Hypocrisy!”
“But, M. Rousseau, if I wanted the society of these ladies, I should go with them now?”
“Go where you like! I may be deceived once but not twice. Go to this lady, good and amiable—and with this gentleman,” he added pointing to Jussieu, amazed at the philosopher’s rebuke to the royal pet, “he is a lover of nature and your accomplice—he has promised you fortune and assistance and he has power at court.”
He bowed to the women in a tragic manner, unable to contain himself, and left the pavillion statelily, without glancing again at Gilbert.
“What an ugly creature a philosopher is,” tranquilly said Chon, watching the Genevan stumble down the hill.
“You can have anything you like,” prompted Jussieu to Gilbert who kept his face buried in his hands.
“Yes, anything, Gilly,” added the countess, smiling on the returned prodigal.
Raising his pale face, and tossing back the hair matted on his forehead, he said in a steady voice:
“I should be glad to be a gardener at Trianon Palace.”
Chon and the countess glanced at each other, and the former touched her sister’s foot while she winked broadly. Jeanne nodded.
“If feasible, do it,” she said to Jussieu.
Gilbert bowed with his hand on his heart, overflowing with joy after having been drowned with grief.
CHAPTER VIII.
THE LITTLE TRIANON.
WHEN Louis XIV. built Versailles and perceived the discomfort of grandeur, he granted it was the sojourneying-place for a demi-god but no home for a man. So he had the Trianon constructed to be able to draw a free breath at leisure moments.
But the sword of Achilles, if it tired him, was bound to be of insupportable weight to a myrmidon. Trianon was so much too pompous for the Fifteenth Louis that he had the Little Trianon built.
It was a house looking with its large eyes of windows over a park and woods, with the wing of the servant’s lodgings and stables on the left, where the windows were barred and the kitchens hidden by trellises of vines and creepers.
A path over a wooden bridge led to the Grand Trianon through a kitchen garden.
The King brought Prime Minister Choiseul into this garden to show him the improvements introduced to make the place fit for his grandson the Dauphin, and the Dauphiness.
Duke Choiseul admired everything and passed his comments with a courtier’s sagacity. He let the monarch say the place would become more pleasant daily and he added that it would be a family retreat for the sovereign.
“The Dauphiness is still a little uncouth, like all young German girls,” said Louis; “She speaks French nicely, but with an Austrian accent jarring on our ears. Here she will speak among friends and it will not matter.”
“She will perfect herself,” said the duke. “I have remarked that the lady is highly accomplished and accomplishes anything she undertakes.”
On the lawn they found the Dauphin taking the sun with a sextant. Louis Aguste, duke of Berry, was a meek-eyed, rosy complexioned man of seventeen, with a clumsy walk. He had a more prominent Bourbon nose than any before him, without its being a caricature. In his nimble fingers and able arms alone he showed the spirit of his race, so to express it.
“Louis,” said the King, loudly to be overheard by his grandson, “is a learned man, and he is wrong to rack his brain with science, for his wife will lose by it.”
“Oh, no,” corrected a feminine voice as the Dauphiness stepped out from the shrubbery, where she was chatting with a man loaded with plans, compass, pencil and notebook.
“Sire, this is my architect, Mique,” she said.
“Have you caught the family complaint of building?”
“I am going to turn this sprawling garden into a natural one!”
“Really? why, I thought that trees and grass and running water are natural enough.”
“Sire, you have to walk along straight paths between shaped boxwood trees, hewn at an angle of forty-five, to quote the Dauphin, and ponds agreeing with the paths, and star centres, and terraces! I am going to have arbors, rockeries, grottoes, cottages, hills, gorges, meadows—— ”
“For Dutch dolls to stand up in?” queried the King.
“Alas, Sire, for kings and princes like ourselves,” she replied, not seeing him color up, and that she had spoken a cutting truth.
“I hope you will not lodge your servants in your woods and on your rivers like Red Indians, in the natural life which Rousseau praises. If you do, only the Encyclopædists will eulogise you.”
“Sire, they would be too cold in huts, so I shall keep the out-buildings for them as they are.” She pointed to the windows of a corridor, over which were the servant’ sleeping rooms and under which were the kitchens.
“What do I see there?” asked the King, shielding his eyes with his hand, for he had short-sight.
“A woman, your Majesty,” said Choiseul.
“A young lady who is my reading-woman,” said the princess.
“It is Mdlle. de Taverney,” went on Choiseul.
“What, are you attaching the Taverneys to your house?”
“Only the girl.”
“Very good,” said the King, without taking his eyes off the barred window out of which innocently gazed Andrea, with no idea she was watched.
“How pale she is!” remarked the Prime Minister.
“She was nearly killed in the dreadful accident of the 30th of May, my lord.”
“For which we would have punished somebody severely,” said Louis, “but Chancellor Seguier proved it was the work of Fate. Only that fellow Bignon, Provost of the Merchants, was dismissed—and—poor girl! he deserved it.”
“Has she recovered?” asked Choiseul quickly.
“Yes, thank heaven!”
“She goes away,” said the King.
“She recognized your Majesty, and fled. She is timid.”
“A cheerless dwelling for a girl!”
“Oh, no, not so bad.”
“Let us have a look round inside, Choiseul?”
“Your Majesty, Council of Parliament at Versailles at half-past two.”
“Well, go and give those lawyers a shaking!”
And the sovereign, delighted to look at buildings, followed the Dauphiness who was delighted, also, to show her house. They passed Mdlle. de Taverney under the eaves of the little kitchen yard.
“This is my reader’s room,” remarked the Dauphiness. “I will show you it as a sample of how my ladies will fare.”
It was a suite of anteroom and two parlors. The furniture was placed; books, a harpsichord, and particularly a bunch of flowers in a Japanese Vase, attracted the King’s attention.
“What nice flowers! how can you talk of changing your garden? who the mischief supplies your ladies with such beauties? do they save any for the mistress?”
“It is very choice.”
“Who is the gardener here so sweet upon Mdlle. de Taverney?”
“I do not know—Dr. Jussieu found me somebody.”
The King looked round with a curious eye, and elsewhere, before departing. The Dauphin was still taking the sun.
CHAPTER IX.
THE HUNT.
A LONG rank of carriages filled the Forest at Marly where the King was carrying on what was called an afternoon hunt. The Master of the Buckhounds had deer so selected that he could let the one out which would run before the hounds just as long as suited the sovereign.
On this occasion, his Majesty had stated that he would hunt till four P. M.
Countess Dubarry, who had her own game in view, promised herself that she would hunt the King as steadfastly as he would the deer.
But huntsmen propose and chance disposes. Chance upset the favorite’s project, and was almost as fickle as she was herself.
While talking politics with the Duke of Richelieu, who wanted by her help or otherwise to be First Minister instead of Choiseul, the countess—while chasing the King, who was chasing the roebuck—perceived all of a sudden, fifty paces off the road, in a shady grove, a broken down carriage. With its shattered wheels pointing to the sky, its horses were browsing on the moss and beech bark.
Countess Dubarry’s magnificent team, a royal gift, had out-stripped all the others and were first to reach the scene of the breakdown.
“Dear me, an accident,” said the lady, tranquilly.
“Just so, and pretty bad smash-up,” replied Richelieu, with the same coolness, for sensitiveness is unknown at court.
“Is that somebody killed on the grass?” she went on.
“It makes a bow, so I guess it lives.”
And at a venture Richelieu raised his own three-cocked hat.
“Hold! it strikes me it is the Cardinal Prince Louis de Rohan. What the deuce is he doing there?”
“Better go and see. Champagne, drive up to the upset carriage.”
The countess’s coachman quitted the road and drove to the grove. The cardinal was a handsome gentleman of thirty years of age, of gracious manners and elegant. He was waiting for help to come, with the utmost unconcern.
“A thousand respects to your ladyship,” he said. “My brute of a coachman whom I hired from England, for my punishment, has spilled me in taking a short cut through the woods to join the hunt, and smashed my best carriage.”
“Think yourself lucky—a French Jehu would have smashed the passenger! be comforted.”
“Oh, I am philosophic, countess; but it is death to have to wait.”
“Who ever heard of a Rohan waiting?”
“The present representative of the family is compelled to do it; but Prince Soubise will happen along soon to give me a lift.”
“Suppose he goes another way?
“You must step into my carriage; if you were to refuse, I should give it up to you, and with a footman to carry my train, walk in the woods like a tree nymph.”
The cardinal smiled, and seeing that longer resistance might be badly interpreted by the lady, he took the place at the back which the old duke gave up to him. The prince wanted to dispute for the lesser place but the marshal was inflexible.
The countess’s team soon regained the lost time.
“May I ask your Eminence if you are fond of the chase again,” began the lady, “for this is the first time I have seen you out with the hounds.”
“I have been out before; but this time I come to Versailles to see the King on pressing business; and I went after him as he was in the woods, but thanks to my confounded driver, I shall lose the royal audience as well as an apartment in Paris.”
“The cardinal is pretty blunt—he means a love appointment,” remarked Richelieu.
“Oh, no, it is with a man—but he is not an ordinary man—he is a magician and works miracles.”
“The very one we are seeking, the duke and I,” said Jeanne Dubarry. “I am glad we have a churchman here to ask him if he believes in miracles?”
“Madam, I have seen things done by this wizard which may not be miraculous though they are almost incredible.”
“The prince has the reputation of dealing with spirits.”
“What has your Eminence seen?”
“I have pledged myself to secresy.”
“This is growing dark. At least you can name the wizard?”
“Yes, the Count of Fenix—— ”
“That won’t do—all good magicians have names ending in the round O.”
“The cap fits—his other name is Joseph Balsamo.”
The countess clasped her hands while looking at Richelieu, who wore a puzzled look.
“And was the devil very black? did he come up in green fire and stir a saucepan with a horrid stench?”
“Why, no! my magician has excellent manners; he is quite a gentleman and entertains one capitally.”
“Would you not like him to tell your fortune, countess?” inquired the duke, well knowing that Lady Dubarry had asserted that when she was a poor girl on the Paris streets, a man had prophesied she would be a queen. This man she maintained was Balsamo. “Where does he dwell?”
“Saint Claude Street, I remember, in the Swamp.”
The countess repeated the clew so emphatically that the marshal, always afraid his secrets would leak out, especially when he was conspiring to obtain the government, interrupted the lady by these words:
“Hist, there is the King!”
“In the walnut copse, yes. Let us stay here while the prince goes to him. You will have him all to yourself.”
“Your kindness overwhelms me,” said the prelate who gallantly kissed the lady’s hand.
“But the King will be worried at not seeing you.”
“I want to tease him!”
The duke alighted with the countess, as light as a schoolgirl, and the carriage rolled swiftly away to set down the cardinal on the knoll where the King was looking all about him to see his darling.
But she, drawing the duke into the covert, said:
“Heaven sent the cardinal to put us on the track of that magician who told my fortune so true.”
“I met one—at Vienna, where I was run through the body by a jealous husband. I was all but dead when my magician came up and cured my wound with three drops of an elixir, and brought me to life with three more imbibed.”
“Mine was a young man—— ”
“Mine old as Mathusaleh, and adorned with a sounding Greek name, Althotas.”
The carriage was coming back.
“I should like to go, if only to vex the King who will not dismiss Choiseul in your favor; but I shall be laughed at.”
“In good company, then, for I will go with you.”
At full speed the horses drew the carriage to Paris, containing the young and the old plotter.
CHAPTER X.
A SEANCE OF MESMERISM.
IT was six P. M.
Saint Claude Street was in the outskirts on the main road to the Bastile Prison. The house of the Count Felix, alias Baron Balsamo, was a strong building, like a castle; and besides a room used for a chemical laboratory, another study, where the sage Althotas, to whom the duke alluded, concocted his elixir of long life, and the reception rooms, an inner house, to which secret passages led, was secluded from ordinary visitors.
In a richly furnished parlor of this secret annex, the mysterious man who, with masonic signs and words, had collected his followers on Louis XV. Place, and saved Andrea upon Gilbert’s appeal—he was seated by a lovely Italian woman who seemed rebellious to his entreaties. She had no voice but to reproach and her hand was raised to repulse though it was plain that he adored her and perhaps for that reason.
Lorenza Feliciani was his wife, but she railed at him for keeping her a prisoner, and a slave, and envied the fate of wild birds.
It was clear that this frail and irritable creature took a large place in his bosom if not in his life.
“Lorenza,” he softly pleaded, “why do you, my darling, show this hostility and resistance? Why will you not live with one who loves you beyond expression as a sweet and devoted wife? Then would you have nothing farther to long for, free to bloom in the sunshine like the flowers and spread your wings like the birds you envy. We might go about in company where the fictitious sun, artificial light, glows on the assemblies of society. You would be happy according to your tastes and make me happy in my own way. Why will you not partake of this pleasure, Lorenza, when you have beauty to make all women jealous?”
“Because you horrify me—you are not religious, and you work your will by the black art!” replied the woman haughtily.
“Then live as you condemn yourself,” he replied with a look of anger and pity; “and do not complain at what your pride earns you.”
“I should not complain if you would only leave me alone and not force me to speak to you. Let me die in my cage, for I will not sing to you.”
“You are mad,” said Balsamo with an effort and trying to smile; “for you know that you shall not die while I am at hand to guard and heal you.”
“You will not heal me on the day when you find me hanging at my window bars,” she screamed.
He shuddered.
“Or stabbed to the heart by this dagger.”
Pale and perspiring icily, Balsamo looked at the exasperated female, and replied in a threatening voice:
“You are right; I should not cure you, but I would revive you!”
The Italian woman uttered a shriek of terror for knowing there was no bounds to the magician’s powers—she believed this—and he was saved.
A bell rang three times and at equal intervals.
“My man Fritz,” said Balsamo, “notifying me that a messenger is here—in haste—— ”
“Good, at last you are going to leave me,” said Lorenza spitefully.
“Once again,” he responded, taking her cold hand, “but for the last time. Let us dwell in pleasant union; for as fate has joined us, let us make fate our friend, not an executioner.”
She answered not a word; her dead and fixed eyes seemed to seek in vacancy some thought which constantly escaped her because she had too long sought it, as the sun blinds those who wish to see the very origin of the light. He kissed her hand without her giving any token of life. As then he walked over to the fireplace, she awoke from her torper and let her gaze fall greedily upon him.
“Ha, ha,” he said, “you want to know how I leave these issueless rooms so that you may escape some day and do me harm, and my brothers of the Masonic Order by revelations. That is why you are so wide awake.”
But extending his hands, with painful constraint on himself, he made a pass while darting the magnetic fluid from palm and eye upon her eyes and breast, saying imperatively:
“Sleep!”
Scarcely was the word pronounced before Lorenza bent like a lily on its stalk; her swinging head inclined and leaned on the sofa cushions; her dead white hands slid down by her sides, rustling her silky dress.
Seeing how beautiful she was, Balsamo went up to her and placed a kiss on her brow.
Thereupon her whole countenance brightened up, as if the breath from Love’s own lips had dispelled the cloud; her mouth tremulously parted, her eyes swam in voluptuous tears, and she sighed like those angels may have sighed for the sons of man, when the world was young.
For an instant the mesmerist contemplated her as one unable to break off his ecstasy but as the bell rang again, he sprang to the fireplace, touched a spring to make the black plate swing aside like a door and so entered the house in Saint Claude Street.
In a parlor was a German servant confronting a man in courier’s attire and in horseman’s boots armed with large spurs. The vulgar visage announced one lowly born and yet his eyes were kindled with a spark of the holy fire which one superior’s mind may light.
His left hand leaned on a clubhandled whip while with his right he made signs which Balsamo understood, for he tapped his forehead with his forefinger to imply the same. The postilion’s hand then flew to his breast where he made a new sign which the uninitiated would have taken for undoing a button. To this the count responded by showing a ring on his finger.
“The Grand Master,” muttered the envoy, bending the knee to this redoubtable token.
“Whence come you?” asked Balsamo.
“From Rouen last. I am courier to the Duchess of Grammont, in whose service the Great Copt placed me with the order to have no secrets from the Master.”
“Whither go you?”
“To Versailles with a letter for the First Minister.”
“Hand it to me.”
The messenger gave Balsamo a letter from a leather bag strapped to his back.
“Wait, Fritz!” The German who had withdrawn, came to take “Sebastian” to the servant’ hall, and he went away, amazed that the Chief knew his name.
“He knows all,” remarked the servant.
Remaining alone Balsamo looked at the clear impression of the seal on the wax which the courier’s glance had seemed to beg him to respect. Slowly and thoughtfully, he went upstairs to the room where he had left Lorenza in the mesmeric slumber. She had not stirred, but she was fatigued and unnerved by the inaction. She grasped his hand convulsively when offered. He took her by the hand which squeezed his convulsively and on her heart laid the letter.
“Do you see—what do I hold in my hand—can you read this letter?”
With her eyes closed, her bosom heaving, Lorenza recited the following words which the mesmerist wrote down by this wonderful dictation.
“DEAR BROTHER: As I foresaw, my exile has brought me some good. I saw the President of the Parliament at Rouen who is on our side but timid. I pressed him in your name and, deciding, he will send the remonstrances of his friends before the week is out, to Versailles. I am off at once to Rennes, to stir up Karadeuc and Lachalotais who have gone to sleep. Our Caudebec agent was at Rouen, and I saw him. England will not pause on the road, but is preparing a smart advice for the Versailles Cabinet. X asked me if it should go and I authorized it. You will receive the very latest lampoons against Dubarry’s squibs, but they will raise a town. An evil rumor has reached me that you were in disgrace but I laugh at it since you have not written me to that effect. Still do not leave me in doubt, but write me by return of courier. Your next will find me at Caen, where I have some of our adherents to warm up. Farewell, with kisses, Your loving
“DUCHESS DE GRAMMONT.”
Balsamo’s forehead had cleared as the clairvoyante proceeded. “A curious document,” he commented, “which would be paid for dearly. How can they write such damning things? It is always women who ruin superior men. This Choiseul could not be overthrown by an army of enemies or a multitude of intrigues, and lo! the breath of a woman crushes him while caressing. If we have a heart, and a sensitive cord in that heart, we are lost.”
So saying he looked tenderly towards Lorenza who palpitated under his regard.
“Is what I think true?” he asked her.
“No,” she answered, ardently; “You see that I love you too well to destroy you as a senseless and heartless woman would do.”
Alas! in her mesmeric trance she spoke and felt just the contrary to what swayed her in her waking mood.
He let the arms of his enchantress interlace him till the warning bell of Fritz sounded twice.
“Two visits,” he interpreted.
A violent peal finished the telegraphed phrase.
Disengaging himself from Lorenza’s clasp, Balsamo left the room, the woman being still in the magnetic sleep. On the way he met the courier.
“Here is the letter. Bear it to the address. That is all.”
The adept of the Order looked at the envelope and the seal, and seeing that both were intact, he manifested his joy, and disappeared in the shadows.
“What a pity I could not keep such an autograph,” sighed the magician “and what a pity it cannot be placed by sure hands before the King.”
“Who is there?” he asked of Fritz who appeared.
“A young and pretty lady with an old gentleman whom I do not know as they have never called before.”
“Where are they?”
“In the parlor.”
Balsamo walked into the room where the countess had concealed her face completely in her cloak hood; she looked like a woman of the lower middle class. The marshal, more shrinking than she, was garbed in grey like an upper servant in a good house.
“My lord count,” began Dubarry, “do you know me?”
“Perfectly, my lady the countess. Will you please take a seat, and also your companion.”
“My steward,” said the lady.
“You are in error,” said the host bowing; “this is the Duke of Richelieu, whom I readily recognize and who would be very ungrateful if he did not recall one who saved his life—I might say drew him back from among the dead.”
“Oh, do you hear that, duke?” exclaimed the lady laughing.
“You, saved my life, count?” questioned Richelieu, in consternation.
“Yes, in Vienna, in 1725, when your grace was Ambassador there.”
“You were not born at that date!”
“I must have been, my lord,” replied Balsamo smiling, “for I met you dying, say dead, on a handbarrow with a fine swordthrust right through your midriff. By the same token, I dropped a little of my elixir on the gash—there, at the very place where you wear lace rather too rich for a steward!”
“But you are scarce over thirty, count,” expostulated the duke.
“But you must see that you are facing a wizard,” said the countess bursting into laughter.
“I am stupefied. In that case you would be—— ”
“Oh, we wizards change our names for every generation, my lord. In 1725, the fashion for us was to end in us, os or as, and there is no ground for astonishment that I should have worn a name either in Greek or Latin. But, Althotas or Balsamo, or Fenix, I am at your orders, countess—and at yours, duke.”
“Count, the marshal and I have come to consult you.”
“It is doing me much honor, but it is natural that you should apply to me.”
“Most naturally, for your prediction that I should become a queen is always trotting in my brain: still I doubt its coming true.”
“Never doubt what science says, lady.”
“But the kingdom is in a sore way—it would want more than three drops of the elixir which sets a duellist on his legs.”
“Ay, but three words may knock a minister off his!” retorted the magician. “There, have I hit it? Speak!”
“Perfectly,” replied the fair visitress trembling. “Truly, my lord duke, what do you say to all this?”
“Oh, do not be wonderstricken for so little,” observed Balsamo, who could divine what troubled so the favorite and the court conspirator without any witchcraft.
“The fact is I shall think highly of you if you suggest the remedy we want,” went on the marshal.
“You wish to be cured of the attacks of Choiseul?”
“Yes, great soothsayer, yes.”
“Do not leave us in the plight, my lord; your honor is at stake,” added the lovely woman.
“I am ready to serve you to my utmost; but I should like to hear if the duke had not some settled plan in calling.”
“I grant it, my lord count—Faith! it is nice to have a man of title for wizard, it does not take us out of our class.”
“Come, be frank,” said the host smiling. “You want to consult me?”
“But I can only whisper it in the strictest privacy to the count because you would beat me if you overheard, countess.”
“The duke is not accustomed to being beaten,” remarked Balsamo, which delighted the old warrior.
“The long and the short of it is that the King is dying of tedium.”
“He is no longer amusable, as Lady Maintenon used to say.”
“Nothing in that hurts my feelings, duke,” said Lady Dubarry.
“So much the better, which puts me at my ease. Well, we want an elixir to make the King merry.”
“Pooh, any quack at the corner will provide such a philter.”
“But we want the virtue to be attributed to this lady,” resumed the duke.
“My lord, you are making the lady blush,” said Balsamo. “But as we were saying just now, no philter will deliver you of Choiseul. Were the King to love this lady ten times more than at present—which is impossible—the minister would still preserve over his mind the hold which the lady has over his heart?”
“That is true,” said the duke. “But it was our sole resource.”
“I could easily find another.”
“Easily? do you hear that, countess? These magicians doubt nothing.”
“Why should I doubt when the simple matter is to prove to the King that the Duke of Choiseul betrays him—from the King’s point of view, for of course the duke does not think he is betraying him, in what he does.”
“And what is he doing?”
“You know as well as I, countess, that he is upholding Parliamentary opposition against the royal authority.”
“Certainly, but by what means?”
“By agents who foster the movement while he warrants their impunity.”
“But we want to know these agents.”
“The King sees in the journey of Lady Grammont merely an exile but you cannot believe that she went for any other errand than to fan the ardent and fire the cool.”
“Certainly, but how to prove the hidden aim?”
“By accusing the lady.”
“But the difficulty is in proving the accusation,” said the countess.
“Were it clearly proved, would the duke remain Prime Minister?”
“Surely not!” exclaimed the countess.
“This necromancer is delightful,” said old Richelieu, laughing heartily as he leaned back in his chair: “catch Choiseul redhanded in treason? that is all, and quite enough, too, ha, ha, ha!”
“Would not a confidential letter do it?” said Balsamo impassibly. “Say from Lady Grammont?”
“My good wizard, if you could conjure up one!” said the countess. “I have been trying to get one for five years and spent a hundred thousand francs a year and have never succeeded.”
“Because, madam, you did not apply to me. I should have lifted you out of the quandary.”
“Oh, I hope it is not too late!”
“It is never too late,” said Count Fenix, smiling.
“Then you have such a letter?” said the lady, clasping her hands. “Which would compromise Choiseul?”
“It would prove he sustains the Parliament in its bout with the King; eggs on England to war with France; so as to keep him indispensable: and is the enemy of your ladyship.”
“I would give one of my eyes to have it.”
“That would be too dear; particularly as I shall give you the letter for nothing.” And he drew a piece of paper folded twice from his pocket.
“The letter you want!” And in the deepest silence the letter was read by him which he had transcribed from Lorenza’s thought reading.
The countess stared as he proceeded and lost countenance.
“This is a slanderous forgery—deuce take it, have a care!” said Richelieu.
“It is the plain, literal copy of a letter from Lady Grammont on the way, by a courier from Rouen this morning, to the Duke de Choiseul at Versailles.”
“The duchess wrote such an imprudent letter?”
“It is incredible, but she has done it.”
The old courtier looked over to the countess who had no strength to say anything.
“Excuse me, count,” she said, “but I am like the duke, hard to accept this as written by the witty lady, and damaging herself and her brother; besides to have knowledge of it one must have read it.”
“And the count would have kept the precious original as a treasure,” suggested the marshal.
“Oh,” returned Balsamo, shaking his head gently; “that is the way with those who break open seals to read letters but not for those who can read through the envelopes. Fie, for shame! Besides, what interest have I in destroying Lady Grammont and the Choiseuls? You come in a friendly way to consult me and I answer in that manner. You want service done, and I do it. I hardly suppose you came fee in hand, as to a juggler in the street?”
“Oh, my lord!” exclaimed Dubarry.
“But who advised you, count?” asked Richelieu.
“You want to know in a minute as much as I, the sage, the adept, who has lived three thousand and seven hundred years.”
“Ah, you are spoiling the good opinion we had of you,” said the old nobleman.
“I am not pressing you to believe me, and it was not I who asked you to come away from the royal hunt.”
“He is right, duke,” said the lady visitor. “Do not be impatient with us, my lord.”
“The man is never impatient who has time on his hands.”
“Be so good—add this favor to the others you have done me, to tell me how you obtain such secrets?”
“I shall not hesitate, madam,” said Balsamo slowly as if he were matching words with her speech, “the revelation is made to me by a bodiless Voice. It tells me all that I desire.”
“Miraculous!”
“But you do not believe!”
“Honestly not, count,” said the duke; “how can you expect any one to believe such things?”
“Would you believe if I told you what the courier is doing who bears this letter to the Duke of Choiseul?”
“Of course,” responded the countess.
“I shall when I hear the voice,” subjoined the duke.
“But you magicians and necromanciers have the privilege of seeing and hearing the supernatural.”
Balsamo shot at the speaker so singular a glance that the countess thrilled in every vein and the sceptical egotist felt a chill down his neck and back.
“True,” said he, after a long silence, “I alone see and hear things and beings beyond your ken: but when I meet those of your grace’s rank and hight of intellect and of your beauty, fair lady, I open my treasures and share. You shall hear the mystic voice.”
The countess trembled, and the duke clenched his fist not to do the same.
“What language shall it use?”
“French,” faltered the countess. “I know no other and a strange one would give me too much fright.”
“The French for me,” said the duke. “I long to repeat what the devil says, and mark if he can discourse as correctly as my friend Voltaire.”
With his head lowered, Balsamo walked over to the little parlor door which opened on the secret stairs.
“Let me shut us in so that you will be less exposed to evil influences,” he explained.
Turning pale, the countess took the duke’s arm.
Almost touching the staircase door, Balsamo stepped into the corner where the inner dwelling was located, and where Lorenza was, and in a loud voice uttered in Arabic the words, which we translate:
“My dear, do you hear? if so, ring the bell twice.”
He watched for the effect on his auditor’ faces, for they were the more touched from not understanding the speech. The bell rang twice. The countess bounded up on the sofa and the duke wiped his forehead with his handkerchief.
“Since you hear me,” went on the magician in the same tongue, “push the marble knob which represents the lion’s right eye in the mantelpiece of sculpture, and a panel will open. Walk through the opening, cross my room, come down the stairs, and enter the room next where I am speaking.”
Next instant, a light rustle, like a phantom’s flight, warned Balsamo that his orders had been understood and carried out.
“What gibberish is that? the cabalistic?” queried Richelieu to appear cool.
“Yes, my lord, used in invocations of the demons. You will understand the Voice but not what I conjure it with.”
“Demons? is it the devil?”
“A superior being may invoke a superior spirit. This spirit is now in direct communication with us,” he said as he pointed to the wall which seemed to end the house and had not a perceptible break in it.
“I am afraid, duke—and are not you?”
“To tell the truth I would rather be back in the battles of Mahon or before Philipsburg.”
“Lady and lord, listen for you would hear,” said Balsamo sternly. In the midst of solemn silence, he proceeded in French:
“Are you there?”
“I am here,” replied a pure and silvery voice which penetrated the wall and tapestry so muffled as to seem a sweet-toned bell sounded at an incalculable distance, rather than a human voice.
“Plague on it! this is growing exciting,” said the duke; “and yet without red fire, the trombone, and the gong.”
“It is dreadful,” stammered the countess.
“Take heed of my questioning,” said Balsamo. “First tell me how many persons I have with me?”
“Two, a man and a woman: the man is the Duke of Richelieu, the woman, the Countess Dubarry.”
“Reading in his mind,” uttered the duke; “this is pretty clever.”
“I never saw the like,” said the countess, trembling.
“It is well,” said Balsamo; “now, read the first line of the letter which I hold.”
The Voice obeyed.
Duke and countess looked at each other with astonishment rising to admiration.
“What has happened to this letter, which I wrote under your dictation?”
“It is travelling to the west and is afar.”
“How is it travelling?”
“A horseman rides with it, clad in green vest, a hareskin cap and high boots. His horse is a piebald.”
“Where do you see him?” asked Balsamo sternly.
“On a broad road plated with trees.”
“The King’s highway—but which one?”
“I know not—roads are alike.”
“What other objects are on it?”
“A large vehicle is coming to meet the rider; on it are soldiers and priests—— ”
“An omnibus,” suggested Richelieu.
“On the side at the top is the word ‘VERSAILLES.’”
“Leave this conveyance, and follow the courier.”
“I see him not—he has turned the road.”
“Take the turn, and after!”
“He gallops his horse—he looks at his watch—— ”
“What see you in front of him?”
“A long avenue—splendid buildings—a large town.”
“Go on.”
“He lashes his steed; it is streaming with sweat—poor horse! the people turn to hear the ringing shoes on the stones. Ah, he goes down a long hilly street, he turns to the right, he slackens his pace, he stops at the door of a grand building.”
“You must now follow with attention. But you are weary. Be your weariness dispelled! Now, do you still see the courier?”
“Yes, he is going up a broad stone staircase, ushered by a servant in blue and gold livery. He goes through rooms decorated with gold. He reaches a lighted study. The footman opens the door for him and departs.”
“Enter, you! What see you?”
“The courier bows to a man sitting at a desk, whose back is to the door. He turns—he is in full dress with a broad blue ribbon crossing his breast. His eye is sharp, his features irregular, his teeth good; his age fifty or more.”
“Choiseul,” whispered the countess to the duke who nodded.
“The courier hands the man a letter—— ”
“Say the duke—it is a duke.”
“A letter,” resumed the obedient Voice, “taken from a leather satchel worn on his back. Unsealing it, the duke reads it with attention. He takes up a pen and writes on a sheet of paper.”
“It would be fine if we could learn what he wrote,” said Richelieu.
“Tell me what he writes,” said Balsamo.
“It is fine, scrawling, bad writing.”
“Read, I will it!” said the magician’s imperative voice.
The auditors held their breath.
And they heard the voice say:
“DEAR SISTER: be of good heart. The crisis has passed. I await the morrow with impatience for I am going to take the offensive with all presaging decisive success. All well about the Rouen Parliament, Lord X., and the squibs. To-morrow, after business with the King, I will append a postscript to this letter and despatch by this courier.”
While with his left hand Balsamo seemed to wrest out each word with difficulty, with his right he wrote the lines which Duke Choiseul was writing in Versailles.
“What is the duke doing?”
“He folds up the paper and puts it in a small pocketbook taken from the left side of his coat. He dismisses the courier, saying: ‘Be at one o’clock at the Trianon gateway.’ The courier bows and comes forth.”
“That is so,” said Richelieu: “he is making an appointment for the man to get the answer.”
Balsamo silenced him with a gesture.
“What is the duke doing?”
“He rises, holding the letter he received. He goes to his couch, passes between its edge and the wall, pushes a spring which opens an iron safe in the wall, throws in the letter and shuts the safe.”
“Oh, pure magic!” ejaculated the countess and the marshal, both pallid.
“Do you know all you wished?” Balsamo asked La Dubarry.
“My lord,” said she, going to him, but in terror, “you have done me a service for which I would pay with five years of my life, or indeed I can never repay. Ask me anything you like.”
“Oh, you know we are already in account. The time is not come to settle.”
“You shall have it, were it a million—— ”
“Pshaw, countess!” exclaimed the old nobleman, “you had better look to the count for a million. One who knows—who can see what he sees, might discover gold and diamonds in the bowels of the earth as he does thoughts in the mind of man.”
“Nay, countess, I will give you the chance some day of acquitting yourself as regards me.”
“Count,” said the duke, “I am subjugated, vanquished, crushed—I believe!”
“You know you saw but that is not belief.”
“Call it what you please; I know what I shall say if magicians are spoken of before me.”
“My Spirit is fatigued,” said Balsamo smiling: “let me release it by a magical spell. Lorenza,” he pursued, but in Arabic, “I thank you, and I love you. Return to your room as you came and wait for me. Go, my darling!”
“I am most tired—make haste, Acharat!” replied the Voice, in Italian, sweeter than during the invocation. And the faint sound as of a winged creature flying was heard diminishing.
Convinced of his medium’s departure in a few minutes, the mesmerist bowed profoundly but with majestic dignity to his two frightened visitors, absorbed in the flood of thoughts tumultuously overwhelming them. They got back to their carriage more like intoxicated persons than reasonable ones.
CHAPTER XI.
THE DOWNFALL AND THE ELEVATION.
THE great clock of Versailles Palace was striking eleven when King Louis XV., coming out of his private apartments, crossed the gallery nearest and called out for the Master of Ceremonies, Duke Vrilliere. He was pale and seemed agitated, though he tried to conceal his emotion. An icy silence spread among the courtiers, among whom were included Duke Richelieu and Chevalier Jean Dubarry, a burly coarse bully, but tolerated as brother of the favorite. They were calm, affecting indifference and ignorance of what was going on.
The duke approaching was given a sealed letter for Duke Choiseul which would find him in the palace. The courtiers hung their heads while muttering, like ears of wheat when the squall whistles over them. They surrounded Richelieu while Vrilliere went on his errand, but the old marshal pretended to know no more than they, while smiling to show he was not a dupe.
When the royal messenger returned he was besieged by the inquisitive.
“Well, it was an order of exile,” said he, “for I have read it. Thus it ran,” and he repeated what he had retained by the implacable memory of old courtiers:
COUSIN: My discontent with your services obliges me to exile your grace to Chanteloup, where you should be in twenty-four hours. I should send you farther but for consideration of the duchess’s state of health. Have a care that your conduct does not drive me to a severer measure.
The group murmured for some time.
“What did he say,” queried Richelieu.
“That he was sure I found pleasure in bearing such a message.”
“Rather rough,” remarked Dubarry.
“But a man cannot get such a chimney-brick on his head Without crying out something,” added the marshal-duke. “I wonder if he will obey?”
“Bless us, here he comes, with his official portfolio under his arm!” exclaimed the Master of Ceremonies aghast, while Jean Dubarry had the cold shivers.
Lord Choiseul indeed was crossing the courtyard, with a calm, assured look blasting with his clear glance his enemies and those who had declared against him after his disgrace. Such a step was not foreseen and his entrance into the royal privy chambers was not opposed.
“Hang it! will he coax the King over, again?” muttered Richelieu.
Choiseul presented himself to the King with the letter of exile in his hand.
“Sire, as it was understood that I was to hold no communication from your Majesty as valid without verbal confirmation, I come for that.”
“This time it holds good,” rejoined the King.
“Such an offensive letter holds good against a devoted servitor?”
“Against the servitor—you who received a letter in your house here, from Lady Grammont, by courier—— ”
“Surely brother and sister may correspond?”
“Not with such letters—” And the monarch held out a copy of the letter dictated by Balsamo’s Voice—this time made by the King’s own hand. “Deny not—you have the original locked up in the iron safe in your bedroom.”
Pale as a spectre the duke listened to the sovereign continuing pitilessly.
“This is not all. You have an answer for Lady Grammont in your pocketbook only waiting for its postscript to be added when you leave my presence. You see I am well informed.”
The duke bowed without saying a word and staggered out of the room as though he were struck by apoplexy. But for the open air coming on his face he would have dropped backwards; but he was a man of powerful will and recovering composure, he passed through the courtiers to enter his rooms where he burnt certain papers. A quarter of an hour following he left the palace in his coach.
The disgrace of Choiseul was a thunderbolt which set fire to France.
The Parliament which his tolerance had upheld, proclaimed that the State had lost its strongest prop. The nobility sustained him as one of their order. The clergy felt fostered by a man whose severe style made his post almost sacerdotal. The philosophical party, very numerous by this time and potent, because the most active, intelligent and learned formed it, shouted aloud when “their” Government escaped from the hands of the protector of Voltaire, the pensioner of the Encyclopedist writers and the preserver of the traditions of Lady Pompadour playing the Maccenas-in-petticoats for the newspaper writers and pamphleteers.
The masses also complained and with more reason than the others. Without deep insight they knew where the shoe pinched.
From the general point of view Choiseul was a bad minister and a bad citizen, but he was a paragon of patriotism and morality compared with the sycophants, mistresses and their parasites—particularly Lady Dubarry whom a lampoonist qualified as less to be respected than a charcoal-man’s wife. To see the reins pass into the hands of the pet of a favorite made the future blacker than before.
Hence nearly everybody flocked on the road to cheer the Minister as he went away in exile.
There was a block to the traffic at the Enfer Tollbar, on the Touraine Road. A hundred carriages escorted the duke after he had got through here.
Cheers and sighs followed him, but he was too sharp not to know that there was less regret over his going than fear about those who would replace him.
On the crowded highway a postchaise came tearing and would have run down the minister but for a violent swerving of the postboy.
A head was stuck out of the chaise window at the same time as the Duke of Choiseul looked out of his.
It was the Duke of Aiguillon, nephew of Richelieu, who would probably have a place in the cabinet which the marshal duke, as the new minister, would form. No doubt he had received the cue and was hurrying to take the berth. He saluted the fallen one very lowly. The latter drew back in the coach, for in this second the sight had withered all the laurels.
At the same time, as compensation up came a carriage with the royal colors, drawn by eight horses on the Sevres branch-road, and crossing with Choiseul’s equipage by chance or the block.
On the back seat was the Dauphiness with her mistress of the Household, Lady Noailles; on the front one was Andrea de Taverney.
Red with glory and delight, Choiseul leaned out and bowed lowly.
“Farewell, princess,” he said in a choking voice.
“Farewell, my lord, till soon we meet again!” was the reply. The Archduchess gave an imperial smile and showed majestic disdain for court etiquet, by replying.
“Choiseul forever!” shouted an enthusiastic voice close upon these words.
Andrea turned rapidly towards the speaker, for she knew the voice.
“Room, make room there,” roared the royal squires, forcing Gilbert, pale and hot with getting to the front to see into the line along the roadside ditch.
It was indeed our hero, who had in a fit of philosophical fervor, shouted for Choiseul.
CHAPTER XII.
ANDREA IN FAVOR.
AT three in the afternoon Mdlle. de Taverney came out of her rooms dressed to perform her duty as reader to the princess.
On reaching the Trianon Summerhouse she was told that her mistress was in the grounds with her architect and head-gardener. In the upper story could be heard the whizz of the turning-lathe with which the Dauphin was busy making a safety lock for a chest which he thought a great deal of.
To join the Dauphiness, Andrea crossed the garden where, although the season had come on the pale flowers were lifting their heads to catch the fleeting rays of a still paler sun. Dark came at six, and the gardeners were covering the plants from the frost with glass bells.
On the lawn at the end of a walk hedged with trimmed trees and Bengal roses, Andrea suddenly perceived one of these men who, on seeing her, rose from stooping over his spade and saluted her with more grace and politeness than a common man could do. Looking she recognized Gilbert, whom she had seen from a child on her father’s estate. She blushed in spite of herself, for the presence of this ex-retainer seemed a very curious kindness of destiny.
He repeated the salute and she had to return it as she passed on. But she was too courageous and straight-forward a creature to resist a movement of the spirit and leave a question unanswered of her disturbed soul.
She retraced her steps, and Gilbert, who had lost color and was eyeing her ominously, returned to life and made a spring to arrive before her.
“How do you happen to be here, Gilbert?” she began.
“A man must live, and honestly.”
“Well, you ought to be happy in such a position!”
“I am very happy indeed to be here.”
“Who helped you to the place?”
“Dr. Jussieu, a patron of mine. He is a friend of another patron, the great Rousseau.”
“Good luck, Gilbert,” said Andrea, preparing to go.
“I hope you are better—after your accident?” ventured the young man in so quivering a voice that one could see that it came from a vibrating heart.
“Yes, thanks,” she coldly answered. “It did not amount to anything.”
“Why, you came near dying—the danger was dreadful,” said Gilbert, at the hight of emotion.
Andrea perceived by this that it was high time that she cut short this chat in the open with a royal gardener.
“Will you not have a rose?” questioned he, shivering.
“Why, how can you offer what is not yours?” she demanded.
He looked at her surprised and overcome, but as she smiled with superciliousness, he broke off a branch of the finest rose-tree and began to pluck the flowers and cast them down with a noble coolness which impressed even this haughty Patrician girl.
She was too good and fair-dealing not to see that she had wantonly wounded the feelings of an inferior who had only been polite to her. Like all proud ones feeling guilty of a fault, she resumed her stroll without a word, although the excuse was on her lips.
“Gilbert did not speak either; he tossed aside the rose-twig and took up the spade again, bending to work but also to see Andrea go away. At the turning of the walk she could not help looking back—for she was a woman.
“Hurrah!” he said to himself; “she is not so strong as me and I shall master her yet. Overbearing with her beauty, title and fortune now rising, insolent to me because she divines that I love her, she only becomes the more desirable to the poor workingman who still trembles as he looks upon her. Confound this trembling, unworthy of a man! but she shall pay some day for the cowardice she makes me feel. I have done enough this day in making her give in,” he added. “I should have been the weaker as I love her, but I was ten times the stronger.”
He repeated these words with savage delight, struck his spade deep into the ground and started to cut across the lawn to intercept the young lady at another path when he caught sight of a gentleman in the alley up which Andrea was proceeding in hopes to meet her royal mistress.
This gentleman wore a velvet suit under a cloak trimmed deeply with sable; he carried his head high; his hat was under his arm, and his left hand was on his sword. He stuck out his leg, which was well made, and threw up his ankle which was high, like a man of the finest training. On seeing him, Gilbert uttered involuntarily a low exclamation and fled through the sumach bushes like a frightened blackbird.
The nobleman spied Andrea and without quickening his measured gait he manœuvred so as to meet her at the end of a cross-path.
Hearing the steps, she turned a little aside to let the promenader pass her and she glanced at him when he had done so.
He looked at her, and with all his eyes; he stopped to get a better view and turning round, said:
“May I ask why you are running so fast, young lady?”
At this, Andrea saw, thirty paces behind, two royal lifeguards officers, she spied the blue ribbon under the speaker’s mantle, and she faltered, pale and alarmed by this encounter and accosting:
“The King!”
“I have such poor sight that I am obliged to inquire your name?” returned the monarch, approaching as she courtseyed lowly.
“I am Mdlle. de Taverney,” she murmured, so confused and trembling that she hardly made herself understood.
“Oh, yes; are you making a voyage of discovery in the place?”
“I am going to join her Royal Highness, the Dauphiness, whom I am in attendance,” replied Andrea more and more agitated.
“I will see you to her,” said the King, “for I am going to my grand-daughter-in-law to pay her a call like a country neighbor. So, kindly accept my arm.”
Andrea felt her sight dimmed and her blood boiling up in her heart. Like a dream appeared this honor to the impoverished nobleman’s daughter, to be on the arm of the lord overall—a glory despaired of, an incredible favor which the whole court would covet. She made a profound courtesy so religiously shrinking that the King was obliged to return it with a bow. When Louis XV. remembered his sire, he did so in ceremonious matters: it is true that French royal attentions to the fair sex dated back to King Harry Fourth of gallant memory.
Though the King was not fond of walking, he took the longest way round to the Trianon: the two guards officers in attendance saw this as they were not any too warmly clad.
They arrived late as the Dauphiness had started, not to keep her lord and master waiting. They, too, were at the table, with Lady Noailles, nicknamed, “Lady Stickler,” so rigid about etiquet was she, and the Duke of Richelieu in attendance, when the servant’ voices echoed through the house:
“The King!”
At this magic word, Lady Noailles jumped up as if worked by a spring; Richelieu rose leisurely as usual; the Dauphin wiped his mouth with his napkin and stood up in his place, with his face turned to the door.
The Dauphiness moved towards the door to meet the visitor the sooner and do him the honors of the house.
Louis was still holding Andrea by the hand and only at the landing did he release her, saluting her with so long and courteous a bow that Richelieu had time to notice the grace of it, and wonder to what happy mortal it was addressed.
The Dauphiness had seen and recognized Andrea.
“Daughter,” said Louis taking the Austrian’s arm, “I come without ceremony to ask supper. I crossed the park and meeting Mdlle. de Taverney on the road I entreated her to keep me company.”
“The Taverney girl?” muttered Richelieu, almost stunned. “By my faith, this is very lucky, for she is daughter of an old friend of mine.”
“The consequence is that, instead of scolding the young lady for being late, I shall thank her for having brought your Majesty,” said the Dauphiness pleasantly.
Red as the cherries garnishing a dish on the table, Andrea bowed without replying.
“Deuce take me but she is very lovely,” thought Richelieu, “and that old rogue Taverney never sang her up highly enough.”
After receiving the bow of the Dauphin, Louis sat at table, where a place was always reserved for him. Endowed with a good appetite like his ancestors, he did honor to the spread which the steward had ready as if by magic. But while eating, the King, whose back was to the door, fidgetted as though he was looking for somebody or something.
The fact was Mdlle. de Taverney, having no fixed position in the household, had not entered the dining-room but after bowing to the Dauphin and his lady, went into the sitting-room where she was wont to read to her mistress.
The Dauphiness guessed whom her royal relative was looking for.
“Lieut. Coigny,” she said to a young officer behind the King: “Will you please request Mdlle. de Taverney to come here. With the leave of Lady Noailles we will derogate from the regulations to-night.”
In another instant, Andrea came in, trembling as she could not understand this accumulation of favors.
“Find a place there, by the Dauphiness,” said the Dauphin.
She went upon the raised platform for the Royalties, and had what seemed the audacity to sit within one step of Lady Noailles. She received such a withering glance from the latter that the poor girl recoiled at least four feet as though she had been shocked by an electrical discharge.
Louis the King smiled as he saw this.
“Why, here are things running along so smoothly,” thought old Richelieu, “that there will hardly be any need of my helping them.”
The King turned on the marshal who was prepared to meet his look.
“How do you do, duke?” he said; “are you still chiming in with Lady Noailles?”
“Sire, the duchess is good enough still to treat me like a whipping-post.”
“I suppose you have been on the road to Chanteloup?”
“I, Sire? I have all the cheering news I desire from your Majesty to my house.”
“What have I done for you?” asked the King, who had not expected this retort and did not like to be jested with when he had wanted to have his fun.
“Sire, your Majesty has given my nephew Aiguillon the command of the Royal Light-horse. To do that for a nobleman who has many foes, all your Majesty’s energy and statecraft were required—it is almost a movement of Royalty itself against all comers.”
This was at the end of the repast; the King just waited an instant before he rose. Conversation might have embarrassed him: but Richelieu did not want to release his prey. While the King was chatting with the others he worked round so dextrously as to have an opening to say:
“Sire, it is well-known that success emboldens a man.”
“Are you bold, then, duke?”
“I make so bold as to ask for another boon after the many I am thanking your Majesty for: it is for an old comrade of mine, a good old friend, and one of your Majesty’s best servitors. He has a son in the army. He is a young man of merit but wants the purse. An august princess has gratified him with the brevet rank of captain but he has no company to command.”
“Is the princess my daughter?” asked the King.
“Yes, Sire, and the young gentleman is the son and heir of Baron Taverney.”
“My father!” Andrea could not help exclaiming, “Philip? do you beg a company for my brother, Philip?”
Ashamed of her breach of etiquet in speaking without the Royals putting a question, she fell back a step, blushing and wringing her hands. The King turned to admire her blushes and emotion; then he gave the wily courtier a glance teaching him how agreeable the request was by reason of its timeliness.
“Really, the young chevalier is charming and I promised to make his fortune,” struck in the Dauphiness; “How unhappy we princes are! When we have the willingness to oblige, heaven bereaves us of memory or reason. Ought I not have thought that the young gentleman might lack lucre and that the rank was a snare without the soldiers to back it?”
“Why, lady, how could your Highness have known?”
“But I did know,” interrupted the Austrian, recalling the glimpse she had at the poverty-stricken abode of the Taverneys on her passing through Touraine; “and I ought to have thought of that when I gave the rank.”
The King looked at the speaker’s noble and open countenances: then his eyes fell on Richelieu’s, also illumined by a ray of their generosity reflected.
“Duke,” he whispered, “I shall be embroiled with La Dubarry. But,” he proceeded aloud, turning to Andrea, “do you tell me that this will afford you pleasure?”
“I entreat it,” she said, clasping her hands.
“It is granted then,” said Louis. “Duke, select a good company for the young hero. I will provide the expenses if it is not fully raised and all paid for.”
This good action rejoiced all the attendants. It earned the donor a heavenly smile from Andrea, and a grateful one from the same to Richelieu.
Some visitors dropped in, among them the Cardinal Prince Rohan who paid assiduous court to the Dauphiness. But the King had attention and sugary words solely for Richelieu that evening. He took the joyous old marshal with him when he left to go home. Andrea was relieved by the Dauphiness who said:
“You will want to send this good piece of news to your parent in town. You can retire.”
Preceded by a lackey carrying a lantern, the young lady crossed the grounds to her part of the palace. Before her, from bush to bush, bounded what seemed a shadow in the foliage; it was Gilbert whose sparkling eyes watched her every movement. When Andrea was left at the doorway, the footman returned. Thereupon Gilbert went up to his room in the stable lofts, where his window overlooked the girl’s at the corner.
He saw her call a strange waiting-woman who let the curtains fall like an impenetrable veil betwixt the beloved object and the young lover’s burning gaze.
CHAPTER XIII.
NICOLE IS VALUED PROPERLY.
THE only guest left in the palace was Cardinal Rohan redoubting his gallantry towards the princess, who received him but cooly. As the Dauphin retired he feared it would look bad to remain, so he took leave with all the tokens of the most profound but affectionate respect.
As he was stepping into his coach, a waiting woman slipped up and all but entering the vehicle, she whispered:
“I have got it.”
She put a small packet in the prince’s hand, wrapped in tissue paper, and it made him start.
“Here’s for you, an honorable salary,” he replied, giving her a heavy purse.
Without losing time, the cardinal ordered his coachman to go on to Paris where, at the toll-bar he gave him fresh orders to drive to St. Claude Street. On the way, he had in the darkness felt the paper, and kissed it as a lover would a keepsake.
Soon after he was treading the parlor carpet of the mysterious house where La Dubarry and Duke Richelieu had been appalled by Balsamo’s power. It was he who appeared to welcome the cardinal but after some delay, for which he excused himself as he had not expected visitors so late. It was nearly eleven.
“It is so, and I ask pardon, baron,” said the other; “but you may remember that you told me that you could reveal certain secrets if you had a tress of the hair of the person—— ”
“Of whom we spoke,” interrupted the magician guardedly, as he had already caught sight of the little parcel in the simple prelate’s hand. “It is very good if you have brought it.”
“Shall I be able to have it again after the experiment?”
“Unless we have to test it with fire—— ”
“Never mind, then, for I can get some more. Can I have the answer to-night—I am so impatient.”
“I will try, my lord. At all events, midnight is the spirit’ hour.”
He took the packet which was a lock of hair and ran up to Lorenza’s room.
“I am going to learn the secret about this dynasty,” he said on the way. “The hidden design of the Supreme Architect.”
Before he opened the secret door he put the medium into the magnetic sleep. Hence she who hated him when in her senses greeted him with a tender embrace. With difficulty he tore himself from her arms but it was imperative—only a child or a virgin can be used to the utmost extent for clairvoyance. It was hard to tell which was more painful to the poor mesmeriser, the abuse of the Italian wife when awake or her caresses when asleep.
Putting the paper in her hand, he asked:
“Can you tell me whose hair this is?”
She laid it on her breast and on her forehead, for it was there she saw though her eyes were open.
“It comes from an illustrious head.”
“Is she going to be happy?”
“So far, no cloud hovers over her.”
“Though she is married?”
“Yes, she is married, but, like me, she is still a virgin—purer than I, for I love my husband.”
“Fatality!” muttered the wizard. “Thank you, Lorenza, I know all I wanted.”
He kissed her, put the hair carefully in his pocket, and cutting a small tress from the Italian’s head, he burnt it in a candle. The ashes, wrapped in the paper, he gave to the cardinal when with him once more. On the way down stairs he awakened Lorenza.
“The oracle says that you may hope, prince,” said Balsamo.
“It said that?” cried the ravished prince.
“Your highness may conclude so, as it said that she does not love her husband.”
“Joy!” said Rohan.
“I had to burn the lock to obtain the verdict by the essence,” explained the necromancer, “but here are the ashes which I scrupulously preserved for each grain is worth a thousand.”
“Thank you, my lord; I shall never be able to repay you.”
“Do not let us speak of that. One piece of advice, though: Do not wash the ashes down with wine as some lovers do; it is a mistaken course for it might make your love incurable and turn the object cold.”
“I shall take care not to do that,” said the prelate; “Farewell, count!”
Twenty minutes after, his carriage crossed that of Duke Richelieu, which it almost upset into one of the pits where they were excavating for a house, much building going on.
“Why, prince!” cried the older peer, with a smile.
“Hush, duke!” replied Rohan, laying a finger on his lips.
And away they were carried in opposite directions.
Richelieu was going to Baron Taverney’s residence in Coq-Heron Street.
The baron was seated before a dying fire, lecturing Nicole, or rather, chucking her under her pretty chin.
“But I am dying of weariness here, master,” she protested with wanton swinging of her hips in protest, “it was promised me that I should go to the palace with my mistress.”
It was at this point that the old rake fondled her, no doubt to cheer her up.
“Here I am between four ugly walls,” she went on wailing her fate: “no society—not enough air to breathe. But at Trianon, I should have people around me, and see luxury—stare and be stared at.”
“Fie, little Nicole!”
“Oh, I am only a woman like the rest of us.”
“No, you are more tempting than the rest,” said the old reprobate. “I only wish I were younger and rich again for your sake.”
At this juncture the door-bell rang and startled the master and maid.
“Run and see who can come at half-past eleven, girl.”
Nicole went out and through the passage by the house on the other street, and through the door which she left open. Richelieu saw a shadow of military aspect flit. This shadow and the face of Nicole, lighted up by her candle, enabled the old noble to read her character at a glance.
“Our old scamp of a Taverney spoke about his daughter, but he never breathed a word about the pretty maid,” he muttered.
“The Duke of Richelieu!” Nicole announced, not without a flutter of the heart, for the lady-killer was notorious.
It produced such a sensation on the baron that he got up and went to the door without believing his ears.
“Do you know what has brought me,” said the duke, giving hat and cane to Nicole to be more at ease in a chair. “Or rather what I have brought my old brother-officer? why, the company you asked the other day for your son. The King has just given it. I refused to act then for I was likely to be the Prime Minister but now that I have declined the post I can ask a favor. Here it is.”
“Such bounty on your part—— ”
“Pooh! it is the natural outcome of my duty as a friend. But mark that the King does this more to spite Lady Dubarry than to oblige me. He knows that your son offended the Lady by quarreling with her bully of a brother on the highway. That is why she takes me in off-dudgeon at present.”
“You want me to believe that you serve me to spite the Dubarry woman?”
“Have it so. By the way, you have a daughter as well as a son.”
“Yes.”
“She is sixteen, fair as Venus, and—— ”
“You have seen her?”
“At Trianon, where I passed the evening with her—— and the King and I talked about her by the hour together. Are you vexed at this?”
“Certainly not; but the King is accused of having—— ”
“Bad morals? is that what you were about to say?”
“Lord forbid! I would not speak ill of his Majesty, who has the right to have any kind of morality he likes.”
“What is the meaning of your astonishment, then? do you intend to assert that Mdlle. de Taverney is not an accomplished beauty and that consequently the King has not the right to look at her with an admiring eye?”
Taverney simply shrugged his shoulders and fell into a brown study, watched by Richelieu’s pitilessly prying eye.
“All right! I guess what you would say if you spoke aloud,” continued the marshal, “to wit that the King is habituated to bad company. That he likes the mud, as they say; but would be all the better if he turned from salacious talk, libertine glances, and the common woman’s jests to remark this treasure of grace and charm of every kind—the nobly-born young lady with chaste affections and modest bearing—— ”
“You are truly a great man, duke, for you have guessed aright,” answered Taverney.
“It is tantamount to saying that it is high time for our master no longer to force us, nobles, peers and companions of the King of France, to kiss the base and harpy hand of a courtesan of the Dubarry type. Time that he danced to our piping, and that after falling from the Marchioness of Chateauroux, who was fit to be a duchess, to the Pompadour, who was the daughter and wife of a cook, then from her to Dubarry, and from her again to some kitchen wench or dairymaid. It is humiliating to us, baron, who wear coronets round our helmets, to bend our heads to such jades.”
“Ah, here be truths well spoken,” said Taverney, “and it is clear that a void is made at court by these low fashions.”
“With no queen, no ladies; with no ladies, no courtiers; and the commoners are on the throne in Jeanne Vaubernier, now Dubarry, a seamstress at Paris.”
“Granting things stand so, yet—— ”
“There is a fine position at present. I tell you, my lord, for a woman of wit to rule France—— ”
“Not a doubt of it, but the post is held,” said Taverney with a throbbing heart.
“A woman,” pursued the marshal, “who, without vice, would have the far-reaching views, calculation and boldness of these vixens; one who would so adorn her fortune that she would be spoken of after the monarchy ceased to exist. Has your daughter brightness and sense?”
“Yes.”
“And she is lovely, of the charming and voluptuous turn so pleasing men; with that virginal flower of candor which imposes respect on women themselves. You must take care of your treasure, my old friend.”
“You speak of her with an animation which—— ”
“Why, I am madly in love with her and would marry her to-morrow if I could get rid of my seventy-four years. But is she well off? has she the luxury round her which so fair a blossom deserves? Nay, my dear baron, this evening she went to her lodgings, without a maid, or footman, and one of the Dauphin’s henchmen carried a lantern before her—it looked like some girls of middleclass life.”
“How can one help it when not rich?”
“Rich or not, Taverney, you must have a waiting-maid for her.”
“I know she ought to have one,” sighed the old noble.
“Why, what is this sprightly Abigail who opened the door to me,” said Richelieu, “cunning and pretty, on my word!”
“She is her maid but I dared not send her to the palace.”
“I wonder why, when she seems cut out for the part?”
“Have you looked on her face and not noticed the resemblance to—come here, Nicole!”
Nicole came quickly for she was listening at the door. The duke took her by both hands and held her between his knees; but she was not daunted by the great lord’s impertinent gaze and was not put out for an instant.
“By Jove, you are right, there is a resemblance,” he said.
“You know to whom, and how impossible it is to risk the rise of my house on some ugly trick of chance. Is it the thing that this little down-at-the-heel hussy Nicole should look like the highest head in France?”
“Pish!” exclaimed Nicole, tartly, as she disengaged herself to reply more easily to her master, “is it a fact that the hussy does so closely resemble the illustrious lady? Has she the low shoulder, quick eye, round leg and dimpled arm of the hussy? In any case, my lord, if you run me down, it is not because you can have any hope to catch me!” She finished in anger which made her red and consequently splendid in beauty.
The duke caught her again and said as he gave her a look full of caresses and promises:
“Baron, to my idea, Nicole has not her like at court. As for the touch of likeness, we will manage about that. Pretty Nicole has admirable light hair and nose and eyebrows quite imperial—but in a quarter of an hour before a toilet glass these blemishes will disappear, as the baron reckons them such. Nicole, my dear, do you want to go to the palace?”
“Oh, don’t I though!” cried the girl with all her greedy soul in the words.
“You shall go, my pet: and make a fortune there, without doing any harm to the advancement of others. Trot away, little one; the rest does not concern you. A word with you, my lord.”
“I venture to urge you to send some one to wait upon your daughter,” said the duke when alone with his friend, “because she must make a brave show and the King is not afraid of beauty-guards with knowing phizzes. Besides, I know how the wind blows.”
“Let Nicole go to the Trianon, since you think it will please the King,” replied Taverney with his pimp’s smile.
“Write to your daughter that a maid named Nicole is coming. Another than Nicole would not fill the place so well. On my honor, I believe so.”
The baron wrote a note which he handed to Richelieu.
“I will give the instructions to Nicole, who is intelligent.”
The baron smiled.
“So you will trust her with me?”
“Do what you can.”
“You are to come with me, miss, and quick,” said the duke.
Without waiting for the baron’s consent, Nicole got her clothes together in five minutes and as light as if she flew, she darted upon the box beside the ducal driver. The tempter took leave of his friend, who reiterated his thanks for the service rendered Philip of Redcastle. Neither said a word about Andrea; there was no need between them.
CHAPTER XIV.
ONE MAN’S MEAT IS ANOTHER’S POISON.
AT ten in the morning, Andrea was writing to her father to inform him of the happy news which Richelieu had already communicated to him.
Her room, in the corridor of the chapel, was not grand for a rival princess’s lady of attendance but it was a delightful abode for one who liked repose and solitude.
Andrea had obtained permission to breakfast in her rooms whenever she liked; this was a precious boon as it gave her the mornings to herself. She could read or go out for a saunter in the park, and come home without being annoyed by lord or lackey.
Suddenly a tapping at the door, discreetly given, aroused her attention. She raised her head as the door opened, and uttered a slight cry of astonishment as the radiant face of Nicole appeared from the little antechamber.
“Good morning, mistress! yes, it is I,” said the girl, with a merry courtsey which was not free from apprehension, knowing her lady’s character.
“You—what wind brings you?” replied Andrea, laying down her pen to talk.
“I was forgotten, but I have come. The baron said I was to do so,” said Nicole, bending the black eyebrows which Richelieu’s hair-dye had made; “you would not turn me back, when I only wanted to please my mistress. This is what one gets for loving her betters!” sighed the girl, with an attempt to squeeze a tear out of her fine eyes.
The reproach had enough feeling in it to touch Andrea.
“My child, I am waited on here, and I cannot think of charging the Dauphiness with an additional mouth.”
“Not when it is not so large a one?” questioned the maid, pouting the rosebud mouth in argument, with a winsome smile.
“No matter, your presence here is impossible on account of your likeness—— ”
“Why, have you not looked on my face? it has been altered by a fine old nobleman who came to see master and tell him of Master Philip’s getting a company of soldiers from the King. As he saw master was sorrowing about you being alone, he heard the reason and said that nothing was easier than to change light to dark. He took me to his house where his valet turned me out as you behold me.”
“You must love me,” said Andrea smiling, “to come and be a prisoner shut up with me in this palace.”
“The rooms are not lively,” said Mdlle. Legay, after a swift glance round them, “but you will not be always mewed up here.”
“I may not, but you will not go out for the promenade with the princess, the parties, cardplay, and social gatherings; your place would be here to die of weariness.”
“Oh, there must be a peep at something through the windows. If one can see out, others can see me. That is good enough for Nicole—do not fret about me.”
“Nicole, I cannot do it without express order.”
The maid drew a letter from the baron from her tucker which settled the dispute. It was thus conceived:
“MY DEAR ANDREA: I know, and it has been remarked, that you do not hold the station at the Trianon which your birth entitles you to do: you lack a maid and a pair of lackeys as I do twenty thousand a year; but in the same way as I content myself with a thousand, you must shift with one maid—so take Nicole who will do you all the service requisite. She is active, intelligent and devoted; she will quickly pick up the tone and manners of the palace; take care not to stimulate but enchain her good-will to yourself. Keep her and do not fear that you are depriving me. A good friend gives me the advice that his Majesty, who has the kindness to think of us and to remark you on sight, will not let you want for the proper outfit for your appearance at court. Bear this in mind as of the highest importance. YOUR AFFECTIONATE FATHER.”
This threw the reader into painful perplexity. Poverty was pursuing her into her new prosperity, and making that a blemish which she considered merely an annoyance. She was on the point of angrily breaking her pen, and tearing the commenced letter in order to reproach her father with such an outburst of disinterested philosophical denial as Philip would have freely signed. But she seemed to see her father’s ironical smile when he should read this masterpiece and away fled her intention. So she answered with the following record of what was passing:
“FATHER: Nicole has just arrived and I receive her as you desire it; but what you write on the subject, drives me to despair. Am I less ridiculous with this little rustic girl as waiting-woman than alone among these rich ladies waited on hand and foot? Nicole will be miserable at my humiliation for servants smile or frown as their masters are looked upon. She will dislike me. As for the notice of his Majesty, allow me to tell you, father, that the King has too much intelligence to try to make a great lady of one so unfitted, and too much good nature to notice or comment on my poverty—far from it to want to change it into ease which your title and services would legitimatise in everybody’s eyes.”
It must be confessed that this candid innocence and noble pride mated the astuteness and corruption of her tempters.
Andrea spoke no more against Nicole but kept her. She confined herself to her corner so as to remind one of the Persian’s roseleaf floated on the goblet of rosewater brimfull, to prove that a superfluous joy may be added to perfect content.
When Nicole was left to herself she made a survey of the neighborhood. This did not promise much fun. But at an upper window over the stables she caught a glimpse of a man’s face which made her have recourse to a scheme to draw it out. She hid behind the curtains of the window left wide open.
She had to wait some time, but at length appeared a young man’s head; timid hands rested on the window-sill, and a face rose with caution.
Nicole nearly fell back flat on her two shoulders for it was Gilbert, her former companion on the manor of Taverney.
Unfortunately he had seen her, and he disappeared. He would rather have seen old Nick himself.
“What use now is my foolish discovery of which I was so proud? In Paris my knowledge that Nicole had a sweetheart whom she let into her master’s house gave me a hold on her. But out here, she has hold on me.”
Serving as lash to his hate, all his self-conceit boiled his blood with extreme vehemence. He felt sure that war was declared between him and the maid; but as he was a prudent youth who could be politic, he wanted to open hostilities in his own way and at his own time.
Watching night and day for a week, without showing himself again, Gilbert at last caught sight of the plume of the guards corporal which was familiar to him. It was indeed that of Corporal Beausire, the trooper who had followed the court from Paris to the Trianon.
Nicole played the coldly cruel for a while but in the end accorded Corporal Beausire an appointment. Gilbert followed the loving pair on the shady avenue leading to Versailles. He felt the ferocious delight of a tiger on a trail. He counted their steps, and sighs; he learnt by heart what they whispered to each other; and the result must have made him happy for he went up to his garret singing. Not only had he ceased to be afraid of Nicole but he impudently showed himself at the window.
She was taking up “a ladder” in a lace mitten of her mistress at her window, but she looked up on hearing him singing a song of their old times in the country when he was courting her.
She made a sour face which proclaimed her enmity. But Gilbert met it with so meaning a smile and his song and mien were so taunting that she lowered her head and colored up.
“She has understood me,” said Gilbert; “this is quite enough.”
Indeed she had the audacity to creep to his room door, but he had the prudence to deny her entrance, dangerous as was the temptation.
It was only after many a mine and counter-mine that at last chance made them meet at the chapel door.
“Good evening, Gilbert: are you here?”
“Oh, Nicole, good evening—so you’ve come to Trianon?”
“As you see, our young lady’s maid still.”
“And I our Master’s gardener’s-man.”
Whereupon she dropped an elaborate courtsey which won his bow like a courtier’s; and they went their ways. But each was but pretending for, Gilbert, following the girl, saw her once more go to meet a man in one of the shady walks.
It was dark but Gilbert noticed that this was not the trooper; rather an elderly man, with a lofty air and dainty tread spite of age. Going nearer and passing under his nose with audacity he recognized him as the Duke of Richelieu.
“Plague take her! after the corporal a Marshal of France—Nicole is aiming high in the army!” he said.
CHAPTER XV.
THE ROAD TO PREMIERSHIP IS NOT STREWN WITH ROSES.
WHILE all these petty plots were going on at Trianon amid the trees and flowers, making things lively for the people of that trifling world, the vast plots of the capital, threatening tempests, were unfolding their black wings over the Temple of Themis, as they said in those high-flown days.
The Parliaments, degenerate remnant of old French opposition to royalty, had recovered the art of hating under the capricious reign of Louis XV., and since they felt danger impending when their shield, Choiseul, was removed, they prepared to conjure it away.
The appointment of the Duke of Aiguillon, ex-Governor of Brittany, to the command of the Light Cavalry, thanks to Lady Dubarry’s influence over the King, was, to quote Jean Dubarry, “a smack in the face” for the Third Estate, from Feudality.
How would they take it?
Lawyers and politicians were keen-sighted gentlemen and where most folks are perplexed, they see clearly.
They resolved: “The Parliamentary Court will deliberate on the conduct of the ex-Governor of Brittany and give its opinion.”
The King parried this thrust by intimating to the peers and princes that they must not go to the Parliament session to take part in the discussion, as far as Duke Aiguillon was concerned.
Already unpopular, the Duke of Aiguillon was discouraged and sat in a state of torpor at the impending overthrow when his uncle, the Duke of Richelieu, was announced. He ran to welcome him with all the more eagerness as he had been trying to meet him lately without the old fox being discoverable.
“Uncle,” he began when he had cornered the other in an armchair so he could not retreat, “is it true that you, the wittiest man in France could not see that I should be as selfish for us two as for myself alone? you have been shunning me when I most have need of you.”
“Upon honor, I do not understand you.”
“I will in that case make all clear. The King was not inclined to make you Prime Minister vice Choiseul banished, and he did make me commander of the Light Cavalry, so that you suppose I sold you to get my reward.”
“If I failed, you have won, and that is enough for the house of Richelieu. You have nothing to grumble about for you are high in favor and in six months will be ruler. Suppose I am the dog who snapped at the shadow of the meat—and letting the meat drop, sees another run away with it. I have learnt a lesson—but the meat is ours all the same. But what do I hear?”
“Nothing uncle; pray go on.”
“But it is a carriage—I am in the way.”
“No, no, go on for I love fables—— ”
“Nay, it may be the appointment as minister—the meat! the little countess—— ”
“She heartily loves you, uncle—— ”
“Well she has been working for you in camera—— ”
The servant entered.
“A deputation from Parliament,” he said with some trepidation.
“What did I tell you?” sneered the old noble.
“A Parliamentary deputation here?” queried the younger duke, far from encouraged by the other’s smile. “What can they want with me?”
“In the King’s name!” thundered a sonorous voice at the end of the anteroom.
“Whew!” muttered Richelieu.
Aiguillon rose, quite pale, and went to show in two members of Parliament, behind whom appeared two impassive ushers while at a distance a legion of frightened servants appeared.
Bowing to the duke, whom they officially recognized, the spokesman of the gentlemen of the Commission read a paper in a loud voice. It was the complete, particularised, circumstantial declaration that the Duke of Aiguillon was gravely inculpated and tainted with suspicions, moreover, guilty of deeds befouling his honor and that he was suspended in his functions as peer of France. The duke heard the reading like a man struck with lightning might listen to the thunder. He moved no more than a statue on its pedestal, and did not even put out his hand to take the document from the official of the Parliament. It was the marshal, standing up, alert and clear-headed, who took it, and returned the bow to the bearer. The Commission members were far while the duke remained in stupor.
“This is a heavy blow!” remarked Richelieu; “no longer a peer of the realm—it is humiliating.”
The victim turned round as if only now restored to life.
“Did you not expect it?” asked the elder.
“Did you, uncle?” was the retort.
“How could anybody suspect that Parliament would so smartly rap the favorite of the King and of the King’s favorite? these fellows will get themselves ground to powder.”
The duke sank into a seat, with his hand on his burning cheek.
“If they do such a thing because you are made commander of the Light Cavalry,” continued the old marshal, turning the dagger in the wound, “they will condemn you to be burnt at the stake when you are appointed Premier. These fellows hate you, Aiguillon; better distrust them.”
The duke bore this untimely joking with heroic constancy; his misfortune magnified him and purified his spirit. But the other took it for insensibility or even want of intelligence, perhaps, and thought that he had not stung deeply enough.
“However, being no longer a peer, you will be exposed to the long bills of these blackbirds,” he proceeded; “take refuge in obscurity for a few years. Besides, this safeguard, obscurity, will help you without your imagining it. Unpropped by your title, you will more grandly become the minister, because with more effort. Lady Dubarry will do more for you thus disarmed, for she wears you in her heart—and is a solid supporter.”
Aiguillon rose without shooting at the jester one angry look for all the suffering he inflicted.
“You are right, uncle,” he said, tranquilly, “and your wisdom shows in the last piece of advice. Lady Dubarry will defend me—she, to whom you introduced me and to whom you recommended me so warmly. Thank God! she likes me. She is brave and has full power over the King’s mind. I thank you, uncle, for your hint, and I shall hie to her residence at Luciennes as to a haven of safety. What, ho there! my horses to be put to the carriage.”
The marshal was sorely puzzled but he had some consolation when at evening he saw the delight of the Parisians on reading the posters proclaiming the disgrace of Aiguillon.
“Do you think, Rafté, that the duke will get out of this scrape?” asked the old intriguer of his valet and confidential man, who rather deserved the name of Crafty.
He had been forty years in his service.
“The King will.”
“Oh, the King will always have a loophole. But the King has nothing to do with this case.”
“Why, my lord, if the King can get through, Lady Dubarry will follow, and lead my lord of Aiguillon with her.”
“You do not understand politics, Rafté.”
Rafté was as keen as his master.
“Well, my lord, our lawyer, Flageot, who is member of Parliament, he thinks the King will not get out of it.”
“Who will net the lion?”
“The rat, instead of helping him out.”
“Oh, is Flageot the rat?”
“He says so. I always believe a lawyer when he promises anything unkind.”
“We must look into the Flageot method, then, Rafté. But let me have something to eat before I go to sleep. It has upset me to see my poor nephew unmade peer of France and his chances of the Prime-Minister-ship knocked on the head. An uncle naturally feels for his nephew, eh?”
From sighing he set to laughing.
“You would have made as good a minister yourself,” said Rafté.
On the morrow of the day when the terrible Parliamentary decree filled Paris and Versailles with noise, and all were in expectation of the next step, Richelieu returned to Versailles and carrying on his ordinary court life, saw his man Rafté enter with a letter which seemed to fill him with disquietude participated in by his master.
“The King is good,” said the duke after opening the letter and smiling though he had frowned at the start. “He appoints Aiguillon Prime Minister.”
Thus ran the letter:
“MY DEAR UNCLE: Your kind advice has borne fruit. I confided my chagrin to that excellent friend of our house, Lady Dubarry, who was good enough to repeat the confidence to his Majesty. The King is indignant at the rudeness done me by the Parliamentary gentry, after my having so faithfully employed myself in his service. In his State Council this day, he has cancelled the decree and bids me continue in my place as peer and duke. I know the pleasure this news will give you, my dear uncle. You have the news before anybody else in the world. Believe in my tender respect, my dear uncle, and continue your good graces and good advice to your affectionate
AIGUILLON.”
“He pokes fun at me into the bargain,” said the reader. “The idea of the King jumping into this hornet’ nest!”
“You would not believe me yesterday saying so.”
“I said that he would get out of it. You see he does.”
“In fact, Parliament is beaten.”
“So am I. And forever. I must pay the forfeit. You do not understand how grating on me will be the laughs at Luciennes. The duke is there now, laughing at me in chorus with La Dubarry, Jean and Chon, while the black boy snaps his fingers at me over the candy I gave him. ‘Odsboddikins!’ I have a soft heart, but this makes me furious.”
“Then you should not have acted as you did, my lord.”
“You goaded me on.”
“I? what do I care whether the Duke of Aiguillon is or is not a peer of France? Man of brains though you are, your grace makes blunders that I would not forgive in a low-bred fellow like me.”
“Explain, my old Rafté, and I will own if I am wrong.”
“You wanted to be revenged yesterday, did you not? you aimed to humble your nephew because he was likely to be the Premier instead of your grace—well, such revenge costs dear. But you are rich and can afford to pay.”
“What would you have done in my place, you knowing dog?”
“Nothing; you could not but show your spite because the Dubarry woman thought your nephew was younger than yourself.”
A growl from the old marshal was all the comment.
“Parliament was egged on by you to do what it has done; knowing the decree would be issued, you offered your services to your unsuspecting nephew.”
“I admit I was wrong. You ought to have given me a warning.”
“I, prevent you doing ill? you are always saying that I am of your making and I should be little after your model if I was not joyful at your making a mistake, or bringing about evil.”
“Oh, you think evil will come of it?”
“Certainly; you are obstinate and will keep open the breach—Aiguillon will be the bridge between Dubarry and Parliament on which all the fighting will take place. After he shall have been very well trampled upon, he will suffer the fate of used-up wood—they will cast him away into the lumber-room—that is, into the Bastile. He will be minister first, but you will be exiled all the same.”
“Bastile?” repeated Richelieu, shrugging his shoulders so sharply that he spilt half his snuff on the carpet. “Is our Louis the Fourteenth one?”
“No; but Lady Dubarry, with Aiguillon to back her, is up to the mark of Lady Maintenon. Beware! at present I do not know any princesses who will take you green goslings and sweetmeats when you lie in prison.”
“Pretty prognostics, these!” said the duke after a long silence. “You read the future, do you? what about the present?”
“Your grace is too wise for me to offer advice.”
“You knave, are you still poking fun at me?”
“Mind, my lord, a man is not a knave after forty, and I am sixty-seven.”
“If not a knave you are your own counsel—be mine.”
“If the King’s act is not known yet, why not let the President of Parliament have the duke’s letter and the royal decree in Council? Wait till the Parliament has debated on them, and then go and see your lawyer, Flageot. As he is your grace’s lawyer he must have some case of ours in hand. Ask him about it and learn how things stand.”
“But seeing the family lawyer is your province, Master Rafté.”
“Nay, that was all very well when Flageot was a simple ‘paper-stainer,’ but henceforth Flageot is an Attila, a scourge of kings, and only a duke and peer of France can talk to the likes of him.”
“Are you serious or having a jest?”
“To-morrow it will be serious, my lord.”
CHAPTER XVI.
THE ENDLESS LAW SUIT.
IT is not hard to guess what the dainty duke suffered in passing through the dirty and nauseating Paris of his era to reach the foul hole among ill-kempt houses which was called a street.
Before Flageot’s door the way for the ducal coach was stopped by another vehicle. He perceived a female’s headdress coming out of it, and as his seventy-five years had not rebuffed him in his reputation as a lover of the ladies, he hastened to wade through the mud to offer his arm to the lady who was stepping out unassisted.
He was not in luck: for the foot was the bony one of an old dame. Wrinkled face, the tan showing under a thick layer of rouge, proved that she was not merely old but decrepit.
But the marshal could not draw back: besides he was no chicken himself. The client—she must have been a client to be at this door—did not hesitate like he did: she put her paw with a horrible grin in the duke’s hand.
“I have seen this Gorgon’s head somewhere before,” he thought.
“Going to call on Flageot?” he inquired.
“Yes, your grace.”
“Oh, have I the honor of being known to you?” he exclaimed, disagreeably surprised as he stopped at the opening of the park passage.
“There is no woman who does not know the Duke of Richelieu,” was the reply.
“This baboon flatters herself that she is a woman,” muttered the Victor at Mahon: but he saluted with the utmost grace, saying aloud: “May I venture to ask to whom I have the honor of speaking?”
“I am your servant, the Countess of Bearn,” replied the old lady, making a court reverence on the miry planks of the alley, three paces from a sort of open trapdoor in which the marshal expected to see her tumble when she got to the third courtsey.
“Enchanted to hear it, my lady,” he responded. “So your ladyship has some law business on hand?”
“Law business, indeed! it is only one suit, but you must have heard about it as it is so long in the courts—my defense against the claim of the Saluce Brothers.”
“Of course! there is a popular song about it—it is sung to the tune of ‘the Bourbon Lass;’ and runs some way thus——
“‘My lady countess, how I want
Your help, which I should ever vaunt,
For I am in a stew’
“You understand that is Lady Dubarry who sings. It is saucy to her, but these ballad-mongers respect nobody. Lord, how greasy this rope for a handrail is! Then you reply as follows:
“‘A lady old and obstinate,
Unsettled lawsuits are my fate,
To win I must rely on you.’”
“How shocking, my lord,” said the countess, who was a descendant of the house of Bearn and Navarre which gave Henry IV as King to France: “how dare they thus insult a woman of quality?”
“Excuse my singing out of tune, but this staircase puts me in a heat. Ah, we have reached his door. Let me pull the bell.”
The old dame let the duke pass her, but grumbled. He rang and Madame Flageot, the lawyer’s daughter as well as lawyer’s wife, did not think it beneath her to open the door. Introduced into the office a furious man was seen with a pen in his hand which he flourished, dictating to his principal clerk.
“Good heavens, what are you doing, Master Flageot?” asked the old countess whose voice made the proctor turn round.
“Oh, your ladyship’s most faithful! A chair for the Countess of Bearn. And the Duke of Richelieu, if my eyes do not deceive me. Another seat, Bernardet, for my Lord of Richelieu.”
“How is my suit going on,” inquired the lady.
“Fine, my lady, I was just busy on your behalf, and it will make a noise now, I can tell you.”
“If you have my action in motion, then you can attend to my lord duke.”
“If you please.”
“Well, you must know what brought me—— ”
“The papers M. Rafté brought from your lordship? It is put off indefinitely, at least it may be a year before the case comes up in the courts.”
“Eh, I should like to know the reasons?”
“Circumstances, my lord. The King having cancelled the Parliamentary decree about Duke Aiguillon, we reply by ‘burning our ships.’”
“I did not know you Parliament gentlemen had any ships.”
“Both Houses have refused to proceed with any cases before the courts until the King withdraws Lord Aiguillon.”
“You don’t say so?” exclaimed Richelieu.
“What, they won’t try my case?” said Lady Bearn with a terror she did not try to dissimulate. “This is iniquitous—rebellion to our Lord the King!”
“My lady, the King forgets himself—and we forget our duty too,” rejoined the lawyer loftily.
“You will be lugged into the Bastile.”
“I shall go, singing, and my colleagues will escort me, bearing palms.”
“The man is mad,” said the lady to the nobleman.
“We are all of a feather,” continued the proctor.
“This is curious,” observed the marshal.
“But you said you were attending to my suit,” protested the lady.
“And so I was. Yours is the first example I cite among the cases which will be suspended by our action—or, rather, inaction—he he! Here is the very paragraph concerning your ladyship.”
Snatching from his clerk the sheet of paper on which he was writing, he read with emphasis:
“—— ‘Their estate lost, fortune compromised, and their duties trodden under foot. His Majesty may imagine what such will suffer. For instance, the dependent must hold inert in his hands an important affair on which depends the fortune of one of the first families of the kingdom: by his care, industry and I make so bold as to say his talent, he was bringing this matter at length—great length—to a brilliant close, and the rights of the most high and powerful lady Angelique Charlotte Veronique de Bearn, were just going to be acknowledged and proclaimed when the breath of Discord—’ I stopped at the breath, my lady; the figure of speech was so fine—— ” said the proctor.
“Master Flageot,” said the old litigant, “forty years ago I selected your father to be my lawyer, a worthy gentleman: I continued you in the matter; in which you have made some ten or twelve thousand a-year and might be making more—”
“Write that down,” interrupted the legal gentleman: “it is a proof, an item of testimony—it shall be inserted in the appendix of supporting documents.”
“Stay,” went on the countess: “I withdraw my papers; henceforth you lose my trust.”
This disgrace struck the lawyer like a thunderbolt: recovering from the stupefaction, he raised his eyes like a martyr ready for the golden chariot to mount to heaven, and said:
“Be it so. Bernardet, give the lady her documents and register this fact, that the petitioner preferred his conscience to his fees.”
“I beg your ladyship’s pardon,” interposed Richelieu, “but it is useless to withdraw your papers, for this worthy practitioner’s legal brethren, I take it, will not accept the case. He is not so dull as to be the only one to protest and lose his business. As for me, I declare Master Flageot a very honest lawyer, in whose box my papers are as safe as in my own. So here I leave them, paying the fees just the same as though the case was up for trial.”
“How right they are who say that your lordship is generous and liberal!” burst forth the proctor; “I shall propagate your lordship’s fame.”
Richelieu bowed as though overwhelmed.
“Bernardet,” cried the enthusiastic lawyer, “in the peroration, insert the eulogium of the Duke of Richelieu.”
“No, never! I like to do good deeds by stealth, sir. Do not disoblige me, my master, or I should deny it—I would give you the lie, sir—my modesty is so touchy. Come, countess, what say you?”
“That my case ought to be tried and it shall have a hearing.”
“It will not be tried unless the King sends his army and all the great guns into the courtroom,” replied the proctor.
“Do you not think that the King will wriggle out of this bag,” asked Richelieu of the proctor in a whisper.
“Impossible. A country without courts going on is a land without daily bread.”
“But this will anger the King.”
“We have screwed up our minds to anything—prison, death. A man may wear a black gown, but a heart can be under it.” And he thumped his chest.
“This is a black lookout for the cabinet,” said the duke to his fellow-client. “It seems to me that you might apply to your presentee at court, Lady Dubarry, who is perhaps powerful enough to open this deadlock.”
“Thanks, you give me the idea of going to her country house, and she shall tell the King that this stoppage of legal business will not suit me, whom she has reasons to oblige. His Majesty will speak to the Lord High Chancellor and he has a long arm. Master Flageot, please to refresh your mind with my case, for it will soon be coming up, I warrant you.”
Flageot turned his head with incredulity not remarked by the willful old dame.
“Since you will go to Luciennes,” suggested Richelieu, “you might convey my compliments. We are companions in affliction since my law case will not be tried. Besides you can testify to the displeasure these pettifoggers are causing me; and you might kindly add that it was at my hint that your ladyship thought of taking this clever step. Do me the honor to accept my hand as far as your carriage. Adieu, Master Flageot, I leave you to your petition.”
“Rafté was right,” mused the duke when by himself. “These Flageots are going to make a revolution. However, God be thanked. I am carrying water on both shoulders! I am for the court and of the Parliamentarians. Lady Dubarry will plunge into politics and get drowned. Decidedly, this Rafté is a good scholar of mine and I will make him my Chief Secretary when I am Premier.”
Lady Bearn profited literally by the duke’s advice so that, in two hours and a half, she was dancing attendance at Luciennes, in company with Lady Dubarry’s pet page, the black boy Zamore.
Her name raised some curiosity in the Countess’s boudoir, as it was well-known from her having been sponsor at the presentation of the favorite to the court. No other lady of title would do this office and she only accepted the shameful mission of go-between on her own conditions. Duke Aiguillon was plotting with the favorite when Chon asked a hearing for Countess Bearn.
“I should like you to stay by,” said she to the duke, “in case the old beggar tries for a loan. You will be useful as she will ask for less.”
Lady Bearn, with her face drawn down to suit the disaster, took the armchair in front of her hostess and began:
“A great misfortune brings me, news which will much afflict his Majesty—these Parliamentarians—— ”
“This is the Duke of Aiguillon,” Lady Dubarry hastened to say as he groaned, for fear of something awkward being said.
But the old dame was not one to make blunders; she hastened to proceed:
“I know the turpitude of these crows, and their lack of respect for merit and birth.”
This blunt compliment to the duke earned his handsome bow for the litigant, who rose and returned it before she went on:
“But it is no longer his grace to whom they do harm, but to all the people. They will let no cases be tried.”
“Tush, no more law-dealing in France,” said Jeanne Dubarry; “What difference will that make?”
The duke smiled, but the old hag, instead of taking things pleasantly, looked as morose as possible.
“It is a great woe, but it is plain that your ladyship has no trials on the board.”
“I see, and I remember that you have an important suit.”
“To which delay is dangerous.”
“Poor lady!”
“The King will have to do something.”
“Oh, he will exile the judges.”
“That will adjourn the trials indefinitely.”
“If you know of any remedy, my lady, I wish you would kindly state it.”
“There is one way,” remarked Aiguillon, “but the King may not like to use it. It is the ordinary resource of royalty when the other branches of the ruling powers are burdensome. The King says, ‘I will have it so!’ whether the opponents say they will not or the other thing.”
“Excellent plan,” exclaimed Lady Bearn with enthusiasm. “Oh, my lady, if you who can influence the King, would get him to say: ‘I will have Lady Bearn’s case tried!’ it would be realizing what you promised long ago.”
Aiguillon bit his lip, bowed and quitted the boudoir, for he heard a coach and he thought it was the royal one.
“Here comes the King,” said the hostess, rising to dismiss the pleader.
“Oh, won’t your ladyship let me throw myself at the royal feet to—— ”
“Ask for a special court to try the case? I am most willing,” replied the countess quickly. “Stay here and have your wish.”
Lady Bearn had hardly adjusted her headdress before the sovereign entered.
“Ha, you have visitors?” he exclaimed.
“It is my Lady Bearn,” said the other lady.
“Sire, I crave for justice,” squeaked the old dame, making a low courtsey. “Against the Parliament, which will do no acts of justice. Your Majesty, I beg for a special tribunal.”
“A royal special court?” said the monarch. “Why, this is almost a revolution, my lady.”
“It is the means to curb these rebels of whom you are the master. Your Majesty knows that they have no right to reply if you say ‘I will do this.’”
“The idea is grand,” said Lady Dubarry.
“Grand, yes; but not good,” responded the King.
“It would be a splendid ceremony—the King going in state to open the special court royal, with all the peers and ladies in the train, and he so glorious in the ermine-lined mantle, the royal diamonds in the crown, and the gold sceptre carried before him—all the lustre beseeming your Majesty’s handsome and august countenance.”
“Do you think so?” asked the King, wavering. “It is a fact that such a sight has not been seen for a long time,” he added with affected unconcern. “I will see about it next time the Parliaments do anything vexatious.”
“They have done it, Sire,” interposed La Dubarry. “The pests have determined to hold no more law courts until your Majesty lets them have their own way.”
“Mere rumors.”
“Please your Majesty, my proctor returned me the brief and papers in my case because there would be no trial for ever so long.”
“Mere scarecrows, I tell you.”
Zamore scratched at the door, that being the way to knock when royalty is in a room, and brought a letter.
Lord High Chancellor Maupeou, hearing where the King was, solicited an interview through the countess’s good graces.
“You may stay,” said the King to Lady Bearn. “Good morning, my lord—what is the news?”
“Sire, the Parliament which annoyed your Majesty is no more. The members wish to resign and have handed in their applications to be relieved all together.”
“I told you this was a serious dilemma,” whispered the young countess to her royal lover.
“Very serious,” said Louis, with impatience. “Exile the pack, Maupeou!”
“But they will hold no law courts in exile, Sire.”
“Chancellor,” observed the ruler, gravely; “Law must be dealt out and I see no means but the efficacious if solemn one: I will hold a royal and special tribunal. Those gentry shall tremble for once.”
“Sire, you are the greatest King in the whole world!”
“Yes, indeed,” cried the chancellor, Chon and her fortunate sister like an echo.
“That is more than the whole world says, though,” muttered the King.
CHAPTER XVII.
THE SECRET SOCIETY LODGE.
THE famous royal special court, the “Bed of Justice,” (which is the French equivalent for the “Star Chamber,”) was held with all the ceremonial which royal pride required on one hand and the intriguers who urged their master to this exercise of royal claims, on the other.
The King pretended to be serene, but he was not at ease: yet his magnificent costume was admired and nothing cloaks a man’s defects like majesty. The Dauphiness wore a plaintive look through all the affair. Lady Dubarry was brave, with the confidence given by youth and beauty. She seemed a ray of lustre from the King whose left-hand queen she was.
Aiguillon walked among the peers firmly, so that none could have guessed that it was across him the King and Parliament were exchanging blows. He was pointed at by the crowd and the Parliamentarists scowled at him; but that was all.
Besides, the multitude, kept at a distance by the soldiers, betrayed its presence only by a humming, not yet a hooting.
The King’s speech began in honey but ended in a dash of vitriol so sharp that the nobles smiled. But Parliament, with the admirable unanimity of constitutional bodies, kept a tranquil and indifferent aspect which highly displeased the King and the aristocratic spectators on the stands.
The Dauphiness turned pale with wrath, from thus for the first time measuring popular resistance, and calculating the weight of its power.
After the King’s speech was read by the Chancellor, the King, to the amazement of everybody made a sign that he was going to speak.
Attention became stupor.
How many ages were in that second!
“You hear what my chancellor informs you of my will,” he said in a firm voice: “Think only to carry it out, for I shall never change.”
The whole assembly was literally thunderstricken. The Dauphiness thanked the speaker with a glance of her fine eyes. Lady Dubarry, electrified, could not refrain from rising, and she would have clapped her hands but for the fear that the mob would stone her to death on going out, or to receive next day satirical songs each worse than the other.
“Do you hear?” she said to the Duke of Richelieu, who had bowed lowly to his triumphing nephew. “The King will never change, he says.”
“They are terrible words, indeed,” he replied, “but those poor Parliamentists did not notice that in saying he would never change, the King had his eyes on you.”
She was a woman and no politician. She only saw a compliment where Aiguillon perceived the epigram and the threat.
The effect of the royal ultimatum was immediately favorable to the royal cause. But often a heavy blow only stuns and the blood circulates the more purely and richly for the shock.
This was the reflection made by three men in the crowd, as they looked on from the corner. Chance had united them here, and they appeared to watch the impression of the throng.
“This ripens the passions,” observed one of them, an old man with brilliant eyes in a soft and honest face. “A Bed of Justice is a great work.”
“Aye, but you may make a bed and not get Justice to go to sleep on it,” sneered a young man.
“I seem to know you—we have met before?” queried the old man.
“The night of the accident through the fireworks; you are not wrong, M. Rousseau.”
“Oh, you are my fellow-countryman, the young surgeon, Marat?”
“Yes, at your service.”
The third man did not speak. He was young and had a noble face; during the ceremony he had done nothing but study the crowd. The surgeon was the first to depart, plunging onto the thick of the mob, which had forgotten him, being less grateful than Rousseau, but he intended to remind them some day.
Waiting till he had gone, the other young man addressed the philosopher, saying:
“Are you not going?”
“I am too old to risk myself in that crush.”
“In that case,” said the young man, lowering his voice, “we shall meet to-night in Plastriere Street—Do not fail, Brother Rousseau!”
The author started as though a phantom had risen in face of him. His usually pale tint became livid. He meant to reply to the other but he had vanished.
After these singular words from the stranger, trembling and unhappy, Rousseau meandered among the groups without remembering that he was old and feared the press. Soon he got out upon Notre Dame Bridge, and he crossed in musing and self-questioning, the Grêve Ward next his own.
“So, the secret which every one initiated is sworn to guard at the peril of his life, is in the grip of the first comer. This is the result of the secret societies being made too popular. A man knows me, that I am his associate—perhaps his accomplice! Such a state of things is absurd and intolerable. I wanted to learn the bottom of the plan for human regeneration framed by those chosen spirits called the Illuminati: I was mad enough to believe that good ideas could come from Germany, that land of mental mist and beer. I have entangled myself with some idiots or knaves who used it as cloak to conceal their folly. But no, this shall not be. A lightning flash has shown me the abyss, and I am not going to throw myself into it with lightness of heart.”
Leaning on his cane, he stopped in the street for an instant.
“Yet it was a lovely dream,” he meditated. “Liberty in bondage, the future conquered without noise and shocks, and the net mysteriously spun and laid over the tyrants while they slumbered. It was altogether too lovely and I was a dupe to believe it. I do not want any of these fears, doubts and shadows which are unworthy of a free mind and independent body.”
At this, he caught sight of some police officers, and they so frightened the free mind and impelled the independent body, that he hastened to seek the darkest shade under the pillars where he was strolling.
It was not far to his house, where he took refuge from his thoughts and his wife, the spitfire of this modern Socrates.
He now began to think that there might be danger in not keeping the appointment at the secret lodge of which the stranger in the mob had spoken.
“If they have penalties against turncoats, they must have them for the lukewarm and the negligent,” he reasoned. “I have always noticed that black threats and great danger amount to little; one must be on guard against petty stings, paltry revenge; hoaxes and annoyances of small calibre. The application of wild justice by capital sentences is extremely rare. Some day my brother Freemasons will even up matters with me by stretching a rope across my staircase so that I shall break a limb or knock out the half-dozen teeth still my own. Or a brick may stave in my skull as I go under a scaffolding. Better than that, they may have some pamphleteer, living near me, in the league, who will watch what I do. That can be done as the meetings are held in my own street. This quill-driver will publish details of how my wife scolds, which will make me the laughing-stock of all the town. Have I not enemies all around me?”
Then his thoughts changed.
“Pah, where is courage, and where honor?” he said. “Am I afraid of myself? Shall I see a rogue or a poltroon when I look in the glass? No, this shall not be. I will keep the tryst though the entire universe coalesces to work my misery—though the cellars in the street broke down to swallow me up. Pretty reasonings fear lead a man into. Since that man spoke to me, I have been swinging round in a circle of nonsense. I am doubting everything—myself included. This is not logical. I know that I am not an enthusiast and I would not believe this association could work wonders unless it would do so. What says that I am not going to be the regenerator of humanity,—I, who have searched, and whom the mysterious agents of this limitless power sought out on the strength of my writings? Am I to recede from following up my theory and putting it into action?”
He became animated.
“What is finer? Ages on the march—the people issuing from the state of brutes; step following step in the gloom and a hand beckoning out of the darkness. The immense pyramid arising on the tip of which future ages will set the crown—the bust of Rousseau, citizen of Geneva, who risked his life and his liberty to be true to his motto: ‘Truth is more than life.’”
Night came and he passed out of his house.
He peeped around to make sure.
No vehicles were about. The street was full of loungers, who stared at one another, as usual, or halted at the store-windows to ogle the girls. A man the more would not be perceived in the scuffle. Rousseau dived into it, and he had no long road to travel.
Before the door where Rousseau was to meet the brothers, a street singer with a shrill fiddle was stationed. Nothing was more favorable to a jam in the thoroughfare than the crowd caused by the amateurs of this rude music. Everybody had to go one side or another of the group. Rousseau remarked that many of those who chose to take the inside and go along by the houses, became lost on the road as though they fell down some trapdoor. He concluded that they came on the same errand as himself and meant to follow their example.
Passing behind the group round the musician, he watched the first person passing this who went up the alley of the house. He was more timid than him, and his friends, for he waited till ten had disappeared. Then, too, when a cab came along and called all eyes toward the street, he dived into the passage.
It was black, but he soon spied a light ahead, under which was seated a man, placidly reading as a tradesman is in the custom to do after business hours. At Rousseau’s steps, he lifted his head, and plainly laid his finger on his breast, lit up by the lamp. The philosopher replied to the sign by laying a finger on his lips.
Thereupon the guard rose and opening a door so artistically cut in the panelling so as to be unseen, he showed Rousseau a flight of stairs. It went steeply down into the ground.
On the visitor entering, the door closed noiselessly but rapidly.
Groping with his cane, Rousseau went down the steps, thinking it a poor joke for his colleagues to try to break his neck and limbs so soon on the threshold.
But the stairs were not so long as steep. He had counted seventeen steps when a puff of the warm air from a collection of men smote his face.
It was a cellar, hung with canvas painted with workmen’s tools, more symbolical than accurate. A solitary lamp swung from the ceiling and cast a sinister glimmer on faces honest enough in themselves. The men were whispering to each other on benches. Instead of carpet or even planks, reeds had been strewn to deaden sound.
Nobody appeared to pay any heed to Rousseau. Five minutes before, he had wished for nothing so much as this entrance; now he was sorry that he had slipped in so smoothly.
He saw one place empty on one of the rear benches and he went and sat there modestly. He counted thirty-three heads in the gathering. A desk on a raised stage waited for the chairman of the club.
He remarked that the conversation was very brief and guarded. Many did not move their lips; only three or four couples really chatted.
Those who were silent strove to hide their faces, an easy matter from the lamp throwing masses of shadow. The refuge of these timid folk seemed to be behind the chairman’s stage.
But two or three, to make up for this shrinking, bustled about to identify their colleagues. They went to and fro, spoke together, and often disappeared through a doorway masked by a curtain painted with red flames on a black ground.
Presently a bell rang.
Plainly and simply a man left the bench where he had been mixed up with the others and took his place at the desk. After having made some signs with fingers and hands which the assemblaged repeated, and sealed all with a more explicit gesture, he declared the lodge open.
He was a complete stranger to Rousseau; under the appearance of a superior craftsman, he hid much presence of mind and he spoke with eloquence as fluent as a trained orator. His speech was clear and short, signifying that the lodge was held for the reception of a new member.
“You must not be surprised at the meeting taking place where the usual initiation ceremonies cannot be performed. Such tests are considered useless by the chiefs. The brother to be received is one of the torches of contemporaneous philosophy, a deep spirit devoted to us by conviction, not fear. He who has plumbed all the mysteries of nature and the human heart would not feel the same impression as the ordinary mortal who seeks our assistance in will, strength and means. To win his co-operation it will be ample to be content with the pledge and acquiescence of this distinguished mind and honest and energetic character.”
The orator looked round to see the effect of his plea. It was magical on Rousseau. He knew what were the preliminary proceedings of secret societies; he viewed them with the repugnance natural in superior minds. The absurd concessions but useful ones, required to simulate fear in the novices when there was nothing to fear appeared to him the culmination of puerility and idle superstition.
Moreover, the timid philosopher, the enemy of personal display, reckoned himself unfortunate if compelled to be a sight even though the attacks upon him would be in earnest. To be thus dispensed from the trial was more than satisfaction. He knew the rigor of Equality in the masonic rites; this exception in his favor was therefore a triumph.
“Still,” said the chairman, “as the new brother loves Equality like myself, I will ask him to explain himself on the question which I put solely for form’s sake: ‘What do you seek in our society?’”
Rousseau took two steps forward, and answered, as his dreamy and melancholy eye wandered over the meeting:
“I seek here what I have not found elsewhere. Truths, not sophisms. If I have agreed to come here, after having been entreated—(he emphasized the word)—it is from my belief that I might be useful. It is I who am conferring the obligation. Alas! we all may have passed away before you can supply me with the means of defense, or help me to freedom with your hands if I should be imprisoned, or give me bread and comfort if afflicted—for the light cometh slowly, progress has a halting step, and where the light is quenched, none of us may be able to revive it—— ”
“Illustrious brother, you are wrong,” said the soft and penetrative voice of one who charmed the philosopher, “more than you imagine lies in the scope of this society: it is the future of the world. The future is hope—science—heaven, the Chief Architect who hath promised to illuminate His great building, the earth. The Architect does not lie.”
Startled by this lofty language, Rousseau looked and recognized the young man who had reminded him of the meeting at the street corner. It was Baron Balsamo. Clad in black with marked richness and great style, he was leaning on the side rail of the platform, and his face, softly lighted up, shone with all its beauty, grace and natural expressiveness.
“Science?” repeated the author, “a bottomless pit. Do you prate to me of science—comfort, future and promise where another tells of material things, rigor and violence—which am I to believe?” And he glanced at Marat whose hideous face did not harmonize with Balsamo’s. “Are there in the lodge meeting wolves just as in the world above—wolf and lamb! Let me tell you what my faith is, if you have not read it in my books.”
“Books,” interrupted Marat, “granted that they are sublime; but they are utopias; you are useful in the sense of the old prosers being useful. You point out the boon, but you make it a bubble, beautiful with the sunshine playing in a rainbow on it, but it bursts and leaves a nasty taste on the lips.”
“Have you seen the great acts of nature accomplished without preparation?” retorted Rousseau. “You want to regenerate the world by deeds? this is not regeneration but revolution.”
“Then,” sharply replied the surgeon, “you do not care for independence, or liberty?”
“Yes, I do,” returned the other, “for independence is my idol—liberty my goddess. But I want the mild and radiant liberty which warms and vivifies. The equality which brings men together by friendship, not fear. I wish the education and instruction of each element of the social body, as the joiner wishes neat joints and the mechanician harmony. I retract what I have written—progress, concord and devotion!”
Marat smiled with disdain.
“Rivers of milk and honey—the dreams of the poets which philosophers want to realise.”
Rousseau replied no more, it was so odd for him to be accused of moderation when all Europe called him an extreme innovator. He sat down in silence after having sought for the approval of the person who had defended him.
“You have heard?” asked the chairman, rising. “Is the brother worthy to enter the society? does he comprehend his duties?”
“Yes,” replied the gathering, but the one of reservation showed no unanimity.
“Take the oath,” said the presiding officer.
“It will be disagreeable to me to displease some of the members,” said the philosopher with pride, “but I think that I shall do more for the world and for you, brothers, apart from you, in my own isolation. Leave me then to my labors. I am not shaped to march with others whom I shun; yet I serve them, because I am one of you, and I try to believe you are better than you are. Now, you have my entire mind.”
“He won’t take the oath!” exclaimed Marat.
“I refuse positively. I do not wish to belong to the society. Too many proofs come up that I shall be useless to it.”
“Brother,” said the member with the conciliating speech, “allow me thus to call you, for we are all brothers apart from all combinations of human minds—do not yield to a movement of spite—sacrifice a little of your proper pride. Do for us what may be repugnant to you. Your counsel, ideas and presence are the Light. Do not plunge us into the double darkness of your refusal and your absence.”
“Nay, I take away nothing,” said the author; “if you wish the name and the spiritual essence of Jean Jacques Rousseau, put my books on your chairman’s table, and when my turn to speak comes round, open one and read as far as you like. That will be my advice—my opinion.”
“Stop a moment,” said Surgeon Marat as the last speaker took a step to go out. “Free will is all very well and the illustrious philosopher’s should be respected like the rest; but it strikes me as far from regular to let an outsider into the sanctuary who—being bound by no clause, even tacit—may, without being a dishonest man, reveal our proceedings.”
Rousseau returned him his pitying smile.
“I am ready for the oath, if one of discretion,” he said.
But the unnamed member who had watched the debate with authority which nobody questioned, though he stood in the crowd, approached the chairman and whispered in his ear.
“Quite so,” replied the Venerable, and he added: “You are a man, not a brother, but one whose honor places you on our level. We here lay aside our position to ask your simple promise to forget what has passed between us.”
“Like a dream in the morning: I swear on my honor,” replied Rousseau with feeling.
He went out upon these words, and many members at his heels.
CHAPTER XVIII.
THE INNERMOST CIRCLE.
THOSE who went out were brothers of the second and third circles, and left seven who were masters in their lodge. They recognized each other by signs proving they were admitted to the high degrees.
Their first care was to close the doors. The presiding officer, who was now Balsamo, showed his ring. On it were graved the letters L. P. D. They stood for Latin words meaning “Destroy the Lilies!” The Lily is the emblem of the House of Bourbon.
This chief was charged with the universal correspondence of the order. The six other highest leaders dwelt in America, Russia, Sweden, Spain and Italy.
He had brought some of the more important messages received to impart them to his associates placed under him but above the files.
The most important was from Swedenborg the spiritualist, who wrote from Sweden:
“Look out in the South, brothers, where the burning sun hatched a traitor. He will be your ruin, brothers. Watch at Paris, for there the false one dwells: the secrets of the Order are in his hands and a hateful sentiment moves him. I hear the denunciation, made in a low voice. I see a terrible doom, but it may fall too late. In the interim, brothers, keep watchful. One treacherous tongue, however ill-instructed, would be enough to upset all our skillfully contrived plans.”
The conspirators looked at one another in mute surprise. The language of the ferocious Rosicrucian and his foresight, to which many examples gave imposing authority, all contributed no little to cloud the committee presided over by the mesmerist.
“Brothers,” he said, “this inspired prophet is seldom wrong. Watch therefore, as he bids us. Like me, now, you know that the war has begun. Do not let us be baffled by these ridiculous foes whose position we undermine. Do not forget, though, that they have an army of fierce hirelings at their disposal—a powerful argument in the eyes of those who do not see far beyond earthly limits. Brothers, be on your guard against the traitors who are bribed.”
“Such alarm seems puerile to me,” said a voice: “we are gaining in strength daily, and are led by brilliant genius and mighty hands.”
Balsamo bowed at this flattery.
“True, but treachery sneaks in everywhere,” remarked Marat, who had been promoted to a superior rank, spite of his youth, and for the first time sat in the superior council. “Think, brothers, that a great capture may be made by increasing the size of the bait. While Chief of Police Sartines, with a bag of silver, may catch a subordinate, the Prime Minister, with one of gold, may buy one of the superiors.
“In our company the obscure brother knows nothing. He may at the most know the names of a few of those above him, but these names afford no information. Our constitution is admirable, but it is eminently aristocratic. The lower members can know nothing and do nothing. They are only gathered to tell them some nonsense, and yet they contribute to the solidity of the building. They bring the mortar and the bricks as others bring the tools and the plan. But, without bricks and mortar, how can you have a Temple? The workman gets but a poor wage, although I for one regard him as equal to the Architect’s clerk, whose plan creates and gives existence to the work. I regard him as an equal, I say, as he is a man and all men are equal, as the philosophers teach, for he bears his portion of misery and fatality like another, more than others, as he is exposed to the fall of a stone or the breaking down of a scaffold.”
“I interrupt you, brother,” said Balsamo. “You are talking wide of the question bringing us together. Your fault, brother, is in generalizing subjects, and exaggerating zeal. We are not discussing whether the constitution of our society is good or bad, but to maintain its firmness and integrity. If I were wrangling with you I should say, ‘No, the organ which receives the movement is not the equal of the genius of the creator; the workman is not on a level with the architect; arms are not equal to the brains.’”
“If Sartine arrests one of our lowliest brothers he will send him to jail just as sure as you or me,” protested the surgeon.
“Granted; but the person will suffer, not the society. It can endure such things. But if the head is imprisoned, the plot stops—the army loses the victory if the general is slain. Brothers, watch for the safety of the Supreme Chief!”
“Yes, but let them look out for us.”
“It is their duty.”
“And have their faults more severely punished.”
“Again, brother, you overstep the regulations of the Order. Are you ignorant that all the members are alike and under the same penalties?”
“In such cases the great ones elude the chastisement.”
“That is not what the Grand Masters think, brother; but hearken to the end of the letter from the great prophet Swedenborg, one of the greatest among us; here is what he adds:
“The harm will come from one of the great ones—very great—of the Order; or, if not from him directly, the fault will be imputable to him. Remember that Fire and Water may be accomplices: one gives light and the other gives revelations.”
This enigmatical allusion would seem to be to the process of showing the future in the glass of water, which was one of the conjuring experiments of Joseph Balsamo.
“Watch, brothers, (Concluded the seer) over all things and all men!”
“Let us, then, repeat the oath,” said Marat, grasping at his hold in the letter and the chief’s speech, “the oath which binds us and pledges us to carry it out in full rigor in case one of us betrays or is the cause of a treacherous act.”
Balsamo rose and uttered these awful words in a low voice, solemn and terrifying:
“In the name of the Architect of the Universe, I swear to break all carnal bonds attaching me to father and mother, sister and brother, wife, friends, mistress, kings, captains, benefactors, all unto whomsoever I have promised faith, obedience, gratitude or service.
“I vow to reveal to the chief whom I acknowledge according to the rules of the Order, what I have seen, heard, learnt or divined, and moreover to ascertain what happens beyond my knowledge.
“I honor all means to purify the globe of the enemies of truth and freedom.
“I subscribe to the vow of silence; I consent to die as if by the thunderbolt on the day when I deserve punishment and I will wait without remonstrance for the deadly stab to accomplish its work wherever I shall be.”
The seven men repeated the oath, standing up with uncovered heads, a sombre gathering.
“We are pledged to one another,” said Balsamo when the last word was spoken; “let us waste no time in idle arguments. I have a report to make to the Committee on the principal work of the year. France is situated in the center of Europe like its heart, and it makes the other parts of the body live. In its agitations may be sought the cause of the ills of the general organism. Hence I have come out of the East to sound this heart like a physician; I have listened to it, sounded it and experimented with it. A year ago when I began, monarchy was weakening. To-day, vices are destroying it. I have quickened the debauchery and favored what will be deadly.
“One obstacle stood in the way—a man, not merely the First Minister but the foremost man in the realm. It was Choiseul whom I have removed. This important work was undertaken by many intriguers and much hatred during ten years, but I accomplished it in a few months, by means which it is useless to describe. By a secret, which is one of my strong means, the greater as it must remain hidden from all eyes and never be manifested save by its effect, I have overturned and driven away Choiseul. Look at the fruit of the toil: all France is crying for Choiseul and rising to bring him back as orphans appeal to heaven to restore their father. Parliament uses its only right, inertia. But if it does not go on, there will be no work and the wage-earners will earn no money. No money for the workers—no rent, no tax paying—gold, the blood of a realm, will be wanting.
“They will try to make the poor pay—and there will be a struggle. But who will struggle against the masses? not the army, which is recruited from the people, eating the black bread of the farm hand, and drinking the sour wine of the vineyard laborer. The King has his household troops, the foreign regiments, five or six thousand men at the most—what will this squad of pigmies do against an army of giants?”
“Bid them rise!” exclaimed the chiefs.
“Yes, yes, let us set to work,” said Marat.
“Young man, your advice is not asked,” coldly said Balsamo. “Yet you may speak.”
“I will be brief,” said Marat; “mild attempts rock the people to sleep when they do not discourage them. Mere chipping at the stone is the theory of the Rousseaus, who are always bidding us to wait. We have been waiting seven centuries! This poor and feeble opposition has not advanced humanity by a single step. Have we seen one abuse redressed in three hundred years? Enough of these poets and theorists! let us have work and deeds. For three hundred years we have been physicking France and it is high time that the surgeons were called in, with scalpel and lancet. Society is gangrened and we must cut away and apply the redhot iron. A revolt, though it be put down, enlightens slaves more on their power than a thousand years of precepts and examples. It may not be enough, but it is much!”
A flattering murmur rose from several hearers.
“Where are our enemies,” continued the young man; “on the steps of the throne, guarding it as their palladium. We cannot reach royalty but over the bodies of those insolent, gold-coated guards. Well, let us fell them, as we read has been done to the body-guards of tyrants before now. Thus will we get near enough to the gilded idol to hurl it down. Count these privileged heads. Scarce two hundred thousand. Let us walk through the lovely garden, which is France, as Tarquin did in his, and cut off the heads of these flaunting poppies, and all will be done. When dwarfs aim to slay a colossus they attack its feet; when men want to fell the oak they chop at the root. Woodmen, take the ax, let us hack at the base of the tree and it will fall in the dust.”
“And crush you, pigmies,” commented the Supreme Chief in a voice of thunder. “You declaim against poets and you spout fustian. Brother, you have picked up these phrases in some novel you concoct in your garret.”
Marat blushed.
“Do you know what a revolution is?” said the Grand Copt. “I have seen two hundred, and they have tended to nothing because the revolutionists were in too great a haste. You talk of chopping down giant trees. This tree is not an oak but one of those immense redwoods of the far western American forests which I have seen. If they were felled, a horseman starting from the base to avoid the high-up branches would be overtaken and smashed. You cannot wish this. You cannot obtain the warrant from me.”
“I have lived some forty generations of man.”
“Being long-lived, I can be patient. I carry your fate—ay, that of the world in the hollow of my hand. I will not open it to let out the lightnings till I see fit. Let us come down from these sublime hights and walk on the earth.
“Gentlemen, I say with simplicity and full belief, it is not yet time. The King now reigning is the last reflection of the glory of the Great Louis who dazzles still enough to pale your ineffectual fires. A King, he will die royally: of an insolent race but pure-bred. Slay him and that will happen which befel Charles First of England: his executioners will bow to him and courtiers will kiss the ax which lops off his head. You know that England was in too much of a hurry. It is true that Charles Stuart died on the scaffold but the block was a stepping-stone for his son to reach the throne and he died on it.”
“Wait, wait, brothers, for the times are becoming propitious.
“We are sworn to destroy the lilies but we must root them up—not a stalk must be left. But the breath of fate is going to shrivel royalty up to nothing. Draw nearer and hear this—the Dauphiness, though a year wedded—— ”
“Well?” asked the chiefs with anxiety.
“She is still as when she came from her mother’s land.”
An ominous murmur, so full of hatred and revengeful triumph as to make all Kings flee, escaped like a blast of hell from the lips of this narrow circle of six heads almost touching, but towered over by Balsamo’s bending down from the stage.
“In this state of things,” he pursued, “two suppositions are presented. The race will die out and our friends will have no difficulties, combats or troubles. As happens every time three Kings succeed, the Dauphin, Provence and Artois will reign but die without posterity—it is the law of destiny.
“The other hypothesis is that the Dauphiness will yet bear children. That is the trap into which our enemies will rush in the belief that we will fall into it. We will rejoice when she is a mother, just like them; for we possess a dread secret, comprising crimes which no power, prestige or efforts can counteract. We can easily make out that the heir which she gives the throne is illegitimate and the more fecund she may be, the worse will appear her conduct.
“This is why, my brothers, that I wait; judging it useless as yet to unchain popular passions to be employed efficaciously when the right time comes.
“Now, brothers, you know how I have employed this year. You see the extent of my mines. Be persuaded that we shall succeed, but with the genius and courage of some, who are the eyes and the brain; with the labor and perseverance of others, who represent the arms; and with the faith and devotedness of others still, who are the heart.
“Be penetrated with the necessity of blind obedience which makes the Grand Copt himself stand ready to be immolated to the will of the Order’s statutes when the day comes.
“There is a good act yet to do, and an evil to point out.
“The great author who came to us this evening and would have joined us but for the stormy behavior of one of our brothers who alarmed the sensitive spirit—he was right as against us and I am sorry one of the profane was in the right before a majority of our society, who know the ritual badly and our aims not at all. Triumphing with the sophisms of his works over our Order’s truths, he represents a vice which I shall extirpate with fire and sword, unless it can be done with persuasion, as I hope. The self-conceit of one of our brothers showed itself vilely. He placed us secondary in the argument. I trust that no such fault will again be committed or else I shall have recourse to discipline.
“Now, brothers, propagate the faith with mildness and persuasion. Insinuate rather than impose, and do not try to make truths enter with hammer and ax blows like the torturers who use wedge and sledge. Remember that we shall be acknowledged great only after having proved that we have done good, and that will only happen when we shall appear better than those round us. Remember, too, that the good are nothing without science, art and faith; nothing beside those whom the Divine Architect has stamped with a peculiar seal to command men and rule an empire.
“Brothers, the meeting adjourns.”
He put on his hat and wrapped himself in his mantle. Each freemason went out in his turn, alone and silent so as not to awaken suspicion. The last with the Supreme Master was the Surgeon Marat.
Very pale, he humbly approached him for he knew the terrible speaker’s power was unlimited.
“Master, did I commit a fault?” he inquired.
“A great one, and all the worse as you are not conscious that you did so,” replied the man of mystery.
“I confess it; not only ignorant, but I thought I spoke becomingly.”
“Pride—destructive demon! men hunt for fever in the veins and search for the cancer in the vitals, but they let pride shoot up such roots deeply in their heart as never to be able to wrench them out.”
“You have a very poor opinion of me, master,” returned Marat. “Am I so paltry a fellow that I am not to be counted among my equals? Have I culled the fruit of the tree of knowledge so clumsily that I am incapable of saying a word without being taxed with ignorance? Am I so lukewarm a member that my conviction is suspected? Were this all so, still I exist by reason of my devotion to the masses.”
“Brother, it is because the spirit of evil contends in you with that of good and seems to me to promise to overpower it one day, that I undertake to correct you. If I succeed it will be in one hour, unless pride has the upperhand of all your other passions.”
“Master, make an appointment which I will keep.”
“I will call on you.”
“Mind what you promise. I am living in a garret in Cordelier’ Street. A garret, mark you, while you—” he emphasized the word with an affectation of proud simplicity.
“While I—— ”
“While, so they say, you live in a palace.”
The master shrugged his shoulders as a giant might do when jeered at by a dwarf.
“I will call upon you in your garret in the morning.”
“I go to the dissection hall at daybreak and then to the hospital.”
“That will suit me very well; I should have suggested it if you had not said it.”
“You understand—early—I do not sleep much.”
“And I never sleep at peep of day,” said Balsamo.
Upon this they separated, as they had reached the street door, dark and lonely on their going forth as it had been noisy and lively when they went in.
CHAPTER XIX.
BODY AND SOUL.
BALSAMO was punctual and found, at six o’clock, Marat and his servant, a woman of all work, decking up the room with flowers in a vase in honor of the visitor. At sight of the master, the surgeon blushed more plainly than was becoming in a stoic.
“Where are we first going?” asked Balsamo when they got down to the street door.
“To Surgeon’ Hall,” was the reply. “I have selected a corpse there, a subject which died of acute meningitis; I have to make some observations on the brain and do not wish my colleagues to cut it up before I do.”
“Let us to the hall, then.”
“It is only a couple of steps; besides, you need not go in; you might wait for me at the door.”
“On the contrary, I want to go in with you and have your opinion on the subject, since it is a dead body.”
“Take care,” said Marat; “For I am an expert anatomist and have the advantage of you there.”
“Pride, more pride,” muttered the Italian.
“What is that?”
“I say that we shall see about that. Let us enter.”
Balsamo followed him without shrinking into the amphitheatre, on Hautefeuille Street. On a marble slab in the long, narrow hall were two corpses, a man’s and a woman’s. She had died young: he was old and bald; a wornout sheet veiled their bodies but half exposed their faces.
Side by side on the chilly bed, they might never have met in life and if their souls could see them now, they would have been mutually surprised at the neighborhood.
Marat pulled off the shroud of coarse linen from the two unfortunates equalised by death under the surgeon’s knife. They were nude.
“Is not the sight repugnant to you?” asked Marat with his usual braggadocia.
“It makes me sad,” replied the other.
“From not being habituated to it,” said the dissector. “I see the thing daily and I feel neither sadness nor dislike. We surgical practitioners have to live with the lifeless and we do not on their account interrupt any of the functions of our life.”
“It is a sad privilege of your profession.”
“And why should I feel in the matter? Against sadness, I have reflection; against the other thing, habit. What is to frighten me in a corpse, a statue of flesh instead of stone?”
“As you say, in a corpse there is nothing, while in the living body there is—— ”
“Motion,” replied Marat loftily.
“You have not spoken of the soul.”
“I have never come across it when I searched with my scalpel.”
“Because you searched the dead only.”
“Oh, I have probed living bodies.”
“But have met nothing more than in dead ones?”
“Yes, pain; you don’t call that the soul, do you?”
“Do you not believe in the soul?”
“I believe in it but I may call it the Moving Power, if I like.”
“Very well; all I ask is if you believe in the soul; it makes me happy to think so.”
“Stop an instant, master,” interrupted Marat with his viper-like smile: “let us come to an understanding and not exaggerate; we surgical operators are rather materialists.”
“These bodies are quite cold,” mused Balsamo aloud, “and this woman was good-looking. A fine soul must have dwelt in that fine temple.”
“There was the mistake—it was a vile blade of metal in that showy scabbard. This body, master, is that of a drab who was taken from the Magdalen Prison of St. Lazare where she died of brain fever, to the Main Hospital. Her story is very scandalous and long. If you call her moving impulse a soul, you do ours wrong.”
“The soul might have been healed and it was lost, because no physician for the soul came along.”
“Alas, master, this is another of your theories. Only for bodies are there medicines,” sneered Marat with a bitter laugh. “You use words which are a reflection of a part of ‘Macbeth,’ and it makes you smile. Who can minister to a mind diseased? Shakespeare calls your ‘sou’ the mind.”
“No, you are wrong, and you do not know why I smile. For the moment we are to conclude that these earthly vessels are empty?”
“And senseless,” went on Marat, raising the head of the woman and letting it fall down on the slab with a bang, without the remains shuddering or moving.
“Very well: let us go to the hospital now,” said Balsamo.
“Not until I have cut off the head and put it by, as this coveted head is the seat of a curious malady.”
He opened his instrument-case, took out a bistory, and picked up in a corner a mallet spotted with blood. With a skilled hand he traced a circular incision separating all the flesh and neck muscles. Cleaving to the spine, he thrust his steel between two joints and gave with the maul a sharp, forcible rap. The head rolled on the table, and bounced to the ground. Marat was obliged to pick it up with his moistened hands. Balsamo turned his head not to fill the operator with too much delight.
“One of these days,” said the latter, thinking he had caught his superior in a weak moment, “some philanthropist who ponders over death as I do over life will invent a machine to chop off the head to bring about instantaneous extinction of the vital spark, which is not done by any means of execution now in practice. The rack, the garrote the rope, these are all methods of torture appertaining to barbarous peoples and not to the civilized. An enlightened nation like France ought to punish and not revenge: for the society which racks, strangles and decapitates by the sword inflicts punishment by the pain besides that of death alone, the culprit’s portion. This is overdoing the penalty by half, I think.”
“It is my opinion, too. What idea do you have of such an instrument?”
“A machine, cold and emotionless as the Law itself; the man charged with the inflection is affected by the sight of the criminal in his own likeness; and he misses his stroke, as at the beheading of Chalais and of the Duke of Monmouth. A machine would not do that, say, a wooden arm which brought down an ax on the neck.”
“I have seen something of the kind in operation, the Maiden, it is called in Scotland, and the Mannaja, in Italy. But I have also seen the decapitated criminals rise without their heads, from the seat on which they were placed, and stagger off a dozen paces. I have picked up such heads, by the hair, as you just did that one which tumbled off the table, and when I uttered in the ear the name with which it was baptized, I saw the eyes open to see who called and showed that still on the earth it had quitted one could cry after what was passing from time to eternity.”
“Merely a nervous movement.”
“Are not the nerves the organs of sense? I conclude that it would be better for man, instead of seeking a machine to kill without pain for punishment, he had better seek the way to punish without killing. The society that discovers that will be the best and most enlightened.”
“Another Utopia!” exclaimed Marat.
“Perhaps you are right, this once,” responded Balsamo. “It is time that will enlighten us.”
Marat wrapped up the female head in his handkerchief which he tied by the four corners in a knot.
“In this way, I am sure that my colleagues will not rob me of my head,” he said.
Walking side by side the dreamer and the practitioner went to the great Hospital.
“You cut that head off coldly and skillfully,” said the former. “Have you less emotion when dealing with the quick? Does suffering affect you less than insensibility? Are you more pitiless with living bodies than the dead?”
“No, for it would be a fault, as in an executioner to let himself feel anything. A man would die from being miscut in the limb as surely as though his head were struck off. A good surgeon ought to operate with his hand and not his heart, though he knows in his heart that he is going to give years of life and happiness for the second’s suffering. That is the golden lining to our profession.”
“Yes; but in the living, I hope you meet with the soul?”
“Yes, if you hold that the soul is the moving impulse—the sensitiveness; that I do meet, and it is very troublesome sometimes for it kills more patients than my scalpel.”
Guided by Marat, who would not put aside his ghastly burden, Balsamo was introduced into the operation ward, crowded with the chief surgeon and the students.
The aids brought in a young man, knocked down the previous week by a heavy wagon which had crushed his foot. A hasty operation at that time had not sufficed; mortification had spread and amputation of the leg was necessary. Stretched on the bed of anguish, the poor fellow looked with a terror which would have melted tigers, on the band of eager men who waited for the time of his martyrdom, his death perchance, to study the science of life—the marvellous phenomenon which conceals the gloomy one of death. He seemed to sue from the surgeon and assistants some smile of comfort, but he met indifference on all sides, steel in every eye.
A remnant of courage and manly pride kept him mute, reserving all to try to check the screams which agony would tear from him.
Still, when he felt the kindly heavy hand of the porter on his shoulder, and the aid's arms interlace him like serpents, and heard the operator’s voice saying “Keep up your pluck my brave man!” he ventured to break the stillness by asking in a plaintive tone:
“You are not going to hurt me much?”
“Not at all; be quiet,” replied Marat, with a false smile which might seem sweet to the sufferer, but was ironical to Balsamo, and noting that the latter had seen through him, the young surgeon whispered to him:
“It is a dreadful operation. The bone is splintered and sensitive so as to make any one pity him. He will die of the pain, not the injury; that will make his soul want to fly away.”
“Why operate on him—why not let him die tranquilly?”
“Because it is a surgeon’s duty to attempt a cure when it is impossible.”
“But you say that he will suffer dreadfully on account of his having a soul too tender for his frame? then, why not operate on the soul so that the tranquillity of the one will be the salvation of the other?”
“Just what I have done,” replied Marat, while the patient was tied down. “By my words, I spoke to the soul—to his sensitiveness, what made the Greek philosopher say, ‘Pain, thou art no ill.’ I told him he would not feel much pain, and it is the business of his soul not to feel any. That is the only remedy known up to the present. As for the questions of the soul—lies! why is this deuce of a soul clamped to the body? When I knocked this head off a spell ago, the body said nothing. Yet that was a grave operation enough. But the movement had ceased, sensitiveness was no more and the soul had fled, as you spiritualists say. That is why the head and the body which I severed, made no remonstrance to me. But the body of this unhappy fellow with the soul still in, will be yelling awfully in a little while. Stop up your ears closely, master. For you are sensitive, and your theory will be killed by the shock, until the day when your theory can separate the soul from the body.”
“You believe such separation will never come?” said Balsamo.
“Try, for this is a capital opening.”
“I will; this young man interests me and I do not want him to feel the pain.”
“You are a leader of men,” said Marat, “but you are not a heavenly being, and you cannot prevent the lad from suffering.”
“If he should not suffer, would his recovery be sure?”
“It would be likely, but not sure.”
Balsamo cast an inexpressible look of triumph on the speaker and placing himself before the patient, whose frightened and terror-filled eyes he caught, he said: “Sleep!” not with the mouth solely but with look, will, all the heat of his blood and the fluid electricity in his system.
At this instant the chief surgeon was beginning to feel the injured thigh and point out to the pupils the extent of the ail.
But at this command from the mesmerist, the young man, who had been raised by an assistant, swung a little and let his head sink, while his eyes closed.
“He feels bad,” said Marat; “he loses consciousness.”
“Nay, he sleeps.”
Everybody looked at this stranger whom they took for a lunatic.
Over Marat’s lips flitted a smile of incredulity.
“Does a man usually speak in a swoon?” asked Balsamo. “Question him and he will answer you.”
“I say, young man,” shouted Marat.
“No, there is no need for you to halloo at him,” said Balsamo, “he will hear you in your ordinary voice.”
“Give us an idea what you are doing?”
“I was told to sleep, and I am sleeping,” replied the patient, in a perfectly unruffled voice strongly contrasting with that heard from him shortly before.
All the bystanders stared at one another.
“Now, untie him,” said Balsamo.
“No, you must not do that,” remonstrated the head surgeon, “the operation would be spoilt by the slightest movement.”
“I assure you that he will not stir, and he will do the same: ask him.”
“Can you be left free, my friend?”
“I can.”
“And you promise not to budge?”
“I promise, if I am ordered so.”
“I order you.”
“Upon my word, sir,” said the chief surgeon, “you speak with so much certainty that I am inclined to try the experiment.”
“Do so, and have no fear.”
“Unbind him,” said the surgeon.
As the men obeyed Balsamo went to the head of the couch.
“From this time forward do not stir till I bid you.”
A statue on a tombstone could not be more motionless than the patient after this command.
“Now, sir, proceed with the operation; the patient is properly prepared.”
The surgeon had his steel ready, but he hesitated at the beginning.
“Proceed,” repeated Balsamo with the manner of an inspired prophet.
Mastered as Marat and the patient had been and as all the rest were, the surgeon put the knife edge to the flesh: it “squeaked” literally at the cut, but the patient did not flinch or utter a sigh.
“What countryman are you, friend?” asked the mesmerist.
“From Brittany, my lord.”
“Do you love your country?”
“Ay, it is such a fine one,” and he smiled.
Meanwhile the operator was making the circular incisions which are the preliminary steps in amputations to lay the bone bare.
“Did you leave it when early in life?” continued Balsamo.
“I was only ten years old, my lord.”
The cuts being made, the surgeon applied the saw to the gash.
“My friend,” said Balsamo, “sing me that song the saltmakers of Batz sing on knocking off work of an evening. I only remember the first line which goes:
‘Hail to the shining salt!’”
The saw bit into the bone: but at the request of the magnetiser, the patient smilingly commenced to sing, slowly and melodiously like a lover or a poet:
“Hail to the shining salt,
Drawn from the sky-blue lake:
Hail to the smoking kiln,
And my rye-and-honey cake!
Here comes wife and dad,
And all my chicks I love:
All but the one who sleeps,
Yon, in the heather grove.
Hail! for there ends the day,
And to my rest I come:
After the toil the pay;
After the pay, I’m home.”
The severed limb fell on the board, but the man was still singing. He was regarded with astonishment and the mesmeriser with admiration. They thought both were insane. Marat repeated this impression in Balsamo’s ear.
“Terror drove the poor lad out of his wits so that he felt no pain,” he said.
“I am not of your opinion,” replied the Italian sage: “far from having lost his wits, I warrant that he will tell us if I question him, the day of his death if he is to die; or how long his recovery will take if he is to get through.”
Marat was now inclined to share the general opinion that his friend was mad, like the patient.
In the meantime the surgeon was taking up the arteries from which spirted jets of blood.
Balsamo took a phial from his pocket, let a few drops fall on a wad of lint, and asked the chief surgeon to apply this to the cut. He obeyed with marked curiosity.
He was one of the most celebrated operators of the period, truly in love with his science, repudiating none of its mysteries, and taking hazard as the outlet to doubt. He clapped the plug to the wound, and the arteries seared up, hissing, and the blood came through only drop by drop. He could then tie the grand artery with the utmost facility.
Here Balsamo obtained a true triumph, and everybody wanted to know where he had studied and of what school he was.
“I am a physician of the University of Gottingen,” he replied, “and I made the discovery which you have witnessed. But, gentlemen and brothers of the lancet and ligature, I should like it kept secret, as I have great fear of being burnt at the stake, and the Parliament of Paris might once again like the spectacle of a wizard being so treated.”
The head surgeon was brooding; Marat was dreaming and reflecting. But he was the first to speak.
“You asserted,” he said, “that if this man were interrogated about the result of his operation he would certainly tell it though it is in the womb of the future?”
“I said so: what is the man’s name?”
“Havard.”
Balsamo turned to the patient, who was still humming the lay.
“Well, friend, what do you augur about our poor Havard’s fate?” he asked.
“Wait till I come back from Brittany, where I am, and get to the Hospital where Havard is.”
“Of course. Come hither, enter, and tell me the truth about him.”
“He is in a very bad way; they have cut off his leg. That was neatly done, but he has a dreadful strait to go through; he will have fever to-night at seven o’clock—— ”
The bystanders looked at each other.
“This fever will pull him down; but I am sure he will get through the first fit.”
“And will be saved?”
“No: for the fever returns and—poor Havard! he has a wife and little ones!”
His eyes filled with tears.
“His wife will be left a widow and the little ones orphans?”
“Wait, wait—no, no!” he cried, clasping his hands. “They prayed so hard for him that their prayers have been granted.”
“He will get well?”
“Yes, he will go forth from here, where he came five days ago, a hale man, two months and fifteen days after.”
“But,” said Marat, “incapable of working and consequently to feed his family.”
“God is good and he will provide.”
“How?” continued Marat: “while I am gathering information, I may as well learn this?”
“God hath sent to his bedside a charitable lord who took pity on him, and he is saying to himself: ‘I am not going to let poor Havard want for anything.’”
All looked at Balsamo, who smiled.
“Verily, we witness a singular incident,” remarked the head surgeon, as he took the patient’s hand and felt his pulse and his forehead. “This man is dreaming aloud.”
“Do you think so?” retorted the mesmerist. “Havard, awake,” he added with a look full of authority and energy.
The young man opened his eyes with an effort and gazed with profound surprise on the bystanders, become for him as inoffensive as they were menacing at the first.
“Ah, well,” he said, “have you not begun your work? Are you going to give me pain?”
Balsamo hastened to speak as he feared a shock to the sufferer. There was no need for him to hasten as far as the others were concerned as none of them could get out a word, their surprise was so great.
“Keep quiet, friend,” he said; “the chief surgeon has performed on your leg an operation which suits the requirement of your case. My poor lad, you must be rather weak of mind, for you swooned away at the outset.”
“I am glad I did for I felt nothing of it,” replied the Breton merrily: “my sleep was a sweet one and did me good. What a good thing that I am not to lose my leg.”
At this very moment he looked over himself, and saw the couch flooded with blood and the severed limb. He uttered a scream and swooned away, this time really.
“Question him, now, and see whether he will reply,” said Balsamo sternly to Marat.
Taking the chief surgeon aside while the aids carried the patient to his bed, he said:
“You heard what the poor fellow said—— ”
“About his getting well?”
“About heaven having pity on him and inspiring a nobleman to help his family. He spoke the truth on that head as on the other. Will you please be the intermediary between heaven and your patient. Here is a diamond worth about twenty thousand livres; when the man is nearly able to go out, sell it and give him the money. Meanwhile, since the soul has great influence on the body, as your pupil Marat says justly, tell Havard that his future is assured.”
“But if he should not recover,” said the doctor hesitating.
“He will.”
“Still I must give you a receipt; I could not think of taking an object of this value otherwise.”
“Just as you please; my name is Count Fenix.”
Five minutes afterwards Balsamo put the receipt in his pocket, and went out accompanied by Marat.
“Do not forget your head!” said Balsamo, to whom the absence of mind in this cool student was a compliment.
Marat parted from the chief of the Order with doubt in his heart but meditation in his eyes, and he said to himself: “Does the soul really exist?”
CHAPTER XX.
THE DIAMOND COLLAR.
ROUSSEAU had been cheated into going to take breakfast with the royal favorite: he was formally invited by the Dauphiness to come to Trianon to conduct in person one of his operas in which she and her ladies and titled amateurs generally were to take the parts even to the supernumeraries.
He had not attired himself specially and he had stuffed his head with a lot of disagreeable plain truths to speak to the King, if he had a chance.
To the courtiers, however, it was the same to see him as any other author or composer, curiosities all, whom the grandees hire to perform in their parlors or on their lawns.
The King received him coldly on account of his costume, dusty with the journey in the omnibus, but he addressed him with the limpid clearness of the monarch which drove from Rousseau’s head all the platitudes he had rehearsed.
But as soon as the rehearsal was begun, the attention was drawn to the piece and the composer was forgotten.
But he was remarking everything; the noblemen in the dress of peasants sang as far out of tune as the King himself; the ladies in the attire of court shepherdesses flirted. The Dauphiness sang correctly, but she was a poor actress; besides, she had so little voice that she could hardly be heard. The Dauphin spoke his lines. In short, the opera scarcely got on in the least.
Only one consolation came to Rousseau. He caught sight of one delightful face among the chorus-ladies and it was her voice which sounded the best of all.
“Eh,” said the Dauphiness, following his look, “has Mdlle. de Taverney made a fault?”
Andrea blushed as she saw all eyes turn upon her.
“No, no!” the author hastened to say, “that young lady sings like an angel.”
Lady Dubarry darted a glance on him sharper than a javelin.
On the other hand Baron Taverney felt his heart melt with joy and he smiled his warmest on the composer.
“Do you think that child sings well?” questioned Lady Dubarry of the King, whom Rousseau’s words had visibly struck.
“I could not tell,” he said: “while they are all singing together. One would have to be a regular musician to discover that.”
Rousseau still kept his eyes on Andrea who looked handsomer than ever with a high color.
The rehearsal went on and Lady Dubarry became atrociously out of temper: twice she caught Louis XV. absent-minded when she was saying cutting things about the play.
Though the incident had also made the Dauphiness jealous, she complimented everybody and showed charming gaiety. The Duke of Richelieu hovered round her with the agility of a youth, and gathered a band of merrymakers at the back of the stage with the Dauphiness as the centre: this furiously disquieted the Dubarry clique.
“It appears that Mdlle. de Taverney is blessed with a pretty voice,” he said in a loud voice.
“Delightful,” said the princess; “if I were not so selfish, I would have her play Colette. But I took the part to have some amusement and I am not going to let another play it.”
“Nay, Mdlle. de Taverney would not sing it better than your Royal Highness,” protested Richelieu, “and—— ”
“She is an excellent musician,” said Rousseau, who was penetrated with Andrea’s value in his line.
“Excellent,” said the Dauphiness; “I am going to tell the truth, that she taught me my part; and then she dances ravishingly, and I do not dance a bit.”
You may judge of the effect of all this on the King, his favorite, and all this gathering of the envious, curious, intriguers, and news-mongers. Each received a gain or a sting, with pain or shame. There were none indifferent except Andrea herself.
Spurred on by Richelieu, the Dauphiness induced Andrea to sing the ballad:
“I have lost my only joy—
Colin leaves me all alone.”
The King was seen to mark time with a nodding of the head, in such keen pleasure that the rouge scaled off Lady Dubarry’s face in flakes like a painting in the damp.
More spiteful than any woman, Richelieu enjoyed the revenge he was having on Dubarry. Sidling round to old Taverney, the pair resembled a group of Hypocrisy and Corruption signing a treaty of union.
Their joy brightened all the more as the cloud darkened on Dubarry’s brow. She finished by springing up in a pet, which was contrary to all etiquet, for the King was still in his seat.
Foreseeing the storm like ants, the courtiers looked for shelter. So the Dauphiness and La Dubarry were both clustered round by their friends.
The interest in the rehearsal gradually deviated from its natural line and entered into a fresh order of things. Colin and Colette, the lovers in the piece, were no longer thought of, but whether Madame Dubarry might not have to sing:
“I have lost my only joy—
Colin leaves me all alone.”
“Do you see the stunning success of that girl of yours?” asked Richelieu of Taverney.
He dashed open a glazed door to lead him into the lobby, when the act made a knave who was standing on the knob to peer into the hall, drop to the ground.
“Plague on the rogue,” said the duke; brushing his sleeve, for the shock of the drop had dusted him. He saw that the spy was clad like one of the working people about the Palace.
It was a gardener’s help, in fact, for he had a basket of flowers on his arm. He had saved himself from falling but spilt the flowers.
“Why, I know the rogue,” said Taverney, “he was born on my estate. What are you doing here, rascal?”
“You see, I am looking on,” replied Gilbert proudly.
“Better finish your work.”
“My work is done,” replied the young man humbly to the duke, without deigning to reply to the baron.
“I run up against this idle vagabond everywhere,” grumbled the latter.
“Here, here, my lord,” gently interrupted a voice; “my little Gilbert is a good workman and a most earnest botanist.”
Taverney turned and saw Dr. Jussieu stroking the cheek of his ex-dependent. He turned red with rage and went off.
“The lackeys poking their noses in here!” he growled.
“And the maids, too—look at your Nicole, at the corner of the door there. The sly puss, she does not let a wink escape her.”
Among twenty other servants, Nicole was holding her pretty head over theirs from behind and her eyes, dilated by surprise and admiration, seemed to see double. Perceiving her, Gilbert turned aloof.
“Come,” said the duke to Taverney, “it is my belief that the King wants to speak to you. He is looking round for somebody.”
The two friends made their way to the royal box.
Lady Dubarry and Aiguillon, both on their feet, were chatting.
Rousseau was alone in the admiration of Andrea; he was busy falling into love with her.
The illustrious actors were changing their dresses in their retiring rooms, where Gilbert had renewed the floral decorations.
Taverney, left by himself in the corridor while Richelieu went to the King, felt his heart alternately frozen and seared by the expectation.
Finally his envoy returned and laid a finger on his lips. His friend turned pale with joy, and was drawn under the royal box, where they heard what had few auditors.
Lady Dubarry was saying: “Am I to expect your Majesty to supper this evening?” and the reply was “I am afraid I am too tired and should like to be excused.”
At this juncture the Dauphin dropped into the box and said, almost stepping on the countess’s toes without appearing to see her:
“Sire, is your Majesty going to do us the honor of taking supper at the Trianon?”
“No, my son; I was just saying to the countess that I am too tired for anything. All your youthful liveliness bewilders me; I shall take supper alone.”
The prince bowed and retired. Lady Dubarry courtseyed very low and went her way, quivering with ire. The King then beckoned to Richelieu.
“Duke, I have some business to talk to you upon; I have not been pleased with the way matters go on. I want an explanation, and you may as well make it while we have supper. I think I know this gentleman, duke?” he continued, eyeing Taverney.
“Certainly—it is Taverney.”
“Oh, the father of this delightful songstress?”
“Yes, Sire.”
The King whispered in the duke’s ear while the baron dug his nails into his flesh to hide his emotion.
A moment after, Richelieu said to his friend: “Follow me, without seeming to do so.”
“Where?”
“Never mind—come, all the same.”
The duke set off and Taverney followed within twenty paces to a room where the following gentleman stopped in the anteroom.
He had not long to wait there. Richelieu, having asked the royal valet for what his master had left on the toilet table, came forth immediately with an article which the baron could not distinguish in its silken wrapper. But the marshal soon drew him out of his disquiet when he led him to the side of the gallery.
“Baron, you have sometimes doubted my friendship for you,” observed the duke when they were alone, “and then you doubted the good fortune of yourself and children. You were wrong, for it has come about for you all with dazzling rapidity.”
“You don’t say that?” said the old cynic, catching a glimpse of part of the truth; he was not yet sundered from good and hence not entirely enlisted by the devil. “How is this?”
“Well, we have Master Philip made a captain with a company of soldiers furnished by the King. And Mdlle. de Taverney is nigh to being a marchioness.”
“Go to! my daughter a—— ”
“Listen to me, Taverney: the King is full of good taste. When talent accompanies grace, beauty and virtue, it enchants him. Now, your girl unites all these gifts in an eminent degree so that he is delighted by her.”
“I wish you would make the word ‘delighted’ clearer, duke,” said the other, putting on an air of dignity more grotesque than the speaker’s, which the latter thought grotesque as he did not like pretences.
“Baron,” he drily replied, “I am not strong on language and not even good at spelling. For me, delighted signifies pleased beyond measure. If you would not be delighted beyond measure to see your sovereign content with the grace, beauty and virtue of your offspring, say so. I will go back to his Majesty,” and he spun round on his red heels with quite youthful sprightliness.
“Duke, you don’t understand me—hang it! how sudden you are,” grumbled Taverney, stopping him.
“Why do you say you are not pleased?”
“I never said so.”
“You ask comments on the King’s good pleasure—plague on the dunce who questions it!”
“Again, I tell you, I never opened my mouth on that subject. It is certain that I am pleased.”
“Yes, you—for any man of sense would be: but your girl?”
“Humph!”
“My dear fellow, you have brought up the child like the savage that you are.”
“My dear fellow, she has brought herself up all alone; you might guess that I did not bother myself about her. It was hard enough to keep alive in that hole at Taverney. Virtue sprang up in her of its own impulsion.”
“Yet I thought that the rural swains rooted out ill weeds. In short, your girl is a nun.”
“You are wrong—she is a dove.”
Richelieu made a sour face.
“The dove had better get another turtle to mate, for the chances to make a fortune with that blessing are pretty scarce nowadays.”
Taverney looked at him uneasily.
“Luckily,” went on the other, “the King is so infatuated with Dubarry that he will never seriously lean towards others.”
Taverney’s disquiet became anxiety.
“You and your daughter need not worry,” continued Richelieu. “I will raise the proper objections to the King and he will think no more about it.”
“About what?” gasped the old noble, pale, as he shook his friend’s arm.
“About making a little present to Mdlle. Andrea.”
“A little present—what is it?” cried the baron full of hope and greediness.
“A mere trifle,” said Richelieu, negligently, as he opened the parcel and showed a diamond collar. “A miserable little trinket costing only a few thousand livres, which his Majesty, flattered by having heard his favorite song sung well, wanted the singer to be sued to accept. It is the custom. But let us say no more since your daughter is so easily frightened.”
“But you do not seem to see that a refusal would offend the King.”
“Of course; but does not virtue always tread on the corn of somebody or other?”
“To tell the truth, duke, the girl is not so very lost to reason. I know what she will say or do.”
“The Chinese are a very happy people,” observed Richelieu.
“How so?” asked Taverney, stupefied.
“Because they are allowed to drown girls who are a trouble to their parents and nobody says a word.”
“Come, duke, you ought to be fair,” said Taverney; “suppose you had a daughter.”
“‘Sdeath! have I not a daughter, and it would be mighty unkind of anybody to slander her by saying she was ice. But I never interfere with my children after they get out of the nursery.”
“But if you had a daughter and the King were to offer her a collar?”
“My friend, pray, no comparisons. I have always lived in the court and you have lived latterly like a Red Indian; there is no likeness. What you call virtue I rate as stupidity. Learn for your guidance that nothing is more impolite than to put it to people what they would do in such a case. Besides, your comparison will not suit. I am not the bearer of a diamond collar to Mdlle. de Taverney, as Lebel the valet of the King is a carrier; when I have such a mission, which is honorable as the present is rich, I am moral as the next man. I do not go near the young lady, who is admirable for her virtue—I go to her father—I speak to you, Taverney, and I hand you the collar, saying: Take it or leave it.”
“If the present is only a matter of custom,” observed the baron: “if legitimate and paternal—— ”
“Why, you are never daring to suspect his Majesty of evil intentions,” said Richelieu, gravely.
“God forbid, but what will the world say—I mean, my daughter—— ”
“Yes or no, do you take it,” demanded the intermediary, shrugging his shoulders.
Out darted Taverney’s fingers, as he said with a smile twin-like to the envoy’s:
“Thus you are moral.”
“Is it not pure morality,” returned the marshal, “to place the father, who purifies all, between the enchanted state of the monarch and the charm of your daughter? Let Jean Jacques Rousseau, who was in these precincts a while ago, be the judge: he will declare that the famous Joseph of Biblical name was impure alongside of me.”
He uttered these words with a phlegm, dry nobility, and perkiness imposing silence on Taverney’s observations, and helping him to believe that he ought to dwell convinced. So he grasped his illustrious friend’s hand and as he squeezed it, he said:
“Thanks to your delicacy, my daughter may accept this present.”
“The source and origin of the fortune of which I was speaking to you at the commencement of our annoying discussion on virtue.”
“I thank you with all my heart, duke.”
“One word: most carefully keep the news of this boon from the Dubarry’s friends. She is capable of quitting the King and running away.”
“Would the King be sorry for that?”
“I do not know, but the countess would bear you ill-will. I would be lost, in that case; so be wary.”
“Fear nothing: but bear my most humble thanks to his Majesty.”
“And your daughter’s—I shall not fail. But you are not at the end of the favor. You can thank him personally, dear friend, for you are invited to sup with him. We are a family party. We—his Majesty, you, and I, will talk about your daughter’s virtue. Good bye, Taverney! I see Dubarry with Aiguillon and they must not spy us in conversation.”
Light as a page, he skipped out of the gallery, leaving the old baron with the jewels, like a child waking up and finding what Santa Claus left in his sock while he slept.
CHAPTER XXI.
THE KING’S PRIVATE SUPPER-PARTY.
THE marshal found his royal master in the little parlor, whither a few courtiers had followed him, preferring to lose their meal than have his glances fall on somebody else.
But Louis had other matters to do than look at these lords. The paltriness of these parasites would have made him smile at another time: but they awakened no emotion on this occasion in the railing monarch, who would spare no infirmity in his best friend—granting that he had any friends.
He went to the window and saw the coach of Dubarry driven away at great speed.
“The countess must be in a rage to go off without saying good-bye to me,” he said aloud.
Richelieu, who had been waiting for his cue to enter, glided in at this speech.
“Furious, Sire?” he repeated; “because your Majesty had a little sport this evening? that would be bad on her ladyship’s part.”
“Duke, deuce a bit did I find sport,” said the King: “on the other hand, I am fagged, and want repose. Music enervates me: I should have done better to go over to Luciennes for supper and wine: yes, plenty of drink, for though the wine there is wretched, it sends one to sleep. Still I can have a doze here.”
“Your Majesty is a hundred times right.”
“Besides, the countess will find more fun without me. Am I so very lively a companion? though she asserts I am, I don’t believe a word of it.”
“Your Majesty is a hundred times wrong, now.”
“No, no, duke; really! I count my days now and I fall into brown studies.”
“Sire, the lady feels that she will never meet a jollier companion and that is what makes her mad.”
“Dash me if I know how you manage it, duke; you lure all the fair sex after you, as if you were still twenty. At that age, man may pick and choose: but at mine—women lead us by the nose.”
The marshal laughed.
“My lord, if the countess is finding diversion elsewhere, the more reason for us to find ours where we can.”
“I do not say that she is finding but that she will seek it.”
“I beg to say that such a thing was never known.”
“Duke,” said the King, rising from the seat he had taken, “I should like to know by a sure hand whether the countess has gone home.”
“I have my man Rafté, but it seems to me that the countess has gone sure enough. Where but straight home do you imagine she would go?”
“Who can tell—jealousy has driven her mad.”
“Sire, would it not rather be your Majesty who has given her cause for it—any other assumption would be humiliating to all of us.”
“I, make her jealous,” said the King with a forced laugh; “in fact, duke, are you speaking in earnest?”
Richelieu did not believe what he said: he was close to the truth in thinking that the King wanted to know whether Lady Dubarry had gone home in order to be sure that she would not drop in at the Trianon.
“I will send Rafté to learn,” he said: “what is your Majesty going to do before supper?”
“We shall sup at once. Is the guest without?”
“Overflowing with gratitude.”
“And the daughter?”
“He has not mentioned her yet.”
“If Lady Dubarry were jealous and was to come back—— ”
“Oh, Sire, that would show such bad taste, and I do not believe the lady is capable of such enormity.”
“My lord, she is fit for anything at such times, particularly when hate supplements her spite. She execrates Taverney, as well as your grace.”
“Your Majesty might include a third person still more execrated—Mdlle. Andrea.”
“That is natural enough,” granted the King; “so it ought to be prepared that no uproar could be made to-night. Here is the steward—hush! give your orders to Rafté, and bring the person into the supper room.”
In five minutes, Richelieu rejoined the King, accompanied by Taverney, to whom the host wished good evening most pleasantly.
The baron was sharp and he knew how to reply to crowned and coroneted heads so that they would see he was one of themselves and be on easy terms with them.
They sat at table and began to feast.
Louis XV. was not a good King, but he was a first-rate boon companion; when he liked, he was fine company for those who like jolly eaters, hearty drinkers and merry talkers. He ate well and drew the conversation round to Music. Richelieu caught the ball on the fly.
“Sire,” said he, “if Music brings men into harmony, as our ballet-master says and your Majesty seems to think, I wonder if it works the same with the softer sex?”
“Oh, duke, do not drag them into the chat,” said the King. “From the siege of Troy to our days, women have always exerted the contrary effect to music. You above all have good reasons not to bring them on the board. With one, and not the least dangerous, you are at daggers-drawn.”
“The countess, Sire? is it any fault of mine?”
“It is.”
“I hope your Majesty will kindly explain—— ”
“I can briefly; and will with pleasure,” returned the host jestingly: “public rumor says that she offered you the portfolio of some ministerial office and you refused it, which won you the people’s favor.”
Richelieu of course only too clearly saw that he was impaled in the dilemma. The King knew better than anybody that he had not been offered any place in any cabinet. But it was necessary to keep Taverney in the idea that it had been done. Hence the duke had to answer the joke so skillfully as to avoid the reproach the baron was getting ready for him.
“Sire,” said he, “let us not argue about the effects so much as the cause. My refusal of a portfolio is a secret of state which your Majesty is the last to divulge at a merry board; but the cause of my rejecting, it is another matter.”
“Ho, ho, so the cause is not a state secret, eh?” said the King chuckling.
“No, Sire, particularly none for your Majesty: who is at present, for my lord baron and myself, the most amiable host man mortal ever had; I have no secrets from my master. I yield up my whole mind to him for I do not wish it to be said that the King of France has a servant who does not tell him the truth.”
“Pray, let us have the whole truth,” said the monarch, while Taverney smoothed his face in imitation of the King’s for fear the duke would go too far.
“Sire, in the kingdom are two powers that should be obeyed; your will, to begin with, and next that of the friends whom you deign to choose as intimates. The first power is irresistible and none try to elude it. The second is more sacred as it imposes duties of the heart on whomsoever serves you. This is called your trust: a minister ought to love while he obeys the favorite of your Majesty.”
“Duke,” said the King, laughing: “That is a fine maxim which I like to hear coming from your mouth. But I defy you to shout it out on the market-place.”
“Oh, I am well aware that it would make the philosophers fly to arms,” replied the old politician; “but I do not believe their cries or their arms much daunt your Majesty or me. The main point is that the two preponderating wills of the realm should be satisfied. Well, I shall speak out courageously to your Majesty, though I incur my disgrace or even my death—I cannot subscribe to the will of Lady Dubarry.”
Louis was silent.
“But then,” went on the duke, “is that ever to be the only other will? the contrary idea struck me the other day, when I looked around the court and saw the beavy of radiantly beauteous noble girls; were I the ruler of France, the choice would not be difficult to make.”
Louis turned to the second guest, who, feeling that he was being brought into the arena, was palpitating with hope and fear while trying to inspire the marshal, like a boy blows on the sail of his toy-boat in a tub of water.
“Is this your way of thinking, baron?” he asked.
“Sire,” responded the baron with a swelling heart, “it seems to me that the duke is saying capital things.”
“You agree with him about the handsome girls?”
“Why, my lord, it is plain that the court is adorned with the fairest blossoms of the country.”
“Do you exhort me then to make a choice among the court beauties?”
“I should say I am altogether of the marshal’s advice if I knew it was your Majesty’s opinion.”
During a pause the monarch looked complaisantly on the last speaker.
“Gentlemen,” he said, “I should snap at your advice were I thirty; but I am a little too old now to be credulous about my inspiring a flame.”
“Oh, Sire,” said Richelieu, “I did think up to the time being that your Majesty was the most polite gentleman in the realm; but I see with profound grief that I was wrong; for I am old as Mathusaleh, for I was born in ‘94. Just think of it, I am sixteen years older than your Majesty.”
This was adroit flattery. Louis always admired the lusty old age of this man who had outlived so many promising youngsters in his service; for with such an example he might hope to reach the same age.
“Granted: but I suppose you do not still fancy you can be loved for your own sake?”
“If I thought that aloud, I should be in disgrace with two ladies who told me the contrary this very morning.”
“Ha, ha! but we shall see, my lords! Nothing like youthful society to rejuvenate a man.”
“Yea, my lord, and noble blood is a salutary infusion, to say nothing of the gain to the mind.”
“Still, I can remember that my grandfather, when he was getting on in years, never courted with the same dash as earlier.”
“Pish, Sire,” said Richelieu. “You know my respect for the King who twice put me in the Bastile; but that ought not to stay me from saying that there is no room for a comparison between the old age of Louis XIV. and Louis XV. at his prime.”
The King was in the meet state this evening to receive this praise, which fell on him like the spray from the Fountain of Youth, or Althota’s magic elixir.
Thinking the opening had come, Richelieu gave Taverney the hint by knocking his knee against his.
“Sire,” said the baron, “will your Majesty allow me to present my thanks for the magnificent present made my daughter?”
“Nothing to thank me for, my lord. Mdlle. de Taverney pleased me with her decent and honorable bearing. I only wish my daughters had come from the convent as creditably. Certainly, Mdlle. Andrea—I think I have the name—— ”
“Yes, Sire,” cried the noble, delighted at the King having his daughter’s name so pat.
“A pretty name! Certainly, she would have been the first on my list, and not solely from the alphabetical order: but it is not to be thought of—all my time is monopolized. But, baron, take this as settled: the young lady shall have all my protection. I fear she is not richly dowered?”
“Alas, no, Sire!”
“Then, I shall arrange about her marriage.”
Taverney saluted very lowly.
“Rest on that score: but nothing presses, for she is quite young.”
“Yes, and shrinks from marriage.”
“Look at that, now!” exclaimed Louis, rubbing his hands and glancing at Richelieu. “In any case, apply to me if you are bothered in any way. Marshal,” called the King, rising. “Did the little creature like the jewel?” he asked him.
“Pardon my speaking in an undertone,” said the duke, “but I do not want the father to hear. I want to say that though the creature shrinks from marriage, it does not follow that she shrinks from Majesty.”
This was uttered with a freedom which pleased the King by its excess. The marshal trotted away to join Taverney, who had drawn aside to be respectful, and the pair quitted the gallery and went through the gardens.
It was here that Gilbert, in ambush, heard the old diplomatist say to his friend:
“All things taken into account and pondered over, it must be stated, though it may come hard, that you ought to send your daughter back into the convent, for I wager the King is enamored of her.”
These words turned Gilbert more white than the snowflakes falling on his shoulder and brow.
CHAPTER XXII.
PRESENTIMENTS.
AS the hour of noon was sounding from the Trianon clock, Nicole ran in to tell Andrea that Captain Philip was at the door.
Surprised but glad, Andrea ran to meet the chevalier, who dismounted from his horse and was asking if his sister could be seen.
She opened the door herself to him, embraced him, and the pair went up into her rooms. It was only there that she perceived that he was sadder than usual, with sorrow in his smile. He was dressed in his stylish uniform with the utmost exactness and he had his horseman’s cloak rolled up under his left arm.
“What is the matter, Philip?” she asked, with the instinct of affectionate souls for which a glance is sufficient revelation.
“Sister, I am under orders to go and join my regiment at Rheims.”
“Oh, dear!” and Andrea exhaled in the exclamation part of her courage and her strength.
Natural as it was to hear of his departure, she felt so upset that she had to cling to his arm.
“Gracious, why are you afflicted to this decree?” he asked, as to shed. “It is a common thing in a soldier’s life. And the journey is nothing to speak of. They do say the regiment is to be sent back to Strasburg in all probability.”
“So you have come to bid me farewell?”
“That is it. Have you something particular to say?” he questioned, made uneasy by her grief, too exaggerated not to be founded.
Nicole was looking on at the scene with surprise for the leave-taking of an officer going to his garrison was not a catastrophe to be received by tears. Andrea understood this emotion, and she put on her lace mantilla to accompany her brother through the grounds to the outer gate.
“My only dear one,” said she, deadly pale and sobbing, “you are going to leave me all alone and you ask why I weep? You will say the Dauphiness is kind to me? so she is, perfect in my eyes, and I regard her as a divinity? but it is because she dwells in a superior sphere that I feel for her respect, not affection. Affection is so needful to my heart that the want of it makes it collapse. Father? Oh, heaven, I am telling you nothing new when I say that our father is not a friend or guardian to me. Sometimes he looks at me so that I am frightened. I am more afraid than ever of him since you go away. I cannot tell, but the birds know that a storm is coming when they take to flight while still it is calm?”
“What storm are you to be on your guard against? I admit that misfortune may await us. Have you some forewarning of it? Do you know whether you ought to run to meet it or flee to avoid it?”
“I do not, Philip, only that my life hangs on a thread. It seems to me that in my sleep I am rolled to the brink of a chasm, where I am awakened, too late for me to withstand the attraction which will drag me over. With you absent, and none to help me, I shall be crushed at the bottom of the chasm.”
“Dear sister, my good Andrea,” said the captain, moved despite himself by this genuine fright, “you make too much of affection for which I thank you. You lose a defender, it is true, but only for the time. I shall not be so far that I am not within call. Besides, apart from fancies, nothing threatens you.”
“Then, Philip, how is it that you, a man, feel as mournful as I do at this parting? explain this, brother?”
“It is easy, dear,” returned Philip. “We are not only brother and sister, but had a lonely life which kept us together. It is our habit to dwell in close communion and it is sad to break the chain. I am sad, but only temporarily. I do not believe in any misfortune, save our not seeing each other for some months, or it may be a year. I resign myself and say Good-bye till we meet again.”
“You are right,” she said, staying her tears, “and I am mad. See, I am smiling again. We shall meet soon again.”
She tenderly embraced him, while he regarded her with an affection which had some parental tenderness in it.
“Besides,” he said, “you will have a comfort, in our father coming here to live with you. He loves you, believe me, but it is in his own peculiar way.”
“You seem embarrassed, Philip—what is wrong?”
“Nothing, except that my horse is chafing at the gates because I ought to have been gone an hour ago.”
Andrea assumed a calm face and said in a tone too firm not to be affectation:
“God save you, brother!”
She watched him mount his horse and ride off, waving his hand to the last. She remained motionless as long as he was in sight.
Then she turned and ran at hazard in the wood like a wounded fawn, until she dropped on a bench under the trees where she let a sob burst from her bosom.
“Oh, Father of the motherless,” she exclaimed, “why am I left all alone upon earth?”
A slight sound in the thicket—a sigh, she took it to be, made her turn. She was startled to see a sad face rise before her. It was Gilbert’s, as pale and cast-down as her own.
At sight of a man, though he was not a stranger, Andrea hastened to dry her eyes, too proud to show her grief to another. She composed her features and smoothed her cheeks which had been quivering with despair.
Gilbert was longer than she in regaining his calm, and his countenance was still mournful when she looked on it.
“Ah, Master Gilbert again,” she said, with the light tone she always assumed when chance brought her and the young man together. “But what ails you that you should gaze on me with that dolorous air? Something must have saddened you—pray, what has saddened you?”
“If you really want to know,” he answered with the more sorrow as he perceived the irony in her words, “it is the sadness of seeing you in misery.”
“What tells you so? I am not in any grief,” replied Andrea, brushing her eyes for the second time with her handkerchief.
Feeling that the gale was rising, the lover thought to lull it with his humility.
“I beg pardon, but I heard you sobbing—— ”
“What, listening? you had better—— ”
“It was chance,” stammered the young man, who found it hard to tell her a lie.
“Chance? I am sorry that chance should help you to overhear my sobs, but I prithee tell me how does my distress concern you?”
“I cannot bear to hear a woman weep,” rejoined Gilbert in a tone sovereignly displeasing the patrician.
“Am I but a woman to you, Master Gilbert?” replied the haughty girl. “I do not crave the sympathy of any one, and least of all of Master Gilbert.”
“You are wrong to treat me to rudely,” persisted the ex-dependent of the Taverneys, “I saw you sad in affliction. I heard you say that you would be all alone in the world by the departure of Master Philip. But no, my young lady, for I am by you, and never did a heart beat more devoted to you. I repeat that never will you be alone while my brain can think, my heart throb, or my arm be stretched out.”
He was handsome with vigor, nobility and devotion while he uttered these words, although he put into them all the simplicity which the truest respect commands.
But it was decreed that everything he should say and do was to displease, offend and drive Andrea to make insulting retorts, as though each of his offers were an outrage and his supplications provocation.
She meant to rise to suit an action most harsh to words most stern; but a nervous shiver kept her in her seat. She thought, besides, that she would be more likely to be seen if erect, and she did not wish to be remarked talking with a Gilbert! She kept her seat, but she determined once for all to crush this tormenting little insect under foot.
“I thought I had already told you that you dreadfully displease me; your voice irritates me, and your Philosophical nonsense is repugnant to me. Why then, as I told you this much, are you obstinate in speaking to me?”
“Lady, no woman should be irritated by sympathy being expressed for her.” He was pale but constrained. “An honest man is the peer of any human creature, and perchance I, whom you so persistently ill-treat, deserve the sympathy which I regret you do not show for me.”
“Sympathy,” repeated Andrea at this reiteration of the word, fastening her eyes widely open with impertinence on him, “sympathy from me towards you? In truth, I have made a mistake about you. I took you for a pert fellow and you are a mad one.”
“I am neither pert nor mad,” returned the low-born lover, with an apparent calm which was costly to the pride we know he felt. “No, for nature made me your equal and chance made you my debtor.”
“Chance again, eh?” sneered the baron’s daughter.
“I ought to say, Providence. I should never have mentioned it but your insults bring it up in my mind.”
“Your debtor, I think you say—why do you say that?”
“I should be ashamed if you had ingratitude in your composition, for God only knows what other defects have been implanted in you to counterbalance your beauty.”
Andrea leaped to her feet at this.
“Forgive me,” said he, “but you gall me too much at times and I forget the interest you inspire.”
Andrea burst out into such hearty laughter that the lover ought to have been lifted to the height of wrath; but to her great astonishment, Gilbert did not kindle. He folded his arms on his breast, retaining his hostile expression and fiery look, and patiently waited for the end of her outraging merriment.
“Deign, young lady,” said he coldly, “to reply to one question. Do you respect your father?”
“It looks, sirrah, as if you took the liberty of putting questions to me,” she replied with the greatest haughtiness.
“Yes, you respect your father,” he went on, “not on account of any parts of his or virtues: but simply because he gave you life. For this same boon, you are bound to love the benefactor. This laid down as a principle,” said the loving philosopher, “why do you insult me—why repulse me and hate me—who have not given you life, but I prevented you losing it.”
“You—you saved my life?” cried Andrea.
“You have not thought of it—rather, you have forgotten it; it is quite natural, for it was a year ago. Therefore I must remind or inform you. Yes, I saved your life at the risk of losing my own.”
“I should like to learn where and when?” said Andrea.
“On that day when a hundred thousand people, crushing one another as they fled from masterless horses and flashing swords, strewed Louis XV. Place with dying and the dead.”
“The last day of May?”
Andrea lost and regained her ironical smile.
“Oh, you are Baron Balsamo, are you? I cry you pardon for I did not know this either, before!”
“No, I am not the baron,” replied Gilbert, with flaming eyes and tremulous lip; “I am the poor boy, offspring of the dregs of the Kingdom, whose folly, stupidity, and misfortune it is to be in love with you. It was because of this I followed you into that multitude. I am Gilbert who, separated from you by the crush, recognized you by the dreadful scream you raised. Gilbert, who fell near you but encompassed you with his arms so that twenty thousand hands tearing at them could not have relaxed the clasp. Gilbert, who placed himself between the stone post on which you would be smashed, to make a buffer of his breast. Gilbert, who seeing in the throng the strange man who seemed to command the other men, called out your name to the Baron Balsamo, so that he and his allied friends should come to your rescue. He yielded you up to a happier saver, did Gilbert, retaining of his prize only the flag—the scrap of your dress torn in the struggle with the thousands; I pressed that to my lips, in time to stop the blood which flew up from my shattered bosom. The rolling sea of the terrified and brutal overwhelmed me but you ascended, like the Angel of the Resurrection, to the abode of the blessed.”
Gilbert exhibited himself wholly in this outburst, wild, simple and sublime, the same in his determination as in his love. In spits of her contempt, Andrea could not view him without astonishment. He believed for an instant that his story had the irresistibility of love and truth. But the poor lad reckoned without unbelief, the want of faith which hate has. Hating Gilbert, Andrea let none of the arguments capture in this disdained lover.
“I see,” she said, “that the author Rousseau has taught you how to weave romances.”
“My love a romance?” he exclaimed, indignant.
“And one which you forced me to listen to.”
“Is this all your answer?” faltered he, with dulled eyes and his heart aching as in a vice.
“I do not honor with any answer at all,” responded Andrea, pushing him aside as she went by to meet Nicole who was seeking her.
On recognizing her former sweetheart, Nicole regretted that she had not gone round so as to approach unseen and listen. She came also to announce that the baron and the Duke of Richelieu were wishful to see her young lady.
Andrea departed, with Nicole following, who glanced behind ironically at Gilbert, who, rather livid than merely pale, mad than agitated, and frenzied than angered, shook his fists after the enemies, muttering between his grinding teeth:
“Oh, thou creature without a heart and body with no soul, I saved thy life and concentrated my love upon thee and silenced all sentiment which might offend what I deemed thy candor; for in my delirium I believed thee a virgin holy as the Madonna. Now that I closely see you, I behold but a woman, and I am a man who will be revenged some day on you, Andrea Taverney! Twice have you been under my hand and I spared you. Beware of the third time, Andrea—and we shall meet again!”
He bounded into the underwood like a wounded wolf-cub, turning round as it flies to show its tusks and bloodshot eyes.
CHAPTER XXIII.
FATHER AND DAUGHTER.
AT the end of the walk, Andrea perceived her father and the marshal, strolling before the vestibule as they awaited her. They seemed the happiest brace of friends in the world: they were arm in arm like a new Orestes and Pylades.
They seemed to brighten up still more at the sight of the girl, and made one another notice her beauty, enhanced by her vexation and the swiftness of her steps.
The marshal saluted the girl as he might have done were she the officially proclaimed royal mistress. This did not escape Taverney: it delighted him; but this mixture of gallantry and respect surprised the receiver. For the skilled courtier could put as much in one bow as the rogue in the comedy can put into one pretended Turkish word.
Andrea replied with a courtsey as ceremonious, and with charming grace invited them into her suite.
The duke admired the elegant daintiness which made the prim rooms not a palace but a fane. He and the baron took armchairs and the young hostess sat on a folding-chair, with one elbow on her harpsichord.
“Young lady,” began the marshal, “I bring you from his Majesty all the compliments which your enchanting voice and consummate musicianly skill won from the auditors yesterday. His Majesty feared to make jealous folk cry out if he praised you too publicly. So he charged me to express the pleasure you caused him.”
All blushes, the girl was so lovely that the marshal continued as though he were speaking for himself.
“The King affirmed that he had never seen any person in the court who so bountifully united gifts of the mind with those of the physique.”
“You forget the qualities of the heart, my lord; Andrea is the best of daughters,” added the baron, gushingly.
For a space the marshal feared that the old rogue was about to weep. Full of admiration for this effort of paternal sensitiveness, he exclaimed:
“The heart—Alas! you are the sole judge of what tenderness may be enclosed in that heart. Were I in my twenty-fifth year, I would lay my life and fortune at her feet.”
As Andrea did not yet know how to meet the courtier’ fulsome compliments, all the duke earned was a murmur.
“The King wishes to be allowed a testimonial of his satisfaction, and he charges your father, the baron, to transmit it to you. What am I to answer his Majesty on your behalf?”
“Your grace is to assure his Majesty of my entire gratitude,” replied Andrea who saw in the exaggeration only the respect of a subject to the sovereign. “Tell the King that I am overwhelmed with kindness at being thought of, and that I am unworthy the attention of so mighty a monarch.”
Richelieu appeared enthusiastic after this reply, uttered in a steady voice without any hesitation. He took her hand and kissed it respectfully, saying, as he gloated over her:
“A queenly hand, a fairy foot: wit, will and candor. Ah, my lord, what a treasure! It is not a lady you have there, but a queen.”
He took leave, while Taverney swelled with pride and hope. He was a trifle perplexed at being alone with his daughter, for her looks pierced him like a diver penetrating the sea with his electric lamp-ray.
“The Duke of Richelieu was saying, father, that the King had entrusted some token of his gratification to you—what is it, please?”
“Ha, she is interested,” uttered the old noble: “I would not have believed it. So much the better, Satan!”
Slowly he drew from his pocket the jewel-case given him by the marshal overnight, in the same way as fond papas produce the box of candies for the pet child.
“Jewels!” ejaculated Andrea.
“Do you like them?”
It was a string of pearls of great price; diamonds interlinked them: a diamond clasp, ear-rings, and a tiara for the headdress gave to the whole set the value of some thirty thousand crowns at the least.
“Heavens, father, the King must make some mistake,” cried Andrea, “it is too handsome. I should be ashamed to wear them. What dresses have I to go with such gems?”
“I like your finding fault with them for being too rich,” sneered the baron.
“You do not understand me, sir, I only say they are above my station.”
“The donor of these gems is able to give you a wardrobe in keeping.”
“But such bounty!”
“Do not my services warrant them?”
“Oh, I beg your pardon, I forgot them,” said Andrea, bending her head but unconvinced. She closed the case after a pause.
“I cannot wear such ornaments,” said she, “while you and my brother stand in need of the necessities of life; this superfluity would hurt my eyes in thinking of your wants.”
Taverney pressed her hand and smiled.
“Do not trouble yourself about that, my child,” he said. “The King does this more for me than you. We are in favor, darling. It would not be like a respectful subject or a grateful woman not to appear before our sovereign in the ornaments he kindly presented.”
“I shall obey, my lord.”
“And do it with pleasure. The set does not seem to be to your taste?”
“I am not a judge of such things.”
“Know then that those pearls are worth alone some fifty thousand livres.”
“It is strange,” said the girl, clasping her hands, “that his Majesty should make me such a present: only think!”
“I do not understand you, miss!” said Taverney in a dry tone.
“Everybody will be astounded if I wear such jewelry.”
“Jewels are made to astound the world. Why in your case?” said he in the same tone, with a cold and overbearing air which made her wince.
“A scruple.”
“This is strange, to hear you raise scruples where I do not see any. It takes these candid girls to recognize evil and see the snake in the grass though so well hidden that no one else perceives it. Long live the maiden of sixteen who makes old grenadiers like me blush!”
Hiding her confusion in her pearly hands, Andrea moaned:
“Oh, brother, why are you so far?”
Did Taverney hear this or only guess it by the marvellous perspicacity which was his? He changed his tone, at all events, and taking both her hands, he asked:
“Am I not by you to counsel and love you? do you not feel proud to contribute to the welfare of your brother and myself?”
“Yes,” she answered.
He concentrated a look full of caresses upon her.
“You will be the queen of Taverney,” he said, “to take up Richelieu’s words. The King has distinguished you: the Dauphiness also,” he added quickly, “and in the family of these illustrious personages you are to build up your future, while making their lives the happier. Friend of the princess and the King, what bliss! Remember Agnes Sorel. She restored honor to the French crown. All good Frenchmen will venerate your name. You may be the staff in his old age to the ruler of France. Our glorious monarch will cherish you like a daughter, and you will reign over France by the right of beauty, courage and fidelity.”
“Why, how can I be all this?” demanded she, opening her astonished eyes.
“My dear, I have often told you that people in society must be taught to like virtue by its being made agreeable. Virtue, prudish, lugubrious, whining psalms, makes those flee who were ardently going up to it. Give yours all the lures of coquetry, and even of vice. Be so lovely that the court will speak of none but you: so loveable that the King cannot do without you; be so secret and reserved, save for our master, that they will attribute the power to you before you grasp it.”
“I do not follow you in this last point,” observed Andrea.
“Let me guide you: execute without understanding, which is the best course in a wise and generous creature like you. By the way, to begin with the first point, here is a hundred louis to line your purse. Provide a wardrobe worthy of the rank to which you are summoned since the King has kindly distinguished us.”
He gave the gold to his daughter, kissed her hand and went out. He walked so briskly up the alley by which he came that he did not notice Nicole there, chatting with a nobleman who whispered in her ear.
CHAPTER XXIV.
THE RICHELIEU ELIXIR.
ALWAYS bearer of good news, the Duke of Richelieu called on the Taverneys to announce that the King found a regiment for Captain Philip, not a company.
The conversation was the same as usual among the three at dinner; the duke spoke of his King, the baron of his daughter and Andrea of her brother. Richelieu preached on the same text as the baron, and enunciated his doctrine, so pagan, Parisian and courtier-like, that the girl had to confess that her kind of virtue could not be the true one if the nobles were to be the left-handed queens of the French monarchs whom the two tempters did not hesitate to cite.
At seven, the duke rose from the table as he had an appointment at Versailles, he said.
In going into the anteroom for his hat, he met Nicole who always had something to do there when the duke called.
“I wish you would come along with me, little lass,” he said; “I should like you to take a bouquet the Duchess of Noailles is getting ready for my daughter the Countess of Egmont.”
Nicole courtseyed as the shepherdesses did in Rousseau’s comic operas. Leaning on Nicole’s shoulder, he went down stairs, and when out on the lawn with her, said:
“Little maid, can you tell me the name of the sweetheart Nicole Legay has found—a well-turned gallant whom she used to welcome in Coq Heron Street, and receives here in Versailles. He is a French Guards corporal called—what do you say the name is?”
The girl was in hopes that the marshal did not know the name if he knew everything else.
“Faith, tell me, my lord, since you know so much,” she said saucily.
“Beausire,” said the marshal: “and he is a beau already; whether he will ever be a sire, I cannot say.”
Nicole clasped her hands in prudery which did not baffle the marshal.
“Pest take us!” he said: “making love appointments under the eaves of Trianon: if Lady Noailles catches a whiff of this she will have Nicole Legay sent to the Salpetriere House of Correction and Corporal Beausire will have a row in the royal galleys.”
“Not if I have your grace’s protection.”
“Oh, that is granted. You will not be imprisoned and driven from the place, but left free and enriched.”
“Oh, what must I do, my lord, tell me quick.”
“Mere child’s play.”
“Whom am I to do it for—my own good or your grace’s?”
“Zounds,” said the duke, eyeing her sharply, “what a sly puss you are!”
“Pray have done.”
“It is for your good,” he said plumply. “When Corporal Beausire comes to keep his tryst—— ”
“At seven o’clock—— ”
“Exactly. Say to him: We are discovered; but I have a patron who will save us both: you from the galleys, me from the jail. Let us be off.”
“Be off?”
“Since you love him, you will marry and be off,” said the duke.
“Love him, yes: but marry him? ha, ha, ha!” and the duke was stupefied by the laugh.
Even at court he had not met many hussies as shameless as this. Understanding the sly glance, he replied:
“In any case I will pay the expenses of this double journey.”
Nicole asked no more: as long as the excursion was paid for the rest mattered not a jot.
“Do you know what you are thinking of,” said he quickly, for he was beaten and he did not like to dwell at that point.
“Faith, I do not.”
“Why, the thought strikes you that your young mistress may wake up in the night and call you. This would raise the alarm before you got well away.”
“I never thought of that, but I do now, and that I had better stay.”
“Then Beausire will be caught and will expose you.”
“Never mind: Mdlle. Andrea is kind and will speak to the King, in whose good graces she is, and he will pardon me my offense.”
The marshal bit his lip.
“I tell you that Nicole is a fool. Mdlle. Andrea is not in the King’s good graces as deeply as you may suppose and I will have you locked up where good graces have no effect in softening the straw bed or shortening the whiplash.”
“Stay—How can my mistress be prevented from rising and ringing in the night for Nicole? She might be up a dozen times.”
“Oh, troubled with my complaint, insomnia. She ought to take the remedy I do: and if she would not, you could make her do it.”
“How could I make my mistress do anything, my lord?” inquired Nicole.
“It is the fashion to have an evening’s drink—orangeade or licorice water—— ”
“My young lady has a glass of water by her bedside, sometimes with a lump of sugar in it, or perfumed with orangewater, if her nerves are out of order.”
“Wonderful, just like me,” said Richelieu, taking out a handful of Exchequer notes. “If you were to put a couple of drops from my own bottle which I hand you, the young lady would sleep all the night.”
“Good: and I will lock her in so that nobody can disturb her till the morning.”
“No,” said Richelieu, quickly. “That is just what you must not do. Leave the door ajar.”
He understood that the girl saw all the plot.
“Money for the flight—the phial for the sleep—but they lock the gates and I have no key.”
“But I am a First Gentleman in Attendance on the King and have my master-key.”
“How timely all falls in,” said Nicole; “it seems a whole calendar of miracles. Adieu, my lord.”
Laughing in her sleeve, the traitress glided away in the dark.
“Again I succeed,” thought Richelieu: “but I must be getting old to be rebuffed by this little imp. Never mind, if I come out the winner.”
CHAPTER XXV.
SECOND SIGHT.
FROM his garret, Gilbert was watching, or rather devouring Andrea’s room. It would be hard to tell whether his eyes now gazed with love or hatred. But the curtains were drawn and he could see nothing in that quarter; he turned to another.
Here he espied the plume of Corporal Beausire, as the soldier to beguile his waiting, whistled a tune. It was not till ten minutes had elapsed that Nicole appeared. She made her lover a sign which he understood, for he nodded and went towards a walk in a cutting leading to the Little Trianon.
Nicole ran back as lightly as a bird.
“Ha, ha,” thought Gilbert, “Nicole and her trooper have something to say to each other which will not bear witnesses. Good!”
He was no longer curious about Nicole’s flirtations, but he regarded her as a natural enemy and it was wise to know all her doings. In her immorality he wanted to find the weapon with which he might victoriously meet her in case she should attack him. He did not doubt that the campaign would open and he meant to have a good supply of weapons, like a true warrior.
So he nimbly came down from his loft, and reached the gardens by the chapel side-door. He had nothing to fear now as he knew all the coverts of the place like a fox at home. Thus he was able to reach the clump where he heard a strange sound for the woods—the chink of coin on a stone. Gliding like a serpent up to the terrace wall, hedged with lilacs, he saw Nicole at the grating, emptying a purse on a stone out of Beausire’s reach by being on her side of the railing. It was the purse given by Richelieu, or strictly speaking the cash for the Treasury notes which she had converted. The fat gold pieces clinked down, glittering, while the corporal, with kindled eye and trembling hand, attentively looked at Nicole and them without comprehending how they came into company.
“My dear Beausire, more than once you have wanted me to elope,” began Nicole.
“And to marry you,” added the soldier, quite enthusiastically.
“We will argue that point hereafter,” replied the girl; “at present, the main thing is to get away. Can we be off in a couple of hours?”
“In ten minutes, if you like.”
“No; I have some work to do first and a couple of hours will suit me. Take these fifty louis,” and she passed the amount between the bars; he pocketed them without counting, “and in an hour and a half be here with a coach.”
“I do not shrink: but I am fearful about you—when the money is spent you will regret the palace and—— ”
“Oh, how thoughtful you are! do not be alarmed: I am not one of the sort to become unfortunate. Have no scruples. We shall see what comes next after the fifty louis.”
She counted another fifty louis into her own purse: Beausire’s eyes became phosphorescent.
“I would jump into a blazing furnace for you,” he said.
“You are not asked to do so much,” she returned: “get the coach and in two hours we are off.”
“Agreed,” and he drew her to the rails to kiss her. “Oh, how are you going to get through the railings?”
“Stupid, I have the pass-key.”
Beausire uttered an Ah! full of admiration, and fled.
With brisk feet and thoughtful head, Nicole returned to her mistress, leaving Gilbert alone, to cogitate the questions which this interview excited. All he could guess of the puzzles was how the girl had obtained the money. This negation of his perspicacity was so goading to his natural curiosity or his acquired mistrust—have it either way—that he decided to pass the night in the open air, cold though it was, under the damp trees, to await the sequel to this scene.
A huge black cloud, coming out of the south, covered all the sky, so that beyond Versailles the sombre pall gradually lapped up all the stars which had been gleaming a while before in their azure canopy.
Nicole feared that some whim of her mistress would contravene her plan, and with that air of interest which the artful cat knew so well how to take, she said:
“I am afraid that you are not very well to-night; your eyes are red and swollen; I should think repose would do you good.”
“Do you think so? perhaps it would,” answered Andrea, without paying much heed, but extending her feet on a rug as she sat.
The girl accepted this reclining pose as a signal for her to take down her mistress’s headdress for the night; the unbuilding of a structure of ribbons, flowers and wire, which the most skillful “house-breaker” could not have demolished in an hour. Nicole was not a quarter of that time doing it.
The toilet for the night being completed, Andrea gave her orders for the coming day. The tuner was to come for her harpsichord and some books which Philip had sent to Versailles were to be fetched. Nicole tranquilly answered that if she were not roused in the night she would be up early, and would do everything before her mistress rose.
As Andrea, in her long night wrapper, was dreaming in her chair, Nicole put two drops of the draught Richelieu had given her, into the glass of drink on the night-table. Turbid for a moment, the water took an opal tint which faded away gradually.
“Your night-drink is set out,” said the maid: “your dresses folded up and the night-light lit. As I must be up early, can I go to bed now?”
“Yes,” replied Andrea, absently.
Nicole went out and glided into the garden.
Gilbert was looking out for her as he promised himself he would do, and saw her go up to the gates where she passed the master key to Beausire, who was ready. The gate was opened and the girl slipped through. The gate was locked again and the key thrown over, where Gilbert noticed its place of falling on the sward.
He drew a long breath in relief for he was quit of Nicole, an enemy. Andrea was left alone, and he might penetrate to her room.
This idea set his blood boiling with all the fury of fear and disquiet, curiosity and desire.
But, as he placed his foot on the lowest stairs of the flight leading to Andrea’s corridor, he beheld her, garbed in white, at the top step, coming down.
So white and solemn was she that he recoiled, and buried himself in a copse.
Once before, at Taverney, he had seen her thus walking in her sleep, when she was, without his suspecting it, under the mesmeric influence of Balsamo, the Magician.
Andrea passed Gilbert, almost touched him but did not see him.
Bewildered and overwhelmed, he felt his knees crook beneath him: he was frightened.
Not knowing to what errand to ascribe this night roaming, he watched her: but his reason was confounded, and his blood beat with impetuosity in his temples, being nearer folly than the coolness which a good observer ought to possess. He viewed her as he had always done since this fatal passion had entered his heart.
All of a sudden he thought the mystery was revealed: Andrea was not wandering out of her mind, but going to keep an appointment, albeit her step was slow and sepulchral.
A lightning flash illumined the sky. By its bluish glare Gilbert caught sight of a man, hiding in the linden walk, with pale visage and clothes in disorder. He stretched out one hand towards the girl as though to beckon her to him.
Something like pincers nipped Gilbert’s heart and he half rose to see the better.
Another lightning stroke streaked the sky.
He recognized Baron Balsamo, covered with dust, who had by the aid of mysterious intelligence, entered the locked-up Trianon, and was as invincibly and fatally drawing Andrea to him as a snake may a bird. Not till within two steps of him did she stop, when he took her hand and she quivered all over her body.
“Do you see?” he asked.
“Yes,” was her reply, “but you have nearly been the death of me in bringing me out like this.”
“It cannot be helped,” returned Balsamo: “I am in a whirl, and am ready to die with the craze upon me.”
“You do indeed suffer,” said she, informed of his state by the contact of his hand alone.
“Yes, and I come to you for consolation. You alone can save me. Can you follow me—— ”
“Yes, if you conduct me with your mind.”
“Come!”
“Ah,” said Andrea, “we are in Paris—a street lit by a single lamp—we enter a house—we go up to the wall which opens to let us pass through. We are in so strange a chamber, with no doors and the windows are barred. How greatly in disorder is everything!”
“But it is empty? where is the person who was there last?”
“Give me some object of hers that I may be in touch.”
“This is a lock of her hair.”
Andrea laid the hair on her bosom.
“Oh, I know this woman, whom I have seen before—she is fleeing into the city.”
“Yes; but what was she doing these two hours before? Trace back.”
“Wait: she is lying on a sofa with a cut in the breast. She wakes from a sleep, and seeks round her. Taking a handkerchief she ties it to the window bars. Come down, poor woman! She weeps, she is in distress, she wrings her arms—ah! she is looking for a corner of the wall on which to dash out her brains. She springs towards the chimney-place where two lion heads in marble are embossed. On one of them she would beat out her brains when she sees a spot of blood on the lion’s eye. Blood, and yet she had not struck it?”
“It is mine,” said the mesmerist.
“Yes, yours. You cut your fingers with a dagger, the dagger with which she stabbed herself and you tried to get it away from her. Your bleeding fingers pressed the lion’s head.”
“It is true: how did she get out?”
“I see her examine the blood, reflect, and then lay her finger where yours was pressed. Oh, the lion’s head gives way—it is a spring which works: the chimney-plate opens.”
“Cursed imprudence of mine,” groaned the conspirator: “unhappy madman! I have betrayed myself through love. But she has gone out and flees?”
“The poor thing must be pardoned, she is so distressed.”
“Whither goes she, Andrea? follow, follow, I will it!”
“She stops in a room where are armor and furs: a safe is open but a casket usually kept in it is now on a table: she knows it again. She takes it.”
“What is in it?”
“Your papers. It is covered with blue velvet and studded with silver, the lock and bands are of the same metal.”
“Ha! was it she took the casket?” cried Balsamo, stamping his foot.
“Yes, she. Going down the stairs to the anteroom, she opens the door, draws the chain undoing the street door and is out in the street.”
“It is late?”
“It is nighttime. Once out, she runs like a mad thing up on the main street towards the Bastile. She knocks up against passengers and questions.”
“Lose not a word—what does she say?”
“She asks a man clad in black where she can find the Chief of Police.”
“So it was not a vain threat of hers. What does she do?”
“Having the address, she retraces her steps to cross a large square—— ”
“Royale Place—it is the right road. Read her intention.”
“Run, run quick! she is going to denounce you—if she arrives at Criminal Lieutenant Sartine’ before you, you are lost!”
Balsamo uttered a terrible yell, sprang into the hedges, burst a small door, and got upon the open ground. There an Arab horse was waiting, on which he leaped at a bound. It started off like an arrow towards Paris.
Andrea stood mute, pale, and cold. But as though the magnetiser carried life away with him, she collapsed and fell. In his eagerness to overtake Lorenza, Balsamo had forgotten to arouse Andrea from the mesmeric sleep.
She had barely touched the ground before Gilbert leaped out with the vigor and agility of the tiger. He seized her in his arms and without feeling what a burden he had undertaken, he carried her back to the room which she had left on the call of Balsamo.
All the doors had been left open by the girl, and the candle was still burning.
As he stumbled against the sofa when he blundered in, he naturally placed her upon it. All became enfevered in him, though the lifeless body was cold. His nerves shivered and his blood burned.
Yet his first idea was pure and chaste: it was to restore consciousness to this beautiful statue. He sprinkled her face with water from the decanter.
But at this period, as his trembling hand was encircling the narrow neck of the crystal bottle, he heard a firm but light step make the stairs of wood and brick squeak on the way to the chamber.
It could not be Nicole who was on the way with Beausire or Balsamo who was galloping to Paris.
Whoever it was, Gilbert would be caught and expelled from the palace.
He fully comprehended that he was out of his place here. He blew out the candle and dashed into Nicole’s room, timing his movement as the thunder boomed in the heavens.
Through its glazed door he could see into the room he quitted and the anteroom.
In this latter burnt a night-light on a small table. Gilbert would have put that out also if he had time, but the steps creaked now on the landing. A man appeared on the sill, timidly glided through the antechamber, and shut the door which he bolted.
Gilbert held his breath, glued his face to the glass and listened with all his might.
The storm growled solemnly in the skies, large raindrops spattered on the windows, and in the corridor, an unfastened shutter banged sinisterly against the wall from time to time.
But the tumult of nature, these exterior sounds, however alarming, were nothing to Gilbert: all his thought, mind and being were concentrated in his gaze, fastened on this man.
Passing within two paces, this intruder walked into the other room. Gilbert saw him grope his way up to the bed, and make a gesture of surprise at finding it untenanted. He almost knocked the candle off the table with his elbow; but it fell on the table where the glass save-all jingled on the marble top.
“Nicole,” the stranger called twice, in a guarded voice.
“Why, Nicole?” muttered Gilbert. “Why does this man call on Nicole when he ought to address her mistress?”
No voice replying, the man picked up the candle and went on tiptoe to light it at the night-lamp.
Then it was that Gilbert’s attention was so concentrated on this strange night visitor that his eyes would have pierced a wall.
Suddenly he started and drew back a step although he was in concealment.
By the light of the two flames he had recognized in the man holding the candle—the King! All was clear to him: the flight of Nicole, the money counted down between her and Beausire, and all the dark plot of Richelieu and Taverney of which Andrea was the object.
He understood why the King should call upon Nicole, the complaisant female Judas who had sold her mistress.
At the thought of what the royal villain had come to commit in this room, the blood rushing to the young man’s head blinded him.
He meant to call out; but the reflection that this was the Lord’s anointed, the being still full of awe as the King of France—that froze the tongue of Gilbert to his mouth-roof.
Meanwhile, Louis XV. entered the room once more, bearing the light. He perceived Andrea, in the white muslin wrapper, with her head thrown back on the sofa pillow, with one foot on another cushion and the other, cold and stiff, out of the slipper, on the carpet.
At this sight the King smiled. The candle lit up this evil smile; but almost instantly a smile as sinister lighted up Andrea’s face.
Louis uttered some words, probably of love; and placing the light on the table, he cast a glance out at the enflamed sky, before kneeling to the girl, whose hand he kissed.
This was so chilly that he took it between both his to warm it, and with his other arm enclasping the soft and so beautiful body, he bent over to murmur some of the loving nonsense fitted for sleeping maids. His face was so close to hers that it touched it.
Gilbert felt in his pocket for a knife with a long blade which he used in pruning trees.
The face was as cold as the hand, which made the royal lover rise; his eyes wandered to the Cinderella foot, which he took hold of—it was as cold as the hand and the cheek. He shuddered for all seemed a marble statue.
Gilbert gritted his teeth and opened the knife, as he beheld so much beauty and regarded the royal threat as a robbery intended on him.
But the King dropped the foot as he had the hand. Surprised at the sleep which he had thought to be feigned in prudery by a coquet, he prepared to learn the nature of this insensibility.
Gilbert crept half way out of the doorway, with set teeth, glittering eye and the knife bared in his grip to stab the King.
Suddenly a frightful flash of lightning lit up Andrea’s face with a vivid glare of violet and sulphur light while the thunder made every article of furniture dance in the room. Frightened by her pallor, immobility and silence, Louis XV. recoiled, muttering:
“Truly the girl is dead!”
The idea of having wooed a corpse sent a shudder through his veins. He took up the candle and looked at Andrea by its flickering flame. Seeing the brown-circled eyes, the violet lips, the disheveled tresses, the throat which no breath raised, he uttered a shriek, let the candlestick fall, and staggered out through the antechamber like a drunken man, knocking against the wainscotting in his alarm.
Knife still in hand, Gilbert came out of his covert. He advanced to the room door and for a space contemplated the lovely young maid still in the profound sleep.
The candle smouldering on the floor lit up the delicate foot and the pure lines above it of the adorable creature.
Gilbert trod on the wick and in sudden obscurity was blotted out the dreadful smile which was curling his lips.
“Andrea,” he muttered, “I swore that you should not escape me the third time that you fell into my hands as you did the other two. Andrea, a terrible end was needed to the romance which you mocked at me for composing!”
With extended arms he walked towards the sofa where the girl was still cold, motionless and deprived of all feeling.
CHAPTER XXVI.
SARTINES BELIEVES BALSAMO IS A MAGICIAN.
THE mesmerist had galloped on the barb through Versailles in a few seconds and a league on the road to Paris when an idea came as comfort in the midst of his misery at the fear that all he did would be too late. He saw his brothers of the secret society at the mercy of his foes, and the woman who caused all this, through his infatuation for her, going free.
“Oh, if ever she returns into my power—— ”
He made a desperate gesture, as he pulled up the splendid horse short on its haunches.
“Let me see,” he said, frowning, “is silence a word or a fact? can it do or not do? let me try my will, again. Lorenza,” he said while making the passes to throw the magnetic fluid to a distance, “Lorenza, sleep, I will it! Wherever you are, sleep, I will it, and rely upon it. Cleave the air, oh, my supreme will! cross all the currents antipathetic or indifferent; go through the walls like a cannonball; strike her and annihilate her will. Lorenza, I will have you sleep—I will have you mute!”
After this mighty effort of animal magnetism, he resumed the race, but used neither whip nor spur and gave the Arab rein.
It appeared as if he wanted to make himself believe in the potency of the spell he exercised.
While he was apparently peacefully proceeding, he was framing a plan of action. It was finished as he reached the paving stones of Sevres. He stopped at the Park gates as if he expected somebody. Almost instantly a man emerged from a coach-doorway and came to him.
It was his German attendant Fritz.
“Have you gathered information?” asked the master.
“Yes, Lady Dubarry is in Paris.”
Balsamo raised a triumphant glance to heaven.
“How did you come?”
“On Sultan, now ready saddled in the inn stables here.”
He went for the horse and came back on its back.
Balsamo was writing under the lantern of the town tax-gatherer’s office door with a pen which was self-fed with ink.
“Ride back to town with this note,” said he, “to be given to Lady Dubarry herself. Do it in half an hour. Then get home to St. Claude street, where you will await Signora Lorenza, who will soon be coming home. Let her pass without staying her or saying anything.”
At the same time he said “He would!” Fritz laid spur and whip on Sultan, who sprang off, astonished at this unaccustomed aggression, with a painful neigh.
Balsamo rode on by the Paris Road, entering the capital in three quarters of an hour, almost smooth of face and calm in eye—if not a little thoughtful.
The mesmerist had reasoned correctly: as rapid as Dejerrid the steed might be, it was not as swift as the will, and that alone could outstrip Lorenza escaped from her prison-house.
As Andrea—the other medium had clearly seen, the vengeful Italian had found her way to the residence of Lieutenant Sartines.
Questioned by an usher, she replied merely by these words:
“Are you Lord Sartines?”
The servant was surprised that this young and lovely woman, richly clothed and carrying a velvet-covered casket under her arm, should confuse his black coat and steel chain of office with the embroidered coat and perriwig of the Lieutenant of Police, though a foreigner. But as a lieutenant is never offended at being called a captain, and as the speaker’s eye was too steady and assured to be a lunatic’s, he was convinced that she brought something of value in the casket and showed her into the secretaries.
The upshot of all was that she was allowed to see the Minister of Police.
He sat in an octagonal room, lighted by a number of candles.
Sartines was a man of fifty, in a dressing gown, and enormous wig, limp with curling and powder; he sat before a desk with looking-glass panels enabling him to see any one coming into the study without having to turn and study their faces before arranging his own.
The lower part of the desk formed a secretary where were kept in drawers his papers and those in cipher which could not be read even after his death, unless in some still more secret drawer were found the key to the cipher. This piece of mechanism was built expressly for the Regent Duke of Orleans to keep his poisons in, and it came to Sartines from his Prime Minister Cardinal Dubois per the late Chief of Police. Rumor had it that it contained the famous contract called the “Compact of Famine,” the statutes of the Great Grain Ring among the directors of which figured Louis XV.
So the Police Chief saw in this mirror the pale and serious face of Lorenza as she advanced with the casket under her arm.
“Who are you—what do you want?” he challenged without looking round.
“Am I in the presence of Lord Sartines, Head of the Police?”
“Yes,” he curtly answered.
“What proof have I of that?” she asked.
This made him turn round.
“Will it be good proof if I send you to prison?”
She did not reply but looked round for the seat which she expected to be offered her by right, as to any lady of her country. He was vanquished by that single look for Count Alby de Sartines was a well-bred gentleman.
“Take a chair,” he said brusquely.
Lorenza drew an armchair to her and sat down.
“Speak quick,” said the magistrate; “what do you want?”
“To place myself under your protection,” answered Lorenza.
“Ho, ho,” said he with a jeering look, peculiar to him.
“My lord, I have been abducted from my family and forced into a clandestine marriage by a man who has been ill-using me during three years and would be my death.”
He looked at the noble countenance and was moved by the voice so sweet that it seemed to sing.
“Where do you come from?” he asked.
“I am a Roman and my name is Lorenza Feliciani.”
“Are you a lady of rank, for I do not know the name?”
“I am a lady and I crave justice on the man who has incarcerated and sequestrated me.”
“This is not in my province, since you say you are his wife.”
“But the marriage was performed while I was asleep.”
“Plague on it! you must enjoy sound sleep! I mean to say that this is not in my way. Apply to a lawyer, for I never care to meddle in these matrimonial squabbles.” He waved his hand as much as to say “Be off!” but she did not stir.
“I have not finished;” she said “you will understand that I have not come here to speak of frivolities, but to have revenge. The women of my country revenge and do not go to law.”
“This is different,” said Sartines: “but have despatch for my time is dear.”
“I told you that I come for protection against my oppressor. Can I have it?”
“Is he so powerful?”
“More so than any King.”
“Pray, explain, my dear lady: why should I accord you my protection against a man according to your statement more powerful than a king, for a deed which may not be a crime. If you want to be revenged, take revenge, only do not bring yourself under our laws; if you do a misdeed it will be you whom I must arrest. Then we shall see all about it. That is the bargain.”
“No, my lord, you will not arrest me, for my revenge is of great utility to you, the King and France. I revenge myself by revealing the secrets of this monster.”
“Ha, this man has secrets,” said Sartines interested perforce.
“Great political secrets, my lord. But will you shield me?”
“What kind of shield?” coldly asked the magistrate; “silver or official?”
“I want to enter a convent, to live buried there, forgotten. I want a living tomb which will never be violated by any one.”
“You are not asking much. You shall have the convent. Speak!”
“As I have your word, take this casket,” said Lorenza; “it contains mysteries which will make you tremble for the safety of the sovereign and the realm. I know them but superficially but they exist, and are terrible.”
“Political mysteries, you say?”
“Have you ever heard of the great secret society?”
“The Freemasons?”
“These are the Invisibles.”
“Yes; I do not believe in them, though.”
“When you open this box, you will.”
“Let us look into it then,” he said, taking the casket from her; but, reflecting, he placed it on his desk. “No, I would rather you opened it yourself,” he added with distrust.
“I have not the key,” she replied.
“Not got the key? you bring me a box containing the fate of an empire and you forget the key?”
“Is it so hard to open a lock?”
“Not when one knows the sort it is.”
He held out to her a bunch of keys in every shape. As she took it, he noticed that her hand was cold as stone.
“Why did you not bring the key with you?” he asked.
“Because the master of the casket never lets it go from him.”
“This is the man more powerful than the King?”
“Nobody can tell what he is; eternity alone knows how long he has lived. None but the God above can see the deeds he commits.”
“But his name, his name?’
“He has changed it to my knowledge a dozen times—I knew him as Acharat.”
“And he lives—— ”
“Saint—— ”
Suddenly Lorenza started, shuddered, let the casket and the keys fall from her hands. She made an effort to speak, but her mouth only was contorted in a painful convulsion; she clapped her hands to her throat as if the words about to issue were stopped and choked her. Then, lifting her arms to heaven, trembling and unable to articulate a word, she fell full length on the carpet.
“Poor dear!” muttered Sartines: “but what the devil is the matter with her? she is really very pretty. There is some jealousy in this talk of revenge.”
He rang for the servants while he lifted up the Italian, who seemed with her astonished eyes and motionless lips, to be dead and far detached from this world.
“Carry out this lady with care,” he commanded to the two valets; “and leave her in the next room. Try to bring her to, but mind, no roughness. Go!”
Left alone, Sartines examined the box like a man who could value fully the discovery. He tried the keys until convinced that the lock was only a sham. Thereupon with a cold chisel he cut it off bodily. Instead of the fulminating powder or the poison which he perhaps expected, to deprive France of her most important magistrate, a packet of papers bounded up.
The first words which started up before his eyes were the following, traced in a disguised hand:
“It is time for the Grand Master to drop the name of Baron Balsamo.”
There was no signature other than the three letters “L. P. D.”
“Aha,” said the head of police, “though I do not know this writing I believe I know this name. Balsamo—let us look among the B’s.”
Opening one of the twenty-four drawers of the famous desk, he took out a little register on which was written in fine writing three or four hundred names, preceded, accompanied or followed by flourishes of the pen.
“Whew! we have a lot about this busy B,” he muttered.
He read several pages with non-equivocal tokens of discontent.
He replaced the register in the drawer to go on with inventorying the contents of the packet. He did not go far without being deeply impressed. Soon he came to a note full of names with the text in cipher. This appeared important to him; the edges were worn with fingering and pencil marks were made on the margin.
Sartines rang a bell for a servant to whom he said:
“Bring me the Chancellor’s cryptographist at once, going through the offices to gain time.”
Two minutes subsequently, a clerk presented himself, with pen in hand, his hat under one arm, and a large book under the other. Seeing him in the mirror, Sartines held out the paper to him over his shoulders, saying:
“Decipher that.”
This unriddler of secret writing was a little thin man, with puckered up lips, brows bent by searching study; his pale face was pointed up and down, and the chin quite sharp, while the deep moony eyes became bright at times.
Sartines called him his Ferret.
Ferret sat down modestly on a stool, drew his knees close together to be a table to write upon, and wrote, consulting his memory and his lexicon with an impassible face. In five minutes time he had written:
“Order to gather 3000 Brothers in Paris.
“Order to compose three circles and six lodges.
“Order to select a guard for the Grand Copt, and to provide four residences for him, one to be in a royal domicile.
“Order to set aside five hundred thousand francs for his police department.
“Order to enroll in the first Parisian lodge all the cream of literature and philosophy.
“Order to bribe or in some way get a hold on the magistracy, and particularly make sure of the Chief of Police, by bribery, violence or trickery.”
Ferret stopped at this passage, not because the poor man reflected but because he had to wait for the page to dry before he could turn over.
Sartines, being impatient, snatched the sheet from his knees and read it. Such an expression of terror spread over his features at the final paragraph, that it made him turn pale to see himself in the glass. He did not hand this sheet back to the clerk but passed him a clean one.
The man went on with his work, accomplishing it with the amazing rapidity of decipherers when once they hold the key.
Sartines now read over his shoulder.
“Drop the name of Balsamo beginning to be too well known, to take that of Count Fe—— ”
A blot of ink eclipsed the rest of the name.
At the very time when the Police Chief was seeking the absent letters, the out-door bell rang and a servant came in to announce:
“His Lordship, Count Fenix!”
Sartines uttered an outcry, and clasped his hands above his wig at risk of demolishing that wonderful structure. He hastened to dismiss the writer by a side door, while, taking his place at his desk, he bade the usher show in the visitor.
In his mirror, a few seconds after, Sartines saw the stern profile of the count as he had seen him on the day when Lady Dubarry was presented at court.
Balsamo-Fenix entered without any hesitation whatever.
Sartines rose, made a cold bow, and sat himself ceremoniously down again, crossing his legs.
At the first glance he had seen what was the object of this interview. At a glance also Balsamo had seen the opened casket on the desk. His glance, however fleeting, had not escaped the magistrate.
“To what chance do I owe this visit, my lord?” inquired the Chief of Police.
“My Lord,” returned Balsamo with a smile full of amenity, “I have found introducers to all the sovereigns of Europe, all their ministers and ambassadors: but none to present me to your lordship; so I have presented myself.”
“You arrive most timely, my lord,” replied Sartines: “For I am inclined to think that if you had not called I should have had to send for you.”
“Indeed—how nicely this chimes in.”
Sartines bowed with a satirical smile.
“Am I happy enough to be useful to your lordship?” queried Balsamo.
These words were pronounced without a shade of emotion or disquiet clouding the smiling brow.
“You have travelled a good deal, count,” said the Police Chief.
“A great deal! I suppose you want for some geographical items. A man of your capacity is not cramped up in France but must embrace Europe and the world—— ”
“Not geographical, my lord, but personal—— ”
“Do not restrict yourself; in both, I am at your orders.”
“Well, count, just imagine that I am looking after a very dangerous man, in faith, who seems to be an atheist, conspirator, forger, adulterer, coiner, charlatan, and chief of a secret league; whose history I have on my records and in this casket, which your lordship sees.”
“I understand,” said Balsamo; “you have the story but not the man. Hang it, that seems to me the more important matter.”
“No doubt: but you will see presently how near he is to our hand. Certainly, Proct Proteon Proteus had not more shapes, Jupiter more names: Acharat in Egypt, Balsamo in Italy, Somini in Sardinia, the Marquis of Anna in Malta, Marquis Pellegrini in Corsica, and lastly, Count Fe—this last name I have not been able to make out; but I am almost sure that you will help me to it for you must have met this man in the course of your travels in the countries I have mentioned. I suppose, though, you would want some kind of description?”
“If your lordship pleases?”
“Well,” continued Sartines, fixing on the other an eye which he endeavored to make like an inquisitor’s, “he is a man of your age and stature, and bearing; sometimes a mighty nobleman distributing gold, or a charlatan seeking natural secrets, or a dark conspirator allied to the mysterious brotherhood which has vowed in darkness the death of kings and the downfall of thrones.”
“This is vague,” replied Balsamo, “and you cannot guess how many men I have met who would answer to this description! You will have to be more precise if you want my help. In the first place, which is his country by preference?”
“He lives everywhere at home.”
“But at present?”
“In France, where he directs a vast conspiracy.”
“This is a good piece of intelligence. If you know what conspiracy he directs you have one end of a clew in your hands which will lead you up to the man.”
“I am of your opinion.”
“If you believe so, why do you ask my advice? It is useless.”
“It is because I am debating whether or not to arrest him.”
“I do not understand the Not, my lord, for if he conspires—— ”
“But he is in a measure protected by his title—— ”
“Ah, now I follow you. But by what title? Needless to say that I shall be glad to aid you in your searches, my lord.”
“Why, sir, I told you that I knew the names he hides under but I do not know that under which he shows himself, or else—— ”
“You would arrest him? Well, Lord Sartines, it is a blessed thing that I happened in as I did, for I can do you the very service you want. I will tell you the title he figures under.”
“Pray say it,” said Sartines who expected to hear a falsehood.
“The Count of Fenix.”
“What, the name under which you were announced?”
“My own.”
“Then you would be this Acharat, Balsamo, and Company?”
“It is I,” answered the other simply.
It took Sartines a minute to recover from the amazement which this impudence had caused him.
“You see I guessed,” he said; “I knew that Fenix and Balsamo were one and the same.”
“I confess it. You are a great minister.”
“And you are a great fool,” said the magistrate, stretching out his hand towards his bell.
“How so?”
“Because I am going to have you arrested.”
“Nonsense, a man like me is never arrested,” said Balsamo, stepping between the magistrate and the bell.
“Death of my life, who will prevent it? I want to know.”
“As you want to know, my dear Lieutenant of Police, I will tell you—I shall blow out your brains—and with the more facility and the less injury to myself as this weapon is charged with a noiseless explosive which, for its quality of silence, is not the less deadly.”
Whipping out of his pocket, a pistol, with a barrel of steel as exquisitely carved as though Cellini had chiselled it, he tranquilly leveled it at the eye of Sartines, who lost color and his footing, falling back into his armchair.
“There,” said the other, drawing another chair up to the first and sitting down in it; “now that we are comfortably seated, let us have a chat.”
It was an instant before Lord Sartines was master of himself after so sharp an alarm. He almost looked into the muzzle of the firearm, and felt the ring of its cold iron on his forehead.
“My lord,” he said at last. “I have the advantage over you of knowing the kind of man I coped with and I did not take the cautionary measures I should with an ordinary malefactor.”
“You are irritated and you use harsh words,” replied Balsamo. “But you do not see how unjust you are to one who comes to do you a service. And yet you mistake my intentions. You speak of conspirators, just when I come to speak to you about a conspiracy.”
But the round phrase was all to no purpose as Sartines was not paying great attention to his words: so that the word Conspiracy, which would have made him jump at another time, scarcely caused him to pick up his ears.
“Since you know so well who I am,” he proceeded, “you must know my mission in France. Sent by the Great Frederick—that is as an ambassador, more or less secret of his Prussian Majesty. Who says ambassador, says ‘inquisitor;’ and as I inquire, I am not ignorant of what is going on; and one of the things I have learnt most about is the forestalling of grain.”
Simply as Balsamo uttered the last words they had more power over the Chief of Police than all the others for they made him attentive. He slowly raised his head.
“What is this forestalling of the grain?” he said, affecting as much ease as Balsamo had shown at the opening of the interview. “Will you kindly enlighten me?”
“Willingly, my lord. Skillful speculators have persuaded his Majesty, the King of France, that he ought to build grainaries to save up the grain for the people in case of dearth. So the stores were built. While they were about it they made them on a large scale, sparing no stone or timber. The next thing was to fill them, as empty grainarers are useless. So they filled them. You will reckon on a large quantity of corn being wanted to fill them? Much breadstuffs drawn out of the markets is a means of making the people hungry. For, mark this well, any goods withdrawn from circulation are equivalent to a lack of production. A thousand sacks of corn in the store are the same as a thousand less in the market. Multiply these thousands by a ten only and up goes the price of grain.”
Sartines coughed with irritation. Balsamo stopped quietly till he was done.
“Hence, you see the speculator in the storehouses enriched by the increase in value. Is this clear?”
“Perfectly clear,” replied the other. “But it seems to me that you are bold enough to promise to denounce a crime or a plot of which his Majesty is the author.”
“You understand it plainly,” said Balsamo.
“This is bold, indeed, and I should be curious to know how the King will take the charge. I am afraid that the result will be precisely the same as that I conceived when I looked through your papers; take care, my lord, you will get into the Bastile all the same.”
“How poorly you judge me and how wrong you are in still taking me for a fool. Do you imagine that I, an ambassador, a mere curious investigator, would attack the King in person? That would be the act of a blockhead. Pray hear me out.”
Sartines nodded to the man with the pistol.
“Those who discovered this plot against the French people—pardon the precious time I am consuming, but you will see presently that it is not lost time—they are economists, who, very minute and painstaking, by applying their microscopic lenses to this rigging of the market, have remarked that the King is not working the game alone. They know that his Majesty keeps an exact register of the market rate of grain in the different markets: that he rubs his hands when the rise wins him eight or ten thousand crowns; but they also know that another man is filling his own alongside of his Majesty’s—an official, you will guess—who uses the royal figures for his own behalf. The economists, therefore, not being idiots, will not attack the King, but the man, the public officer, the agent who gambles for his sovereign.”
Sartines tried to shake his wig into the upright but it was no use.
“I am coming to the point, now,” said Balsamo. “In the same way as you know I am the Count of Fenix through your police, I know you are Lord Sartines through mine.”
“What follows?” said the embarrassed magistrate; “a fine discovery that I am Lord Sartines!”
“And that he is the man of the market-notebooks, the gambling, the ring, who, with or without the knowledge of the King, traffics on the appetites of the thirty millions of French whom his functions prescribe him to feed on the lowest possible terms. Now, just imagine the effect in a slight degree of this discovery! You are little loved by the people; the King is not an affectionate man. As soon as the cries of the hungry are heard, yelling for your head, the King, to avoid all suspicion of connivance with you, if any there be, or to do justice if there is no complicity, will hasten to have you strung upon a gibbet like that on which dangled Enguerrand de Marigny, which you may remember?”
“Imperfectly,” stammered Sartines, very pale, “and you show very poor taste to talk of the gibbet to a nobleman of my degree!”
“I could not help bringing him in,” replied Balsamo, “as I seemed to see him again—poor Enguerrand! I swear to you he was a perfect gentleman out of Normandy, of very ancient family and most noble house. He was Lord High Chamberlain and Captain of the Louvre Palace, and eke Count of Longueville, a much more important county than yours of Alby. But still I saw him hooked up on the very gibbet at Montfaucon which was built under his orders, although it was not for the lack of my telling him:
“Enguerrand, my dear friend, have a care! you take a bigger slice out of the cake of finance than Charles of Valois will like. Alas, if you only knew how many chiefs of police, from Pontius Pilate down to your predecessor, who have come to grief!”
Sartines rose, trying in vain to dissimulate the agitation to which he was a prey.
“Well, accuse me if you like,” he said: “what does the testimony of a man like you amount to?”
“Take care, my lord,” Balsamo said: “men of no account were very often the very ones who bring others to account. When I write the particulars of the Great Grain Speculation to my correspondent, or Frederick who is a philosopher, as you are aware, he will be eager to transcribe it with comments for his friend, Voltaire, who knows how to swing his pen: to Alembert, that admirable geometrician, who will calculate how far these stolen grains, laid in a line side by side, will extend; in short when all the lampoon writers, pamphleteers and caricaturists get wind of this subject, you, my lord of Alby, will be a great deal worse off than my poor Marigny,—for he was innocent, or said so, and I would hardly believe that of your lordship.”
With no longer respect for decorum, Sartines took off his wig and wiped his skull.
“Have it so,” he said, “ruin me if you will. But I have your casket as you have your proofs.”
“Another profound error into which you have fallen, my lord,” said Balsamo: “You are not going to keep this casket.”
“True,” sneered the other; “I forgot that Count Fenix is a knight of the road who robs men by armed force. I did not see your pistol which you have put away. Excuse me, my lord the ambassador.”
“The pistol is no longer wanted, my lord. You surely do not think that I would fight for the casket over your body here where a shout would rouse the house full of servants and police agents?—— No, when I say that you will not keep my casket, I mean that you will restore it to me of your own free will.”
“I?” said the magistrate, laying his fist on the box with so much force that he almost shattered it. “You may laugh, but you shall not take this box but at the cost of my life. Have I not risked it a thousand times—ought I not pour out the last drop of my blood in his Majesty’s service? Kill me, as you are the master; but I shall have enough voice left to denounce you for your crimes. Restore you this,” he repeated, with a bitter laugh, “hell itself might claim it and not make me surrender.”
“I am not going to require the intervention of subterranean powers; merely that of the person who is even now knocking at your street door.”
Three loud knocks thundered at the door.
“And whose carriage is even now entering the yard,” added the mesmerist.
“Some friend of yours who does me the honor to call?”
“Just as you say, a friend of mine.”
“The Right Honorable the Countess Dubarry!” announced a valet at the study door, as the lady, who had not believed she wanted the permission to enter, rushed in. It was the lovely countess, whose perfumed and hooped skirts rustled in the doorway.
“Your ladyship!” exclaimed Sartines, hugging the casket to his bosom in his terror.
“How do you do, Sartines?” she said, with her gay smile.
“And how are you, count?” she added to Fenix, holding out her hand.
He bowed familiarly over it and pressed his lips where the King had so often laid his. In this movement he had time to speak four words to her which the Chief of Police did not hear.
“Oh, here is my casket,” she said.
“Your casket,” stammered the Lieutenant of Police.
“Mine, of course. Oh, you have opened it—do not be nice about what does not belong to you! How delightful this is. This box was stolen from me, and I had the idea of going to Sartines to get it back. You found it, did you, oh, thank you.”
“With all respect to your ladyship,” said Sartines, “I am afraid you are letting yourself be imposed upon.”
“Impose? do you use such a word to me, my lord?” cried Balsamo. “This casket was confided to me by her ladyship a few days ago with all its contents.”
“I know what I know,” persisted the magistrate.
“And I know nothing,” whispered La Dubarry to the mesmerist. “But you have claimed the promise I made you to do anything you asked at the first request.”
“But this box may contain the matter of a dozen conspiracies,” said Sartines.
“My lord, you know that that is not a word to bring you good luck. Do not say it again. The lady asks for her box—are you going to give it to her or not?”
“But at least know, my lady—— ”
“I do not want to know more than I do know,” said the lady: “Restore me my casket—for I have not put myself out for nothing, I would have you to understand!”
“As you please, my lady,” said Sartines humbly and he handed the countess the box, into which Balsamo replaced the papers strewn over the desk.
“Count,” said the lady with her most winning smile, “will you kindly carry my box and escort me to my carriage as I do not like to go back alone through those ugly faces. Thank you, Sartines.”
“My lady,” said Balsamo, “you might tell the count who bears me much ill will from my insisting on having the box, that you would be grieved if anything unpleasant befel me through the act of the police and how badly you would feel.”
She smiled on the speaker.
“You hear what my Lord says, Sartines,” she said; “it is the pure truth: the count is an excellent friend of mine and I should mortally hate you if you were to vex him in any way. Adieu, Sartines.”
He saw them march forth without showing the rage Balsamo expected.
“Well, they have taken the casket but I have the woman,” he chuckled.
To make up for his defeat he began to ring his bell as though to break it.
“How is the lady getting on whom you took into the next room?”
“Very well indeed, my lord: for she got up and went out.”
“Got up? why, she could not stand.”
“That is so, my lord,” said the usher: “but five minutes or so after the Count of Fenix arrived, she awoke from her swoon, from which no scent would arouse her, and walked out. We had no orders to detain her.”
“The villain is a magician,” thought the magistrate. “I have the royal police and he Satan’s.”
That evening he was bled and put to bed: the shock was too great for him to bear, and the doctor said that if he had not been called in he would have died of apoplexy.
In the meantime the count had conducted the lady to her coach. She asked him to step in, and a groom led the Arab horse.
“Lady,” he said, “you have amply paid the slight service I did you. Do not believe what Sartines said about plots and conspiracies. This casket contains my chemical recipes written in the language of Alchemy which his ignorant clerks interpreted according to their lights. Our craft is not yet enfranchised from prejudices and only the young and bright like your ladyship are favorable to it.”
“What would have happened if I had not come to your help?”
“I should have been sent into some prison, but I can melt stone with my breath so that your Bastile would not long have retained me. I should have regretted the loss of the formula for the chemical secrets by which I hope to preserve your marvelous beauty and splendid youthfulness.”
“You set me at ease and you delight me, count. Do you promise me a philter to keep me young?”
“Yes: but ask me for it in another twenty years. You cannot now want to be a child forever!”
“Really, you are a capital fellow! But I would rather have that draft in ten, nay five years—one never knows what may happen.”
“When you like.”
“Oh, a last question. They say that the King is smitten with the Taverney girl. You must tell me; do not spare me if it is true; treat me as a friend and tell me the truth.”
“Andrea Taverney will never be the mistress of the King. I warrant it, as I do not so will it.”
“Oh!” cried Lady Dubarry.
“You doubt? never doubt science.”
“Still, as you have the means, if you would block the King’s fancies—— ”
“I can create sympathies and so I can antipathies. Be at ease, countess, I am on the watch.”
He spoke at random as he was all impatience to get away and rejoin Lorenza.
“Surely, count,” said the lady, “you are not only my prophet of good but my guardian angel. Mind, I will defend you if you help me. Alliance!”
“It is sealed,” he said, kissing her hand.
He alighted and whistling for his horse, mounted and gallopped away.
“To Luciennes,” ordered Lady Dubarry, comforted.
CHAPTER XXVII.
LOVE VERSUS SCIENCE.
IN five minutes Balsamo was in his vestibule, looking at Fritz and asking with anxiety:
“Has she returned?”
“She has gone up into the room of the arms and the furs, very wornout, from having run so rapidly that I was hardly in time to open the door after I caught sight of her. I was frightened; for she rushed in like a tempest. She ran up the stairs without taking breath, and fell on the great black lion’s-skin on entering the room. There you will find her.”
Balsamo went up precipitately and found her as said. He took her up in his arms and carried her into the inner house where the secret door closed behind them.
He was going to awake her to vent the reproaches on her which were nursed in his wrath, when three knocks on the ceiling notified him that the sage called Althotas, in the upper room, was aware of his arrival and asked speech of him.
Fearing that he would come down, as sometimes happened, or that Lorenza would learn something else detrimental to the Order, he charged her with a fresh supply of the magnetic fluid, and went up by a kind of elevator to Althota’ laboratory.
In the midst of a wilderness of chemical and surgical instruments, phials and plants, this very aged man was a terrible figure at this moment.
Such part of his face as seemed yet to retain life was empurpled with angry fire: his knotted hands like those of a skeleton, trembled and cracked—his deepset eyes seemed to shake loose in the sockets and in a language unknown even to his pupil he poured invectives upon him.
Having left his padded armchair to go to the trap by which Balsamo came up through the floor, he seemed to move solely by his long spider-like arms. It must be extraordinary excitement to make him leave the seat where he conducted his alchemical work and enter into our worldly life.
Balsamo was astonished and uneasy.
“So you come, you sluggard, you coward, to abandon your master,” said Althotas.
As was his habit, the other summoned up all his patience to reply to his master.
“I thought you had only just called me, my friend,” he meekly said.
“Your friend, you vile human creature,” cried the alchemist, “I think you talk to me as if I were one of your sort. Friend? I should think I were more than that: more than your father, for I have reared you, instructed you and enriched you. But you are no friend to me, oh, no! for you have left me, you let me starve, and you will be my death.”
“You have a bilious attack, master, and you will make yourself ill by going on thus.”
“Illness—rubbish! Have I ever been ill save when you made me feel the petty miseries of your mean human life? I, ill, who you know am the physician to others.”
“At all events, master, here I am,” coldly observed Balsamo. “Let us not waste time.”
“You are a nice one to remind me of that. You force me to dole out what ought to be unmeasured to all human creatures. Yes, I am wasting time: my time, like others, is falling drop by drop into eternity when it ought to be itself eternity.”
“Come, master, let us know what is to be done?” asked the other, working the spring which closed the trap in the floor. “You said you were starved. How so, when you know you were doing your fortnight’s absolute fast?”
“Yes; the work of regeneration was commenced thirty-two days ago.”
“What are you complaining about in that case—I see yet two or three decanters of rainwater, the only thing you take.”
“Of course: but do you think I am a silkworm to perform alone the great task of transformation and rejuvenation? Can I without any strength alone compose my draft of life? Do you think I shall have my ability when I am lying down with no support but refreshing drink, if you do not help me? abandoned to my own resources, and the minute labor of my regeneration—you know you ought to help and succor, if a friend?”
“I am here,” responded Balsamo, taking the old man and placing him in his chair as one might a disagreeable child, “what do you want? You have plenty of distilled water: your loaves of barley and sesame are there; and I have myself given you the white drops you prescribed.”
“Yes; but the elixir is not composed. The last time I was fifty, I had your father to help me, your faithful father. I got it ready a month beforehand. For the blood of a virgin which I had to have, I bought a child of a trader at Mount Ararat where I retired. I bled it according to the rites; I took three drops of arterial blood and in an hour my mixture, only wanting that ingredient, was composed. Therefore my regeneration came off passing well: my hair and teeth fell during the spasms caused by the draft, but they came again—the teeth badly, I admit, for I had neglected to use a golden tube for decanting the liquor. But my hair and nails came as if I were fifteen again. But here I am once more old; and the elixir is not concocted. If it is not soon in this bottle, with all care given to compounding it, the science of a century will be lost in me, and this admirable and sublime secret which I hold will be lost for man, who would thus through me be linked with divinity. Oh, if I go wrong, if I fail, you, Acharat, will have been the cause, and my wrath will be dreadful!”
As these final words made a spark flash from his dying eye, the hideous old man fell back in a convulsion succeeded by violent coughing. Balsamo at once gave him the most eager care. The old doctor came to his senses; his pallor was worse; this slight shaking had so exhausted him that he seemed about to die.
“Tell me what you want, master, and you shall have it, if possible.”
“Possible?” sneered the other, “You know that all is possible with time and science. I have the science; but time is only about to be conquered by me. My dose has succeeded; the white drops have almost eradicated most of my old nature. My strength has nearly disappeared. Youth is mounting and casting off the old bark, so to say. You will remark, Acharat, that the symptoms are excellent; my voice is faint; my sight weakened by three parts; I feel my senses wander at times; the transitions from heat to cold are insensible to me. So it is urgent that I get my draft made so that on the proper day of my fifteenth year, I shall pass from a hundred years to twenty without hesitation. The ingredients are gathered, the gold tube for the decanting is ready; I only lack the three drops of pure blood which I told you of.”
Balsamo made a start in repugnance.
“Oh, well, let us give up the idea of a child,” sneered Althotas, “since you dream of nothing but your wife with whom you shut yourself up instead of coming to aid me.”
“My wife,” repeated Balsamo, sadly: “a wife but in name. I have had to sacrifice all to her, love, desire, all, I repeat, in order to preserve her pure that I may use her spirit as a seer’s to pierce the almost impenetrable. Instead of making me happy, she makes the world so.”
“Poor fool,” said Althotas, “I believe you gabble still of your amelioration of society when I talk to you of eternal youth and life for man.”
“To be acquired at the price of a horrid crime! and even then—— ”
“You doubt—he doubts!”
“But you said you renounced that want: what can you substitute?”
“Oh, the blood of the first virgin creature which I find—or you supply within a week.”
“I will attend to it, master,” said Balsamo.
Another spark of ire kindled the old man’s eye.
“You will see about it!” he said, “that is your reply, is it? However, I expected it, and I am not astonished. Since when, you insignificant worm, does the creature speak thus to its creator? Ah, you see me feeble, solicitating you and you fancy I am at your mercy! Do you think I am fool enough to rely on your mercy? Yes or no, Acharat—and I can read in your heart whether you deceive me or not—ay, read in your heart—for I will judge you and pursue you.”
“Master, have a care! your anger will injure you. I speak nothing but the truth to my master. I will see if I can procure you what you want without its bringing harm, nay, ruin upon us both. I will seek the wretch who will sell you what you wish but I shall not take the crime upon me. That is all I can say.”
“You are very dainty. Then, you would expose me to death, scoundrel; you would save the three drops of the blood of some paltry thing in order to let the wondrous being that I am fall into the eternal abysm. Acharat, mark me,” continued the weird old man, with a frightful smile, “I no longer ask you for anything. I want absolutely nothing of you. I shall wait: but if you do not obey me, I shall take for myself; if you abandon me I shall help myself. You hear? away!”
Without answering the threat in any way, Balsamo prepared all things for the old man’s wants; like a good servant or a pious son attending to his father. Absorbed in quite another thought than that torturing Althotas, he went down through the trap-hole without noticing the old sage’s ironical glance following him. He smiled like an evil genius when he saw the mesmerist beside Lorenza, still asleep.
CHAPTER XXVIII.
THE ULTIMATE TEST.
BEFORE the Italian beauty, Balsamo stopped, with his heart full of painful but no longer violent thoughts.
“Here I stand,” he mused, “sad but resolute, and plainly seeing my situation. Lorenza hates me and betrayed me as she vowed she would do. My secret is no longer mine but in the hands of this woman who casts it to the winds. I resemble the fox caught in the trap, who gnaws off his leg to get away, but the hunter coming on the morrow and seeing this token can say: ‘He has escaped but I shall know him when I catch him again.’
“Althotas could not understand this misfortune, which is why I have not told him; it breaks all my hope of fortune in this country and consequently in the Old World, of which France is the heart—it is due to this lovely woman, this fair statue with the sweet smile. To this accursed angel I owe captivity, exile or death, with ruin and dishonor meanwhile.
“Hence,” he continued, animating, “the sum of pleasure is surpassed by that of harm, and Lorenza is a noxious thing to me. Oh, serpent with the graceful folds, they stifle: your golden throat is full of venom; sleep on, for I shall be obliged to kill you when you wake.”
With an ominous smile he approached the girl, whose eyes turned to his like the sunflower follows the sun.
“Alas, in slaying her who hates me, I shall slay her who loves.”
His heart was filled with profound grief strangely blended with a vague desire.
“If she might live, harmless?” he muttered. “No, awake, she will renew the struggle—she will kill herself or me, or force me to kill her. Lorenza, your fate is written in letters of fire: to love and to die. In my hands I hold your life and your love.”
The enchantress, who seemed to read his thoughts in an open book, rose, fell at the mesmerist’s feet, and taking one of his hands which she laid on her heart, she said with her lips, moist as coral and as glossy:
“Dead be it, but loved.”
Balsamo could resist no longer; a whirl of flames enveloped him.
“As long as a human being could contend have I struggled,” he sighed; “demon or angel of the future, you ought to be satisfied. I have long enough sacrificed pride and egotism to all the generous passions seething in my heart. No, no, I have not the right to revolt against the only human feeling fermenting in me. I love this woman, and such passionate love will do more against her than the keenest hate. What, when I appear before the Supreme Architect, will not I, the deceiver, the charlatan, the false prophet, have one well cut stone to show for my craftsmanship—not one generous deed to avow, not a single happiness whose memory would comfort me amid eternal sufferings? Oh, no, no, Lorenza, I know that I lose the future by loving you; I know that my revealing angel mounts to heaven while this woman comes down to my arms—but I wish Lorenza!”
“My beloved,” she gasped.
“Will you accept this life instead of the real one?”
“I beg for it, for it is love and bliss.”
“Never will you accuse me before man or heaven of having deceived your heart?”
“Never, never! before heaven and men, I shall thank you for having given me love, the only boon, the only jewel of price in this world.”
Balsamo ran his hand over his forehead.
“Be it so,” he said. “Besides, have I absolutely need of her—is she the only medium? No; while this one makes me happy, the other shall make me rich and mighty. Andrea is predestined and is as clairvoyante as she. Andrea is young, and pure, and I do not love Andrea. Nevertheless, in her mesmeric sleep, she is submissive as you are. In Andrea I have a victim ready to replace you, one to be the corpus vili of the physician to be employed for experiments. She can fly as far, perhaps farther, in the shades of the Unknown as you. Andrea, I take you for my kingdom. Lorenza, come to my arms for my darling and my wife. With Andrea I am powerful; with Lorenza I am happy! Henceforth, my life is complete, and I realise the dream of Althotas, without the immortality, and become the peer of the gods!”
And lifting up the Italian beauty, he opened his arms from off his heaving breast on which Lorenza enclasped herself as the ivy girdles the oak.
Another life commenced for the magician, unknown to him previously in his active, multiple, perplexed existence. For three days he felt no more anger, apprehension or jealousy; he heard nothing of plots, politics or conspiracies. Beside Lorenza he forgot the whole world. This strange love threw him into felicity composed of stupor and delirium, soaring over humanity, as it were, full of misery and intoxication, a phantom love—for he knew he could at a sign or a word change the sweet mistress into an implacable enemy.
Singularly, she remained of astonishing lucidity as far as regarded himself; but he wanted to learn if this were not sheer sympathy; if she became dark outside of the circle traced by his love—if the eyes of this new Eve clearly seeing in Eden, would not be this blind when expelled from Paradise.
He dared not make a decisive test, but he hoped, and hope was the starry crown to his happiness.
With gentle melancholy Lorenza said to him:
“Acharat, you are thinking of another woman than me, a woman of the North, with fair hair and blue eyes—Acharat, this woman walks beside you and me in your mind. Shall I tell you her name?”
“Yes,” he said in wonderment.
“Wait—it is Andrea.”
“Right. Yes, you can read my mind; one last fear troubles me. Can you still see through space though blocked by material obstacles?”
“Try me.”
He took her hand, and in his mind went away from that place, taking her soul with him.
“What do you see?”
“A vast valley with woods on one side, a town on the other, while a river separates them and is lost in the distance after bathing the walls of a palace.”
“It is so, Lorenza. The wood is Vesinet, the town St. Germain; the palace Maisons. Let us go into the summerhouse behind us. What do you see?”
“A young negro, eating candies.”
“It is Zamore, Countess Dubarry’s blackmoor. Go on.”
“An empty drawing-room, splendidly furnished, with the panels painted with goddesses and Cupids.”
“Next?”
“We are in a lovely boudoir hung with blue satin worked with flowers in their natural colors. A woman is reclining on a sofa. I have seen her before—it is Countess Dubarry. She is thinking of you—— ”
“Thinking of me? Lorenza, you will drive me mad.”
“You made her the promise to give her the water of beauty which Venus gave to Phaon to be revenged on Sappho.”
“That is so; go on.”
“She makes up her mind to a step, for she rings a bell. A woman comes—it is like her—— ”
“Her sister, Chon?”
“Her sister. She wants the horses put to the carriage! in two hours she will be here.”
Balsamo dropped on his knees.
“Oh heaven, if she should be here in that time, I shall have no more to beg of you for you will have had pity on my happiness.”
“Poor dear,” said she, “why do you fear? Love which completes the physical existence, enlarges the moral one. Like all good passions, love emanates from heaven whence cometh all light.”
“Lorenza, you make me wild with joy.”
Still he waited for this last test; the arrival of Lady Dubarry.
Two strokes of the bell, the signal of an important visitor, from Fritz told him that the vision was realised.
He led Lorenza into the room hung with fur and armor.
“You will not go away from here?” asked the mesmerist.
“Order me to stay and you will find me here on your return. Besides, the Lorenza who loves you is not the one who dreads you.”
“Be it so, my beloved Lorenza; sleep and await me.”
Still struggling with the spell, she laid a last kiss on her husband’s lips, and tottered to sink upon a lounge, murmuring.
“Soon again, my Balsamo, soon?”
He waved his hand: she was already reposing.
As he closed the door he thought he heard a sound: but no, Lorenza was sound asleep. He went through the parlor without fear or any foreshadowing, carrying paradise in his heart.
Lorenza dreamed: it seemed to her that the ceiling opened and that a kind of aged Caliban descended with a regular movement. The air seemed to fail her as two long fleshless arms like living grapnels clutched her white dress, raised her off the divan, and carried her to the trap. This movable platform began to rise, with the grinding of metal and a shrill, hideous laugh issued from the mouth of this human-faced monster who bore her upwards without any shock.
CHAPTER XXIX.
THE LIQUOR OF BEAUTY.
THE beautiful favorite of Louis XV. had been shown into the parlor where she impatiently waited for Balsamo while turning over the leaves of Holbein’s Dance of Death, which caught her attention on the table. She had just arrived at the picture of the Beauty powdering her cheek before a mirror, when the host opened the door and bowed to her with a smile of joy over his face.
“I am sorry to have made you wait,” he said, “but I was a little out in my calculation about the speed of your horses.”
“Gracious, did you know that I was coming?”
“Certainly; at least you gave the orders for your sister to transmit them for your departure, while lounging in your blue boudoir.”
“Wizard that you are, if you can see all that goes on there, you must apprise me.”
“I only look in where doors are open.”
“But you saw my intention as regards you?”
“I saw that it was good.”
“So are all mine to you, count. But you merit more than mere intentions for it seems to me that you are too good and useful to me in taking the part of tutor the most difficult to play that I know.”
“You make me very happy; what can I do for you?”
“Have you not, to begin with, some of the seed which makes one invisible: for on the way it seemed to me that one of Richelieu’s men was riding after me.”
“The Duke of Richelieu cannot be dangerous to you in any meeting,” said the mesmerist.
“But he was, my lord, before this last scheme failed.”
Balsamo comprehended that here was a plot of which Lorenza had not informed him. So he smiled without venturing on the unknown ground.
“I nearly fell a victim to the scheme, in which you had a share.”
“I, in a scheme against you? never.”
“Did you not give Richelieu a philter to make the drinker fail madly in love?”
“Oh, no, my lady: he composes those things himself; I did give him a simple narcotic—a sleeping draft. He called for it on the eve of the day when I sent you the note by my man Fritz to meet me at Sartines.”
“That is it—the very time when the King went to little Taverney’s rooms. It is all clear now, for the narcotic saved us.”
“I am happy to have served your ladyship, though unawares,” he said without knowing the matter.
“Yes; the King must have seen the girl under the influence of this soporific, for he was seen to stagger out of the chapel corridor during the storm, crying ‘She is dead!’ Nothing frightens the King more than the dead, or next to it those in a death-like sleep. Finding Mdlle. de Taverney in a sleep, he took it for death.”
“Yes, like death, with all the appearances,” said the other, remembering that he had fled without reviving Andrea. “Go on, my lady!”
“The King woke with a touch of fever and was only better at noon. He came over to see me in the evening, where I discovered that Richelieu is almost as great a conjurer as your lordship.”
The countess’s triumphant face, and her gesture of coquetry and grace completed her thought, and perfectly encouraged the Italian about her sway over the King.
“So you are satisfied with me?” he asked.
She held out in token of thanks her white, soft and scented hand, only it was not fresh like Lorenza’s.
“Now, count, if you preserved me from a great danger, I believe I have saved you from one not to be despised.”
“I had no need to be grateful to you,” said Balsamo, hiding his emotion, “but I should like to know—— ”
“That casket really contained cipher correspondence which Sartines had his experts write out plain: That is what he brought to Versailles this morning, with blank warrants to imprison parties named in the documents: one was filled with your name, but I would not let him slip that under the royal hand for the signature. Since Damiens stuck him with the penknife, he can be frightened into anything by the bogey of assassination. Sartines persisted and so did I, but the King said with a smile and looking at me in a style which I know:
“‘Let her alone, Sartines: I can refuse her nothing to-day.’
“As I was by, Sartines did not like to vex me by accusing you direct but he talked of the King of Prussia bolstering up the philosophers of a numerous and powerful sect formed of courageous, resolute and skillful adepts, working away underhandedly against his Royal Majesty. He said they spread evil reports, as for instance that the King was in the scheme to starve the people. To which Louis replied: ‘Let anybody come forward, saying so and I will give him the lie by furnishing him with board and lodging for nothing. I will feed him in the Bastile.’”
Balsamo felt a shiver run through him, but he stood firm.
“And the end?”
“It was the day after the sleeping potion, you understand,” he preferred my company to Sartines; and turned to me.
“‘Drive away this ugly man,’ I said, ‘he smells of the prison.’
“‘You had better go, Sartines,’ said the King.
“Seeing he was in a scrape, he came to me and kissing my hand humbly, he said: ‘Lady, let us say no more on this head—(your head, count)—but you will ruin the realm. Since you so strongly wish it, my men shall protect your protegé.’”
The conspirator was buried in thought.
“So you see you must thank me for not having been clapped into the Bastile,” concluded the countess: “not unjust, perhaps, but disagreeable.”
Without replying Balsamo took from his pocket a phial containing a fluid of blood color.
“For the liberty you give me,” he said, “I give you twenty years more youthfulness.”
She slipped the bottle into her corsage and went off, joyous and triumphant.
“They might have been saved but for the coquetry of this woman,” he murmured. “It is the little foot of this courtesan which spurns them into the abyss. Beyond doubt, God is on our side!”
CHAPTER XXX.
THE BLOOD
LADY DUBARRY had not seen the street door close after her before Balsamo hurried up into the room where he had left Lorenza. But she was gone.
Her fine flowered cashmere shawl remained on the cushions as a token of her stay in the room.
A painful thought struck him that she had feigned to sleep. Thus she would have dispelled all uneasiness, doubts and mistrust in her husband’s mind only to flee at the first chance for liberty. This time she would be surer of what to do, instructed by her former experience.
This idea made him bound. He searched without avail after ringing for Fritz to come to him. But nobody was about, as nobody had gone out behind the countess.
To run about, moving the furniture, calling Lorenza, looking without seeing, listening without hearing, thrilling without living, and pondering without thinking—such was the state of the infuriate for three minutes, which were as many ages.
He came out of his hallucination and dipping his hand in a vase of iced water, he held it on his forehead. By his will he chased away that throbbing of the blood in the brains which goes on silently in life but when heard means madness or death.
“Come, come, let us reason,” he said, “Lorenza is no more here, and consequently must have gone forth. How? Through Andrea de Taverney I can ascertain all—whether my incorruptible Fritz was bribed and—then, if love is a sham, if science is an error, and fidelity a snare—Balsamo will punish without pity or reservation—like the powerful man smites when he has put aside mercy and preserves but pride. I must let Fritz perceive nothing while I haste to Trianon.”
In taking up his hat to go, he stopped.
“Goodness, I am forgetting the old man,” he said. “I must attend to Althotas before all. In my monstrous love, I left my unfortunate friend to himself—I have been inhuman and ungrateful.”
With the fever animating his movements he sprang to the trap which he lowered and on which he stepped.
Scarcely had he reached the level of the laboratory, than he was struck by the old man’s voice crooning a song. To Balsamo’s high astonishment his first words were not a reproach as he expected; he was received by a natural and simple outburst of gaiety.
The old man was lolling back in his easy chair, snuffing the air as though he were drinking in new life at each sniff. His eyes were filled with dull fire, but the smile on his lips made them lighter as they were fastened on the visitor.
In this close, warm atmosphere, Balsamo felt giddy as if respiration and his strength failed him simultaneously.
“Master,” said he, looking for something to lean against, “you must not stay here: one cannot breathe. Let me open a window overhead for there seems to reek from the floor the odor of blood.”
“Blood? ha, ha, ha!” roared Althotas. “I noticed it but did not mind: it is you who have tender heart and brain who is easily affected.”
“But you have blood on your hands and it is on the table—this smell is of blood—and human blood,” added the younger man, passing his hand over his brow streaming with perspiration.
“Ha, he has a subtile scent,” said the old sage. “Not only does he recognize blood but can tell it is human, too.”
Looking round, Balsamo perceived a brass basin half full with a purple liquid reflected on the sides.
“Whence comes this blood?” he gasped.
He uttered a terrible roar! Part of the table, usually cumbered by alembics, crucibles, flasks, galvanic batteries and the like, was now clothed with a white damask sheet, worked with flowers. Among the flowers here and there, spots of a red hue oozed up. Balsamo took one corner of the sheet and plucked the whole towards him.
His hair bristled up, and his opened mouth could not let the horrible yell come forth—it died in the gullet.
It was the corpse of Lorenza which stiffened on the board. The livid head seemed still to smile and hung back as though drawn down by the weight of her hair.
A large cut yawned above the clavicle, but not a drop of blood was issuing now. The hands were rigid and the eyes closed under the violet lids.
“Yes, thanks for your having placed her under my hand where I could so readily take her,” said the horrible old man; “in her have I found the blood I wanted.”
“Villain of the vilest,” screamed Balsamo, with the cry of despair bursting from all pores, “you have nothing to do but die—for this was my wife since four days ago! You have murdered her to no gain.”
“She was not a virgin?”
Althotas quivered to the eyes at this revelation, as if an electric shock made them oscillate in their orbits. His pupils frightfully dilated; his gums gnashed for want of teeth; his hand let fall the phial of the elixir of long life, and it fell and shivered into a thousand splinters. Stupefied, annihilated, struck at the same time in heart and brain, he dropped back heavily in his armchair.
Balsamo, bending with a sob over the body of his wife, swooned as he was kissing the tresses.
Time passed silently and mournfully in the death-chamber where the blood congealed.
Suddenly in the midst of the night a bell rang in the room itself.
Fritz must have guessed that his master was in the laboratory of Althotas to have sent the warning thither. He repeated it three times and still Balsamo did not lift his head.
In a few minutes the ringing came, still louder, without rousing the mourner from his stupor.
But at another call, the impatient jangle made him look up though not with a start. He questioned the space with the cold solemnity of a corpse coming forth from a grave.
The bell kept on ringing.
Energy, reviving, at last aroused intelligence in the husband of Lorenza Feliciani. He took away his head from hers; it had lost its warmth without warming hers.
“Great news or a great danger,” he said to himself. “I should as lief meet a great danger.”
He rose upright.
“But why should I answer this appeal?” he asked without perceiving the sombre effect of his voice under the gloomy skylight and in the funeral chamber. “Is there anything in this world to alarm or interest me?”
As if to answer him the bell was so roughly shaken that the iron tongue broke loose and fell on a glass alembic which it shivered on the floor.
He held back no longer; besides, it was important that neither Fritz nor another should come here to find him.
With a tranquil tread he opened the trap and descended. When he opened the staircase door, Fritz stood on the top step, pale and breathless, holding a torch in one hand and the broken bell-pull in the other.
At sight of his master, he uttered a cry of satisfaction and then one of surprise and fright. Respectful as he usually was, he took the liberty of seizing him by the arm and dragging him up to a Venetian mirror.
“Look, excellency,” he said.
Balsamo shuddered. In an hour he had grown twenty years older. In his eyes were lustre; in his skin no blood; and over all his lineaments was spread an expression of stupor and lack of intelligence. Bloody foam bathed his lips, and on the white front of his shirt a large blood spot spread. He looked at himself for an instant without recognition. Then he plunged his glance steadily into that of his reflected self.
“You are quite right, Fritz,” he said. “But why did you call me?”
“They are here, master,” said the faithful servant, with disquiet: “the five masters.”
“All here?” queried Balsamo, starting.
“With each an armed servant in the yard. They are impatient which is why I rang so often and roughly.”
Without adjusting his dress or hiding the blood spot, Balsamo went down the stairs to the parlor.
“Has your excellency no orders to give me about weapons?” asked the valet.
“Why should I take a sword even?”
“I do not know, I only feared—I thought—— ”
“Thanks, you can go.”
“Yes: but your double-barrelled pistols are in the ebony box on the gilded buffet.”
“Go, I bid you,” said the master, and he entered the parlor.
CHAPTER XXXI.
THE TRIAL.
THE parlor was well lighted, and Balsamo entering could see the grim air of the five men who kept their seats until he was before them and bowed. Then they all rose and returned the salute.
He took an armchair facing theirs without appearing to remark that theirs formed a horse-shoe in front of his so that he occupied the place of the culprit at a trial.
He did not speak first as he would have done on another occasion. From the painful dulness which succeeded the shock to him he looked without seeing.
“You seem to have understood what we come for, brother,” said the man who held the central chair: “yet you were long coming and we were deliberating if we should not send for you.”
“I do not understand you,” simply replied the mesmerist.
“That did not seem so when you took the place of the accused.”
“Accused?” faltered the other, vaguely. “Still I do not understand.”
“It will not be hard to make you do so,” said the chief officer: “judging by your pale front, dull eyes and tremulous voice. Do you not hear me?”
“Yes, I hear,” was the reply, while he shook his head to drive away the thoughts oppressing him.
“Do you remember, brother,” said the president, “that at the last meeting, the Superior Committee gave you warning of treason meditated by one of the main upholders of the Order?”
“Perhaps so, I do not know.”
“You answer as with a perturbed and tumultuous conscience. But recover—do not be cast down. Answer with the clearness and preciseness which a dreadful position demands. Answer with such certainty that you will convince us, for we come with no more hatred than prejudice. We are the Law. It speaks not till after the judges pronounce.”
Balsamo made no reply.
Seeing the calm and immobility of the accused, the others stared at him not without astonishment, before fastening their eyes on the chief again.
“You are warned. Protect yourself, for I resume.
“After this warning the Order delegated five of the members to watch at Paris about him who was designated as a traitor. It was not easy to watch a man like you, whose power was to enter everywhere. You had at your disposal all the means, which are immense, of our association, given for the triumph of our cause. But we respected the mystery of your conduct as you fluctuated between the adherents of Dubarry, of Richelieu and Rohan. But three days ago, five warrants of arrest, signed by the King and put in motion by Sartines, were presented on the same day to five of our principal agents, very faithful and devoted brothers who have been taken away. Two are put in solitary confinement in the Bastile, two at Vincennes Castle, in the dungeons, and one is in Bicetre in the deepest cell. Did you know of this?”
“No,” replied the accused.
“Strange, with the close connections you have with royalty. But this is stranger still. To arrest those friends, Sartines must have had the note naming them, the only one, under Arabian characters, which was addressed to the Supreme Circle in 1769, when you received them and gave them the grade assigned to them. But the sixth name was the Count of Fenix’s.”
“I grant that,” said Balsamo.
“Then how comes it that they five should be arrested as by that list while you were spared? you deserved prison as well as they. What have you to answer?”
“Nothing.”
“Your pride survives your honor. The police discovered those names in reading our papers which you kept in a casket. One day a woman came out of your house with this casket and went to the Chief of Police. Thus all was discovered. Is this true?”
“Perfectly true.”
The president stood up.
“Who was this woman?” he said. “A fair and passionate one devoted to you body and soul and affectionately loved. Lorenza Feliciani is your wife, Balsamo.”
He groaned in despair.
“A quarter of an hour after she called on the head of the police, you called in your turn. She had sown the seed and you were to gather the harvest. An obedient servant she committed the treachery and you had but to give the finishing touches to the infernal work. Lorenza came out alone. No doubt you arranged this and did not want to be compromised by her company. You came out triumphantly with Lady Dubarry, called there to receive from your mouth the information which she was to pay. You got into the carriage of this courtesan, leaving the papers which ruined us in the hands of Lord Sartines but carrying away the empty casket. Happily we saw you. The light of the All-seeing Eye did not fail us on all occasions.”
Balsamo bowed still without remark.
“I conclude,” said the chief judge. “Two guilty ones are pointed out: the woman who was your accomplice and may have unwittingly injured us by conveying the revelations of our secrets; the second, yourself the Grand Copt, the luminous ray who had the cowardice to let your wife shield you in this deed of treason.”
Balsamo slowly raised his pale face, and fixed on the speaker a glance with the fire in it which had accumulated while the speech was made.
“Why do you accuse this woman?” he demanded.
“We know that you will try to defend her; that you love her to idolatry and prefer her above all. She is your treasure of science, happiness and fortune; the most precious of your instruments.”
“You know this?”
“And that in striking her we hurt you more than in striking you. This is the sentence, then: Joseph Balsamo is a traitor. He has broken his oath, but his science is immense and useful to the Order. He ought to live for the cause he has betrayed; he belongs still to his brothers though he has renounced them. A perpetual prison will protect the society against future perfidy, and at the same time let the brothers gather the gain due to them if only as a forfeit. As for Lorenza Feliciani, a dreadful doom—— ”
“Stay,” said Balsamo, with the greatest calm in his voice. “You are forgetting that I have not defended myself. The accused ought to have a hearing in his justification. One word will suffice—one piece of evidence. Wait for me one moment while I bring the proof I speak of.”
The judges consulted an instant.
“Do you fear that I will commit suicide?” said the accused with a bitter smile. “I wear a ring that would kill this room-full of people were I to open it. Do you fear that I will flee? Let me be escorted, if that be your fear.”
“Go,” said the president.
For only a while did the prisoner disappear; then they heard his step descending the stairs, heavily. He entered.
On his shoulder was the cold discolored, rigid corpse of Lorenza, with her white hand sweeping the floor.
“As you said, this woman—whom I adored and was my treasure, my only joy, my very life—she betrayed us,” he said: “here she is—take her! The High Justicer of heaven did not wait for you to come and slay her.”
With a movement as swift as lightning, he slid the corpse out of his arms, and rolled it to the feet of the judges. The dark hair and inert hands struck them with all their profound horror while by the lamplight the wound glared with its ominous red, deeply yawning in the midst of the swan-white neck.
“Utter your sentence, now,” said Balsamo.
Aghast, the judges uttered a terror-stricken cry, and fled dizzily in confusion inexpressible. The horses of their carriage and escort were heard neighing in the yard and trampling; the carriage-gate groaned on its hinges and then solemn silence sat once more on the abode of death and despair.
CHAPTER XXXII.
MAN AND GOD.
NOTHING had meanwhile changed in the other part of the house. But the old wizard had seen Balsamo enter his study and carry away the remains of Lorenza, which had recalled him to life.
Shrieks of “Fire!” from the old man reached Balsamo, when, rid of his dread visitors, he had carried Lorenza back to the sofa where only two hours previously she had been reposing before the old sage broke in.
Suddenly he appeared to Althota’ eyes.
“At last,” said the latter, drunk with joy; “I knew you would have fear! see how I can revenge myself! It was well you came, for I was going to set fire to the place.”
His pupil looked at him contemptuously without deigning a word.
“I am thirsty. Give me some water out of that bottle,” he said wildly.
His features were breaking up fast; no steady fire was in his eyes, only frightful gleams, sinister and infernal; under his skin was no more blood. His long arms in which he had carried Lorenza as though she were a child, now dangled like cuttlefish’s suckers. In anger had been consumed the strength momentarily restored him by desperation.
“You won’t give me to drink? You want to kill me with thirst. You covet my books and manuscripts and lore, my treasures! Ah, you think you will enjoy them—wait a bit. Wait, wait!”
Making a supreme effort, he drew from under the cushion on which he was huddled up a bottle which he uncorked. At the contact of air, a flame spouted up from the glass and Althotas, like a magic creature, shook this flame around him.
Instantly, the writings piled up around the old man, the scattered books, the rolls of papyrus extracted with so many hardships from the pyramids of Egypt and the libraries of Herculaneum, caught fire with the quickness of gunpowder. The marble flour was turned into a sheet of fire, and seemed to Balsamo one of those fiery rings described by Dante.
No doubt the old man thought that his disciple would rush among the flames to save him, but he was wrong. He merely drew himself away calmly out of the scope of the fire.
It enveloped the incendiary himself; but instead of frightening him it seemed as if he were in his element. The flame caressed him as if he were a salamander, instead of scorching him.
Though as he sat, it devoured the lower part of his frame, he did not seem to feel it.
On the contrary, the contact appeared salutary, for the dying one’s muscles relaxed, and a new serenity covered his features like a mask. Isolated at this ultimate hour, the spirit forgot the matter, and the old prophet, on his fiery car, seemed about to ascend to heaven.
Calm and resigned, analysing his sensations, listening to his own pangs as the last voices of earth, the old Magus let his farewell sullenly escape to life, hope and power.
“I die with no regret,” he said; “I have enjoyed all earthly boons; I have known everything; I have held all given to the creature to possess—and I am going into immortality.”
Balsamo sent forth a gloomy laugh which attracted the old man’s attention.
Althotas darted on him a look through the veiling flames, which was impressed with ferocious majesty.
“Yea, you are right: I had not foreseen one Thing—God!”
As if this mighty word had snatched the soul out of him, he dwindled up in the chair: his last breath had gone up to the Giver whom he had thought to deprive of it.
Balsamo heaved a sigh, and without trying to save a thing from the pyre of this modern Zoroaster dying, he went down to Lorenza, having set the trap so that it closed in all the fire as in an immense kiln.
All through the night the volcano blazed over Balsamo with the roaring of a whirlwind, but he neither sought to extinguish it or to flee. After having burnt up all that was combustible, and left the study bare to the sky, the fire went out, and Balsamo heard its last roar die away like Althota’ in a sigh.
CHAPTER XXXIII.
THE FAINTING FITS.
ANDREA was in her room, giving a final touch to her rebellious curls when she heard the step of her father, who appeared as she crossed the sill of the antechamber with a book under her arm.
“Good morning, Andrea,” said the baron; “going out, I see.”
“I am going to the Dauphiness who expects me.”
“Alone?”
“Since Nicole ran away, I have no attendant.”
“But you cannot dress yourself alone; no lady ever does it: I advised you quite another course.”
“Excuse me, but the Dauphiness awaits—— ”
“My child, you will get yourself ridiculed if you go on like this and ridicule is fatal at court.”
“I will attend to it, father: but at present the Dauphiness will overlook the want of an elaborate attire for the haste I show to join her.”
“Be back soon for I have something serious to say. But you are never going out without a touch of red on the cheeks. They look quite hollow and your eyes are circled with large rings. You will frighten people thus.”
“I have no time to do anything more, father.”
“This is odious, upon my word,” said Taverney, shrugging his shoulders: “there is only one woman in the world who does not think anything of herself and I am cursed with her for my daughter. What atrociously bad luck! Andrea!”
But she was already at the foot of the stairs. She turned.
“At least, say you are not well,” he suggested. “That will make you interesting at all events.”
“There will be no telling lies there, father, for I feel really very ill at present.”
“That is the last straw,” grumbled the baron. “A sick girl on my hands, with the favor of the King lost and Richelieu cutting me dead! Plague take the nun!” he mumbled.
He entered his daughter’s room to ferret about for some confirmation of his suspicions.
During this time Andrea had been fighting with an unknown indisposition as she made her way through the shrubbery to the Little Trianon. Standing on the threshold, Lady Noailles made her understand that she was late and that she was looking out for her.
The titular reader to the Dauphiness, an abbe, was reciting the news, above all desonating on the rumor that a riot had been caused by the scarcity of corn and that five of the ringleaders had been arrested and sent to jail.
Andrea entered. The Dauphiness was in one of her wayward periods and this time preferred the gossip to the book; she regarded Andrea as a spoilsport. So she remarked that she ought not to have missed her time and that things good in themselves were not always good out of season.
Abashed by the reproach and particularly its injustice, the vice-reader replied nothing, though she might have said her father detained her and that her not feeling well had retarded her walk. Oppressed and dazed, she hung her head, and closing her eyes as if about to die, she would have fallen only for the Duchess of Noailles catching her.
“Oh, dear, she is white as her handkerchief,” said the Archduchess; “it is my fault for scolding her. Poor girl, take a seat! Do you think you could go on with your reading?”
“Certainly; I hope so, at least.”
But hardly had she cast her eyes on the page before black specks began to swarm and float before her sight and they made the print indecipherable.
She turned pale anew; cold perspiration beaded her brow; and the dark ring round her eyes with which Taverney had blamed his daughter enlarged so that the princesses exclaimed, as Andrea’s faltering made her raise her head.
“Again? look, duchess, the poor child must be ill, for she is losing her senses.”
“The young lady must get home as soon as possible,” said the Mistress of the Household drily. “Thus commences the small pox.”
The priest rose and stole away on tiptoe, not wanting to risk his beauty.
“Yes,” said the Dauphiness, in whose arms the girl came to, “you had better retire, but do not go indoors at once. A stroll in the garden may do you good. Oh, send me back my abbe, who is yonder among the tulips.”
Andrea was glad to be out doors, but she felt little improved. To reach the priest she had to make a circuit. She walked with lowered head, heavy with the weight of the strange dulness with which she had suffered since rising. She paid no attention to the birds hunting each other among the blooming hedges or to the bees humming amid the thyme and lilacs. She did not remark, only a few paces off, Dr. Jussieu giving a lesson in gardening to Gilbert. Since the pupil perceived the promenader, he made but a poor auditor.
“Oh, heavens!” interrupted he, suddenly extending his arms.
“What is the matter?” asked the lecturer.
“She has fainted!”
“Who? are you mad?”
“A lady,” answered Gilbert, quickly.
His pallor and his alarm would have betrayed him as badly as his cry of “She” but Jussieu had looked off in the other direction.
He saw Andrea fallen on a garden seat, ready to give up the last sensible breath.
It was the time when the King had the habit of paying the Dauphin a visit and came through this way. He suddenly appeared, holding a hothouse peach, with a true selfish king’s wonder, thinking whether it would not be better for the welfare of France that he should enjoy it rather than the princess.
“What is the matter?” he cried as he saw the two men racing towards the swooning girl whom he vaguely distinguished but did not recognize, thanks to his weak sight.
“The King!” exclaimed Jussieu, holding Andrea in his arms.
“The King!” murmured she, swooning away in earnest this time.
Approaching, the King knew her at last and exclaimed with a shudder:
“Again? this is an unheard-of thing! when people have such maladies, they ought to shut themselves up! it is not proper to go dying all over the house and grounds at all hours of the day and night.”
And on he went, grumbling all sorts of disagreeable things against poor Andrea. Jussieu did not understand the allusion, but seeing Gilbert in fear and anxiety, he said:
“Come along, Gilbert; you are stronger; carry Mdlle. de Taverney to her lodgings.”
“I?” protested Gilbert, quivering; “She would never forgive me for touching her. No, never!”
And off he ran, calling for help.
When the gardeners and some servants came up, they transported the girl to her rooms where they left her in the hands of her father.
But from another point arrived the Dauphiness, who had heard of the disaster from the King, and who not only came but brought her physician.
Dr. Louis was a young man, but he was intelligent.
“Your highness,” he reported to his patroness, “the young lady’s malady is quite natural and not usually dangerous.”
“And do you not prescribe anything?”
“There is absolutely nothing to be done.”
“Very well; she is luckier than I, for I shall die unless you send me the sleeping pills you promised.”
“I will prepare them myself when I get home.”
When he was gone the princess remained by her reader.
“Cheer up, my dear Andrea,” she said with a kindly smile. “There is nothing serious in your case for the doctor will not prescribe anything whatever.”
“I am glad to hear it, but he is a little wrong, for I do not feel at all well, I declare to you.”
“Still the ail cannot be severe at which a doctor laughs. Have a good sleep, my child; I will send somebody to attend you for I notice that you are quite alone. Will you accompany me, my Lord of Taverney?”
CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE AVENGER.
FOR a month Gilbert wandered round the sick girl’s lodgings, inventing work in the gardens in their neighborhood so that he could keep his eye constantly on the windows.
In this time he had grown paler; on his face youth was no more to be viewed than in the strange fire in his eyes and the dead-white and even complexion; his mouth curled by dissimulation, his sidelong glance, and the sensitive quivering of his muscles belonged already to later years.
Looking up, billhook in hand as a horseman struck sparks from the ride by the walk, he recognized Philip Taverney.
He moved towards the hedgerow. But the cavalier urged his horse towards him, calling out:
“Hey, Gilbert!”
The young man’s first impulse was for flight, for panic seized him and he felt like racing over the garden and the ponds themselves.
“Do you not know me, Gilbert?” shouted the captain in a gentle tone which was understood by the incorrigible youth.
Comprehending his folly, Gilbert stopped. He retraced his steps but slowly and with distrust.
“Not at first, my lord,” he said trembling: “I took you for one of the guards, and as I was idling, I feared to be brought to task and booked for punishment.”
Content with this explanation, Philip dismounted, put the bridle round his arm and leaning the other hand on Gilbert’s shoulder which visibly made him shudder, he went on:
“What is the matter, boy? Oh, I can guess; my father has been treating you with harshness and injustice. But I have always liked you.”
“So you have.”
“Then forget the evil others do you. My sister has also been always good to you.”
“Hardly,” replied Gilbert: with an expression no one could have understood for it embodied an accusation to Andrea, and an excuse for himself, bursting like pride while groaning like remorse.
“I understood,” said Philip: “she is a little high-handed at times, but she is good-hearted. Do you know where our good Andrea is at the present?”
“In her rooms, I suppose, sir,” gasped Gilbert, struck to the heart. “How am I to know—— ”
“Alone, as usual, and pining?”
“In all probability, alone, since Nicole has run away.”
“Nicole run away?”
“With her sweetheart—at least it is presumed so,” said Gilbert, seeing that he had gone too far.
“I do not understand you, Gilbert. One has to wrench every word out of you. Try to be a little more amiable. You have sense, and learning, so do not mar your acquirements with an affected roughness unbecoming to your station in life, and not likely to lift you to a higher.”
“But I do not know anything about what you ask of me; I am a gardener and am ignorant of what goes on in the palace.”
“But, Gilbert, I believed you had eyes and owed some return in watchfulness to the house of Taverney, however slight may have been its hospitality.”
“Master Philip,” returned the other in a high hoarse voice, for Philip’s kindness and another unspoken feeling had mollified him: “I do like you; and that is why I tell you that your sister is very ill.”
“Very ill?” ejaculated the gentleman: “why did you not tell me so at the start?” “What is it?” he asked, walking so quickly.
“Nobody knows. She fainted three times in the grounds yesterday and the Dauphiness’s doctor has been to see her, as well as my lord the baron.”
Philip was not listening any farther for his presentiments were realized and his fortitude came to him in face of danger. He left his horse in Gilbert’s charge, and ran to the chapel.
Gilbert put the horse up in the stable and ran into the woods like one of those wild or obscene birds which cannot bear the eye of man.
On entering the ante-chamber Philip missed the flowers of which his sister used to be fond but which irritated her since her indisposition.
As he entered she was musing on a little sofa before mentioned. Her lovely brow surcharged with clouds drooped lowly, and her fine eyes vacillated in their orbits. Her hands were hanging and though the position ought to have filled them with blood they were white as a waxen statue’s.
Philip caught the strange expression and, alarmed as he was, he thought that his sister’s ailment had mental affliction in it.
The sight caused so much trembling in his heart that he could not restrain a start in flight.
Andrea lifted her eyes and rose like a galvanised corpse, with a loud scream; breathlessly she clung to her brother’s neck.
“Yes, Philip, you!” she panted, and force quitted her before she could speak more.
“Yes, I who return to find you ill,” he said, embracing and sustaining her for he felt her yield. “Poor sister, what has happened you?”
Andrea laughed with a nervous tone which hurt him instead of encouraging as she intended.
“Nothing: the doctor whom the Dauphiness kindly sent me, says it is nothing he can remedy. I am quite well save for some fainting fits which came over me.”
“But you are so pale?”
“Did I ever have much color?”
“No, but you were alive at that time, while now—— ”
“It is nothing: the pleasant shock of seeing you again—— ”
“Dear Andrea!”
But as he pressed her to his heart, her strength fled once more and she fell on the sofa, whiter than the muslin curtains on which her face was outlined.
She gradually recovered and looked handsomer than ever.
“Your emotion at my return is very sweet and flattering, but I should like to know about your illness—to what you attribute it?”
“I do not know, dear: the spring, the coming of the flowers: you know I have always been nervous. Yesterday the perfume of the Persian lilacs nearly suffocated me—I believe it was then I was taken bad. Strange to say, I who used to be so fond of the flowers hold them in execration now. For over two weeks not so much as a daffodil has entered my rooms. But let us leave them. It is the headache I have, which caused a swoon and made Mdlle. de Taverney a happy girl, because it has drawn the notice of the Dauphiness upon her. She has come here to see me. Oh, Philip, what a delicate friend and charming patroness she is! But since her doctor says there is nothing to be alarmed at, tell me why you have been alarmed?”
“It was that little numbskull Gilbert, of course!”
“Gilbert,” repeated the lady testily. “Did you believe that little idiot who is only able in doing or saying ill? But how is it I see you without any notice?”
“Answer me why you ceased to write?”
“Only for a few days.”
“For a full fortnight, you negligent girl! Ah, I was utterly forgotten there even by my sister. They were in a dreadful hurry to pack me off, yet when I got there I never heard a word about the fabulous regiment of which I was to take command as promised by the King per the Duke of Richelieu to our father himself.”
“Oh, do not be astonished at that,” said the girl, “the duke and father are quite upset about it. They are like two bodies with one soul; but father sometimes cries out against him, saying he is betrayed. Who betrays him? I do not know and between us I little want to know. Father lives like a soul in purgatory, fretting about something which never comes.”
“But the King, he is not well disposed to us?”
“Speak low. The King,” replied Andrea, looking timidly round. “I am afraid the King is very fickle. The interest which he professed for our house, for each of us, cooled off, without my being able to understand it. He does not look at me and yesterday he turned back on me—which was when I fainted in the garden.”
“Then little Gilbert was right.”
“To tell everybody that I fainted? what does it matter to the miserable little rogue? I know, my dear Philip,” added Andrea laughing, “that it is not the proper thing to faint in a royal residence but it is not one of those things that one does for the fun of it.”
“Poor dear, I can well believe that it is not your fault: but go on.”
“That is all; and Master Gilbert might have withheld his remarks about it.”
“There you are abusing the poor boy again.”
“And you taking his defense.”
“For mercy’s sake, do not be so rude to him, so hard, for I have heard how you treat him. But, goodness, what is the matter now?”
This time she fainted so that it took a long time for her senses to return.
“Undoubtedly you suffer,” said Philip, “so as to alarm persons more bold than I am when you are concerned. Say what you like, this is a case that wants attending to. I will see your doctor myself,” he concluded tranquilly.
CHAPTER XXXV.
THE MISUNDERSTANDING.
THE day was closing and Dr. Louis, who was trying to read a medical tract as he came along in the twilight to the chapel, was vexed at the interposition of an opaque body to intercept the scanty light.
Raising his head and seeing a man before him, he asked:
“What do you want?”
“Excuse me but is not this Dr. Louis?” asked Philip de Taverney.
“Yes, sir,” replied the doctor shutting his book.
“I should like a word with you—— ”
“Pardon me, but I am in attendance on her Royal Highness the Dauphiness and—— ”
“But the lady I wish to ask you about is in her household—— ”
“Do you mean Mdlle. de Taverney?”
“Precisely.”
“Aha,” said the doctor quickly, examining the young captain.
“I am afraid she is very bad, for she went off into a swoon more than once while I was speaking to her this afternoon.”
“Oh, you seem to take this to heart?”
“I love Mdlle. de Taverney more than my life.”
He spoke the words with such exalted brotherly affection that the doctor was deceived.
“Oh, so it is you who is the lover?” he exclaimed.
Philip fell two steps back, carrying his hand to his brow and becoming pale as death.
“Mind, sir, you insult my sister!”
“Oh, your sister? excuse me, captain, but your air of mystery, the hour of your addressing me and the place, all led me into error which I deplore.”
“Stay, sir; you think that Mdlle. de Taverney has a lover—— ”
“Captain Taverney, I have not said a word of the sort to the Dauphiness, to your father, or to you—press me no more.”
“On the contrary, we must speak of this. And yet it is impossible. I should have to give up all the religion of my life: it is accusing an angel—it is defying heaven! Doctor, let me require you to approve this. Science may err.”
“Seldom.”
“But, doctor, promise me that you will come and see her when you return from the Dauphiness? it is the boon the victim would not be refused by the executioner. You will see her again?”
“It is useless; but I should like to be mistaken. Captain, I will come and see your sister to-night.”
Dr. Louis was one of those grave and honorable men for whom science is a holy thing and who study religiously. In a materialistic age he studied mental maladies: under the husk of the practitioner he had a heart and that was why he told Philip that he hoped he had erred.
That was why, too, he came to make a more full examination and was true to his appointment.
Whether by accident or from emotion due to the doctor’s call, Andrea was seized with one of those fainting fits which had so alarmed her brother, and she was staggering, with her handkerchief carried to her mouth in pain.
The doctor assisted her to the sofa and sat down on it beside her. She was astonished at the second visit of one who had declared the case insignificant that same morning and still more that he should take her hand, not like a doctor to feel her pulse, but like a friend. She was almost going to snatch it away.
“Do you desire to see me, or is it merely the desire of your brother?” he asked.
“My brother did announce his intention of seeing you; but after your having said the matter was of no moment I should not have disturbed you myself.”
“Your brother seems to be excitable, jealous of his honor, and intractable on some points. I suppose this is why you have not unbosomed yourself to him?”
Andrea looked at him with supreme haughtiness.
“Allow me to finish. It is natural that seeing the pain of the young gentleman and foreseeing his anger, you should obstinately keep secret before him: but towards me, the physician of the soul as well as of the body, one who sees and knows, you will be spared half the painful road of revelation and I have the right to expect you will be more frank.”
“Doctor,” replied Andrea, “if I did not see my brother darkened with true grief and yourself with a reputation of gravity I might believe you were in a plot to play some comedy with me and to frighten me into taking some disagreeable medicine.”
“I entreat you, young lady,” said the doctor frowning, “to stop in this course of dissimulation.”
“Dissimulation?”
“Would you rather I said hypocrisy?”
“Sir, you offend me.”
“You mean that I read you clearly. Will you spare me the pain of making you blush?”
“I do not understand you,” said the girl, three times, looking at the doctor with eyes shining with interrogation and defiance, and almost with menace.
“But I understand you. You doubt science, and you hope to hide your condition from the world. But, undeceive yourself—with one word I pull down your pride: you are enceinte!”
Andrea uttered a frightful shriek and fell back on the sofa.
This cry was followed by the crash of the door flying open and Philip bounded into the room, drawing his sword and crying:
“You lie!”
Without letting go the pulse of the fainted woman, the doctor turned round to the captain.
“I have said what it was my duty to say,” he replied: “and it is not your sword, in or out of the sheath, which will belie me. I deeply sorrow for you, young gentleman, for you have inspired as much sympathy as this girl has aversion by her perseverance in falsehood.”
Andrea made not a movement but Philip started.
“I am father of a family,” went on the doctor, “and I understand what you must suffer. I promise you my services as I do my discretion. My word is sacred, and everybody will tell you that I hold it dearer than my life.”
“This is impossible!”
“It is true. Adieu, Captain.”
When he was gone, Philip shut all the doors and windows, and coming back to his sister who watched with stupor these ominous preparations, he said, folding his arms:
“You have cowardly and stupidly deceived me. Cowardly, because I loved you above all else, and esteemed you, and my trust ought to have induced your own though you had no affection. Stupidly, because a third person holds the infamous secret which defames us; because spite of your cunning, it must have appeared to all eyes; lastly, because if you had confessed the state to me, I might have saved you from my affection for you. Your honor, so long as you were not wedded, belongs to all of us—that is, you have shamed us all.
“Now, I am no longer your brother since you have blotted out the title: only a man interested in extorting from you by all possible means the whole secret in order that I may obtain some reparation. I come to you full of anger and resolution, and I say that you shall be punished as cowards deserve for having been such a coward as to shelter yourself behind a lie. Confess your crime, or—— ”
“Threats, to me?” cried the proud Andrea, “to a woman?” And she rose pale and menacing likewise.
“Not to a woman but to a faithless, dishonored creature.”
“Threats,” continued Andrea, more and more exasperated, “to one who knows nothing, can understand nothing of this except that you are looked upon by me as sanguinary madmen leagued to kill me with grief if not with shame.”
“Aye, you shall be killed if you do not confess,” said Philip. “Die on the instant, for heaven hath doomed you and I strike at its bidding.”
The convulsively young man convulsively picked up his sword, and applied the point like lightning to his sister’s breast.
“Yes, kill me!” she screamed, without shrinking at the smart of the wound.
She was even springing forward, full of sorrow and dementia, and her leap was so quick that the sword would have run through her bosom but for the sudden terror of Philip and the sight of a few drops of red on her muslin at the neck making him draw back.
At the end of his strength and his anger, he dropped the blade and fell on his knees at her feet. He wound his arms round her.
“No, Andrea,” he cried, “it is I who shall die. You love me no more and I care for nothing in the world. Oh, you love another to such a degree that you prefer death to a confession poured out on my bosom. Oh, Andrea, it is time that I was dead.”
She seized him as he would have dashed away, and wildly embraced him and covered him with tears and kisses.
“No, Philip, you are right. I ought to die since I am called guilty. But you are so good, pure and noble, that nobody will ever defame you and you should live to sorrow for me, not curse me.”
“Well, sister,” replied the young man, “in heaven’s name, for the sake of our old time’s love, fear nothing for yourself or him you love. I require no more of you, not even his name. Enough that the man pleased you, and so he is dear to me.
“Let us quit France. I hear that the King gave you some jewels—let us sell them and get away together. We will send half to our father and hide with the other. I will be all to you and you all to me. I love no one, so that I can be devoted to you. Andrea, you see what I do for you; you see you may rely on my love. Come, do you still refuse me your trust? will you not call me your brother?”
In silence, Andrea had listened to all the desperate young man had said: only the throbbing of her heart indicated life; only her looks showed reason.
“Philip,” she said after a long pause, “you have thought that I loved you no longer, poor brother! and loved another man? now I forgive you all but the belief that I am impious enough to take a false oath. Well, I swear by high heaven which hears me, by our mother’s soul—it seems that she has not long enough defended me, alas! that a thought of love has never distracted my reason. Now, God hath my soul in His holy keeping, and my body is at your disposal.”
“Then there is witchcraft here,” cried Philip; “I have heard of philters and potions. Someone has laid a hellish snare for you. Awake, none could have won this prize—sleeping, they have despoiled you. But we are together now and you are strong with me. You confide your honor in me and I shall revenge you.”
“Yes, revenge, for it would be for a crime!” said the girl, with a sombre glow in her eyes.
“Well let us search out the criminal together,” continued the Knight of Redcastle. “Have you noticed any one spying you and following you about—have you had letters—has a man said he loved you or led you to suppose so—for women have a remarkable instinct in such matters?”
“No one, nothing.”
“Have you never walked out alone?”
“I always had Nicole with me.”
“Nicole? a girl of dubious morals. Have I known all about her escapade?”
“Only that she is supposed to have run away with her sweetheart.”
“How did you part?”
“Naturally enough; she attended to her duties up to nine o’clock when she arranged my things, set out my drink for the night and went away.”
“Your drink? may she not have mixed something with it?”
“No; for I remember that I felt that strange thrill as I was putting the glass to my lips.”
“What strange thrill?”
“The same I felt down at our place when that foreign lord Baron Balsamo came to our home. Something like vertigo, a dazing, a loss of all the faculties. I was at my piano when I felt all spin and swim around me. Looking before me I saw the baron reflected in a mirror. I remember no more except that I found myself waking in the same spot without ability to reckon how long I had been unconscious.”
“Is this the only time you experienced this feeling?”
“Again on the night of the accident with the fireworks. I was dragged along with the crowd when suddenly, on the point of being mangled, a cloud came over my eyes and my rigid arms were extended: through the cloud I just had time to catch a glimpse of that man. I fell off into a sleep or swoon then. You know that Baron Balsamo carried me away and brought me home.”
“Yes; and did you see him again on the night when Nicole fled?”
“No; but I felt all the symptoms which betoken his presence. I went into sleep; when I woke, I was not on the bed but on the floor, alone, cold as in death. I called for Nicole but she had disappeared.”
“Twice then you saw this Baron Joseph Balsamo in connection with this strange sleep: and the third time—— ”
“I divined that he was near,” said Andrea, who began to understand his inference.
“It is well,” said Philip. “Now you may rest tranquil and abate not your pride, Andrea: I know the secret. Thank you, dear sister, we are saved!”
He took her in his arms, pressed her affectionately to his heart, and, borne away by the fire of his determination, dashed out of the rooms without awaiting or listening for anything.
He ran to the stables, saddled and bridled his steed with his own hands, and rode off at the top of speed to Paris.
CHAPTER XXXVI.
TWO SORROWS.
PHILIP was ignorant of Balsamo’s address but he remembered that of the lady who he said had harbored Andrea. The Marchioness of Savigny’s maid supplied him with the directions, and it was not without profound emotion that he stood before the house in St. Claude Street, where he conjectured Andrea’s repose and honor were entombed.
He knocked at the door with a sure enough hand, and, as was the habit, the door was opened.
Leading his horse, he entered the yard. But he had not taken four steps before he was faced by Fritz.
“I wish to speak to the master of the house, Count Fenix,” said Philip, vexed at this simple obstacle and frowning as though the German were not fulfilling his duty.
He fastened his horse to a hitching-ring in the wall and proceeded up to the house.
“My lord is not at home,” answered Fritz.
“I am a soldier and so understand the value of orders,” said the captain: “your master cannot have foreseen my call which is exceptional.”
“The prohibition is for everybody,” replied Fritz, blunderingly.
“Oh, then, your master is in!”
“Well, suppose he is?” challenged Fritz, who was beginning to lose patience.
“Then I shall wait till I see him.”
“My lord is not at home,” repeated the valet: “we have had a fire here and the place is not fit to live in.”
“But you are living here!”
“I am the care-taker. And any way,” he continued, getting warm, “whether the count is or is not in, people do not force their way in; if you try to break the rule, why—I will put you out,” he added tranquilly.
“You?” sneered the dragoon of the Dauphiness’s Regiment, with kindling eye.
“I am the man,” rejoined Fritz, with his national peculiarity of being the more cool while the more roused up.
The gentleman had his sword out in a minute. But Fritz, without any emotion at the sight of the steel, or calling—perhaps he was alone in the house—plucked a short pike off a trophy of arms and attacking Philip like a single-stick player rather than a fencer, shivered the court sword.
The captain yelled with rage, and sprang to the panoply to get a weapon for himself. But at this, a secret door opened, and the count appeared enframed in the dark doorway.
“What is this noise, Fritz?” he asked.
“Nothing, my lord,” replied the German, but placing himself with the pike on guard so as to defend his master, who, standing on the stairs, was half above him.
“Count Fenix,” said Philip, “is it the habit in your country for visitors to be received by the pikepoints of your varlets or only a peculiar custom of your noble house?”
At a sign Fritz lowered his weapon and stood it up in a corner.
“Who are you?” queried the count, seeing badly by the corridor lamplight.
“I am Philip of Taverney,” replied the officer, thinking the name would be ample for the count’s conscience.
“Taverney? my lord, I was handsomely entertained by your father—be welcome here,” said the count.
“This is better,” uttered Philip.
“Be good enough to follow me.”
Balsamo closed the secret door and walked before his guest to the parlor where he had outfaced the five masters of the Invisibles. It was lighted up as though visitors were expected, but that was only one of the habits of this luxurious establishment.
“Good evening, Captain Taverney,” said Fenix in a voice so mild and low that it made him look at him.
He started back. He was but the shadow of himself: a smile of mortal sorrow flitted on the pallid lips.
“I must offer excuses for my servant,” he said; “he was only obeying orders and you must own that you were wrong to overbear them.”
“My lord, you must know that there are cases when circumstances overrule,” returned Philip, “and this is one of them. To speak to you, I was bound to brave death.”
“Speak quickly,” said Balsamo, “for I warn you that I listen out of kindness and that I am soon tired.”
“I shall speak as I ought to do, and at what length I see fit, and whether you please or not, I shall commence with a question.”
At this, a flash of lightning was disengaged from Balsamo’s terrible frowning brows.
“Sir,” said he, with a tone which he forced to be calm while haughty, “since I have had the honor to see you, I have met misfortune; my house has been partly burnt, and many valuable objects destroyed, very valuable, understand; the result is that I am grieved and a little estranged by this grief. I beg you to be clear, therefore, or I must immediately take leave of you.”
“Oh, no,” replied Philip, “you are not going to leave as easily as you say. You may have had misfortunes, but one has befallen me, far greater than any of yours, I am sure.”
Balsamo smiled hopelessly as before.
“The honor of my family is lost my lord, and you can restore it.”
“Indeed? you must be mad,” and he put out his hand to ring a bell, and yet with so dull and feelingless a gesture that Philip did not stay it.
“I am mad,” said he in a broken voice. “But do you not understand that the question is of my sister, whom you held senseless in your arms on the 31st of May, last, and whom you took to a house no doubt of ill fame—my sister, of whom I demand the honor, sword in hand.”
“What a lot of beating the bush to come to a plain fact. You say I insulted—Who says I insulted your sister?”
“She herself, my lord—— ”
“Verily, you give me a very sad idea of yourself and your sister. You ought to know that it is the vilest of speculations that some women make with their fame. As you come to me, bursting in at my door, with your sword flourished like the bully in the Italian comedies who quarrels for his sister, it proves that she has great need of a husband or you of money—for you hear that I make gold. You are mistaken on both points, sir: You will get no money, and your sister will remain unwed.”
“Then I will have all the blood in your veins,” roared Philip.
“No, I want it, to shed it on a more serious occasion. So take yourself off, or if you do not and make a noise, I shall call Fritz, who at a sign from me, will snap you in twain like a reed. Begone!”
As Philip tried to stop him ringing the bell, he opened an ebony box on a gilt console and took out a pair of pistols which he cocked.
“Well, I would rather this—kill me,” said the young man, “because you have dishonored me.”
He spoke the words with so much truth, that Balsamo said as he bent mild eyes upon him:
“Is it possible that you are acting in earnest? and that Mdlle. de Taverney alone conceived the idea and urged you forward? I am willing to admit that I owe you satisfaction. I swear on my honor that my conduct towards your sister on that memorable night was irreproachable. Do you believe me? You must read in my eyes that I do not fear a duel? Do not be deceived by my apparent weakness. It is a fact that I have scant blood in my face; but my muscles have lost none of their strength. See!”
With one hand and no apparent effort, he raised off its pedestal a massive bronze vase.
“Well, my lord, I grant that for the 31st of May; but you use a subterfuge: you have seen my sister since.”
Balsamo wavered but he said:
“True: I have seen her.” And his brow clouded with terrible memories.
“But, granting that I have seen her, what does that prove against me?”
“You did it to plunge her into that inexplicable sleep which she has felt three times at your approach and which you took advantage of to commit a crime.”
“Again, who says this?”
“My sister!”
“How could she know, being asleep?”
“Ah, you confess that she was put to sleep?”
“More than that, I put her to sleep.”
“In what end—to dishonor her?”
“In what end, alas!” said the mesmerist, letting his head fall on his breast. “To have her reveal a secret more precious than life. And during that night—— ”
“My sister is a mother!”
“True,” exclaimed Balsamo, “I remember I omitted to awaken her. And some villain profited by her sleep on that dreadful night—dreadful for all of us.”
“You are mocking at me?”
“No, I will convince you. Take me to your sister. I have committed an oversight, but I am pure of crime. I left the girl in a magnetic slumber. In compensation of this fault, which it is just to pardon me, I will give up to you the malefactor’s name.”
“Tell it, tell it!”
“I know it not, but your sister does.”
“But she has refused to name him.”
“Refused you, but not me. Will you believe her if she accuses someone?”
“Yes; for she is an angel of purity.”
Balsamo called his man and ordered the horses to be harnessed to his carriage.
“You will tell me the guilty man’s name,” said Philip.
“My friend,” said the count, “your sword was broken in my house; let me replace it with another.” He took off the wall a magnificent rapier with a chiselled hilt which he placed in the officer’s sheath.
“And you?”
“I have no need of a weapon,” he continued, “my defense is at Trianon and my defender will be yourself when your sister shall have spoken.”
CHAPTER XXXVII.
THE GUILTY ONE.
DRIVEN by Fritz, the count’s excellent team covered the ground swiftly.
Philip was silent if not patient during the ride, for he felt that he was not the superior power which could persuade or domineer over this wonderful man.
When they had passed the palace gates and were near the chapel, he stopped.
“A last word, my lord,” he said; “I do not know what question you were to put to my sister; at least, spare her the incidents of the horrible scene passing during her unconsciousness. Spare the purity of the soul since the reverse befell the virginity of the body.”
“Captain,” replied Balsamo, “mark this well. I never came into these gardens farther than the hedges you see yonder fronting the line of buildings where your sister is lodged. As for the scene which you fear the effect of on her mind, the effect will be for yourself alone, and on a sleeping person; for I will at the present send your sister into the mesmeric sleep.”
He made a halt folding his arms and turning towards the house where Andrea dwelt, he stood quiet for a space, frowning, with an expression of will strong on his face.
“It is done—she is asleep,” he said. “You doubt? To prove that I can command her at a distance, I order her to come and meet you at the foot of the stairs where took place our last interview.”
“When I see that, I shall believe,” said the officer.
They went and stood in the grove and Balsamo held out his hand towards the chapel. A sound made them start in the next cluster of trees.
“Look out, there is a man!” said Balsamo.
“I see—it is Gilbert, one of the gardeners here, but he used to be a retainer of ours,” said Philip.
“Have you anything to fear from him?”
“No, I should think not: but never mind, stay. If he is up already to work, others may be about.”
During this time, Gilbert fled frightened, for seeing Philip with Balsamo, he instinctively comprehended that he was lost.
“My lord,” said Philip, yielding to the charm the magnetiser exercised on everybody, “if really your power is great enough to bring my sister hither, manifest it by some sign, without having her out to a place so public as this where any passer may see and hear.”
“You spoke in time,” was the other’s answer, grasping his arm and pointing to Andrea’s white figure, appearing at the corridor window as she was obeying the supernatural mandate.
He held his palm open towards her and she stopped short.
Then, like a statue revolved on the pedestal, she wheeled round, and returned into her room.
Some instants afterwards the two gentlemen were in the same place.
But rapid as had been their movement, time was given for a third person to glide into the house and hide in Nicole’s room, for he understood that his life depended on this interview.
It was Gilbert.
Philip had taken his sister in his arms and placed her in a chair while the count shut the door. Then he took up a candle and passed it to and fro before her eyes, without the flame causing her lids to blink.
“Are you convinced that she sleeps?”
“That is plain but, good God! how strange is this sleep,” said Philip.
“I will question her; or since you fear I may put some inapt question to her, do so yourself.”
“But though I have spoken to her and touched her just now, she did not appear to hear me or heed me.”
“You were not in continuity with her: I will place you in contact.”
He joined the hands of brother and sister, and at once Andrea smiled and murmured:
“It is you, brother.”
“She knows you and will answer: question.”
“But if she did not remember awake, how can she when sleeping?”
“A mystery of science.”
Sighing, he sat in an armchair in the corner.
Philip was motionless, thinking how to begin, when as if responding to his reflections, Andrea, with her face clouding like his own, said:
“You are right, brother, it is a sad affliction to the family.”
Philip had not expected that she could translate his very mind and he shuddered.
“Make her speak, sir,” suggested Balsamo.
“How?”
“By willing that she shall do so.”
Philip looked at his sister while mentally formulating an inquiry and she blushed.
“Oh, Philip, how unkind of you to believe that Andrea would deceive you.”
“Then you love nobody?”
“Not one.”
“But there was an accomplice, the guilty person who must be punished.”
“I do not understand you, brother.”
“You must press her,” said Balsamo: “question her bluntly, without heed of her modesty, for when awakened she will recall nothing of this.”
“But can she answer such questions?”
“Mark,” said Balsamo: “Do you see?”
She started at the sound of his voice and turned towards him.
“Not so clearly as if you were speaking,” she replied: “but still I do see.”
“Then tell me what you see on the night of your fainting.”
“Why do you not commence by the night of the 31st of May, sir? Your suspicions start at that point, methinks? this is the time for all to be made clear.”
“No, my lord,” rejoined Philip: “it is useless: I now believe in your word of honor. He who disposes of so wondrous a power would not act in an ignoble way. Sister,” repeated he, “relate to me what happened on the night when you swooned.”
“I do not remember.”
“I suppose as she was asleep—— ”
“Her spirit was awake,” said Balsamo, and holding out his hand to the obstinate medium with a frown indicating a doubling of will and action, he said:
“Remember—I will it!”
“I see myself,” said Andrea. “I hold in hand the glass prepared by Nicole. Oh, goodness! the wretch! she has put some drug in the water and if I drink, I am lost. I am going to drink it at the moment the count calls—— ”
“What count?”
“There,” and Andrea pointed to Balsamo. “I set down the glass and I fall into the sleep. I go forth to meet him under my window in the linden grove.”
“The count never was in the same room with you, sister?”
“Never.”
“You see, sir?” said Balsamo.
“You say you went to meet the count?”
“Oh, I obey him when he calls.”
“What did he want?”
Andrea turned towards the third person, questioningly.
“Tell it, for I am not listening,” said Balsamo, burying his face in his hands to prevent the voice coming to him.
“He wanted news,” said Andrea in a diminishing voice, not to torture the count’s heart, “of a person who fled from his house and who is—now—dead.”
“Faintly as she breathed the last word, Balsamo heard it, or guessed it was spoken, for he uttered a gloomy sob.
“Proceed,” said he as a long silence fell: “your brother wants to know all and he must know it. After the man obtained the information he sought, what did he do?”
“He went away, leaving me in the garden, where I fell as he departed as though the sustaining force had vanished with him. I was still in the sleep, a leaden one. A man came out of the bushes, took me in his arms and carried me up into my rooms where he placed me on the sofa. Oh,” she said with scorn and disgust, “it is that little Gilbert again.”
“Gilbert?”
“He stands to listen—he goes into the other room but returns frightened. He enters Nicole’s closet—Horror!”
“What?”
“Another man comes in, and I cannot defend myself—not even scream, for I am locked in sleep.”
“Who is this man?”
“Brother,” she answered in the deepest distress, “it is the King!”
Philip shuddered.
“Just as I thought,” muttered Balsamo.
“He approaches me,” continued the medium, “he speaks, he takes me in his arms, he kisses me. Oh, brother!”
Tears rolled down the young captain’s cheeks while he grasped the sword handle which Balsamo had given him.
“Go on,” said the count in a more imperative tone than before.
“What a blessing! he is perplexed, he stops, he looks at me in terror—he flees—Andrea is saved!”
“Saved,” repeated Philip, who was breathlessly listening to her every word.
“Stay! I had forgotten the other, who lurks in the closet, with the bared knife in his hand—pale as death.”
“Gilbert?”
“Gilbert follows the King,” continued Andrea: “he shuts the door behind him, he puts his foot on the candle dropped on the carpet; he advances towards me—Oh!”
Rising on her brother’s arm, her muscles stiffened as though about to snap.
“The villain!” she got out at last, and fell without strength. “It was he!” Then rising so as to reach her brother’s ear, she hissed into it while her eyes glittered: “You will kill him, Philip?”
“Oh, yes,” said the young man.
As he leaped up he overturned a stand of china and the porcelain was shivered to pieces.
The crash was blended with the bang of a door, over which rang Andrea’s shriek.
“We were overheard,” said Philip.
“It is he,” said Andrea.
“Gilbert everywhere? Yes, I will kill him,” and he darted into the anteroom while Andrea fell on the sofa.
But Balsamo ran after him and caught him by the arm.
“Take care, sir,” he said: “the secret will become public; it will come out and the echo in royal residences is noisy.”
“To think it is Gilbert and that he was close to us, listening,” said Philip: “I might have killed the wretch—woe to him!”
“Yes: but silence: you will find him yet. But you must think of your sister. You see how fatigued she is with all this emotion.”
“Yes: I understand what she must suffer by my own feelings; the misfortune is so great and so difficult to repair. I shall die of the shame.”
“No, you will live for her sake. She has need of you, love her, pity her and preserve her! But you have no more want of me?” he asked after a pause.
“No: overlook my suspicions and my insults: although the evil happened through you.”
“I do not excuse myself: but remember what your sister said: that she would have drunk the sleeping draft but for my calling her away. In that case the guilt would have fallen on the King. Would you have considered the fate worse?”
“No, the same crime: I see that we were doomed. Awaken my poor sister, my lord.”
“Not for her to see me and perhaps guess what occurred. Better to do it when at a distance, as I sent her to sleep.”
“One word still, count, as you are a man of honor—— ”
“You need not recommend secrecy to me, being what you say: and because having no farther points of community with mankind, I shall forget it and its secrets; but rely on me, knight, if I can in any way be useful. But no, I can be of use to nobody for I am worth nothing on this earth. Farewell, sir, farewell!”
Bowing, he glanced at Andrea, whose head dropped forward with all the tokens of pain and lassitude.
“O Science,” he sighed, “how many victims for a valueless result!”
As he disappeared, Andrea reanimated: she raised her heavy head as though it were made of lead and looking with astounded eyes at her brother, she muttered:
“Oh, Philip, what has passed?”
“Nothing,” he answered, repressing a sob.
“Nothing? and yet I dreamed—I thought that Dr. Louis said—— ”
“Nothing: you are pure as the daylight: but all accuses you and looks black against you. A terrible secret is imposed on us both. I am going to see Dr. Louis who will tell the Dauphiness that you are home-sick, and we must get you down to Taverney to save you. Father will not go with us, and I will prepare him. Courage—heaven is the goal for all. Make out that you ought never to have left home—that is what made you ill. Be strong, for our honor—the honor of both of us—depends on this.”
He embraced his sister, picked up the sword which had fallen, sheathed it with a trembling hand and darted down the stairs.
CHAPTER XXXVIII.
FATHER AND SON.
THE knight of Redcastle knew he should find his father at their Paris Lodgings. Since his rupture with Richelieu, he found life insupportable at Versailles and he tried to conquer torpor by agitation, and by change of residence.
With frightful spells of swearing, he was pacing the little garden when he saw his son appear. In his expectation he snapped at any branch. He greeted him with a mixture of spite and curiosity; but when he saw his moody face, paleness, rigid lines of feature, and set of the mouth, it froze the flow of questions he was about to let go.
“You? by what hazard?”
“I am bringing bad news,” returned the captain gravely.
The baron staggered.
“Are we quite alone?” asked the younger man.
“Yes.”
“But I think we had better go in, as certain things should not be spoken under the light of heaven.”
Affecting unconcern and even to smile, the baron followed his son into the low sitting room where Philip carefully closed the doors.
“Father, my sister and I are going to take leave of you.”
“What is this?” said the old noble surprised. “How about the army?”
“I am not in the army: happily, the King does not require my services.”
“I do not understand the ‘happily?’”
“I am not driven to the extremity of preferring dishonor to fortune—there you have it.”
“But your sister? does she entertain the same ideas about duty?” asked the baron frowning.
“She has had to rank them beneath those the utmost necessity.”
The baron rose from his chair, grumbling:
“What a foolish pack these riddle-makers are!”
“If what I say is an enigma to you, then I will make it clear. My sister is obliged to go away lest she be dishonored.”
The baron laughed.
“Thunder, what model children I have!” he sneered. “The boy gives up his regiment and the girl a stool-of-state at a princess’s feet, all for fear of dishonor. We are going back to the time of Brutus and Lucretia. In my era, though we had no philosophy, if any one saw dishonor coming, he whipped out his sword and ran the dishonor through the middle. I know it was a sharp method, for a philosopher who does not like to see bloodshed. But, any way, military officers are not cut out for philosophers.”
“I have as much consciousness as you on what honor imposes; but blood will not redeem—— ”
“A truce to your pretty phrases of philosophy,” cried the old man; irritated into trying to be majesty. “I came near saying poltroons.”
“You were quite right not to say it,” retorted the young chevalier, quivering.
The baron proudly bore the threatening and implacable glance.
“I thought that a man was born to me in my house,” said he: “a man who would cut out the tongue of the first knave who dared to tell of dishonor to the Taverney Redcastles.”
“Sometimes the shame comes from an inevitable misfortune, sir, and that is the case of my sister and myself.”
“I pass to the lady. If according to my reasoning, a man ought to attack the dagger, the woman should await it with a firm foot. Where would be the triumph of virtue unless it meets and defeats vice? Now, if my daughter is so weak as to feel like running away—— ”
“My sister is not weak, but she has fallen victim to a plot of scoundrels who have cowardly schemed to stain unblemished honor. I accuse nobody. The crime was conceived in the dark; let it die in the dark, for I understand in my own way the honor of my house.”
“But how do you know?” asked the baron, his eyes glowing with joy at the hope of securing a fresh hold on the plunder. “In this case, Philip, the glory and honor of our house have not vanished; we triumph.”
“Ugh! you are really the very thing I feared,” said the captain with supreme disgust; “you have betrayed yourself—lacking presence of mind before your judge as righteousness before your son.”
“I have no luck with my children,” said the baron; “a fool and a brute.”
“I have yet to say two things to you. The King gave you a collar of pearls and diamonds—— ”
“To your sister.”
“To you. But words matter not. My sister does not wear such jewels. Return them or if you like not to offend his Majesty, keep them.”
He handed the casket to his father who opened it, and threw it on the chiffonier.
“We are not rich since you have pledged or sold the property of our mother—for which I am not blaming you, but so we must choose. If you keep this lodging, we will go to Taverney.”
“Nay, I prefer Taverney,” said the baron, fumbling with his lace ruffles while his lips quivered without Philip appearing to notice the agitation.
“Then we take this house.”
“I will get out at once,” and the baron thought, “down at Taverney I will be a little king with three thousand a-year.”
He picked up the case of jewels and walked to the door, saying with an atrocious smile:
“Philip, I authorise you to dedicate your first philosophical work to me. As for Andrea’s first work, advise her to call it Louis, or Louise, as the case may be. It is a lucky name.”
He went forth, chuckling.
With bloodshot eye, and a brow of fire, Philip clutched his swordhilt, saying:
“God grant me patience and oblivion.”
CHAPTER XXXIX.
GILBERT’S PROJECT.
FOR a week that Gilbert had been in flight from Trianon, he lived in the woods with no other food than the wild roots, plants and fruit. At the last gasp, he went into town to Rousseau’s house, formerly a sure haven, not to foist himself on his hospitality, but to have temporary rest and nourishment.
It was there that he obtained the address of Baron Balsamo, or rather Count Fenix, and to his mansion he repaired.
As he entered, the proprietor was showing out the Prince of Rohan whom a duty of politeness brought to the generous alchemist. The poor, tattered boy dared not look up for fear of being dazzled.
Balsamo watched the cardinal go off in his carriage, with a melancholy eye and turned back on the porch, when this little beggar supplicated him.
“A brief hearing, my lord,” he said. “Do you not recall me?”
“No; but no matter, come in,” said the conspirator whose plots made him acquainted with stranger figures still: and he led him into the first room where he said, without altering his dull tone but gentle manner:
“You asked if I recalled you? well, I seem to have seen you before.”
“At Taverney, when the Archduchess came through. I was a dependent on the family. I have been away three years.”
“Coming to—— ”
“To Paris, where I have studied under M. Rousseau and, later, a gardener at Trianon by the favor of Dr. Jussieu.”
“You are citing high and mighty names: What do you want of me?”
Gilbert fixed a glance on Balsamo not deficient in firmness.
“Do you remember coming to Trianon on the night of the great storm, Friday, six weeks ago? I saw you there.”
“Oho!” said the other. “Have you come to bargain for silence?”
“No, my lord, for I am more interested in keeping the secret than you.”
“Then you are Gilbert!”
With his deep and devouring glance the magnetiser enveloped the young man whose name comprised such a dreadful accusation. Gilbert stood before the table without leaning on it: one of his hands fell gracefully by his side, the other showed its long thin fingers and whiteness spite of the rustic labor.
“I see by your countenance what you come for. You know that a dreadful denunciation is hanging over you from Mdlle. de Taverney, that her brother seeks your life, and you think I will help you to elude the outcome of a cowardly act. You ought not to have the imprudence to walk about in Paris.”
“This little matters. Yes,” said the young man, “I love Mdlle. de Taverney as none other will love her: but she scorned me who was so respectful to her that, twice having her in my arms, I hardly kissed the hem of her dress.”
“You made up for this respect and revenged yourself for the scorn by wronging her, in a trap.”
“I did not set the trap: the occasion to commit the crime was afforded by you.”
The count started as though a snake had stung him.
“You sent Mdlle. Andrea to sleep, my lord,” pursued Gilbert. “When I carried her into her room, I thought that such love as mine must give life to the statue—I loved her and I yielded to my love. Am I as guilty as they say? tell me, you who are the cause of my misery.”
Balsamo gave him a look of sadness and pity.
“You are right, boy: I am the cause of your crime and the girl’s misfortune. I should repair my omission. Do you love her?”
“Before possessing her, I loved with madness: now with fury. I should die with grief if she repulsed me; with joy if she forgave me.”
“She is nobly born but poor,” mused the count: “her brother has a heart and is not vain about his rank. What would happen if you asked the brother for the sister’s hand?”
“He would kill me. But as I wish death more than I fear it, I will make the demand if you advise it.”
“You have brains and heart though your deed was guilt, my complicity apart. There is a Taverney the father. Tell him that you bring a fortune to his daughter the day when she marries you and he may assent. But he would not believe you. Here is the solid inducement.”
He opened a table drawer and counted out thirty Treasury notes for ten thousand livres each.
“Is this possible?” cried Gilbert, brightening: “such generosity is too sublime.”
“You are distrustful. Right; and but discriminate in distrust.”
He took a pen and wrote:
“I give this marriage portion of a hundred thousand livres in advance to Gilbert for the day when he signs the marriage contract with Mdlle. Andrea de Taverney, in the trust the happy match will be made.
JOSEPH BALSAMO.”
“If I have to thank you for such a boon, I will worship you like a god,” said the young man, trembling.
“There is but one God and He reigns above,” said the mesmerist.
“A last favor; give me fifty livres to get a suit fit for me to present myself to the baron.”
Supplying him with this little sum, Balsamo nodded for him to go, and with his slow, sad step, went into the house.
The young man walked to Versailles, for he wanted to build his plans on the road where he was much annoyed by the hack-drivers who could not understand why such a dandy as he had turned himself out by the outlay of the fifty livres, could think of walking.
All his batteries were prepared when he reached the Trianon but they were useless. As we know, the Taverneys had departed. All the janitor of the place knew was that the doctor had ordered the young lady home for native air.
Disappointed, he walked back to Paris where he knocked at the door of the house in Coq-Heron Street, but here again was a blank. No one came to the door.
Mad with rage, gnawing his nails to punish the body, he turned the corner and entered Rousseau’s house where he went up to his familiar garret. He locked the door and hung the handkerchief containing the banknotes to the key.
It was a fine evening and as he had often done before, he went and leaned out of the window. He looked again at the garden house where he had spied Andrea’s movements, and the desire seized him to wander for the last time in the grounds once hallowed by her presence.
As he recovered from the smart of the failure to his expectation, his ideas became sharper and more precise.
In other times when he had climbed down into the young lady’s garden by a rope, there was danger because the baron lived there and Nicole was out and about, if only for the meetings with her soldier lover.
“Let me for the last time trace her footsteps in the sandroof, the paths,” he said: “The adored steps of my bride.”
He spoke the word half aloud, with a strange pleasure.
He had one merit, he was quick to execute a plan once formed.
He went down stairs on tiptoe and swung himself out of the back window whence he could slide down by the espalier into the rear garden. He went up to the door to listen, when he heard a faint sound which made him recoil. He believed that he had called up another soul, and he fell on his knees as the door opened and disclosed Andrea.
She uttered a cry as he had done, but as she no doubt expected someone she was not afraid.
“Who is there?” she called out.
“Forgive me,” said Gilbert, with his face turned to the ground.
“Gilbert, here?” she said with anger and fear; “in our garden? What have you come here for?”
She looked at him with surprise understanding nothing of his groveling at her feet.
“Rise and explain how you come here.”
“I will never rise till you forgive me,” he said.
“What have you done to me that I should forgive you? pray, explain. As the offense cannot be great,” she went on with a melancholy smile, “the pardon will be easy. Did Philip give you the key?”
“The key?”
“Of course, for it was agreed that I should admit nobody in his absence and he must have helped you in, unless you scaled the wall.”
“O, happiness unhoped for, that you should not have left the land! I thought to find the place deserted and only your memory remaining. Chance only—but I hardly know what I am saying. It was your father that I wanted to see—— ”
“Why my father?”
Gilbert mistook the nature of the question.
“Because I was too frightened of you to—and yet, I do not know but that it would be better for us to keep it to ourselves. It is the surest way to repair my boldness in lifting my eyes to you. But the misfortune is accomplished—the crime, if you will, for really it was a great crime. Accuse fate, but not my heart—— ”
“You are mad, and you alarm me.”
“Oh, if you will consent to marriage to sanctify this guilty union.”
“Marriage,” said Andrea, receding.
“For pity, consent to be my wife!”
“Your wife?”
“Oh,” sobbed Gilbert, “say that you forgive me for that dreadful night, that my outrage horrifies, but you forgive me for my repentance; say that my long restrained love justifies my action.”
“Oh, it was you?” shrieked Andrea with savage fury. “Oh, heavens!”
Gilbert recoiled before this lovely Medusa’s head expressing astonishment and fright.
“Was this misery reserved for me, oh, God?” said the noble girl, “to see my name doubly disgraced—by the crime and by the criminal? Answer me, coward, wretch, was it you?”
“She was ignorant,” faltered Gilbert, astounded.
“Help, help,” screamed Andrea, rushing into the house; “here he is, Philip!”
He followed her close.
“Would you murder me,” she hissed, brought to bay.
“No; it is to do good, not harm that this time I have come. If I proposed marriage it was to act my part fitly; and I did not even expect you to bear my name. But there is another for whom see these one hundred thousand livres which a generous patron gives me for marriage portion.”
He placed the banknotes on the table which served as barrier between them. “I want nothing but the little air I breathe and the little pit, my grave, while the child, my child, our child has the money!”
“Man, you make a grave error,” said she, “you have no child. It has but one parent, the mother—you are not the father of my infant.”
Taking up the notes, she flung them in his face as he retreated. He was made so furious that Andrea’s good angel might tremble for her. But at the same moment the door was slammed in his flaming face as if by that violent act she divided the past forever from the present.
CHAPTER XL.
DECEMBER THE FIFTEENTH.
IN the morning after a sleepless night, Gilbert went to Count Fenix’s.
The count was lounging on a sofa as though he, too, had not slept during the night.
“Oh, it is our bridegroom,” he said, laying aside the book he had opened but was not reading.
“No, my lord,” replied Gilbert, “I have been sent about my business.”
The count turned round entirely.
“Who did this?”
“The lady.”
“That was certain; you ought to have dealt with the father.”
“Fate forbad it.”
“Fate? so we are fatalists?”
“I have no right to believe in faith.”
“Do not juggle with balls which you do not know,” said Balsamo, eyeing him with curiosity as he frowned. “In grown men it is nonsense, in the young, rashness. Have pride but don’t be a fool. To resume, what have you done?”
“Nothing; so I return the money,” and he counted out minutely the notes on the table.
“He is honest,” mused the count, “not avaricious. He has wit; he has firmness. He is a man.”
“Now I want to account for the two louis I had.”
“Do not overdo it,” said the other: “it is handsome to restore a hundred thousand, but puerile to return fifty.”
“I was not going to return them, but I wanted to show how I spent them, for I need to borrow twenty thousand.”
“You do not mean any evil to the woman?”
“No, not to her father or her brother.”
“I know: but one may wound by dogging a person and annoying him.”
“Far from anything of that kind, I want to leave the country.”
“But it would not cost you more than one thousand for that,” said Balsamo, in his keen yet unctuous voice conveying no emotions.
“My lord, I shall not have a penny in my pocket when I go aboard the ship: and I want it for reparation of my fault, which you facilitated—— ”
“You are rather given to harping on the one string,” observed the other, with a curling lip.
“Because I am right. I wish the money for another than myself.”
“I see. The child?”
“My child, yes, my lord,” said Gilbert, with marked pride. “I am strong, free and intelligent. I can make my living anywhere.”
“Oh, you will live well enough. Heaven never gives such spirits to an inadequate frame. But if you have no money for yourself, how will you get away? The ports are not open and no captain will take a novice for a seaman. You suppose that I will aid you to disappear?”
“I know you can, as you have extraordinary powers. A wizard is never so sure of his power that he does not have more than one trap-door to his cell.”
“Gilbert,” said the wonder-worker, extending his hand towards the young man, “you have a bold and adventurous spirit; you are a mingling of good and bad, like a woman; stoical and honest. Stay with me, my house being a stronghold, and I will make a very great man of you. Besides, I shall be leaving Paris shortly.”
“In a few months you might do what you like with me,” Gilbert replied: “but dazzling as your offer is to an unfortunate man, I have to refuse it. But I have a duty as well as vengeance to perform.”
“Here is your twenty thousand livres,” said the count.
“You confer obligations like a monarch,” said Gilbert, taking up the notes.
“Better, I trust, for I expect no return.”
“I will repay, with as many years of service as the sum is equal to.”
“But you are going away. Whither?”
“What do you say to America?”
“I shall be glad to cross the sea at two hour’ notice for any land not France.”
Balsamo had found in his papers a slip of paper on which were three signatures and the line: “For Boston from Havre, Dec. 15th, the Adonis, P. J., master.”
“Will the middle of December suit you?”
“Yes,” said Gilbert, having reckoned on his fingers.
Balsamo wrote on a sheet of paper:
“Receive on the Adonis one passenger.
“JOS. BALSAMO.”
“But this is dangerous,” said Gilbert: “I may be locked up in the Bastile if this be found on me.”
“Overmuch cleverness makes a man a fool,” replied Balsamo. “That is a vessel of which I am part owner. Go to Havre and ask for the skipper, Paul Jones.”
“Forgive me, count, and accept all my gratitude.”
“We shall meet again,” said Balsamo.
CHAPTER XLI.
THE KIDNAPPING.
THE day of pain and grief had come. It was the 29th of November.
Dr. Louis was in attendance and Philip was ever on guard.
She had come to the point, had Andrea, as if to the scaffold. She believed that she would be a bad mother to the offspring of the lowborn lover whom she hated more than ever.
At three o’clock in the morning, the doctor opened the door behind which the young gentleman was weeping and praying.
“Your sister has given birth to a son,” he said.
Philip clasped his hands.
“You must not go near her, for she sleeps. If she did not, I should have said: ‘A son is born and the mother is dead.’ Now, you know that we have engaged a nurse. I told her to be ready as I came along by the Pointe-de-Jour, but you shall go for her as she must see nobody else. Profit by the patient’s sleep and take my carriage. I have a patient to attend to on Royale Place where I must finish the night. To-morrow at eight, I will come.”
“Good-night!”
The doctor directed the servant what to do for the mother and child which was placed near her, though Philip, remembering his sister’s aversion thought they ought to be parted.
The gentlemen gone, the waiting woman dozed in a chair near her mistress.
Suddenly the latter was awakened by the cry of the child.
She opened her eyes and saw the sleeping servant. She admired the peace of the room and the glow of the fire. The cry struck her as a pain at first, and then as an annoyance. The child not being near her, she thought it was a piece of Philip’s foresight in executing her rather cruel will. The thought of the evil we wish to do never affects us like the sight of it done. Andrea who execrated the ideal babe and even wished its death, was hurt to hear it wail.
“It is in pain,” she thought.
“But why should I interest myself in its sufferings—I, the most unfortunate of living creatures?”
The babe uttered a sharper and more painful cry.
Then the mother seemed to know that a new voice spoke within her, and she felt her heart drawn towards the abandoned little one who lamented.
What had been foreseen by the doctor came to pass. Nature had accomplished one of her preparations: physical pain, that powerful bond, had soldered the heartstrings of the mother to the progeny.
“This little one must not appeal to heaven for vengeance,” thought Andrea. “To kill them may exempt them from suffering, but they must not be tortured. If we had any right, heaven would not let them protest so touchingly.”
She called the servant but that robust peasant slept too soundly for her weak voice. However, the babe cried no more.
“I suppose,” mused Andrea, “that the nurse has come. Yes I hear steps in the next room, and the little mite cries not—as if protection was extended over it, and soothed its unshaped intelligence. So, this then is a poor mother who sells her place for a few crowns. The child of my bosom will find this other mother, and when I pass by it will turn from me as a stranger and call on the hireling as more worthy of its love. It will be my just reward! No, this shall not be. I have undergone enough to entitle me to look mine own in the face: I have earned the right to love it with all my cares and make it respect me for my sorrow and my sacrifice.”
Slowly the servant was aroused by her renewed cries and went heavily into the next room for the removed child or to welcome the wetnurse; but the latter had not arrived and she returned to say that the babe was not to be seen.
“Bring it to me, and shut that door.”
Indeed, the wind was pouring in somewhere and making the candle flicker.
“Mistress,” said the servant softly, “Master Philip told me plainly to keep the child apart from you from fear it would disturb you—— ”
“Bring me my child,” said the young mother with an outbreak which nearly burst her heart.
Out of her eyes, which had remained dry despite her pangs, gushed tears on which must have smiled the guardian angels of little children.
“Mistress,” replied the servant, returning. “I tell you that the child is not there. Somebody must have come in—— ”
“Yes, I heard it; the nurse has come and—where is my brother?”
“Here he is, mistress; with the nurse.”
Captain Philip returned, followed by a peasant woman in a striped shawl who wore the smirk customary in the mercenary to her employer.
“My good brother,” said Andrea: “I have to thank you for having so earnestly pleaded with me to see the baby once more before you took it away. Well, let me have it. Rest easy, I shall love it.”
“What do you mean?” asked Philip.
“Please, your honor, the babe is neither here nor there.”
“Hush, let us save the mother,” whispered Philip: then aloud: “What a bother about nothing! do you not know that the doctor took the child away with him?”
“The doctor?” repeated Andrea, with the suffering of doubt but also the joy of hope.
“Why, yes: you must be all lunatics here. Why, what do you think—that the young rogue walked off himself?” and he affected a merry laugh which the nurse and servant caught up.
“But if the doctor took it away, why am I here?” objected the nurse.
“Just so, because—why, he took it to your house. Run along back. This Marguerite sleeps so soundly she did not hear the doctor coming for it and taking it away.”
Andrea fell back, calm after the terrible shock.
Philip dismissed the nurse and sent home the servant. Taking a lantern he examined the next passage door which he found ajar, and on the snow of the garden he saw footprints of a man which went to the garden door.
“A man’s steps,” he cried, “the child has been stolen. Woe, woe!”
He passed a dreadful night. He knew his father so thoroughly that he believed he had committed the abduction, thinking the child was of royal origin. He might well attach great importance to the living proof of the King’s infidelity to Lady Dubarry. The baron would believe that Andrea would sooner or later enter again into favor, and be the principal means of his fortune.
When he saw the doctor he imparted to him this idea, in which he did not share. He was rather inclined to the opinion that in this deed was the hand of the true father.
“However,” said the young gentleman, “I mean to leave the country. Andrea is going into St. Denis Nunnery, and then I shall go and have it out with my father. I will overcome his resistance by threatening the intervention of the Dauphiness or a public exposure.”
“And the child recovered, as the mother will be in the convent?”
“I will put it out to nurse and afterwards send it to college. If it grows up it shall be my companion.”
But the baron, who was regaining strength after a fit of fever was ready to swear that he was innocent of abduction, and the captain had to return baffled.
The same fate awaited him in another quarter, the least expected. Andrea avowed her resolution to live for her son and not to be immured in a convent.
Philip and the doctor joined in a pious lie. They asserted that the child was dead, that the cries she heard on the night of its disappearance were its last.
They were congratulating themselves on the success of their fiction when a letter came by the post. It was addressed to:
“Mdlle. Andrea de Taverney, Paris; Coq-Heron Street, the first coachhouse door from Plastriere Street.”
“Who can write to her?” wondered Philip. “Nobody but our father knew our address and it is not his hand.”
Thoughtlessly he gave it to his sister, who took it as coolly. Without reflecting, or feeling astonishment, she broke open the envelope, but had scarcely read the few lines before she gave a loud scream, rose like a mad woman, and fell with her arms stiffening, as heavily as a statue, into the arms of the servant who ran up.
Philip picked up the letter and read:
At Sea., 15th Dec., 17—.
“Driven by you, I go, and you will never see me again. But I bear with me my child, who will never call you mother.
“GILBERT.”
“Oh,” said Philip, crushing up the paper in his wrath, “I had almost pardoned the crime by chance; but this deliberate one must be punished. By thy insensible, head, Andrea, I swear to kill the villain at sight. Doctor, see the poor girl into the Convent while I pursue this scoundrel. Besides, I must have this child. I will be at Havre in thirty-six hours.”
CHAPTER XLII.
A STRANGE ENCOUNTER.
PHILIP left his sister in the nunnery and rode straight to the post-house where he began his journey to the sea.
At Havre, he found the first ship for America to be the Brig Adonis, to set sail that day for New York and Boston. He sent his effects on board and followed with the tide.
Having written a farewell letter to the Dauphiness, Philip had no concerns with the land.
It might pass as a prayer to his Creator as well as a letter to his fellow countrymen.
“Your Highness (He had written); a hopeless man severed from worldly ties, goes far from you with the regret of having done so little for his future Queen. He goes amid the storms of ocean while you remain amid the whirls and tempests of government.
“Young and fair, adored, surrounded by respectful friends and idolising servants, you will no doubt forget one whom your royal hand deigned to lift from the herd. But I shall never forget it. I go into the New World to study how I may most efficaciously assist you on your throne.
“I bequeathe to you my sister, poor blighted flower, who will have no sunshine but your looks. Deign sometimes to stoop as low as her, and in the bosom of your joy, and power, and in the concert of unanimous good wishes, rely, I entreat you, on the blessing of an exile whom you will hear and perhaps see no more.”
On the voyage Philip read a great deal; he took his meals in his room, save the dinner with the captain, and spent much of the time on deck, wrapped in his cloak.
The other passengers did not like the sea and he saw little of them.
In the night, sometimes, Philip heard on the planks above him the step of the captain, a pale, nervous young man, with a quick, restless eye, with another’s, probably the officer of the watch. If it were a passenger, it was a good reason not to go up as he did not wish to be intrusive.
Once, however, as he heard neither voices nor tread, he ventured up.
The sky was cloudy, the weather warm, and the myriad of phosphorescent atoms sparkled in the wake.
It seemed too threatening for most passengers, for none of them were about.
At the heel of the bowsprit, however, leaning out over the bow, he dimly descried a figure—some poor passenger of the second class, or “deck” sort, an exile who was looking forward for an American port as ardently as Philip had regretted that of France.
For a long while he watched him till the chill morning breeze struck him. He thought of turning in, although the stranger only gazed on the dawning white.
“Up early, captain?” he said, seeing that worthy approach.
“I am always up.”
“Some of your passengers have beaten you this time.”
“You! but military officers are used to being up at all hours.”
“Oh, not me alone,” replied Philip. “Look at that deep dreamer; a passenger also?”
The Captain looked and was surprised.
“Who is he?” asked the Frenchman.
“Oh, a trader,” answered Paul Jones, embarrassed.
“Running after fortune eh? your brig sails too slowly for him.”
Instead of responding, the captain went forward straight to the brooder, to whom he spoke a few words, whereupon he disappeared down a companion-way.
“You disturbed his dreams,” said Taverney; “he was not in my way.”
“No, captain, I just told him that it was freshening and the breeze was killing. The forward-deck passengers are not so warmly clad as you and I.”
“How are we getting along, captain?”
“To-morrow we shall be off the Azores, at one of which we shall stop to take fresh water, for it is pretty warm.”
After twenty days out, they were glad to see any land.
“Gentleman,” said the captain to the passengers, “you have five hours to have a run ashore. On this little island completely uninhabited, you will find some frozen springs to amuse the naturalists and good shooting if you are sportsmen.”
Philip took a gun and ammunition and went ashore in one of the two boats carrying the merry visitors, delighted to tread the earth.
But the noise was not to his taste, no more than the pursuit of game so tame as to run against his legs, and he stopped to lounge in a cool grotto which was not the natural icehouse indicated.
He was still in reverie when he saw a shadow at the mouth of the cave. It was one of his fellow passengers. Though he had not been intimate with them, even withholding his name, he felt that here he was bound to extend the honor of the cave by right of discoverer.
He rose and offered his hand to this timid, stumbling figure whose fingers closed on his own in acceptance of the courtesy.
At the same time as the stranger’s face was shone in the twilight, Philip drew back and uttered an outcry in horror.
“Gilbert?”
“Philip!”
The soldier gripped the other by the throat, and dragged him deeper into the cavern. Gilbert allowed it to be done without a remonstrance. Thrust with his back against the rocks, he could be pushed no farther.
“God is just,” said Philip, “He hath delivered you to me. You shall not escape.”
The prisoner let his hands swing by his side and turned livid.
“Oh, coward and villain,” said the victor, “he has not even the instinct of the beast to defend himself.”
“Why should I defend myself?” returned Gilbert. “I am willing to die and by your hand foremost.”
“I will strangle you,” cried Philip fiercely: “why do you not defend yourself? coward, coward!”
With an effort Gilbert tore himself loose and sent the assaillant a yard away. Then he folded his arms.
“You see I could defend myself. But get your gun and shoot me straight. I prefer that to being torn and mangled.”
Philip was reaching for his gun but at these words he repulsed it.
“No,” he said, “how come you here?”
“Like yourself, on the Adonis.”
“Oh, you are the skulking thing who did not dine with the other passengers but took the air at night?”
“I was not hiding from you, for I did not know you were aboard.”
“But you were hiding, not only yourself but the child whom you stole away.”
“Babes are not taken to sea.”
“With the nurse, whom you were forced to engage.”
“I tell you I have not brought my child, which I removed only that it should not be brought up to despise its father.”
“If I could believe this true,” said Philip, “I should deem you less of a rogue; but you are a thief, why not a liar?”
“A man cannot steal his own property. And the child is mine!”
“Wretch, do you flout me? will you tell me where my sister’s child is? will you restore it to me?”
“I do not wish to give up my boy.”
“Gilbert, listen, I speak to you quietly. Andrea loves the child, your child, with frenzy. She will be touched by your repentance, I promise you. But restore the child, Gilbert.”
“You would not believe me and I shall not trust you,” rejoined Gilbert, with dull fire in his eyes and folding his arms: “Not because I do not believe you an honorable man but because you have the prejudices of your caste. We are mortal enemies and as you are the stronger, enjoy your victory. But do not ask me to lay down my arm; it guards me against scorn, insult and ingratitude.”
“I do not want to butcher you,” said the officer, with froth at the mouth: “but you shall have the chance to kill Andrea’s brother. One crime more will not matter. Take one of these pistols and let us count three, turn and fire.”
“A duel is just what I refuse Andrea’s brother,” said the young man, not stooping for the firearm.
“Then God will absolve me if I kill you. Die, like a villain, of whom I clear the world, a sacrilegious bandit, a dog!”
He fired on Gilbert, who fell in the smoke as if by lightning. Philip felt the sand at his feet fall in from being wet with blood. He lost his reason and rushed from the grotto.
When he ran upon the strand the last boat was waiting. He made its tally right, and no one questioned him.
It was not till the subsequent day that Paul Jones noticed that a passenger was missing.
CHAPTER XLIII.
THE LAST ABSOLUTE KING.
AT eight at night, on the ninth day of May, 1774, Versailles presented the most curious and interesting of sights.
Since the first day of the month, Louis XV., stricken with a sickness of which the physicians dared not at the outset reveal the gravity, had kept his bed, and began look around him for truth or hope.
Two head physicians sided with the Dauphin and Dubarry severally; one said that the truth would kill the patient, and the other that he ought to know so as to make a Christian end.
But to call in Religion was to expel the favorite. When the Church comes in at one door, Satan must fly out of the other.
While all the parties were wrangling, the disease easily rooted itself in the old, debauched body and so strengthened itself that medicine was not to put it to rout.
At the first, the King was seen between his two daughters, the favorite and the courtiers most liked. They laughed and made light of the affair.
Suddenly appeared at Versailles the stern and austere countenance of the eldest daughter, the Princess Louise, Lady Superior of St. Denis, come to console her father.
She stalked in, pale and cold as a statue of Fate. Long since she had ceased to be a daughter to her father and sister to his children. She resembled the prophets of woe who come in calamities to scatter ashes on the gold and jewels. She happened in at Versailles on a day when Louis was kissing the hands of Countess Dubarry and using them as soft brushes for his inflamed cheeks and aching head.
On seeing her, all fled. Her trembling sisters ran to their rooms; Lady Dubarry dropped a courtsey and hastened to her apartments; the privileged courtiers stole into the outer rooms; the two chief physicians alone stayed by the fireplace.
“My daughter,” muttered the monarch, opening his eyes which pain and fever had closed.
“Your daughter,” said the Lady Louise, “who comes from God, whom you have forgotten, to remind you. Pursuant to etiquette, your malady is one of the mortal ones which compels the Royal Family to gather around your bedside. When one of us has the small pox, he must have the Holy Sacrament at once administered.”
“Mortal?” echoed the King. “Doctors, is this true?”
The two medical attendants bowed.
“Break with the past,” continued the abbess, taking up his hand which she daringly covered with kisses. “And set the people an example. Had no one warned you, you ran the risk of being lost for eternity. Now, promise to live a Christian if you live: or die one, if die you must.”
She kissed the royal hand once more as she finished and stalked forth slowly.
That evening Lady Dubarry had to retire from the Town and suburbs.
This is why on the night in question, Versailles was in tribulation. Would the King mend and bring back Lady Dubarry, or would he die and his successor send her farther than where she paused?
On a stone bench at the corner of the street opposite the palace an old man was seated, leaning on his cane, with his eyes bent on the place. He was so buried in his contemplation among the crowds in groups, that he did not perceive a young man who crossed so as to stand by him.
This young man had a bald forehead, a hook nose, with a twist to it, high cheekbones and a sardonic smile.
“Taking the air?” he said as he gave a squint.
The old man looked up.
“Ah, my clever surgeon,” he said.
“Yes, illustrious master,” and he sat by his side. “It appears that the King is getting better? only the small pox, that so many people have. Besides, he has skillful doctors by him. I wager that Louis the Well-Beloved will scratch through; only, people will not cram the churches this time to sing Oh, be joyful! over his recov—— ”
“Hush,” said the old man, starting: “Silence, for you are jesting at a man on whom the finger of God is even now laid.”
Surprised at this language, the younger man looked at the Palace.
“Do you see that window in which burns a shaded lamp? That represents the life of the King. A friend of mine, Dr. Jussieu, will put it out when the life goes out. His successor is watching that signal, behind a curtain. This signal, warning the ambitious when their era commences, tells the poor philosopher like me when the breath of heaven blasts an age and a monarchy. Look at this night, young man, how full of storms. No doubt I shall see the dawn, for I am not so old as not to see the morrow. But you are more likely to see the end of this new reign than I.”
“Ah!” cried the young man, as he pointed to the window shrouded in darkness.
“The King is dead!” said the old man, rising in dread.
Both were silent for a few instants.
Suddenly, a coach drawn by eight horses gallopped out of the palace courtyard, with two outriders carrying torches. In the vehicle sat the Dauphin, Marie Antoinette and the King’s sister, Lady Elizabeth. The torchlight flared ominously on their faces.
The equipage passed close to the two spectators.
“Long live King Louis the Sixteenth—Long live his Queen!” yelled the young man in a shrill voice as if he were insulting the new rulers rather than greeting them.
The Dauphin bowed, the new Queen showed a sad, stern face, and the coach disappeared.
“My dear Rousseau, Lady Dubarry is a widow,” jeeringly said the young man.
“She will be exiled to-morrow,” added the other. “Farewell, Dr. Marat.”
How Marat, chief among the Paris revolutionists, fared, we have to tell in following pages. His career will be traced, as well as those of Andrea, of Gilbert and their son, while we are to behold under another phase the remarkable figure of the arch-conspirator, Balsamo, carrying on his gigantic mission of overturning the throne of the Bourbons. The work is entitled: “THE QUEEN’S NECKLACE.”
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THE QUEEN'S NECKLACE.
PROLOGUE.—THE PREDICTIONS.
AN OLD NOBLEMAN AND AN OLD MAÎTRE-D'HÔTEL.
It was the beginning of April, 1784, between twelve and one o'clock. Our old acquaintance, the Marshal de Richelieu, having with his own hands colored his eyebrows with a perfumed dye, pushed away the mirror which was held to him by his valet, the successor of his faithful Raffè and shaking his head in the manner peculiar to himself, "Ah!" said he, "now I look myself;" and rising from his seat with juvenile vivacity, he commenced shaking off the powder which had fallen from his wig over his blue velvet coat, then, after taking a turn or two up and down his room, called for his maître-d'hôtel.
In five minutes this personage made his appearance, elaborately dressed.
The marshal turned towards him, and with a gravity befitting the occasion, said, "Sir, I suppose you have prepared me a good dinner?"
"Certainly, your grace."
"You have the list of my guests?"
"I remember them perfectly, your grace; I have prepared a dinner for nine."
"There are two sorts of dinners, sir," said the marshal.
"True, your grace, but——"
The marshal interrupted him with a slightly impatient movement, although still dignified.
"Do you know, sir, that whenever I have heard the word 'but,' and I have heard it many times in the course of eighty-eight years, it has been each time, I am sorry to say, the harbinger of some folly."
"Your grace——"
"In the first place, at what time do we dine?"
"Your grace, the citizens dine at two, the bar at three, the nobility at four——"
"And I, sir?"
"Your grace will dine to-day at five."
"Oh, at five!"
"Yes, your grace, like the king——"
"And why like the king?"
"Because, on the list of your guests, is the name of a king."
"Not so, sir, you mistake; all my guests to-day are simply noblemen."
"Your grace is surely jesting; the Count Haga,[A] who is among the guests——"
"Well, sir!"
"The Count Haga is a king."
"I know no king so called."
"Your grace must pardon me then," said the maître-d'hôtel, bowing, "but, I believed, supposed——"
"Your business, sir, is neither to believe nor suppose; your business is to read, without comment, the orders I give you. When I wish a thing to be known, I tell it; when I do not tell it, I wish it unknown."
The maître-d'hôtel bowed again, more respectfully, perhaps, than he would have done to a reigning monarch.
"Therefore, sir," continued the old marshal, "you will, as I have none but noblemen to dinner, let us dine at my usual hour, four o'clock."
At this order, the countenance of the maître-d'hôtel became clouded as if he had heard his sentence of death; he grew deadly pale; then, recovering himself, with the courage of despair he said, "In any event, your grace cannot dine before five o'clock."
"Why so, sir?" cried the marshal.
"Because it is utterly impossible."
"Sir," said the marshal, with a haughty air, "it is now, I believe, twenty years since you entered my service?"
"Twenty-one years, a month, and two weeks."
"Well, sir, to these twenty-one years, a month, and two weeks, you will not add a day, nor an hour. You understand me, sir," he continued, biting his thin lips and depressing his eyebrows; "this evening you seek a new master. I do not choose that the word impossible shall be pronounced in my house; I am too old now to begin to learn its meaning."
The maître-d'hôtel bowed a third time.
"This evening," said he, "I shall have taken leave of your grace, but, at least, up to the last moment, my duty shall have been performed as it should be;" and he made two steps towards the door.
"What do you call as it should be?" cried the marshal. "Learn, sir, that to do it as it suits me is to do it as it should be. Now, I wish to dine at four, and it does not suit me, when I wish to dine at four, to be obliged to wait till five."
"Your grace," replied the maître-d'hôtel, gravely, "I have served as butler to his highness the Prince de Soubise, and as steward to his eminence the Cardinal de Rohan. With the first, his majesty, the late King of France, dined once a year; with the second, the Emperor of Austria dined once a month. I know, therefore, how a sovereign should be treated. When he visited the Prince de Soubise, Louis XV. called himself in vain the Baron de Gonesse; at the house of M. de Rohan, the Emperor Joseph was announced as the Count de Packenstein; but he was none the less emperor. To-day, your grace also receives a guest, who vainly calls himself Count Haga—Count Haga is still King of Sweden. I shall leave your service this evening, but Count Haga will have been treated like a king."
"But that," said the marshal, "is the very thing that I am tiring myself to death in forbidding; Count Haga wishes to preserve his incognito as strictly as possible. Well do I see through your absurd vanity; it is not the crown that you honor, but yourself that you wish to glorify; I repeat again, that I do not wish it imagined that I have a king here."
"What, then, does your grace take me for? It is not that I wish it known that there is a king here."
"Then in heaven's name do not be obstinate, but let us have dinner at four."
"But at four o'clock, your grace, what I am expecting will not have arrived."
"What are you expecting? a fish, like M. Vatel?"
"Does your grace wish that I should tell you?"
"On my faith, I am curious."
"Then, your grace, I wait for a bottle of wine."
"A bottle of wine! Explain yourself, sir, the thing begins to interest me."
"Listen then, your grace; his majesty the King of Sweden—I beg pardon, the Count Haga I should have said—drinks nothing but tokay."
"Well, am I so poor as to have no tokay in my cellar? If so, I must dismiss my butler."
"Not so, your grace; on the contrary, you have about sixty bottles."
"Well, do you think Count Haga will drink sixty bottles with his dinner?"
"No, your grace; but when Count Haga first visited France, when he was only prince royal, he dined with the late king, who had received twelve bottles of tokay from the Emperor of Austria. You are aware that the tokay of the finest vintages is reserved exclusively for the cellar of the emperor, and that kings themselves can only drink it when he pleases to send it to them."
"I know it."
"Then, your grace, of these twelve bottles of which the prince royal drank, only two remain. One is in the cellar of his majesty Louis XVI.——"
"And the other?"
"Ah, your grace!" said the maître-d'hôtel, with a triumphant smile, for he felt that, after the long battle he had been fighting, the moment of victory was at hand, "the other one was stolen."
"By whom, then?"
"By one of my friends, the late king's butler, who was under great obligations to me."
"Oh! and so he gave it to you."
"Certainly, your grace," said the maître-d'hôtel with pride.
"And what did you do with it?"
"I placed it carefully in my master's cellar."
"Your master! And who was your master at that time?"
"His eminence the Cardinal de Rohan."
"Ah, mon Dieu! at Strasbourg?"
"At Saverne."
"And you have sent to seek this bottle for me!" cried the old marshal.
"For you, your grace," replied the maître-d'hôtel, in a tone which plainly said, "ungrateful as you are."
The Duke de Richelieu seized the hand of the old servant and cried, "I beg pardon; you are the king of maîtres d'hôtel."
"And you would have dismissed me," he replied, with an indescribable shrug of his shoulders.
"Oh, I will pay you one hundred pistoles for this bottle of wine."
"And the expenses of its coming here will be another hundred; but you will grant that it is worth it."
"I will grant anything you please, and, to begin, from to-day I double your salary."
"I seek no reward, your grace; I have but done my duty."
"And when will your courier arrive?"
"Your grace may judge if I have lost time: on what day did I have my orders for the dinner?"
"Why, three days ago, I believe."
"It takes a courier, at his utmost speed, twenty-four hours to go, and the same to return."
"There still remain twenty-four hours," said the marshal; "how have they been employed?"
"Alas, your grace, they were lost. The idea only came to me the day after I received the list of your guests. Now calculate the time necessary for the negotiation, and you will perceive that in asking you to wait till five I am only doing what I am absolutely obliged to do."
"The bottle is not yet arrived, then?"
"No, your grace."
"Ah, sir, if your colleague at Saverne be as devoted to the Prince de Rohan as you are to me, and should refuse the bottle, as you would do in his place——"
"I? your grace——"
"Yes; you would not, I suppose, have given away such a bottle, had it belonged to me?"
"I beg your pardon, humbly, your grace; but had a friend, having a king to provide for, asked me for your best bottle of wine, he should have had it immediately."
"Oh!" said the marshal, with a grimace.
"It is only by helping others that we can expect help in our own need, your grace."
"Well, then, I suppose we may calculate that it will be given, but there is still another risk—if the bottle should be broken?"
"Oh! your grace, who would break a bottle of wine of that value?"
"Well, I trust not; what time, then, do you expect your courier?"
"At four o'clock precisely."
"Then why not dine at four?" replied the marshal.
"Your grace, the wine must rest for an hour; and had it not been for an invention of my own, it would have required three days to recover itself."
Beaten at all points, the marshal gave way.
"Besides," continued the old servant, "be sure, your grace, that your guests will not arrive before half-past four."
"And why not?"
"Consider, your grace: to begin with M. de Launay; he comes from the Bastile, and with the ice at present covering the streets of Paris——"
"No; but he will leave after the prisoners' dinner, at twelve o'clock."
"Pardon me, your grace, but the dinner hour at the Bastile has been changed since your grace was there; it is now one."
"Sir, you are learned on all points; pray go on."
"Madame Dubarry comes from the Luciennes, one continued descent, and in this frost."
"That would not prevent her being punctual, since she is no longer a duke's favorite; she plays the queen only among barons; but let me tell you, sir, that I desire to have dinner early on account of M. de la Pérouse, who sets off to-night, and would not wish to be late."
"But, your grace, M. de la Pérouse is with the king, discussing geography and cosmography; he will not get away too early."
"It is possible."
"It is certain, your grace, and it will be the same with M. de Favras, who is with the Count de Provence, talking, no doubt, of the new play by the Canon de Beaumarchais."
"You mean the 'Marriage of Figaro'?"
"Yes, your grace."
"Why, you are quite literary also, it seems."
"In my leisure moments I read, your grace."
"We have, however, M. de Condorcet, who, being a geometrician, should at least be punctual."
"Yes; but he will be deep in some calculation, from which, when he rouses himself, it will probably be at least half an hour too late. As for the Count Cagliostro, as he is a stranger, and not well acquainted with the customs of Versailles, he will, in all probability, make us wait for him."
"Well," said the marshal, "you have disposed of all my guests, except M. de Taverney, in a manner worthy of Homer, or of my poor Raffè."
The maître-d'hôtel bowed. "I have not," said he, "named M. de Taverney, because, being an old friend, he will probably be punctual."
"Good; and where do we dine?"
"In the great dining-room, your grace."
"But we shall freeze there."
"It has been warmed for three days, your grace; and I believe you will find it perfectly comfortable."
"Very well; but there is a clock striking! Why, it is half-past four!" cried the marshal.
"Yes, your grace; and there is the courier entering the courtyard with my bottle of tokay."
"May I continue for another twenty years to be served in this manner!" said the marshal, turning again to his looking-glass, while the maître-d'hôtel ran down-stairs.
"Twenty years!" said a laughing voice, interrupting the marshal in his survey of himself; "twenty years, my dear duke! I wish them you; but then I shall be sixty—I shall be very old."
"You, countess!" cried the marshal, "you are my first arrival, and, mon Dieu! you look as young and charming as ever."
"Duke, I am frozen."
"Come into the boudoir, then."
"Oh! tête-à-tête, marshal?"
"Not so," replied a somewhat broken voice.
"Ah! Taverney!" said the marshal; and then whispering to the countess, "Plague take him for disturbing us!"
Madame Dubarry laughed, and they all entered the adjoining room.
[A] The name of Count Haga was well known as one assumed by the King of Sweden when traveling in France.
II.—M. DE LA PEROUSE.
At the same moment, the noise of carriages in the street warned the marshal that his guests were arriving; and soon after, thanks to the punctuality of his maître-d'hôtel, nine persons were seated round the oval table in the dining-room. Nine lackeys, silent as shadows, quick without bustle, and attentive without importunity, glided over the carpet, and passed among the guests, without ever touching their chairs, which were surrounded with furs, which were wrapped round the legs of the sitters. These furs, with the heat from the stoves, and the odors from the wine and the dinner, diffused a degree of comfort, which manifested itself in the gaiety of the guests, who had just finished their soup.
No sound was heard from without, and none within, save that made by the guests themselves; for the plates were changed, and the dishes moved round, with the most perfect quiet. Nor from the maître d'hôtel could a whisper be heard; he seemed to give his orders with his eyes.
The guests, therefore, began to feel as though they were alone. It seemed to them that servants so silent must also be deaf.
M. de Richelieu was the first who broke the silence, by saying to the guest on his right hand, "But, count, you drink nothing."
This was addressed to a man about thirty-eight years of age, short, fair-haired, and with high shoulders; his eye a clear blue, now bright, but oftener with a pensive expression, and with nobility stamped unmistakably on his open and manly forehead.
"I only drink water, marshal," he replied.
"Excepting with Louis XV.," returned the marshal; "I had the honor of dining at his table with you, and you deigned that day to drink wine."
"Ah! you recall a pleasing remembrance, marshal; that was in 1771. It was tokay, from the imperial cellar."
"It was like that with which my maître-d'hôtel will now have the honor to fill your glass," replied Richelieu, bowing.
Count Haga raised his glass, and looked through it. The wine sparkled in the light like liquid rubies. "It is true," said he; "marshal, I thank you."
These words were uttered in a manner so noble, that the guests, as if by a common impulse, rose, and cried,—
"Long live the king!"
"Yes," said Count Haga, "long live his majesty the King of France. What say you, M. de la Pérouse?"
"My lord," replied the captain, with that tone, at once flattering and respectful, common to those accustomed to address crowned heads, "I have just left the king, and his majesty has shown me so much kindness, that no one will more willingly cry 'Long live the king' than I. Only, as in another hour I must leave you to join the two ships which his majesty has put at my disposal, once out of this house, I shall take the liberty of saying, 'Long life to another king, whom I should be proud to serve, had I not already so good a master.'"
"This health that you propose," said Madame Dubarry, who sat on the marshal's left hand, "we are all ready to drink, but the oldest of us should take the lead."
"Is it you, that that concerns, or me, Taverney?" said the marshal, laughing.
"I do not believe," said another on the opposite side, "that M. de Richelieu is the senior of our party."
"Then it is you, Taverney," said the duke.
"No, I am eight years younger than you! I was born in 1704," returned he.
"How rude," said the marshal, "to expose my eighty-eight years."
"Impossible, duke! that you are eighty-eight," said M. de Condorcet.
"It is, however, but too true; it is a calculation easy to make, and therefore unworthy of an algebraist like you, marquis. I am of the last century—the great century, as we call it. My date is 1696."
"Impossible!" cried De Launay.
"Oh, if your father were here, he would not say impossible, he, who, when governor of the Bastile, had me for a lodger in 1714."
"The senior in age, here, however," said M. de Favras, "is the wine Count Haga is now drinking."
"You are right, M. de Favras; this wine is a hundred and twenty years old; to the wine, then, belongs the honor——"
"One moment, gentlemen," said Cagliostro, raising his eyes, beaming with intelligence and vivacity; "I claim the precedence."
"You claim precedence over the tokay!" exclaimed all the guests in chorus.
"Assuredly," returned Cagliostro, calmly; "since it was I who bottled it."
"You?"
"Yes, I; on the day of the victory won by Montecucully over the Turks in 1664."
A burst of laughter followed these words, which Cagliostro had pronounced with perfect gravity.
"By this calculation, you would be something like one hundred and thirty years old," said Madame Dubarry; "for you must have been at least ten years old when you bottled the wine."
"I was more than ten when I performed that operation, madame, as on the following day I had the honor of being deputed by his majesty the Emperor of Austria to congratulate Montecucully, who by the victory of St. Gothard had avenged the day at Especk, in Sclavonia, in which the infidels treated the imperialists so roughly, who were my friends and companions in arms in 1536."
"Oh," said Count Haga, as coldly as Cagliostro himself, "you must have been at least ten years old, when you were at that memorable battle."
"A terrible defeat, count," returned Cagliostro.
"Less terrible than Cressy, however," said Condorcet, smiling.
"True, sir, for at the battle of Cressy, it was not only an army, but all France, that was beaten; but then this defeat was scarcely a fair victory to the English; for King Edward had cannon, a circumstance of which Philip de Valois was ignorant, or rather, which he would not believe, although I warned him that I had with my own eyes seen four pieces of artillery which Edward had bought from the Venetians."
"Ah," said Madame Dubarry; "you knew Philip de Valois?"
"Madame, I had the honor to be one of the five lords who escorted him off the field of battle; I came to France with the poor old King of Bohemia, who was blind, and who threw away his life when he heard that the battle was lost."
"Ah, sir," said M. de la Pérouse, "how much I regret, that instead of the battle of Cressy, it was not that of Actium at which you assisted."
"Why so, sir?"
"Oh, because you might have given me some nautical details, which, in spite of Plutarch's fine narration, have ever been obscure to me."
"Which, sir? I should be happy to be of service to you."
"Oh, you were there, then, also?"
"No, sir; I was then in Egypt. I had been employed by Queen Cleopatra to restore the library at Alexandria—an office for which I was better qualified than any one else, from having personally known the best authors of antiquity."
"And you have seen Queen Cleopatra?" said Madame Dubarry.
"As I now see you, madame."
"Was she as pretty as they say?"
"Madame, you know beauty is only comparative; a charming queen in Egypt, in Paris she would only have been a pretty grisette."
"Say no harm of grisettes, count."
"God forbid!"
"Then Cleopatra was——"
"Little, slender, lively, and intelligent; with large almond-shaped eyes, a Grecian nose, teeth like pearls, and a hand like your own, countess—a fit hand to hold a scepter. See, here is a diamond which she gave me, and which she had had from her brother Ptolemy; she wore it on her thumb."
"On her thumb?" cried Madame Dubarry.
"Yes; it was an Egyptian fashion; and I, you see, can hardly put it on my little finger;" and taking off the ring, he handed it to Madame Dubarry.
It was a magnificent diamond, of such fine water, and so beautifully cut, as to be worth thirty thousand or forty thousand francs.
The diamond was passed round the table, and returned to Cagliostro, who, putting it quietly on his finger again, said, "Ah, I see well you are all incredulous; this fatal incredulity I have had to contend against all my life. Philip de Valois would not listen to me, when I told him to leave open a retreat to Edward; Cleopatra would not believe me when I warned her that Antony would be beaten: the Trojans would not credit me, when I said to them, with reference to the wooden horse, 'Cassandra is inspired; listen to Cassandra.'"
"Oh! it is charming," said Madame Dubarry, shaking with laughter; "I have never met a man at once so serious and so diverting."
"I assure you," replied Cagliostro, "that Jonathan was much more so. He was really a charming companion; until he was killed by Saul, he nearly drove me crazy with laughing."
"Do you know," said the Duke de Richelieu, "if you go on in this way you will drive poor Taverney crazy; he is so afraid of death, that he is staring at you with all his eyes, hoping you to be an immortal."
"Immortal I cannot say, but one thing I can affirm——"
"What?" cried Taverney, who was the most eager listener.
"That I have seen all the people and events of which I have been speaking to you."
"You have known Montecucully?"
"As well as I know you, M. de Favras; and, indeed, much better, for this is but the second or third time I have had the honor of seeing you, while I lived nearly a year under the same tent with him of whom you speak."
"You knew Philip de Valois?"
"As I have already had the honor of telling you, M. de Condorcet; but when he returned to Paris, I left France and returned to Bohemia."
"And Cleopatra."
"Yes, countess; Cleopatra, I can tell you, had eyes as black as yours, and shoulders almost as beautiful."
"But what do you know of my shoulders?"
"They are like what Cassandra's once were; and there is still a further resemblance,—she had like you, or rather, you have like her, a little black spot on your left side, just above the sixth rib."
"Oh, count, now you really are a sorcerer."
"No, no," cried the marshal, laughing; "it was I who told him."
"And pray how do you know?"
The marshal bit his lips, and replied, "Oh, it is a family secret."
"Well, really, marshal," said the countess, "one should put on a double coat of rouge before visiting you;" and turning again to Cagliostro, "then, sir, you have the art of renewing your youth? For although you say you are three or four thousand years old, you scarcely look forty."
"Yes, madame, I do possess that secret."
"Oh, then, sir, impart it to me."
"To you, madame? It is useless; your youth is already renewed; your age is only what it appears to be, and you do not look thirty."
"Ah! you flatter."
"No, madame, I speak only the truth, but it is easily explained: you have already tried my receipt."
"How so?"
"You have taken my elixir."
"I?"
"You, countess. Oh! you cannot have forgotten it. Do you not remember a certain house in the Rue St. Claude, and coming there on some business respecting M. de Sartines? You remember rendering a service to one of my friends, called Joseph Balsamo, and that this Joseph Balsamo gave you a bottle of elixir, recommending you to take three drops every morning? Do you not remember having done this regularly until the last year, when the bottle became exhausted? If you do not remember all this, countess, it is more than forgetfulness—it is ingratitude."
"Oh! M. Cagliostro, you are telling me things——"
"Which were only known to yourself, I am aware; but what would be the use of being a sorcerer if one did not know one's neighbor's secrets?"
"Then Joseph Balsamo has, like you, the secret of this famous elixir?"
"No, madame, but he was one of my best friends, and I gave him three or four bottles."
"And has he any left?"
"Oh! I know nothing of that; for the last two or three years, poor Balsamo has disappeared. The last time I saw him was in America, on the banks of the Ohio: he was setting off on an expedition to the Rocky Mountains, and since then I have heard that he is dead."
"Come, come, count," cried the marshal; "let us have the secret, by all means."
"Are you speaking seriously, sir?" said Count Haga.
"Very seriously, sire,—I beg pardon, I mean count;" and Cagliostro bowed in such a way as to indicate that his error was a voluntary one.
"Then," said the marshal, "Madame Dubarry is not old enough to be made young again?"
"No, on my conscience."
"Well, then, I will give you another subject: here is my friend, M. Taverney—what do you say to him? Does he not look like a contemporary of Pontius Pilate? But perhaps, he, on the contrary, is too old."
Cagliostro looked at the baron. "No," said he.
"Ah! my dear count," exclaimed Richelieu; "if you will renew his youth, I will proclaim you a true pupil of Medea."
"You wish it?" asked Cagliostro of the host, and looking round at the same time on all assembled.
Every one called out, "Yes."
"And you also, M. Taverney?"
"I more than any one," said the baron.
"Well, it is easy," returned Cagliostro; and he drew from his pocket a small bottle, and poured into a glass some of the liquid it contained. Then, mixing these drops with half a glass of iced champagne, he passed it to the baron.
All eyes followed his movements eagerly.
The baron took the glass, but as he was about to drink he hesitated.
Every one began to laugh, but Cagliostro called out, "Drink, baron, or you will lose a liquor of which each drop is worth a hundred louis d'ors."
"The devil," cried Richelieu; "that is even better than tokay."
"I must then drink?" said the baron, almost trembling.
"Or pass the glass to another, sir, that some one at least may profit by it."
"Pass it here," said Richelieu, holding out his hand.
The baron raised the glass, and decided, doubtless, by the delicious smell and the beautiful rose color which those few drops had given to the champagne, he swallowed the magic liquor. In an instant a kind of shiver ran through him; he seemed to feel all his old and sluggish blood rushing quickly through his veins, from his heart to his feet, his wrinkled skin seemed to expand, his eyes, half covered by their lids, appeared to open without his will, and the pupils to grow and brighten, the trembling of his hands to cease, his voice to strengthen, and his limbs to recover their former youthful elasticity. In fact, it seemed as if the liquid in its descent had regenerated his whole body.
A cry of surprise, wonder, and admiration rang through the room.
Taverney, who had been slowly eating with his gums, began to feel famished; he seized a plate and helped himself largely to a ragout, and then demolished a partridge, bones and all, calling out that his teeth were coming back to him. He ate, laughed, and cried for joy, for half an hour, while the others remained gazing at him in stupefied wonder; then little by little he failed again, like a lamp whose oil is burning out, and all the former signs of old age returned upon him.
"Oh!" groaned he, "once more adieu to my youth," and he gave utterance to a deep sigh, while two tears rolled over his cheeks.
Instinctively, at this mournful spectacle of the old man first made young again, and then seeming to become yet older than before, from the contrast, the sigh was echoed all round the table.
"It is easy to explain, gentlemen," said Cagliostro; "I gave the baron but thirty-five drops of the elixir. He became young, therefore, for only thirty-five minutes."
"Oh more, more, count!" cried the old man eagerly.
"No, sir, for perhaps the second trial would kill you."
Of all the guests, Madame Dubarry, who had already tested the virtue of the elixir, seemed most deeply interested while old Taverney's youth seemed thus to renew itself; she had watched him with delight and triumph, and half fancied herself growing young again at the sight, while she could hardly refrain from endeavoring to snatch from Cagliostro the wonderful bottle; but now, seeing him resume his old age even quicker than he had lost it, "Alas!" she said sadly, "all is vanity and deception; the effects of this wonderful secret last for thirty-five minutes."
"That is to say," said Count Haga, "that in order to resume your youth for two years, you would have to drink a perfect river."
Every one laughed.
"Oh!" said De Condorcet, "the calculation is simple; a mere nothing of 3,153,000 drops for one year's youth."
"An inundation," said La Pérouse.
"However, sir," continued Madame Dubarry; "according to you, I have not needed so much, as a small bottle about four times the size of that you hold has been sufficient to arrest the march of time for ten years."
"Just so, madame. And you alone approach this mysterious truth. The man who has already grown old needs this large quantity to produce an immediate and powerful effect; but a woman of thirty, as you were, or a man of forty, as I was, when I began to drink this elixir, still full of life and youth, needs but ten drops at each period of decay; and with these ten drops may eternally continue his life and youth at the same point."
"What do you call the periods of decay?" asked Count Haga.
"The natural periods, count. In a state of nature, man's strength increases until thirty-five years of age. It then remains stationary until forty; and from that time forward, it begins to diminish, but almost imperceptibly, until fifty; then the process becomes quicker and quicker to the day of his death. In our state of civilization, when the body is weakened by excess, cares, and maladies, the failure begins at thirty-five. The time, then, to take nature, is when she is stationary, so as to forestall the beginning of decay. He who, possessor as I am of the secret of this elixir, knows how to seize the happy moment, will live as I live; always young, or, at least, always young enough for what he has to do in the world."
"Oh, M. Cagliostro," cried the countess; "why, if you could choose your own age, did you not stop at twenty instead of at forty?"
"Because, madame," said Cagliostro, smiling, "it suits me better to be a man of forty, still healthy and vigorous, than a raw youth of twenty."
"Oh!" said the countess.
"Doubtless, madame," continued Cagliostro, "at twenty one pleases women of thirty; at forty, we govern women of twenty, and men of sixty."
"I yield, sir," said the countess, "for you are a living proof of the truth of your own words."
"Then I," said Taverney, piteously, "am condemned; it is too late for me."
"M. de Richelieu has been more skilful than you," said La Pérouse naïvely, "and I have always heard that he had some secret."
"It is a report that the women have spread," laughed Count Haga.
"Is that a reason for disbelieving it, duke?" asked Madame Dubarry.
The old duke colored, a rare thing for him; but replied, "Do you wish, gentlemen, to have my receipt?"
"Oh, by all means."
"Well, then, it is simply to take care of yourself."
"Oh, oh!" cried all.
"But, M. Cagliostro," continued Madame Dubarry, "I must ask more about the elixir."
"Well, madame?"
"You said you first used it at forty years of age——"
"Yes, madame."
"And that since that time, that is, since the siege of Troy——"
"A little before, madame."
"That you have always remained forty years old?"
"You see me now."
"But then, sir," said De Condorcet, "you argue, not only the perpetuation of youth, but the preservation of life; for if since the siege of Troy you have been always forty, you have never died."
"True, marquis, I have never died."
"But are you, then, invulnerable, like Achilles, or still more so, for Achilles was killed by the arrow of Paris?"
"No. I am not invulnerable, and there is my great regret," said Cagliostro.
"Then, sir, you may be killed."
"Alas! yes."
"How, then, have you escaped all accidents for three thousand five hundred years?"
"It is chance, marquis, but will you follow my reasoning?"
"Yes, yes," cried all, with eagerness.
Cagliostro continued: "What is the first requisite to life?" he asked, spreading out his white and beautiful hands covered with rings, among which Cleopatra's shone conspicuously. "Is it not health!"
"Certainly."
"And the way to preserve health is?"
"Proper management," said Count Haga.
"Right, count. And why should not my elixir be the best possible method of treatment? And this treatment I have adopted, and with it have preserved my youth, and with youth, health, and life."
"But all things exhaust themselves; the finest constitution, as well as the worst."
"The body of Paris, like that of Vulcan," said the countess. "Perhaps, you knew Paris, by the bye?"
"Perfectly, madame; he was a fine young man, but really did not deserve all that has been said of him. In the first place, he had red hair."
"Red hair, horrible!"
"Unluckily, madame, Helen was not of your opinion: but to return to our subject. You say, M. de Taverney, that all things exhaust themselves; but you also know, that everything recovers again, regenerates, or is replaced, whichever you please to call it. The famous knife of St. Hubert, which so often changed both blade and handle, is an example, for through every change it still remained the knife of St. Hubert. The wines which the monks of Heidelberg preserve so carefully in their cellars, remain still the same wine, although each year they pour into it a fresh supply; therefore, this wine always remains clear, bright, and delicious: while the wine which Opimus and I hid in the earthen jars was, when I tried it a hundred years after, only a thick dirty substance, which might have been eaten, but certainly could not have been drunk. Well, I follow the example of the monks of Heidelberg, and preserve my body by introducing into it every year new elements, which regenerate the old. Every morning a new and fresh atom replaces in my blood, my flesh, and my bones, some particle which has perished. I stay that ruin which most men allow insensibly to invade their whole being, and I force into action all those powers which God has given to every human being, but which most people allow to lie dormant. This is the great study of my life, and as, in all things, he who does one thing constantly does that thing better than others, I am becoming more skilful than others in avoiding danger. Thus, you would not get me to enter a tottering house; I have seen too many houses not to tell at a glance the safe from the unsafe. You would not see me go out hunting with a man who managed his gun badly. From Cephalus, who killed his wife, down to the regent, who shot the prince in the eye, I have seen too many unskilful people. You could not make me accept in battle the post which many a man would take without thinking, because I should calculate in a moment the chances of danger at each point. You will tell me that one cannot foresee a stray bullet; but the man who has escaped a thousand gun-shots will hardly fall a victim to one now. Ah, you look incredulous, but am I not a living proof? I do not tell you that I am immortal, only that I know better than others how to avoid danger; for instance, I would not remain here now alone with M. de Launay, who is thinking that, if he had me in the Bastile, he would put my immortality to the test of starvation; neither would I remain with M. de Condorcet, for he is thinking that he might just empty into my glass the contents of that ring which he wears on his left hand, and which is full of poison—not with any evil intent, but just as a scientific experiment, to see if I should die."
The two people named looked at each other, and colored.
"Confess, M. de Launay, we are not in a court of justice; besides, thoughts are not punished. Did you not think what I said? And you, M. de Condorcet, would you not have liked to let me taste the poison in your ring, in the name of your beloved mistress, science?"
"Indeed," said M. de Launay, laughing, "I confess you are right; it was folly, but that folly did pass through my mind just before you accused me."
"And I," said M. de Condorcet, "will not be less candid. I did think that if you tasted the contents of my ring, I would not give much for your life."
A cry of admiration burst from the rest of the party; these avowals confirming not the immortality, but the penetration, of Count Cagliostro.
"You see," said Cagliostro, quietly, "that I divined these dangers; well, it is the same with other things. The experience of a long life reveals to me at a glance much of the past and of the future of those whom I meet. My capabilities in this way extend even to animals and inanimate objects. If I get into a carriage, I can tell from the look of the horses if they are likely to run away; and from that of the coachman, if he will overturn me. If I go on board ship, I can see if the captain is ignorant or obstinate, and consequently likely to endanger me. I should then leave the coachman or captain, escape from those horses or that ship. I do not deny chance, I only lessen it, and instead of incurring a hundred chances, like the rest of the world, I prevent ninety-nine of them, and endeavor to guard against the hundredth. This is the good of having lived three thousand years."
"Then," said La Pérouse, laughing, amidst the wonder and enthusiasm created by this speech of Cagliostro's, "you should come with me when I embark to make the tour of the world; you would render me a signal service."
Cagliostro did not reply.
"M. de Richelieu," continued La Pérouse, "as the Count Cagliostro, which is very intelligible, does not wish to quit such good company, you must permit me to do so without him. Excuse me, Count Haga, and you, madame, but it is seven o'clock, and I have promised his majesty to start at a quarter past. But since Count Cagliostro will not be tempted to come with me, and see my ships, perhaps he can tell me what will happen to me between Versailles and Brest. From Brest to the Pole I ask nothing; that is my own business."
Cagliostro looked at La Pérouse with such a melancholy air, so full both of pity and kindness, that the others were struck by it. The sailor himself, however, did not remark it. He took leave of the company, put on his fur riding coat, into one of the pockets of which Madame Dubarry pushed a bottle of delicious cordial, welcome to a traveler, but which he would not have provided for himself, to recall to him, she said, his absent friends during the long nights of a journey in such bitter cold.
La Pérouse, still full of gaiety, bowed respectfully to Count Haga, and held out his hand to the old marshal.
"Adieu, dear La Pérouse," said the latter.
"No, duke, au revoir," replied La Pérouse, "one would think I was going away forever; now I have but to circumnavigate the globe—five or six years' absence; it is scarcely worth while to say 'adieu' for that."
"Five or six years," said the marshal; "you might almost as well say five or six centuries; days are years at my age, therefore I say, adieu."
"Bah! ask the sorcerer," returned La Pérouse, still laughing; "he will promise you twenty years' more life. Will you not, Count Cagliostro? Oh, count, why did I not hear sooner of those precious drops of yours? Whatever the price, I should have shipped a tun. Madame, another kiss of that beautiful hand, I shall certainly not see such another till I return; au revoir," and he left the room.
Cagliostro still preserved the same mournful silence. They heard the steps of the captain as he left the house, his gay voice in the courtyard, and his farewells to the people assembled to see him depart. Then the horses shook their heads, covered with bells, the door of the carriage shut with some noise, and the wheels were heard rolling along the street.
La Pérouse had started on that voyage from which he was destined never to return.
When they could no longer hear a sound, all looks were again turned to Cagliostro; there seemed a kind of inspired light in his eyes.
Count Haga first broke the silence, which had lasted for some minutes. "Why did you not reply to his question?" he inquired of Cagliostro.
Cagliostro started, as if the question had roused him from a reverie. "Because," said he, "I must either have told a falsehood or a sad truth."
"How so?"
"I must have said to him,—'M. de la Pérouse, the duke is right in saying to you adieu, and not au revoir.'"
"Oh," said Richelieu, turning pale, "what do you mean?"
"Reassure yourself, marshal, this sad prediction does not concern you."
"What," cried Madame Dubarry, "this poor La Pérouse, who has just kissed my hand——"
"Not only, madame, will never kiss it again, but will never again see those he has just left," said Cagliostro, looking attentively at the glass of water he was holding up.
A cry of astonishment burst from all. The interest of the conversation deepened every moment, and you might have thought, from the solemn and anxious air with which all regarded Cagliostro, that it was some ancient and infallible oracle they were consulting.
"Pray then, count," said Madame Dubarry, "tell us what will befall poor La Pérouse."
Cagliostro shook his head.
"Oh, yes, let us hear!" cried all the rest.
"Well, then, M. de la Pérouse intends, as you know, to make the tour of the globe, and continue the researches of poor Captain Cook, who was killed in the Sandwich Islands."
"Yes, yes, we know."
"Everything should foretell a happy termination to this voyage; M. de la Pérouse is a good seaman, and his route has been most skilfully traced by the king."
"Yes," interrupted Count Haga, "the King of France is a clever geographer; is he not, M. de Condorcet?"
"More skilful than is needful for a king," replied the marquis; "kings ought to know things only slightly, then they will let themselves be guided by those who know them thoroughly."
"Is this a lesson, marquis?" said Count Haga, smiling.
"Oh, no. Only a simple reflection, a general truth."
"Well, he is gone," said Madame Dubarry, anxious to bring the conversation back to La Pérouse.
"Yes, he is gone," replied Cagliostro, "but don't believe, in spite of his haste, that he will soon embark. I foresee much time lost at Brest."
"That would be a pity," said De Condorcet; "this is the time to set out: it is even now rather late—February or March would have been better."
"Oh, do not grudge him these few months, M. de Condorcet, for, during them, he will at least live and hope."
"He has got good officers, I suppose?" said Richelieu.
"Yes, he who commands the second ship is a distinguished officer. I see him—- young, adventurous, brave, unhappily."
"Why unhappily?"
"A year after I look for him, and see him no more," said Cagliostro, anxiously consulting his glass. "No one here is related to M. de Langle?"
"No."
"No one knows him?"
"No."
"Well, death will commence with him."
A murmur of affright escaped from all the guests.
"But he, La Pérouse?" cried several voices.
"He sails, he lands, he reembarks; I see one, two years, of successful navigation; we hear news of him, and then——"
"Then?"
"Years pass——"
"But at last?"
"The sea is vast, the heavens are clouded, here and there appear unknown lands, and figures hideous as the monsters of the Grecian Archipelago. They watch the ship, which is being carried in a fog amongst the breakers, by a tempest less fearful than themselves. Oh! La Pérouse, La Pérouse, if you could hear me, I would cry to you. You set out, like Columbus, to discover a world; beware of unknown isles!"
He ceased, and an icy shiver ran through the assembly.
"But why did you not warn him?" asked Count Haga, who, in spite of himself, had succumbed to the influence of this extraordinary man.
"Yes," cried Madame Dubarry, "why not send after him and bring him back? The life of a man like La Pérouse is surely worth a courier, my dear marshal."
The marshal rose to ring the bell.
Cagliostro extended his arm to stop him. "Alas!" said he, "All advice would be useless. I can foretell destiny, but I cannot change it. M. de la Pérouse would laugh if he heard my words, as the son of Priam laughed when Cassandra prophesied; and see, you begin to laugh yourself, Count Haga, and laughing is contagious: your companions are catching it. Do not restrain yourselves, gentlemen—I am accustomed to an incredulous audience."
"Oh, we believe," said Madame Dubarry and the Duke de Richelieu; "and I believe," murmured Taverney; "and I also," said Count Haga politely.
"Yes," replied Cagliostro, "you believe, because it concerns La Pérouse; but, if I spoke of yourself, you would not believe."
"I confess that what would have made me believe, would have been, if you had said to him, 'Beware of unknown isles;' then he would, at least, have had the chance of avoiding them."
"I assure you no, count; and, if he had believed me, it would only have been more horrible, for the unfortunate man would have seen himself approaching those isles destined to be fatal to him, without the power to flee from them. Therefore he would have died, not one, but a hundred deaths, for he would have gone through it all by anticipation. Hope, of which I should have deprived him, is what best sustains a man under all trials."
"Yes," said De Condorcet; "the veil which hides from us our future is the only real good which God has vouchsafed to man."
"Nevertheless," said Count Haga, "did a man like you say to me, shun a certain man or a certain thing, I would beware, and I would thank you for the counsel."
Cagliostro shook his head, with a faint smile.
"I mean it, M. de Cagliostro," continued Count Haga; "warn me, and I will thank you."
"You wish me to tell you what I would not tell La Pérouse?"
"Yes, I wish it."
Cagliostro opened his mouth as if to begin, and then stopped, and said, "No, count, no!"
"I beg you."
Cagliostro still remained silent.
"Take care," said the count, "you are making me incredulous."
"Incredulity is better than misery."
"M. de Cagliostro," said the count, gravely, "you forget one thing, which is, that though there are men who had better remain ignorant of their destiny, there are others who should know it, as it concerns not themselves alone, but millions of others."
"Then," said Cagliostro, "command me; if your majesty commands, I will obey."
"I command you to reveal to me my destiny, M. de Cagliostro," said the king, with an air at once courteous and dignified.
At this moment, as Count Haga had dropped his incognito in speaking to Cagliostro, M. de Richelieu advanced towards him, and said, "Thanks, sire, for the honor you have done my house; will your majesty assume the place of honor?"
"Let us remain as we are, marshal; I wish to hear what M. de Cagliostro is about to say."
"One does not speak the truth to kings, sire."
"Bah! I am not in my kingdom; take your place again, duke. Proceed, M. de Cagliostro, I beg."
Cagliostro looked again through his glass, and one might have imagined the particles agitated by this look, as they danced in, the light. "Sire," said he, "tell me what you wish to know?"
"Tell me by what death I shall die."
"By a gun-shot, sire."
The eyes of Gustavus grew bright. "Ah, in a battle!" said he; "the death of a soldier! Thanks, M. de Cagliostro, a thousand times thanks; oh, I foresee battles, and Gustavus Adolphus and Charles XII. have shown me how a King of Sweden should die."
Cagliostro drooped his head, without replying.
"Oh!" cried Count Haga, "will not my wound then be given in battle?"
"No, sire."
"In a sedition?—yes, that is possible."
"No, not in a sedition, sire."
"But, where then?"
"At a ball, sire."
The king remained silent, and Cagliostro buried his head in his hands.
Every one looked pale and frightened; then M. de Condorcet took the glass of water and examined it, as if there he could solve the problem of all that had been going on; but finding nothing to satisfy him, "Well, I also," said he, "will beg our illustrious prophet to consult for me his magic mirror: unfortunately, I am not a powerful lord; I cannot command, and my obscure life concerns no millions of people."
"Sir," said Count Haga, "you command in the name of science, and your life belongs not only to a nation, but to all mankind."
"Thanks," said De Condorcet; "but, perhaps, your opinion on this subject is not shared by M. de Cagliostro."
Cagliostro raised his head. "Yes, marquis," said he, in a manner which began to be excited, "you are indeed a powerful lord in the kingdom of intelligence; look me, then, in the face, and tell me, seriously, if you also wish that I should prophesy to you."
"Seriously, count, upon my honor."
"Well, marquis," said Cagliostro, in a hoarse voice, "you will die of that poison which you carry in your ring; you will die——"
"Oh, but if I throw it away?"
"Throw it away!"
"You allow that that would be easy."
"Throw it away!"
"Oh, yes, marquis," cried Madame Dubarry; "throw away that horrid poison! Throw it away, if it be only to falsify this prophet of evil, who threatens us all with so many misfortunes. For if you throw it away you cannot die by it, as M. de Cagliostro predicts; so there at least he will have been wrong."
"Madame la Comtesse is right," said Count Haga.
"Bravo, countess!" said Richelieu. "Come, marquis, throw away that poison, for now I know you carry it, I shall tremble every time we drink together; the ring might open of itself, and——"
"It is useless," said Cagliostro quietly; "M. de Condorcet will not throw it away."
"No," returned De Condorcet, "I shall not throw it away; not that I wish to aid my destiny, but because this is a unique poison, prepared by Cabanis, and which chance has completely hardened, and that chance might never occur again; therefore I will not throw it away. Triumph if you will, M. de Cagliostro."
"Destiny," replied he, "ever finds some way to work out its own ends."
"Then I shall die by poison," said the marquis; "well, so be it. It is an admirable death, I think; a little poison on the tip of the tongue, and I am gone. It is scarcely dying: it is merely ceasing to live."
"It is not necessary for you to suffer, sir," said Cagliostro.
"Then, sir," said M. de Favras, "we have a shipwreck, a gun-shot, and a poisoning which makes my mouth water. Will you not do me the favor also to predict some little pleasure of the same kind for me?"
"Oh, marquis!" replied Cagliostro, beginning to grow warm under this irony, "do not envy these gentlemen, you will have still better."
"Better!" said M. de Favras, laughing; "that is pledging yourself to a great deal. It is difficult to beat the sea, fire, and poison!"
"There remains the cord, marquis," said Cagliostro, bowing.
"The cord! what do you mean?"
"I mean that you will be hanged," replied Cagliostro, seeming no more the master of his prophetic rage.
"Hanged! the devil!" cried Richelieu.
"Monsieur forgets that I am a nobleman," said M. de Favras, coldly; "or if he means to speak of a suicide, I warn him that I shall respect myself sufficiently, even in my last moments, not to use a cord while I have a sword."
"I do not speak of a suicide, sir."
"Then you speak of a punishment?"
"Yes."
"You are a foreigner, sir, and therefore I pardon you."
"What?"
"Your ignorance, sir. In France we decapitate noblemen."
"You may arrange this, if you can, with the executioner," replied Cagliostro.
M. de Favras said no more. There was a general silence and shrinking for a few minutes.
"Do you know that I tremble at last," said M. de Launay; "my predecessors have come off so badly, that I fear for myself if I now take my turn."
"Then you are more reasonable than they; you are right. Do not seek to know the future; good or bad, let it rest—it is in the hands of God."
"Oh! M. de Launay," said Madame Dubarry, "I hope you will not be less courageous than the others have been."
"I hope so, too, madame," said the governor. Then, turning to Cagliostro, "Sir," he said, "favor me, in my turn, with my horoscope, if you please."
"It is easy," replied Cagliostro; "a blow on the head with a hatchet, and all will be over."
A look of dismay was once more general. Richelieu and Taverney begged Cagliostro to say no more, but female curiosity carried the day.
"To hear you talk, count," said Madame Dubarry, "one would think the whole universe must die a violent death. Here we were, eight of us, and five are already condemned by you."
"Oh, you understand that it is all prearranged to frighten us, and we shall only laugh at it," said M. de Favras, trying to do so.
"Certainly we will laugh," said Count Haga, "be it true or false."
"Oh, I will laugh too, then," said Madame Dubarry. "I will not dishonor the assembly by my cowardice; but, alas! I am only a woman, I cannot rank among you and be worthy of a tragical end; a woman dies in her bed. My death, a sorrowful old woman abandoned by every one, will be the worst of all. Will it not, M. de Cagliostro?"
She stopped, and seemed to wait for the prophet to reassure her. Cagliostro did not speak; so, her curiosity obtaining the mastery over her fears, she went on. "Well, M. de Cagliostro, will you not answer me?"
"What do you wish me to say, madame?"
She hesitated—then, rallying her courage, "Yes," she cried, "I will run the risk. Tell me the fate of Jeanne de Vaubernier, Countess Dubarry."
"On the scaffold, madame," replied the prophet of evil.
"A jest, sir, is it not?" said she, looking at him with a supplicating air.
Cagliostro seemed not to see it. "Why do you think I jest?" said he.
"Oh, because to die on the scaffold one must have committed some crime—stolen, or committed murder, or done something dreadful; and it is not likely I shall do that. It was a jest, was it not?"
"Oh, mon Dieu, yes," said Cagliostro; "all I have said is but a jest."
The countess laughed, but scarcely in a natural manner. "Come, M. de Favras," said she, "let us order our funerals."
"Oh, that will be needless for you, madame," said Cagliostro.
"Why so, sir?"
"Because you will go to the scaffold in a car."
"Oh, how horrible! This dreadful man, marshal! for heaven's sake choose more cheerful guests next time, or I will never visit you again."
"Excuse me, madame," said Cagliostro, "but you, like all the rest, would have me speak."
"At least I hope you will grant me time to choose my confessor."
"It will be superfluous, countess."
"Why?"
"The last person who will mount the scaffold in France with a confessor will be the King of France." And Cagliostro pronounced these words in so thrilling a voice that every one was struck with horror.
All were silent.
Cagliostro raised to his lips the glass of water in which he had read these fearful prophecies, but scarcely had he touched it, when he set it down with a movement of disgust. He turned his eyes to M. de Taverney.
"Oh," cried he, in terror, "do not tell me anything; I do not wish to know!"
"Well, then, I will ask instead of him," said Richelieu.
"You, marshal, be happy; you are the only one of us all who will die in his bed."
"Coffee, gentlemen, coffee," cried the marshal, enchanted with the prediction. Every one rose.
But before passing into the drawing-room, Count Haga, approaching Cagliostro, said,—
"Tell me what to beware of."
"Of a muff, sir," replied Cagliostro.
"And I?" said Condorcet.
"Of an omelet."
"Good; I renounce eggs," and he left the room.
"And I?" said M. de Favras; "what must I fear?"
"A letter."
"And I?" said De Launay.
"The taking of the Bastile."
"Oh, you quite reassure me." And he went away laughing.
"Now for me, sir," said the countess, trembling.
"You, beautiful countess, shun the Place Louis XV."
"Alas," said the countess, "one day already I lost myself there; that day I suffered much."
She left the room, and Cagliostro was about to follow her when Richelieu stopped him.
"One moment," said he; "there remains only Taverney and I, my dear sorcerer."
"M. de Taverney begged me to say nothing, and you, marshal, have asked me nothing."
"Oh, I do not wish to hear," again cried Taverney.
"But come, to prove your power, tell us something that only Taverney and I know," said Richelieu.
"What?" asked Cagliostro, smiling.
"Tell us what makes Taverney come to Versailles, instead of living quietly in his beautiful house at Maison-Rouge, which the king bought for him three years ago."
"Nothing more simple, marshal," said Cagliostro. "Ten years ago, M. de Taverney wished to give his daughter, Mademoiselle Andrée, to the King Louis XV., but he did not succeed."
"Oh!" growled Taverney.
"Now, monsieur wishes to give his son Philippe de Taverney, to the Queen Marie Antoinette; ask him if I speak the truth."
"On my word," said Taverney, trembling, "this man is a sorcerer; devil take me if he is not!"
"Do not speak so cavalierly of the devil, my old comrade," said the marshal.
"It is frightful," murmured Taverney, and he turned to implore Cagliostro to be discreet, but he was gone.
"Come, Taverney, to the drawing-room," said the marshal; "or they will drink their coffee without us."
But when they arrived there, the room was empty; no one had courage to face again the author of these terrible predictions.
The wax lights burned in the candelabra, the fire burned on the hearth, but all for nothing.
"Ma foi, old friend, it seems we must take our coffee tête-à-tête. Why, where the devil has he gone?" Richelieu looked all around him, but Taverney had vanished like the rest. "Never mind," said the marshal, chuckling as Voltaire might have done, and rubbing his withered though still white hands; "I shall be the only one to die in my bed. Well, Count Cagliostro, at least I believe. In my bed! that was it; I shall die in my bed, and I trust not for a long time. Hola! my valet-de-chambre and my drops."
The valet entered with the bottle, and the marshal went with him into the bedroom.
END OF THE PROLOGUE.
CHAPTER I.
TWO UNKNOWN LADIES.
The winter of 1784, that monster which devoured half France, we could not see, although he growled at the doors, while at the house of M. de Richelieu, shut in as we were in that warm and comfortable dining-room.
A little frost on the windows seems but the luxury of nature added to that of man. Winter has its diamonds, its powder, and its silvery embroidery for the rich man wrapped in his furs, and packed in his carriage, or snug among the wadding and velvet of a well-warmed room. Hoar-frost is a beauty, ice a change of decoration by the greatest of artists, which the rich admire through their windows. He who is warm can admire the withered trees, and find a somber charm in the sight of the snow-covered plain. He who, after a day without suffering, when millions of his fellow-creatures are enduring dreadful privations, throws himself on his bed of down, between his fine and well-aired sheets, may find out that all is for the best in this best of all possible worlds.
But he who is hungry sees none of these beauties of nature; he who is cold hates the sky without a sun, and consequently without a smile for such unfortunates. Now, at the time at which we write, that is, about the middle of the month of April, three hundred thousand miserable beings, dying from cold and hunger, groaned in Paris alone—in that Paris where, in spite of the boast that scarcely another city contained so many rich people, nothing had been prepared to prevent the poor from perishing of cold and wretchedness.
For the last four months, the same leaden sky had driven the poor from the villages into the town, as it sent the wolves from the woods into the villages.
No more bread. No more wood.
No more bread for those who felt this cold—no more wood to cook it. All the provisions which had been collected, Paris had devoured in a month. The Provost, short-sighted and incapable, did not know how to procure for Paris, which was under his care, the wood which might have been collected in the neighborhood. When it froze, he said the frost prevented the horses from bringing it; if it thawed, he pleaded want of horses and conveyances. Louis XVI., ever good and humane, always ready to attend to the physical wants of his people, although he overlooked their social ones, began by contributing a sum of 200,000 francs for horses and carts, and insisting on their immediate use. Still the demand continued greater than the supply. At first no one was allowed to carry away from the public timber-yard more than a cart-load of wood; then they were limited to half this quantity. Soon the long strings of people might be seen waiting outside the doors, as they were afterwards seen at the bakers' shops. The king gave away the whole of his private income in charity. He procured 3,000,000 francs by a grant and applied it to the relief of the sufferers, declaring that every other need must give way before that of cold and famine. The queen, on her part, gave 500 louis from her purse. The convents, the hospitals, and the public buildings were thrown open as places of asylum for the poor, who came in crowds for the sake of the fires that were kept there. They kept hoping for a thaw, but heaven seemed inflexible. Every evening the same copper-colored sky disappointed their hopes; and the stars shone bright and clear as funeral torches through the long, cold nights, which hardened again and again the snow which fell during the day. All day long, thousands of workmen, with spades and shovels, cleared away the snow from before the houses; so that on each side of the streets, already too narrow for the traffic, rose a high, thick wall, blocking up the way. Soon these masses of snow and ice became so large that the shops were obscured by them, and they were obliged to allow it to remain where it fell. Paris could do no more. She gave in, and allowed the winter to do its worst. December, January, February, and March passed thus, although now and then a few days' thaw changed the streets, whose sewers were blocked up, into running streams. Horses were drowned, and carriages destroyed, in the streets, some of which could only be traversed in boats. Paris, faithful to its character, sang through this destruction by the thaw as it had done through that by famine. Processions were made to the markets to see the fisherwomen serving their customers with immense leathern boots on, inside which their trousers were pushed, and with their petticoats tucked round their waists, all laughing, gesticulating, and splashing each other as they stood in the water. These thaws, however, were but transitory; the frost returned, harder and more obstinate than ever, and recourse was had to sledges, pushed along by skaters, or drawn by roughshod horses along the causeways, which were like polished mirrors. The Seine, frozen many feet deep, was become the rendezvous for all idlers, who assembled there to skate or slide, until, warmed by exercise, they ran to the nearest fire, lest the perspiration should freeze upon them. All trembled for the time when, the water communications being stopped, and the roads impassable, provisions could no longer be sent in, and began to fear that Paris would perish from want. The king, in this extremity, called a council. They decided to implore all bishops, abbés, and monks to leave Paris and retire to their dioceses or convents; and all those magistrates and officials who, preferring the opera to their duties, had crowded to Paris, to return to their homes; for all these people used large quantities of wood in their hotels, and consumed no small amount of food. There were still the country gentlemen, who were also to be entreated to leave. But M. Lenoir, lieutenant of police, observed to the king that, as none of these people were criminals, and could not therefore be compelled to leave Paris in a day, they would probably be so long thinking about it, that the thaw would come before their departure, which would then be more hurtful than useful. All this care and pity of the king and queen, however, excited the ingenious gratitude of the people, who raised monuments to them, as ephemeral as the feelings which prompted them. Obelisks and pillars of snow and ice, engraved with their names, were to be seen all over Paris. At the end of March the thaw began, but by fits and starts, constant returns of frost prolonging the miseries of the people. Indeed, in the beginning of April it appeared to set in harder than ever, and the half-thawed streets, frozen again, became so slippery and dangerous, that nothing was seen but broken limbs and accidents of all kinds. The snow prevented the carriages from being heard, and the police had enough to do, from the reckless driving of the aristocracy, to preserve from the wheels those who were spared by cold and hunger.
It was about a week after the dinner given by M. de Richelieu that four elegant sledges entered Paris, gliding over the frozen snow which covered the Cours la Reine and the extremity of the boulevards. From thence they found it more difficult to proceed, for the sun and the traffic had begun to change the snow and ice into a wet mass of dirt.
In the foremost sledge were two men in brown riding coats with double capes. They were drawn by a black horse, and turned from time to time, as if to watch the sledge that followed them, and which contained two ladies so enveloped in furs that it was impossible to see their faces. It might even have been difficult to distinguish their sex, had it not been for the height of their coiffure, crowning which was a small hat with a plume of feathers. From the colossal edifice of this coiffure, all mingled with ribbons and jewels, escaped occasionally a cloud of white powder, as when a gust of wind shakes the snow from the trees.
These two ladies, seated side by side, were conversing so earnestly as scarcely to see the numerous spectators who watched their progress along the boulevards. One of them taller and more majestic than the other, and holding up before her face a finely-embroidered cambric handkerchief, carried her head erect and stately, in spite of the wind which swept across their sledge.
It had just struck five by the clock of the church St. Croix d'Antin and night was beginning to descend upon Paris, and with the night the bitter cold. They had just reached the Porte St. Denis, when the lady of whom we have spoken made a sign to the men in front, who thereupon quickened the pace of their horse, and soon disappeared among the evening mists, which were fast thickening around the colossal structure of the Bastile.
This signal she then repeated to the other two sledges, which also vanished along the Rue St. Denis. Meanwhile, the one in which she sat, having arrived at the Boulevard de Menilmontant, stopped.
In this place few people were to be seen; night had dispersed them. Besides, in this out-of-the-way quarter, not many citizens would trust themselves without torches and an escort, since winter had sharpened the wants of three or four thousand beggars who were easily changed into robbers.
The lady touched with her finger the shoulder of the coachman who was driving her, and said, "Weber, how long will it take you to bring the cabriolet you know where?"
"Madame wishes me to bring the cabriolet?" asked the coachman, with a strong German accent.
"Yes, I shall return by the streets; and as they are still more muddy than the boulevard, we should not get on in the sledge; besides, I begin to feel the cold. Do not you, petite?" said she, turning to the other lady.
"Yes, madame."
"Then, Weber, we will have the cabriolet."
"Very well, madame."
"What is the time, petite?"
The young lady looked at her watch, which, however, she could hardly see, as it was growing dark, and said, "A quarter to six, madame."
"Then at a quarter to seven, Weber."
Saying these words, the lady leaped lightly from the sledge, followed by her friend, and walked away quickly; while the coachman murmured, with a kind of respectful despair, sufficiently loud for his mistress to hear, "Oh, mein Gott! what imprudence."
The two ladies laughed, drew their cloaks closer round them, and went tramping along through the snow, with their little feet.
"You have good eyes, Andrée," said the lady who seemed the elder of the two, although she could not have been more than thirty or thirty-two; "try to read the name at the corner of that street."
"Rue du Pont-aux-Choux, madame."
"Rue du Pont-aux-Choux! ah, mon Dieu, we must have come wrong. They told me the second street on the right;—but what a smell of hot bread!"
"That is not astonishing," said her companion, "for here is a baker's shop."
"Well, let us ask there for the Rue St. Claude," she said, moving to the door.
"Oh! do not you go in, madame; allow me," said Andrée.
"The Rue St. Claude, my pretty ladies?" said a cheerful voice. "Are you asking for the Rue St. Claude?"
The two ladies turned towards the voice, and saw, leaning against the door of the shop, a man who, in spite of the cold, had his chest and his legs quite bare.
"Oh! a naked man!" cried the young lady, half hiding behind her companion; "are we among savages?"
"Was not that what you asked for?" said the journeyman baker, for such he was, who did not understand her movement in the least, and, accustomed to his own costume, never dreamed of its effect upon them.
"Yes, my friend, the Rue St. Claude," said the elder lady, hardly able to keep from laughing.
"Oh, it is not difficult to find; besides, I will conduct you there myself;" and, suiting the action to the words, he began to move his long bony legs, which terminated in immense wooden shoes.
"Oh, no!" cried the elder lady, who did not fancy such a guide; "pray do not disturb yourself. Tell us the way, and we shall easily find it."
"First street to the right," said he, drawing back again.
"Thanks," said the ladies, who ran on as fast as they could, that he might not hear the laughter which they could no longer restrain.
CHAPTER II.
AN INTERIOR.
If we do not calculate too much on the memory of our readers, they certainly know the Rue St. Claude, which joins at one end the boulevard, and at the other the Rue St. Louis; this was an important street in the first part of our story, when it was inhabited by Joseph Balsamo, his sibyl, Lorenza, and his master, Althotas. It was still a respectable street, though badly lighted, and by no means clean, but little known or frequented.
There was, however, at the corner of the boulevard a large house, with an aristocratic air; but this house, which might, from the number of its windows, have illuminated the whole street, had it been lighted up, was the darkest and most somber-looking of any. The door was never seen to open; and the windows were thick with dust, which seemed never disturbed. Sometimes an idler, attracted by curiosity, approached the gates and peeped through; all he could see, however, were masses of weeds growing between the stones of the courtyard, and green moss spreading itself over everything. Occasionally an enormous rat, sole inmate of those deserted domains, ran across the yard, on his way to his usual habitation in the cellars, which seemed, however, to be an excess of modesty, when he had the choice of so many fine sitting-rooms, where he need never fear the intrusion of a cat.
At times, one or two of the neighbors, passing the house, might stop to take a survey, and one would say to the other:
"Well, what do you see?"
"Why," he would reply, "I see the rat."
"Oh! let me look at him. How fat he has grown!"
"That is not to be wondered at; he is never disturbed; and there must be some good pickings in the house. M. de Balsamo disappeared so suddenly, that he must have left something behind."
"But you forget that the house was half burned down."
And they would pursue their way.
Opposite this ruin was a high narrow house inclosed within a garden wall. From the upper windows, a light was to be seen; the rest was shrouded in darkness. Either all the inhabitants were already asleep, or they were very economical of wood and candles, which certainly were frightfully dear this winter. It is, however, with the fifth story only that we have any business.
We must, in the first place, take a survey of the house, and, ascending the staircase, open the first door. This room is empty and dark, however, but it opens into another of which the furniture deserves our attention.
The doors were gaudily painted, and it contained easy chairs covered in white, with yellow velvet trimming, and a sofa to match; the cushions of which, however, were so full of the wrinkles of old age as scarcely to be cushions any longer. Two portraits hanging on the walls next attracted attention. A candle and a lamp—one placed on a stand, about three feet high, and the other on the chimney-piece—threw a constant light on them.
The first was a well-known portrait of Henry III., King of France and Poland; a cap on his head, surmounting his long pale face and heavy eyes; a pointed beard, and a ruff round his neck.
Under it was the inscription, traced in black letters, on a badly-gilded frame, "Henri de Valois."
The other portrait, of which the gilding was newer, and the painting more fresh and recent, represented a young lady with black eyes, a straight nose, and rather compressed lips, who appeared crushed under a tower of hair and ribbons, to which the cap of Henry III. was in the proportion of a mole-hill to a pyramid.
Under this portrait was inscribed, "Jeanne de Valois."
Glance at the fireless hearth, at the faded curtains, and then turn towards a little oak table in the corner; for there, leaning on her elbow, and writing the addresses of some letters, sits the original of this portrait.
A few steps off, in an attitude half curious, half respectful, stands a little old woman, apparently about sixty.
"Jeanne de Valois," says the inscription; but if this lady be indeed a Valois, one wonders however the portrait of Henry III., the sybarite king, the great voluptuary, could support the sight of so much poverty in a person not only of his race, but bearing his name.
In her person, however, this lady of the fifth story did no discredit to her portrait. She had white and delicate hands, which from time to time she rubbed together, as if to endeavor to put some warmth into them; her foot also, which was encased in a rather coquettish velvet slipper, was small and pretty.
The wind whistled through all the old doors, and penetrated the crevices of the shaking windows; and the old servant kept glancing sadly towards the empty grate. Her lady continued her occupation, talking aloud as she did so.
"Madame de Misery," she murmured; "first lady of the bedchamber to her majesty—I cannot expect more than six louis from her, for she has already given to me once." And she sighed. "Madame Patrick, lady's-maid to her majesty, two louis; M. d'Ormesson, an audience; M. de Calonne, some good advice, M. de Rohan, a visit; at least, we will try to induce him," said she, smiling at the thought. "Well, then, I think I may hope for eight louis within a week." Then, looking up, "Dame Clotilde," she said, "snuff this candle."
The old woman did as she was bid, and then resumed her place. This kind of inquisition seemed to annoy the young lady, for she said, "Pray go and look if you cannot find the end of a wax candle for me; this tallow is odious."
"There is none," replied the old woman.
"But just look."
"Where?"
"In the ante-chamber."
"It is so cold there."
"There is some one ringing," said the young lady.
"Madame is mistaken," replied the obstinate old woman.
"I thought I heard it, Dame Clotilde;" then, abandoning the attempt, she turned again to her calculations. "Eight louis! Three I owe for the rent, and five I have promised to M. de la Motte, to make him support his stay at Bar-sur-Aube. Pauvre diable, our marriage has not enriched him as yet—but patience;" and she smiled again, and looked at herself in the mirror that hung between the two portraits. "Well, then," she continued, "I still want one louis for going from Versailles to Paris and back again; living for a week, one louis; dress, and gifts to the porters of the houses where I go, four louis; but," said she, starting up, "some one is ringing!"
"No, madame," replied the old woman. "It is below, on the next floor."
"But I tell you it is not," said she angrily, as the bell rang yet louder.
Even the old woman could deny it no longer; so she hobbled off to open the door, while her mistress rapidly cleared away all the papers, and seated herself on the sofa, assuming the air of a person humble and resigned, although suffering.
It was, however, only her body that reposed; for her eyes, restless and unquiet, sought incessantly, first her mirror and then the door.
At last it opened, and she heard a young and sweet voice saying, "Is it here that Madame la Comtesse de la Motte lives?"
"Madame la Comtesse de la Motte Valois," replied Clotilde.
"It is the same person, my good woman; is she at home?"
"Yes, madame; she is too ill to go out."
During this colloquy, the pretended invalid saw reflected in the glass the figure of a lady talking to Clotilde, unquestionably belonging to the higher ranks. She then saw her turn round, and say to some one behind, "We can go in—it is here."
And the two ladies we have before seen asking the way prepared to enter the room.
"Whom shall I announce to the countess?" said Clotilde.
"Announce a Sister of Charity," said the elder lady.
"From Paris?"
"No; from Versailles."
Clotilde entered the room, and the strangers followed her.
Jeanne de Valois seemed to rise with difficulty from her seat to receive her visitors.
Clotilde placed chairs for them, and then unwillingly withdrew.
CHAPTER III.
JEANNE DE LA MOTTE VALOIS.
The first thought of Jeanne de la Motte was to examine the faces of her visitors, so as to gather what she could of their characters. The elder lady, who might have been, as we have said, about thirty-two years of age, was remarkably beautiful, although, at first sight, a great air of hauteur detracted slightly from the charm of her expression; her carriage was so proud, and her whole appearance so distingué that Jeanne could not doubt her nobility, even at a cursory glance.
She, however, seemed purposely to place herself as far as possible from the light, so as to be little seen.
Her companion appeared four or five years younger, and was not less beautiful. Her complexion was charming; her hair, drawn back from her temples, showed to advantage the perfect oval of her face; two large blue eyes, calm and serene; a well-formed mouth, indicating great frankness of disposition; a nose that rivaled the Venus de Medicis; such was the other face which presented itself to the gaze of Jeanne de Valois.
She inquired gently to what happy circumstance she owed the honor of their visit.
The elder lady signed to the younger, who thereupon said, "Madame, for I believe you are married——"
"I have the honor to be the wife of M. le Comte de la Motte, an excellent gentleman."
"Well, Madame la Comtesse, we are at the head of a charitable institution, and have heard concerning your condition things that interest us, and we consequently wished to have more precise details on the subject."
"Mesdames," replied Jeanne, "you see there the portrait of Henry III., that is to say, of the brother of my grandfather, for I am truly of the race of Valois, as you have doubtless been told." And she waited for the next question, looking at her visitors with a sort of proud humility.
"Madame," said the grave and sweet voice of the elder lady, "is it true, as we have also heard, that your mother was housekeeper at a place called Fontelle, near Bar-sur-Seine?"
Jeanne colored at this question, but replied, "It is true, madame; and," she went on, "as Marie Jossel, my mother, was possessed of rare beauty, my father fell in love with her, and married her, for it is by my father that I am nobly descended; he was a St. Rémy de Valois, direct descendant of the Valois who were on the throne."
"But how have you been reduced to this degree of poverty, madame?"
"Alas! that is easily told. You are not ignorant that after the accession of Henry IV., by which the crown passed from the house of Valois to that of Bourbon, there still remained many branches of the fallen family, obscure, doubtless, but incontestably springing from the same root as the four brothers who all perished so miserably."
The two ladies made a sign of assent.
"Then," continued Jeanne, "these remnants of the Valois, fearing, in spite of their obscurity, to be obnoxious to the reigning family, changed their name of Valois into that of St. Rémy, which they took from some property, and they may be traced under this name down to my father, who, seeing the monarchy so firmly established, and the old branch forgotten, thought he need no longer deprive himself of his illustrious name, and again called himself Valois, which name he bore in poverty and obscurity in a distant province, while no one at the court of France even knew of the existence of this descendant of their ancient kings."
Jeanne stopped at these words, which she had spoken with a simplicity and mildness which created a favorable impression.
"You have, doubtless, your proofs already arranged, madame," said the elder lady, with kindness.
"Oh, madame," she replied, with a bitter smile, "proofs are not wanting—my father arranged them, and left them to me as his sole legacy; but of what use are proofs of a truth which no one will recognize?"
"Your father is then dead?" asked the younger lady.
"Alas! yes."
"Did he die in the provinces?"
"No, madame."
"At Paris, then?"
"Yes."
"In this room?"
"No, madame; my father, Baron de Valois, great-nephew of the King Henry III., died of misery and hunger; and not even in this poor retreat, not in his own bed, poor as that was. No; my father died side by side with the suffering wretches in the Hôtel Dieu!"
The ladies uttered an exclamation of surprise and distress.
"From what you tell me, madame, you have experienced, it is evident, great misfortunes; above all, the death of your father."
"Oh, if you heard all the story of my life, madame, you would see that my father's death does not rank among its greatest misfortunes."
"How, madame! You regard as a minor evil the death of your father?" said the elder lady, with a frown.
"Yes, madame; and in so doing I speak only as a pious daughter, for my father was thereby delivered from all the ills which he experienced in this life, and which continue to assail his family. I experience, in the midst of the grief which his death causes me, a certain joy in knowing that the descendant of kings is no longer obliged to beg his bread."
"To beg his bread?"
"Yes, madame; I say it without shame, for in all our misfortunes there was no blame to my father or myself."
"But you do not speak of your mother?"
"Well, with the same frankness with which I told you just now that I blessed God for taking my father, I complain that He left me my mother."
The two ladies looked at each other, almost shuddering at these strange words.
"Would it be indiscreet, madame, to ask you for a more detailed account of your misfortunes?"
"The indiscretion, madame, would be in me, if I fatigued you with such a long catalogue of woes."
"Speak, madame," said the elder lady, so commandingly, that her companion looked at her, as if to warn her to be more guarded. Indeed, Madame de la Motte had been struck with this imperious accent, and stared at her with some astonishment.
"I listen, madame," she then said, in a more gentle tone; "if you will be good enough to inform us what we ask."
Her companion saw her shiver as she spoke, and fearing she felt cold, pushed towards her a rug, on which to place her feet, and which she had discovered under one of the chairs.
"Keep it yourself, my sister," said she, pushing it back again. "You are more delicate than I."
"Indeed, madame," said Jeanne, "it grieves me much to see you suffer from the cold; but wood is now so dear, and my stock was exhausted a week ago."
"You said, madame, that you were unhappy in having a mother," said the elder lady, returning to the subject.
"Yes, madame. Doubtless, such a blasphemy shocks you much, does it not?" said Jeanne; "but hear my explanation. I have already had the honor to tell you that my father made a mésalliance, and married his housekeeper. Marie Jossel, my mother, instead of feeling gratified and proud of the honor he had done her, began by ruining my father, which certainly was not difficult to a person determined to consult only her own pleasures. And having reduced him to sell all his remaining property, she induced him to go to Paris to claim the rights to which his name entitled him. My father was easily persuaded; perhaps he hoped in the justice of the king. He came then, having first turned all he possessed into money. He had, besides me, another daughter, and a son.
"His son, unhappy as myself, vegetates in the lowest ranks of the army; the daughter, my poor sister, was abandoned, on the evening of our departure, before the house of a neighboring farmer.
"The journey exhausted our little resources—my father wore himself out in fruitless appeals—we scarcely ever saw him—our house was wretched—and my mother, to whom a victim was necessary, vented her discontent and ill-humor upon me: she even reproached me with what I ate, and for the slightest fault I was unmercifully beaten. The neighbors, thinking to serve me, told my father of the treatment I experienced. He endeavored to protect me, but his interference only served to embitter her still more against me.
"At last my father fell ill, and was confined first to the house, and then to his bed. My mother banished me from his room on the pretext that I disturbed him. She made me now learn a sentence, which, child as I was, I shrank from saying; but she would drive me out into the street with blows, ordering me to repeat it to each passer-by, if I did not wish to be beaten to death."
"And what was this sentence?" asked the elder lady.
"It was this, madame: 'Have pity on a little orphan, who descends in a direct line from Henri de Valois.'"
"What a shame!" cried the ladies.
"But what effect did this produce on the people?" inquired Andrée.
"Some listened and pitied me, others were angry and menaced me; some kind people stopped and warned me that I ran a great risk from repeating such words; but I knew no other danger than that of disobeying my mother. The result was, however, as she hoped: I generally brought home a little money, which kept us for a time from starvation or the hospital; but this life became so odious to me, that at last, one day, instead of repeating my accustomed phrase, I sat on a doorstep all the time, and returned in the evening empty-handed. My mother beat me so that the next day I fell ill; then my poor father, deprived of all resources, was obliged to go to the Hôtel Dieu, where he died."
"Oh! what a horrible history," cried the ladies.
"What became of you after your father's death?" asked the elder lady.
"God took pity upon me a month after my father's death, my mother ran away with a soldier, abandoning my brother and me. We felt ourselves relieved by her departure, and lived on public charity, although we never begged for more than enough to eat. One day, I saw a carriage going slowly along the Faubourg Saint Marcel. There were four footmen behind, and a beautiful lady inside; I held out my hand to her for charity. She questioned me, and my reply and my name seemed to strike her with surprise. She asked for my address, and the next day made inquiries, and finding that I had told her the truth, she took charge of my brother and myself; she placed my brother in the army, and me with a dressmaker."
"Was not this lady Madame de Boulainvilliers?"
"It was."
"She is dead, I believe?"
"Yes; and her death deprived me of my only protector."
"Her husband still lives, and is rich."
"Ah, madame, it is to him that I owe my later misfortunes. I had grown tall, and, as he thought, pretty, and he wished to put a price upon his benefits which I refused to pay. Meanwhile, Madame de Boulainvilliers died, having first married me to a brave and loyal soldier, M. de la Motte, but, separated from him, I seemed more abandoned after her death than I had been after that of my father. This is my history, madame, which I have shortened as much as possible, in order not to weary you."
"Where, then, is your husband?" asked the elder lady.
"He is in garrison at Bar-sur-Aube; he serves in the gendarmerie, and is waiting, like myself, in hopes of better times."
"But you have laid your case before the court?"
"Undoubtedly."
"The name of Valois must have awakened some sympathy."
"I know not, madame, what sentiments it may have awakened, for I have received no answer to any of my petitions."
"You have seen neither the ministers, the king, nor the queen?"
"No one. Everywhere I have failed."
"You cannot now beg, however."
"No, madame; I have lost the habit; but I can die of hunger, like my poor father."
"You have no child?"
"No, madame; and my husband, by getting killed in the service of his king, will find for himself a glorious end to all our miseries."
"Can you, madame—I beg pardon if I seem intrusive—but can you bring forward the proofs of your genealogy?"
Jeanne rose, opened a drawer, and drew out some papers, which she presented to the lady, who rose to come nearer the light, that she might examine them; but seeing that Jeanne eagerly seized this opportunity to observe her more clearly than she had yet been able to do, she turned away as if the light hurt her eyes, turning her back to Madame de la Motte.
"But," said she, at last, "these are only copies."
"Oh! madame, I have the originals safe, and am ready to produce them."
"If any important occasion should present itself, I suppose?" said the lady, smiling.
"It is, doubtless, madame, an important occasion which procures me the honor of your visit, but these papers are so precious——"
"That you cannot show them to the first comer. I understand you."
"Oh, madame!" cried the countess; "you shall see them;" and opening a secret drawer above the other, she drew out the originals, which were carefully inclosed in an old portfolio, on which were the arms of the Valois.
The lady took them, and after examining them, said, "You are right; these are perfectly satisfactory, and you must hold yourself in readiness to produce them when called upon by proper authority."
"And what do you think I may expect, madame?" asked Jeanne.
"Doubtless a pension for yourself, and advancement for M. de la Motte, if he prove worthy of it."
"My husband is an honorable man, madame, and has never failed in his military duties."
"It is enough, madame," said the lady, drawing her hood still more over her face. She then put her hand in her pocket, and drew out first the same embroidered handkerchief with which we before saw her hiding her face when in the sledge, then a small roll about an inch in diameter, and three or four in length, which she placed on the chiffonier, saying, "The treasurer of our charity authorizes me, madame, to offer you this small assistance, until you shall obtain something better."
Madame de la Motte threw a rapid glance at the little roll. "Three-franc pieces," thought she, "and there must be nearly a hundred of them; what a boon from heaven."
While she was thus thinking, the two ladies moved quickly into the outer room, where Clotilde had fallen asleep in her chair.
The candle was burning out in the socket, and the smell which came from it made the ladies draw out their smelling-bottles. Jeanne woke Clotilde, who insisted on following them with the obnoxious candle-end.
"Au revoir, Madame la Comtesse," said they.
"Where may I have the honor of coming to thank you?" asked Jeanne.
"We will let you know," replied the elder lady, going quickly down the stairs.
Madame de la Motte ran back into her room, impatient to examine her rouleau, but her foot struck against something, and stooping to pick it up, she saw a small flat gold box.
She was some time before she could open it, but having at last found the spring, it flew open and disclosed the portrait of a lady possessing no small beauty. The coiffure was German, and she wore a collar like an order. An M and a T encircled by a laurel wreath ornamented the inside of the box. Madame de la Motte did not doubt, from the resemblance of the portrait to the lady who had just left her, that it was that of her mother, or some near relation.
She ran to the stairs to give it back to them; but hearing the street-door shut, she ran back, thinking to call them from the window, but arrived there only in time to see a cabriolet driving rapidly away. She was therefore obliged to keep the box for the present, and turned again to the little rouleau.
When she opened it, she uttered a cry of joy, "Double louis, fifty double louis, two thousand and four hundred francs!" and transported at the sight of more gold than she had ever seen before in her life, she remained with clasped hands and open lips. "A hundred louis," she repeated; "these ladies are then very rich. Oh! I will find them again."
CHAPTER IV.
BELUS.
Madame de la Motte was not wrong in thinking that the cabriolet which she saw driving off contained the two ladies who had just left her.
They had, in fact, found it waiting for them on their exit. It was lightly built, open and fashionable, with high wheels, and a place behind for a servant to stand. It was drawn by a magnificent bay horse of Irish breed, short-tailed, and plump, which was driven by the same man whom we have already heard addressed by the name of Weber. The horse had become so impatient with waiting, that it was with some difficulty that Weber kept him stationary.
When he saw the ladies, he said, "Madame, I intended to bring Scipio, who is gentle and easy to manage, but unluckily he received an injury last evening, and I was forced to bring Bélus, and he is rather unmanageable."
"Oh, Weber, I do not mind in the least," said the lady; "I am well used to driving, and not at all timid."
"I know how well madame drives, but the roads are so bad. Where are we to go?"
"To Versailles."
"By the boulevards then, madame?"
"No, Weber; it freezes hard, and the boulevards will be dreadful; the streets will be better."
He held the horse for the ladies to get in, then jumped up behind, and they set off at a rapid pace.
"Well, Andrée, what do you think of the countess?" asked the elder lady.
"I think, madame," she replied, "that Madame de la Motte is poor and unfortunate."
"She has good manners, has she not?"
"Yes, doubtless."
"You are somewhat cold about her, Andrée."
"I must confess, there is a look of cunning in her face that does not please me."
"Oh, you are always difficult to please, Andrée; to please you, one must have every good quality. Now, I find the little countess interesting and simple, both in her pride and in her humility."
"It is fortunate for her, madame, that she has succeeded in pleasing you."
"Take care!" cried the lady, at the same time endeavoring to check her horse, which nearly ran over a street-porter at the corner of the Rue St. Antoine.
"Gare!" shouted Weber, in the voice of the Stentor.
They heard the man growling and swearing, in which he was joined by several people near, but Bélus soon carried them away from the sound, and they quickly reached the Place Baudoyer.
From thence the skilful conductress continued her rapid course down the Rue de la Tisseranderie, a narrow unaristocratic street, always crowded. Thus, in spite of the reiterated warnings of herself and Weber, the numbers began to increase around them, many of whom cried fiercely, "Oh! the cabriolet! down with the cabriolet!"
Bélus, however, guided by the steady hand which held the reins, kept on his rapid course, and not the smallest accident had yet occurred.
But in spite of this skilful progress, the people seemed discontented at the rapid course of the cabriolet, which certainly required some care on their part to avoid, and the lady, perhaps half frightened at the murmurs, and knowing the present excited state of the people, only urged on her horse the faster to escape from them.
Thus they proceeded until they reached the Rue du Coq St. Honoré, and here had been raised one of the most beautiful of those monuments in snow of which we have spoken.
Round this a great crowd had collected, and they were obliged to stop until the people would make an opening for them to pass, which they did at last, but with great grumbling and discontent.
The next obstacle was at the gates of the Palais Royal, where, in a courtyard, which had been thrown open, were a host of beggars crowding round fires which had been lighted there, and receiving soup, which the servants of M. le Duc d'Orleans were distributing to them in earthen basins; and as in Paris a crowd collects to see everything, the number of the spectators of this scene far exceeded that of the actors.
Here, then, they were again obliged to stop, and to their dismay, began to hear distinctly from behind loud cries of "Down with the cabriolet! down with those that crush the poor!"
"Can it be that those cries are addressed to us?" said the elder lady to her companion.
"Indeed, madame, I fear so," she replied.
"Have we, do you think, run over any one?"
"I am sure you have not."
But still the cries seemed to increase. A crowd soon gathered round them, and some even seized Bélus by the reins, who thereupon began to stamp and foam most furiously.
"To the magistrate! to the magistrate!" cried several voices.
The two ladies looked at each other in terror. Curious heads began to peep under the apron of the cabriolet.
"Oh, they are women," cried some; "Opera girls, doubtless," said others, "who think they have a right to crush the poor because they receive ten thousand francs a month."
A general shout hailed these words, and they began again to cry, "To the magistrate!"
The younger lady shrank back trembling with fear; the other looked around her with wonderful resolution, though with frowning brows and compressed lips.
"Oh, madame," cried her companione, "for heaven's sake, take care!"
"Courage, Andrée, courage!" she replied.
"But they will recognize you, madame."
"Look through the windows, if Weber is still behind the cabriolet."
"He is trying to get down, but the mob surrounds him. Ah! here he comes."
"Weber," said the lady in German, "we will get out."
The man vigorously pushed aside those nearest the carriage, and opened the door. The ladies jumped out, and the crowd instantly seized on the horse and cabriolet, which would evidently soon be in pieces.
"What in heaven's name does it all mean? Do you understand it, Weber?" said the lady, still in German.
"Ma foi, no, madame," he replied, struggling to free a passage for them to pass.
"But they are not men, they are wild beasts," continued the lady; "with what do they possibly reproach me?"
She was answered by a voice, whose polite and gentlemanly tone contrasted strangely with the savage murmurs of the people, and which said in excellent German, "They reproach you, madame, with having braved the police order, which appeared this morning, and which prohibited all cabriolets, which are always dangerous, and fifty times more so in this frost, when people can hardly escape fast enough, from driving through the streets until the spring."
The lady turned, and saw she was addressed by a young officer, whose distinguished and pleasing air, and fine figure, could not but make a favorable impression.
"Oh, mon Dieu, monsieur," she said, "I was perfectly ignorant of this order."
"You are a foreigner, madame?" inquired the young officer.
"Yes, sir; but tell me what I must do? they are destroying my cabriolet."
"You must let them destroy it, and take advantage of that time to escape. The people are furious just now against all the rich, and on the pretext of your breaking this regulation would conduct you before the magistrate."
"Oh, never!" cried Andrée.
"Then," said the officer, laughing, "profit by the space which I shall make in the crowd, and vanish."
The ladies gathered from his manner that he shared the opinion of the people as to their station, but it was no time for explanations.
"Give us your arm to a cab-stand," said the elder lady, in a voice full of authority.
"I was going to make your horse rear, and thereby clear you a passage," said the young man, who did not much wish to take the charge of escorting them through the crowd; "the people will become yet more enraged, if they hear us speaking in a language unknown to them."
"Weber," cried the lady, in a firm voice, "make Bélus rear to disperse the crowd."
"And then, madame?"
"Remain till we are gone."
"But they will destroy the carriage."
"Let them; what does that matter? save Bélus if you can, but yourself above all."
"Yes, madame;" and a slight touch to the horse soon produced the desired effect of dispersing the nearest part of the crowd, and throwing down those who held by his reins.
"Your arm, sir!" again said the lady to the officer; "come on, petite," turning to Andrée.
"Let us go then, courageous woman," said the young man, giving his arm, with real admiration, to her who asked for it.
In a few minutes he had conducted them to a cab-stand, but the men were all asleep on their seats.
CHAPTER V.
THE ROAD TO VERSAILLES.
The ladies were free from the crowd for the present, but there was some danger that they might be followed and recognized, when the same tumult would doubtless be renewed and escape a second time be more difficult. The young officer knew this, and therefore hastened to awaken one of the half-frozen and sleepy men. So stupefied, however, did they seem, that he had great difficulty in rousing one of them. At last he took him by the collar and shook him roughly.
"Gently, gently!" cried the man, sitting up.
"Where do you wish to go, ladies?" asked the officer.
"To Versailles," said the elder lady, still speaking German.
"Oh, to Versailles!" repeated the coachman; "four miles and a half over this ice. No, I would rather not."
"We will pay well," said the lady.
This was repeated to the coachman in French by the young officer.
"But how much?" said the coachman; "you see it is not only going, I must come back again."
"A louis; is that enough?" asked the lady of the officer, who, turning to the coachman, said,—
"These ladies offer you a louis."
"Well, that will do, though I risk breaking my horses' legs."
"Why, you rascal, you know that if you were paid all the way there and back, it would be but twelve francs, and we offer you twenty-four."
"Oh, do not stay to bargain," cried the lady; "he shall have twenty louis if he will only set off at once."
"One is enough, madame."
"Come down, sir, and open the door."
"I will be paid first," said the man.
"You will!" said the officer fiercely.
"Oh! let us pay," said the lady, putting her hand in her pocket. She turned pale. "Oh! mon Dieu, I have lost my purse! Feel for yours, Andrée."
"Oh! madame, it is gone too."
They looked at each other in dismay, while the young officer watched their proceedings, and the coachman sat grinning, and priding himself on his caution.
The lady was about to offer her gold chain as a pledge, when the young officer drew out a louis, and offered it to the man, who thereupon got down and opened the door.
The ladies thanked him warmly and got in.
"And now, sir, drive these ladies carefully and honestly."
The ladies looked at each other in terror; they could not bear to see their protector leave them.
"Oh! madame," said Andrée, "do not let him go away."
"But why not? we will ask for his address, and return him his louis to-morrow, with a little note of thanks, which you shall write."
"But, madame, suppose the coachman should not keep faith with us, and should turn us out half way, what would become of us?"
"Oh! we will take his number."
"Yes, madame, I do not deny that you could have him punished afterwards; but meanwhile, you would not reach Versailles, and what would they think?"
"True," replied her companion.
The officer advanced to take leave.
"Monsieur," said Andrée, "one word more, if you please."
"At your orders, madame," he said politely, but somewhat stiffly.
"Monsieur, you cannot refuse us one more favor, after serving us so much?"
"What is it, madame?"
"We are afraid of the coachman, who seems so unwilling to go."
"You need not fear," replied he; "I have his number, and if he does not behave well, apply to me."
"To you, sir?" said Andrée in French, forgetting herself; "we do not even know your name."
"You speak French," exclaimed the young man, "and you have been condemning me all this time to blunder on in German!"
"Excuse us, sir," said the elder lady, coming to Andrée's rescue, "but you must see, that though not perhaps foreigners, we are strangers in Paris, and above all, out of our places in a hackney coach. You are sufficiently a man of the world to see that we are placed in an awkward position. I feel assured you are generous enough to believe the best of us, and to complete the service you have rendered, and above all, to ask us no questions."
"Madame," replied the officer, charmed with her noble, yet pleasing manner, "dispose of me as you will."
"Then, sir, have the kindness to get in, and accompany us to Versailles."
The officer instantly placed himself opposite to them, and directed the man to drive on.
After proceeding in silence for some little time, he began to feel himself surrounded with delicate and delicious perfumes, and gradually began to think better of the ladies' position. "They are," thought he, "ladies who have been detained late at some rendezvous, and are now anxious to regain Versailles, much frightened, and a little ashamed; still, two ladies, driving themselves in a cabriolet! However," recollected he, "there was a servant behind; but then again, no money on either of them, but probably the footman carried the purse; and the carriage was certainly a very elegant one, and the horse could not have been worth less than one hundred and fifty louis; therefore they must be rich, so that the accidental want of money proves nothing. But why speak a foreign language when they must be French? However, that at least shows a good education, and they speak both languages with perfect purity; besides, there is an air of distinction about them. The supplication of the younger one was touching, and the request of the other was noble and imposing; indeed, I begin to feel it dangerous to pass two or three hours in a carriage with two such pretty women, pretty and discreet also; for they do not speak, but wait for me to begin."
On their parts, the ladies were doubtless thinking of him, for just as he had arrived at these conclusions, the elder lady said to her companion, but this time in English:
"Really, this coachman crawls along; we shall never reach Versailles; I fear our poor companion must be terribly ennuyé."
"Particularly," answered Andrée, smiling, "as our conversation has not been very amusing."
"Do you not think he has a most distinguished air?"
"Yes, certainly."
"Besides, he wears the uniform of a naval officer, and all naval officers are of good family. He looks well in it, too, for he is very handsome."
Here the young man interrupted them. "Your pardon, ladies," said he, in excellent English, "but I must tell you that I understand English perfectly; I do not, however, know Spanish; therefore, if you can and like to speak in that language, you are safe from my understanding you."
"Oh, monsieur," replied the lady, laughing, "we had no harm to say of you, as you must have heard; therefore we will content ourselves with French for the remainder of the time."
"Thanks, madame, but if my presence be irksome to you——"
"You cannot suppose that, sir, as it was we who begged you to accompany us."
"Exacted it, even," said Andrée.
"Oh, madame, you overwhelm me; pray pardon me my momentary hesitation; but Paris is so full of snares and deceptions."
"You then took us for——"
"Monsieur took us for snares, that is all."
"Oh! ladies," said the young man, quite humiliated, "I assure you, I did not."
"But what is the matter? The coach stops."
"I will see, madame."
"Oh! I think we are overturning; pray take care, sir."
And Andrée, in her terror, laid her hand on the young man's shoulder.
He, yielding to an impulse, attempted to seize her little hand; but she had in a moment thrown herself back again in the carriage. He therefore got out, and found the coachman engaged in raising one of his horses, which had fallen on the ice.
The horse, with his aid, was soon on its legs again, and they pursued their way.
It seemed, however, that this little interruption had destroyed the intimacy which had begun to spring up, for after the ladies had asked and been told the cause of their detention, all relapsed into silence.
The young man, however, who had derived some pleasure from the touch of that little hand, thought he would at least have a foot in exchange; he therefore stretched out his, and endeavored to touch hers, which, was, however, quickly withdrawn; and when he did just touch that of the elder lady, she said, with great sang-froid,——
"I fear, sir, I am dreadfully in your way."
He colored up to the ears, and felt thankful to the darkness, which prevented it from being seen. After this, he desisted, and remained perfectly still, fearing even to renew the conversation, lest he should seem impertinent to these ladies, to whom, at first, he had thought himself rather condescending in his politeness.
Still, in spite of himself, he felt more and more strongly attracted towards them, and an increasing interest in them. From time to time he heard them speak softly to each other, and he caught these words:
"So late an hour! what excuse for being out?"
At last the coach stopped again, but this time it was no accident, but simply that they had arrived at Versailles.
The young man thought the time had passed with marvelous quickness.
"We are at Versailles," said the coachman.
"Where must he stop, ladies?" asked the officer.
"At the Place d'Armes."
"At the Place d'Armes, coachman," said the officer; "go on.—I must say something to them," thought he, "or they will now think me a stupid, as they must before have thought me impertinent."
"Mesdames," said he, "you are at length arrived."
"Thanks to your generous assistance."
"What trouble we have given you," added Andrée.
"Oh, madame, do not speak of it!"
"Well, sir, we shall not forget; will you tell us your name?"
"My name?"
"Certainly, sir; you do not wish to make us a present of a louis, I hope."
"Oh, madame, if that is it," said the young man, rather piqued, "I yield; I am the Comte de Charney, and as madame has already remarked, a naval officer."
"Charney," repeated the elder lady, "I shall not forget."
"Yes, madame, Georges de Charney."
"And you live——?"
"Hôtel des Princes, Rue de Richelieu."
The coach stopped. The elder lady opened the door and jumped out quickly, holding out a hand to her companion.
"But pray, ladies," said he, preparing to follow them, "take my arm; you are not yet at your own home."
"Oh, sir, do not move."
"Not move?"
"No; pray remain in the coach."
"You cannot walk alone at this time of night; it is impossible."
"Now, you see," said the elder lady, gaily, "after almost refusing to oblige us, you wish to be too obliging."
"But, madame——"
"Sir, remain to the end a loyal and gallant cavalier; we thank you, M. de Charney, with all our hearts, and will not even ask your word——"
"To do what, madame?"
"To shut the door, and order the man to drive back to Paris, without even looking where we go, which you will do, will you not?"
"I will obey you, madame; coachman, back again." And he put a second louis into the man's hand, who joyfully set off on his return.
The young man sighed, as he took his place on the cushions which the unknown ladies had just occupied.
They remained motionless till the coach was out of sight, and then took their way towards the castle.
CHAPTER VI.
LAURENT.
At this moment our heroines heard the clock strike from the church of St. Louis.
"Oh, mon Dieu! a quarter to twelve," they cried, in terror.
"See, all the doors are shut," said Andrée.
"Oh, that is nothing; for, if they were open, we would not go in here. Let us go round by the reservoirs." And they turned to the right, where there was a private entrance.
When they arrived there, "The door is shut, Andrée," said the elder lady, rather uneasily.
"Let us knock, madame."
"No, we will call; Laurent must be waiting for me, for I told him perhaps I should return late."
"I will call," said Andrée, approaching the door.
"Who is there?" said a voice from inside.
"Oh, it is not Laurent!" said she, terrified.
"Is it not?" and the other lady advanced, and called softly, "Laurent."
No answer.
"Laurent?" again she called, louder.
"There is no Laurent here," replied the voice, rudely.
"But," said Andrée, "whether he be here or not, open the door."
"I cannot open it."
"But Laurent would have opened it immediately."
"I have my orders," was all the reply.
"Who are you, then?"
"Rather, who are you?"
Rude as the question was, it was no time to find fault, so they answered, "We are ladies of her majesty's suite, we lodge in the castle, and we wish to get home."
"Well, I, mesdames, am a Suisse of the Salischamade company, and I shall do just the contrary of Laurent, for I shall leave you at the door."
"Oh!" murmured the ladies, in terror and anger.
Then, making an effort over herself, the elder lady said, "My friend, I understand that you are obeying orders, and I do not quarrel with you for that—it is a soldier's duty; only do me the favor to call Laurent—he cannot be far distant."
"I cannot quit my post."
"Then send some one."
"I have no one to send."
"For pity's sake!"
"Oh, mon Dieu, sleep in the town, that is no great thing; if I were shut out of the barracks, I would soon find a bed."
"Listen," said the lady again; "you shall have twenty louis, if you open this door."
"And twelve years at the galleys: no, thank you. Forty-eight francs a year is not sufficient pay for that."
"I will get you made a sergeant."
"Yes, and he who gave me the order will have me shot."
"And who did give you the order?"
"The king."
"The king!" cried they; "oh, we are lost!"
"Is there no other door?"
"Oh! madame, if this one is closed, be sure all the others will be so also," said Andrée.
"You are right, Andrée. 'Tis a horrible trick of the king," she said, with a contempt almost menacing.
There was a sort of bank outside the door, which they sank down upon in despair. They could see the light under the door, and could hear the steps of the sentinel as he paced to and fro.
Within this little door was salvation; without, shame and scandal.
"Oh! to-morrow, to-morrow, when they will find out," murmured the elder lady.
"You will tell the truth, madame."
"But shall I be believed?"
"Oh! we can prove it; besides, the soldier will not stay all night; he will be relieved, and perhaps his successor will be more complacent."
"Yes, but the patrol will pass directly, and will find me here, waiting outside. It is infamous; I am suffocated with rage."
"Oh, take courage, madame! you, who are always so brave."
"It is a plot, Andrée, in order to ruin me. This door is never closed. Oh, I shall die!"
At this moment they heard a step approaching, and then the voice of a young man, singing gaily as he went along.
"That voice," cried the lady, "I know it, I am sure."
"Oh, yes, madame, he will save us."
A young man, wrapped up in a fur riding-coat, came quickly up, and without noticing them, knocked at the door, and called, "Laurent."
"Brother," said the elder lady, touching him on the shoulder.
"The queen," cried he, taking off his hat.
"Hush," said she.
"You are not alone?"
"No, I am with Mademoiselle Andrée de Taverney."
"Oh, good evening, mademoiselle."
"Good evening, monseigneur."
"Are you going out, madame?" asked he.
"No."
"Then you are going in."
"We wished to do so."
"Have you not called Laurent?"
"Yes, we have, but——"
"But what?"
"You call Laurent, and you will see."
The young man, whom the reader has, perhaps, already recognized as the Comte d'Artois, approached and again called "Laurent."
"I warn you," answered from within the voice of the Suisse, "that if you torment me any more I will go and fetch my commanding officer."
"Who is this?" asked the count, turning round in astonishment to the queen.
"A Swiss who has been substituted for Laurent."
"By whom?"
"By the king."
"The king?"
"Yes, he told us so himself."
"And with orders?"
"Most strict, apparently."
"Diable! we must capitulate."
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"Offer him money."
"I have already done so, and he has refused it."
"Offer him promotion."
"I have offered that also, but he would not listen."
"Then there is but one way."
"What?"
"To make a noise."
"My dear Charles, you will compromise us."
"Not the least in the world; you keep in the background, I will knock like thunder, and shout like a madman; they will open at last, and you can slide in with me."
"Try, then."
The young prince began calling Laurent, knocking at the door and striking with his sword, till at last the Swiss said, "Ah, well! I will call my officer."
"Go and call him, that is just what I want."
They soon heard other steps approaching. The queen and Andrée kept close, ready to slip in if the door should open; then they heard the Swiss say, "It is a gentleman, lieutenant, who insists on coming in."
"Well, I suppose that is not astonishing, as we belong to the castle," said the count.
"It is no doubt a natural wish, but a forbidden one," replied the officer.
"Forbidden—by whom? morbleu!"
"By the king."
"But the king would not wish an officer of the castle to sleep outside."
"Sir, I am not the judge of that; I have only to obey orders."
"Come, lieutenant, open the door; we cannot talk through this oak."
"Sir, I repeat to you that my orders are to keep it shut; and if you are an officer, as you say, you know that I must obey."
"Lieutenant, you speak to the colonel of a regiment."
"Excuse me, then, colonel, but my orders are positive."
"But they cannot concern a prince. Come, sir, a prince cannot be kept out."
"My prince, I am in despair, but the king has ordered——"
"The king has ordered you to turn away his brother like a beggar or a robber? I am the Comte d'Artois, sir. Mordieu! you keep me here freezing at the door."
"Monseigneur, God is my witness that I would shed my blood for your royal highness. But the king gave me his orders in person, and confiding to me the charge of this door, ordered me not to open to any one, should it be even himself, after eleven o'clock. Therefore, monseigneur, I ask your pardon humbly for disobeying you, but I am a soldier, and were it her majesty the queen who asked admittance, I should be forced most unwillingly to refuse."
Having said this, the officer turned away and left the place.
"We are lost," said the queen.
"Do they know that you are out?" asked the count.
"Alas, I know not!"
"Perhaps, then, this order is leveled against me; the king knows I often go out at night, and stay late. Madame la Comtesse d'Artois must have heard something, and complained to him, and hence this tyrannical order."
"Ah, no, brother, I thank you for trying to reassure me, but I feel that it is against me these precautions are taken."
"Impossible, sister! the king has too much esteem——"
"Meanwhile, I am left at the door, and to-morrow a frightful scandal will be the result. I know well I have an enemy near the king."
"It is possible; however, I have an idea."
"What? only be quick. If you can but save us from the ridicule of this position, it is all I care for."
"Oh, I will save you; I am not more foolish than he, for all his learning."
"Than whom?"
"Ah, pardieu, the Comte de Provence."
"Ah, then, you also know my enemy."
"Is he not the enemy of all that are young and beautiful, of all who are better than himself?"
"Count, I believe you know something about this order."
"Perhaps, but do not let us stop here. Come with me, dear sister."
"Where?"
"You shall see, somewhere where at least you will be warm, and en route I will tell you all I know about this. Take my arm, sister, and you the other, Madlle. de Taverney, and let us turn to the right."
"Well, but now go on," said the queen.
"This evening after the king's supper, he came to his cabinet. He had been talking all day to Count Haga, you had not been seen——"
"No, at two o'clock I left to go to Paris."
"I know it. The king, allow me to tell you, dear sister, was thinking no more about you than about Haroun-al-Raschid, or his Vizier Giaffar, and was talking geography. I listened with some impatience, for I also wanted to go out; probably not with the same object as you."
"Where are we going?" interrupted the queen.
"Oh, close by; take care, there is a snow-heap. Madlle. de Taverney, if you leave my arm you will certainly fall. But to return to the king: he was thinking of nothing but latitude and longitude, when M. de Provence said to him, 'I should like to pay my respects to the queen.'
"'The queen sups at home,' replied the king.
"'Oh, I believed her at Paris.'
"'No, she is at home,' said the king, quietly.
"'I have just come from there, and been denied to her,' said M. de Provence.
"Then I saw the king frown. He dismissed us, and doubtless went to make inquiries. Louis is jealous by fits, you know; he must have asked to see you, and being refused, become suspicious."
"Yes, Madame de Misery had orders to do so."
"Then, to know whether you were out or not, he has given these strict orders."
"Oh, it is shameful treatment. Confess, is it not?"
"Indeed, I think so; but here we are."
"This house?"
"Does it displease you?"
"No, I do not say that—it is charming. But your servants?"
"Well!"
"If they see me."
"Come in, sister, and I will guarantee that no one sees you, not even whoever opens the door."
"Impossible!"
"We will try," said he, laughing; and laying his hand on one of the panels, the door flew open.
"Enter, I pray you," said he, "there is no one near."
The queen looked at Andrée, then, making up her mind, went in, and the door shut behind them.
She found herself in a vestibule, small, but ornamented in perfect taste. The floor was mosaic work, representing bouquets of flowers, while numerous rose-trees on marble brackets scented the air with a perfume equally delicious as rare at that time of the year.
It looked all so charming, that the ladies began to forget their fears and scruples.
"So far well," said the queen; "we have a shelter, at all events, and seemingly a very charming one; but you had better see to one thing—that is, to keep off your servants."
"Oh, nothing more easy;" and the prince, seizing a little bell which hung on one of the pillars, rang one clear stroke.
"Oh!" cried the queen, frightened, "is that the way to keep them off? I should have thought it would bring them."
"If I had rung again, it would have done so, but when I only ring once, they know they are not wanted."
"Oh, you are a man of precaution!" said the queen laughing.
"Now, dear sister, take the trouble to go up-stairs."
"Let us obey," said the queen, "the genius of this place appears not disagreeable;" and they went up, their steps making no sound on the thick Aubusson carpet.
At the top, the prince rang another bell, which gave them a fresh start of surprise, and their astonishment increased when they saw the doors open of themselves.
"Really, Andrée," said the queen, "I begin to tremble, do not you?"
"Oh, madame, I shall follow fearlessly wherever your majesty goes."
"Enter," said the prince, "for here is your apartment;" and he ushered them into a charming little room, furnished 'en buhl,' with a painted ceiling and walls, and a rosewood floor. It opened into a boudoir, fitted up with white cashmere, beautifully embroidered with groups of flowers, and hung with tapestry of exquisite workmanship. Beyond the boudoir was a bedroom, painted blue, hung with curtains of silk and lace, and with a sumptuous bed in an alcove. A fire burned on the hearth, and a dozen perfumed wax-lights in candelabra.
Such were the marvels which presented themselves to the eyes of the wondering ladies. No living being was to be seen; fire and lights seemed to have come without hands.
The queen stopped on the threshold of the bedroom, looking half afraid to enter.
"Sister," said the count, "these are my bachelor apartments; here I come alone."
"Always?" asked the queen.
"Doubtless," answered he.
"I understand now," said the queen, "why Madame la Comtesse is sometimes unquiet."
"Confess, however, that if she is unquiet to-night, it Will be without reason."
"To-night, I do not say, but other nights." Then, sitting down; "I am dreadfully tired," she said; "are not you, Andrée?"
"I can scarcely stand, and if your majesty permits——"
"Indeed you look ill, mademoiselle," said the count.
"You must go to bed," said the queen. "M. le Comte gives us up this room; do you not, Charles?"
"Entirely, madame."
"One moment, count. If you go away, how can we recall you?"
"You will not need me; you are mistress of this house."
"But there are other rooms."
"Certainly, there is a dining-room, which I advise you to visit."
"With a table ready spread, no doubt."
"Oh, yes, and Mademoiselle de Taverney, who seems to me to need it much, will find there jellies or chicken, and wine, and you, sister, plenty of those fruits you are so fond of."
"And no servants?"
"None."
"We will see; but how to return?"
"You must not think of returning to-night. At six o'clock the gates will be opened, go out a quarter before, you will find in these drawers mantles of all colors and all shapes, if you wish to disguise yourselves. Go therefore to the château, regain your rooms, go to bed, and all will be right."
"But you, what will you do?"
"Oh, I am going away."
"We turn you out, my poor brother!"
"It is better for me not to remain in the same house with you."
"But you must sleep somewhere."
"Do not fear; I have three other houses like this."
The queen laughed. "And he pretends Madame la Comtesse has no cause to be anxious; oh, I will tell her!"
"You dare not."
"It is true, we are dependent upon you. Then, to go away to-morrow morning without seeing any one?"
"You must ring once, as I did below, and the door will open."
"By itself?"
"By itself."
"Then good night, brother."
"Good night, sister." He bowed and disappeared.
CHAPTER VII.
THE QUEEN'S BED-CHAMBER.
The next day, or rather the same morning, for our last chapter brought us to two o'clock, the King Louis XVI., in a violet-colored morning dress, in some disorder, and with no powder in his hair, knocked at the door of the queen's ante-chamber.
It was opened by one of her women.
"The queen?" asked Louis, in a brusque manner.
"Her majesty is asleep, sire."
The king made a movement, as though to pass in but the woman did not move.
"Do you not see," he said, "that I wish to come in."
"But the queen is asleep, sire," again she said timidly.
"I told you to let me pass," answered the king, going in as he spoke.
When he reached the door of the bedroom, the king saw Madame de Misery, the first lady-in-waiting, who was sitting reading from her mass book.
She rose on seeing him. "Sire," she said, in a low voice, and with a profound reverence, "her majesty has not yet called for me."
"Really?" said the king, in an ironical tone.
"But, sire, it is only half-past six, and her majesty never rings before seven."
"And you are sure that her majesty is asleep in bed?"
"I cannot affirm that she is asleep, sire, but I can that she is in bed."
The king could contain himself no longer, but went straight to the door, which he opened with some noise. The room was in complete darkness, the shutters closed, and the curtains drawn. A night lamp burned on a bracket, but it only gave a dim and feeble light.
The king walked rapidly towards the bed.
"Oh, Madame de Misery," said the queen, "how noisy you are—you have disturbed me!"
The king remained stupefied. "It is not Madame de Misery," he murmured.
"What, is it you, sire?" said Marie Antoinette, raising herself up.
"Good morning, madame," said the king, in a surly tone.
"What good wind blows you here, sire? Madame de Misery, come and open the shutters."
She came in instantly, as usual, opened all the doors and windows, to let in light and fresh air.
"You sleep well, madame," said the king, seating himself, and casting scrutinizing glances round the room.
"Yes, sire, I read late, and had your majesty not disturbed me, might have slept for some time longer."
"How was it that you did not receive visitors yesterday?" asked the king.
"Whom do you mean?—M. de Provence," said the queen, with great presence of mind.
"Yes, exactly; he wished to pay his respects to you, and was refused."
"Well!"
"They said you were out."
"Did they say that?" asked the queen carelessly. "Madame de Misery——"
The lady appeared, bringing in with her a number of letters on a gold salver. "Did your majesty call?" she asked.
"Yes. Did they tell M. de Provence yesterday that I was out? Will you tell the king, for really I forget."
"Sire," said Madame de Misery, while the queen took her letters and began to read, "I told Monseigneur le Comte de Provence that her majesty did not receive."
"And by whose orders?"
"By the queen's, sire."
Meanwhile, the queen had opened one of the letters, and read these lines: "You returned from Paris yesterday, and entered the château at eight o'clock in the evening; Laurent saw you."
Madame de Misery left the room.
"Pardon, sire," said the queen, "but will you answer me one question?"
"What, madame?"
"Am I, or am I not, at liberty to see M. de Provence only when it pleases me?"
"Oh, perfectly at liberty, madame, but——"
"Well, his conversation wearies me; besides, he does not love me, and I like him no better. I expected his visit, and went to bed at eight o'clock to avoid it. But you look disturbed, sire."
"I believed you to be in Paris yesterday."
"At what time?"
"At the time at which you pretend to have gone to bed."
"Doubtless, I went to Paris; but what of that?"
"All, madame, depends on what time you returned."
"Oh, you wish to know at what time exactly I returned?"
"Yes."
"It is easy. Madame de Misery——"
The Lady reappeared.
"What time was it when I returned from Paris yesterday?"
"About eight o'clock, your majesty."
"I do not believe it," said the king, "you make a mistake, Madame de Misery."
The lady walked to the door, and called, "Madame Dural!"
"Yes, madame," replied a voice.
"At what time did her majesty return from Paris yesterday?"
"About eight o'clock, madame," replied the other.
"The king thinks we are mistaken."
Madame Dural put her head out of the window, and cried, "Laurent!"
"Who is Laurent?" asked the king.
"The porter at the gate where her majesty entered," said Madame de Misery.
"Laurent," said Madame Dural, "what time was it when her majesty came home last evening?"
"About eight o'clock," answered Laurent.
Madame de Misery then left the room, and the king and queen remained alone.
He felt ashamed of his suspicions.
The queen, however, only said coldly, "Well, sire, is there anything else you wish to know?"
"Oh, nothing!" cried he, taking her hands in his; "forgive me; I do not know what came into my head—my joy is as great as my repentance. You will not be angry, will you? I am in despair at having annoyed you."
The queen withdrew her hand, and said; "Sire, a queen of France must not tell a falsehood."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that I did not return at eight o'clock last evening."
The king drew back in surprise.
"I mean," continued the queen in the same cold manner, "that I only returned at six o'clock this morning."
"Madame!"
"And that, but for the kindness of M. le Comte d'Artois, who gave me an asylum, and lodged me out of pity in one of his houses, I should have been left all night at the door of the château like a beggar."
"Ah! you had not then returned?" said the king, gloomily; "then I was right."
"Sire, you have not behaved towards me as a gentleman should."
"In what, madame?"
"In this—that if you wish to know whether I return late or early, you have no need to close the gates, with orders not to open them, but simply to come to me and ask, 'Madame, at what time did you return?' You have no more reason to doubt, sire. Your spies have been deceived, your precautions nullified, and your suspicions dissipated. I saw you ashamed of the part you had played, and I might have continued to triumph in my victory, but I think your proceedings shameful for a king, and unworthy of a gentleman; and I would not refuse myself the satisfaction of telling you so.
"It is useless, sire," she continued, seeing the king about to speak; "nothing can excuse your conduct towards me."
"On the contrary, madame," replied he, "nothing is more easy. Not a single person in the château suspected that you had not already returned; therefore no one could think that my orders referred to you. Probably they were attributed to the dissipations of M. le Comte d'Artois—for that I care nothing. Therefore, madame, appearances were saved, as far as you were concerned. I wished simply to give you a secret lesson, from which the amount of irritation you show leads me to hope you will profit. Therefore, I still think I was in the right, and do not repent what I have done."
The queen listened, and seemed to calm herself, by an effort, to prepare for the approaching contest. "Then, sire," she said, "you think you need no excuse for keeping at the door of your castle the daughter of Maria Theresa, your wife, and the mother of your children? No! it is in your eyes a pleasantry worthy of a king, and of which the morality doubles the value. It is nothing to you, to have forced the Queen of France to pass the night in this 'petite maison,' where the Comte d'Artois receives the ladies of the Opera and the 'femmes galantes' of your court. Oh no! that is nothing. A philosopher king is above all such considerations. Only, on this occasion, I have reason to thank heaven that my brother-in-law is a dissipated man, as his dissipation has saved me from disgrace, and his vices have sheltered my honor."
The king colored, and moved uneasily on his chair.
"Oh yes!" continued the queen, with a bitter laugh, "I know that you are a moral king, but your morality produces strange effects. You say that no one knew that I was out. Will you tell me that M. de Provence, your instigator, did not know it; or M. le Comte d'Artois—or my women? who, by my orders, told you falsehoods this morning; or Laurent—bought by M. d'Artois and by me? Let us continue this habit, sire; you, to set spies and Swiss guards; and I, to buy them over and cheat you; and in a month we will calculate together how much the dignity of the throne and our marriage has gained by it."
It was evident that her words had made a great impression on him to whom they were addressed.
"You know," said he, in an altered voice, "that I am always sincere, and willing to acknowledge if I have been wrong. Will you prove to me that you were right to go into Paris in sledges, accompanied by a gay party, which, in the present unhappy state of things, is likely to give offense? Will you prove to me, that you were right to disappear in Paris, like maskers at a ball, and only to reappear scandalously late at night, when every one else was asleep? You have spoken of the dignity of the throne, and of marriage; think you that it befits a queen, a wife, and a mother, to act thus?"
"I will reply in a few words, sire; for it seems to me, that such accusations merit nothing but contempt. I left Versailles in a sledge, because it is the quickest way of getting to Paris at present. I went with Madlle. de Taverney, whose reputation is certainly one of the purest in our court. I went to Paris, I repeat, to verify the fact that the King of France, the great upholder of morality—he who takes care of poor strangers, warms the beggars, and earns the gratitude of the people by his charities, leaves dying of hunger, exposed to every attack of vice and misery, one of his own family—one who is as much as himself a descendant of the kings who have reigned in France."
"What!" cried the king in surprise.
"I mounted," continued the queen, "into a garret, and there saw, without fire, almost without light, and without money, the granddaughter of a great prince, and I gave one hundred louis to this victim of royal forgetfulness and neglect. Then, as I was detained late there, and as the frost was severe, and horses go slowly over ice, particularly hackney-coach horses——"
"Hackney-coach horses!" cried the king. "You returned in a hackney-coach?"
"Yes, sire—No. 107."
"Oh, oh!" said the king, with every sign of vexation.
"Yes, and only too happy to get it," said the queen.
"Madame!" interrupted he, "you are full of noble feelings; but this impetuous generosity becomes a fault. Remember," continued he, "that I never suspected you of anything that was not perfectly pure and honest: it is only your mode of acting and adventurous spirit that displease me. You have, as usual, been doing good, but the way you set about it makes it injurious to yourself. This is what I reproach you with. You say that I have faults to repair—that I have failed in my duty to a member of my own family. Tell me who the unfortunate is, and he shall no longer have reason to complain."
"The name of Valois, sire, is sufficiently illustrious not to have escaped your memory."
"Ah!" cried Louis, with a shout of laughter, "I know now whom you mean. La petite Valois, is it not?—a countess of something or other."
"De la Motte, sire."
"Precisely, De la Motte; her husband is a gendarme."
"Yes, sire."
"And his wife is an intrigante. Oh! you need not trouble yourself about her: she is moving heaven and earth; she worries my ministers, she teases my aunts, and overwhelms me with supplications, memorials, and genealogies."
"And all this uselessly, sire."
"I must confess it."
"Is she, or is she not, a Valois?"
"I believe she is."
"Well, then, I ask an honorable pension for her and a regiment for her husband. In fact, a decent position for this branch of the royal family."
"An honorable pension? Mon Dieu! how you run on, madame. Do you know what a terrible hole this winter has made in my funds? A regiment for this little gendarme, who speculated in marrying a Valois? Why, I have no regiments to give, even to those who deserve them, or who can pay for them. An income befitting a Valois for these people? when we, monarch as we are, have not one befitting a rich gentleman. Why, M. d'Orleans has sent his horses and mules to England for sale, and has cut off a third of his establishment. I have put down my wolf-hounds, and given up many other things. We are all on the privation list, great and small."
"But these Valois must not die of hunger."
"Have you not just given them one hundred louis?"
"And what is that?"
"A royal gift."
"Then give such another."
"Yours will do for us both."
"No, I want a pension for them."
"No, I will not bind myself to anything fixed; they will not let me forget them, and I will give when I have money to spare. I do not think much of this little Valois."
Saying these words, Louis held out his hand to the queen, who, however, turned from him and said, "No, you are not good to me, and I am angry."
"You bear malice," said the king "and I——"
"Oh, you shut the gates against me; you come at half-past six to my room, and force open the door in a passion."
"I was not in a passion," said the king.
"You are not now, you mean."
"What will you give me if I prove that I was not, even when I came in?"
"Let me see the proof."
"Oh, it is very easy; I have it in my pocket."
"Bah!" said the queen; but adding, with curiosity, "You have brought something to give me, but I warn you I shall not believe you, unless you show it me at once."
Then, with a smile full of kindness, the king began searching in his pockets, with that slowness which makes the child doubly impatient for his toy, the animal for his food, and the woman for her present: at last he drew out a box of red morocco leather, artistically ornamented in gold.
"A jewel box!" cried the queen.
The king laid it on the bed.
She opened it impatiently, and then called out, "Oh, mon Dieu! how beautiful!"
The king smiled with delight. "Do you think so?" said he.
The queen could not answer—she was breathless with admiration. Then she drew out of the box a necklace of diamonds, so large, so pure, so glittering, and so even, that, with sparkling eyes, she cried again, "Oh! it is magnificent."
"Then you are content?" said the king.
"Enchanted, sire; you make me too happy."
"Really?"
"See this first row; the diamonds are as large as filberts, and so even, you could not tell one from the other; then how beautifully the gradation of the rows is managed; the jeweler who made this necklace is an artist."
"They are two."
"Then I wager it is Bœhmer and Bossange."
"You have guessed right."
"Indeed, no one but they would risk making such a thing."
"Madame, take care," said the king; "you will have to pay too dear for this necklace."
"Oh, sire!" cried the queen, all the delight fading from her countenance.
"You must pay the price of letting me be the first to put it on:" and he approached her, holding in his hands the two ends of the magnificent necklace, of which the clasp was one great diamond.
She stopped him, saying, "But, sire, is it very dear?"
"Have I not told you the price?"
"Ah, Louis, we must not jest. Put the necklace back again."
"You refuse to allow me to put it on?"
"Oh no, sire, if I were going to wear it."
"What?" said the king, surprised.
"No," she said; "no one shall see a necklace of this price round my neck."
"You will not wear it?"
"Never."
"You refuse me."
"I refuse to wear a million or a million and a half of francs round my neck, for this necklace must cost that."
"I do not deny it," said the king.
"Then I do refuse to wear such a necklace while the king's coffers are empty, when he is forced to stint his charities, and to say to the poor, 'God help you, for I have no more to give.'"
"Are you serious in saying this?"
"Listen, sire; M. de Sartines told me a short time since that with that sum we could build a ship of the line; and in truth, sire, the king has more need of a ship than the queen of a necklace."
"Oh!" cried the king, joyfully, and with his eyes full of tears, "what you do is sublime. Thanks, Antoinette; you are a good wife!" and he threw his arms round her neck and kissed her. "Oh! how France will bless you," continued he; "and it shall hear what you have done."
The queen sighed.
"You regret," said he: "it is not too late."
"No, sire; shut this case, and return it to the jewelers."
"But listen, first; I have arranged the terms of payment, and I have the money."
"No, I have decided. I will not have the necklace; but I want something else."
"Diable! then my 1,600,000 francs are gone, after all."
"What! it would have cost that?"
"Indeed it would."
"Reassure yourself; what I ask is much cheaper."
"What do you wish for?"
"To go to Paris once more."
"Oh! that is easy enough, and not dear."
"But wait——"
"Diable!"
"To the Place Vendôme, to see M. Mesmer."
"Diable!" again said the king; but added: "Well, as you have denied yourself the necklace, I suppose I must let you go; but, on one condition."
"What?"
"You must be accompanied by a princess of the blood."
"Shall it be Madame de Lamballe?"
"Yes, if you like."
"I promise."
"Then I consent."
"Thanks, sire."
"And, now," said the king, "I shall order my ship of the line, and call it the 'Queen's Necklace.' You shall stand godmother, and then I will send it out to La Pérouse;" and, kissing his wife's hand, he went away quite joyful.
CHAPTER VIII.
THE QUEEN'S PETITE LEVEE.
No sooner was the king gone than the queen rose, and went to the window. The morning was lovely, and had the charming feeling of the commencement of spring, while the sun seemed almost warm. The wind had gone round to the west, and if it remained in that quarter this terrible winter was probably at an end.
The snow was beginning to drip from the trees, under the influence of this genial morning.
"If we wish to profit by the ice," cried the queen, "I believe we must make haste; for look, Madame de Misery, the spring seems to have begun. I much wish to make up a party on the Swiss lake, and will go to-day, for to-morrow it may be too late."
"Then at what hour will your majesty wish to dress?"
"Immediately; I will breakfast and then go."
"Are there any other orders, madame?"
"See if Madlle. de Taverney has risen, and tell her I wish to speak to her."
"She is already waiting for you in the boudoir, madame."
"Already?" said the queen, who knew at what time she had gone to bed.
"She has been there for twenty minutes, madame."
"Ask her to come in."
Andrée soon entered, dressed with her usual care, and smiling, though rather unquiet.
The queen's answering smile quite reassured her.
"Go, my good Misery, and send me Leonard."
When she was gone, "The king has been charming," said the queen to Andrée; "he has laughed, and is quite disarmed."
"But does he know, madame?"
"You understand, Andrée, that a woman does not tell falsehoods when she has done no wrong and is the Queen of France."
"Certainly, madame."
"Still, my dear Andrée, it seems we have been wrong——"
"Doubtless, madame, but how?"
"Why, in pitying Madame de la Motte; the king dislikes her, but I confess she pleased me."
"Here is Leonard," said Madame de Misery, returning.
The queen seated herself before her silver-gilt toilet-table, and the celebrated hair-dresser commenced his operations.
She had the most beautiful hair in the world, and was fond of looking at it; Leonard knew this, and therefore with her was always tardy in his movements, that she might have time to admire it.
Marie Antoinette was looking beautiful that morning: she was pleased and happy.
Her hair finished, she turned again to Andrée.
"You have not been scolded," she said; "you are free: besides, they say every one is afraid of you, because, like Minerva, you are too wise."
"I, madame?"
"Yes, you; but, oh, mon Dieu! how happy you are to be unmarried, and, above all, to be content to be so."
Andrée blushed, and tried to smile.
"It is a vow that I have made," said she.
"And which you will keep, beautiful vestal?"
"I hope so."
"Apropos," said the queen, "I remember, that although unmarried, you have a master since yesterday morning."
"A master, madame?"
"Yes, your dear brother; what do you call him?—Philippe, is it not?"
"Yes, madame."
"Has he arrived?"
"He came yesterday."
"And you have not yet seen him? I took you away to Paris, selfish that I was; it was unpardonable."
"Oh, madame! I pardon you willingly, and Philippe also."
"Are you sure?"
"I answer for both of us."
"How is he?"
"As usual, beautiful and good, madame."
"How old is he now?"
"Thirty-two."
"Poor Philippe! do you know that it is fourteen years since I first met him! But I have not seen him now for nine or ten."
"Whenever your majesty pleases to receive him he will be but too happy to assure you that this long absence has not altered the sentiment of respectful devotion which he has ever felt for his queen."
"I will see him at once."
"In a quarter of an hour he will be at your majesty's feet."
Scarcely was Andrée gone, when the queen saw reflected in the glass an arch and laughing face. "My brother D'Artois," cried the queen; "how you frightened me!"
"Good morning, your majesty," said the young prince; "how did your majesty pass the night?"
"Very badly, brother."
"And the morning?"
"Very well."
"That is the most important; I guessed that all had gone right, for I have just met the king, and he was smiling most graciously."
The queen laughed, and he echoed it.
The queen had just cast off her dressing-gown of India muslin, and put on her morning dress, when the door opened and Andrée entered, leading by the hand a handsome man with a brown complexion, noble black eyes, profoundly imbued with melancholy, and a soldier-like carriage. He looked like one of Coypel's or Gainsborough's beautiful portraits.
He was dressed in a dark gray coat, embroidered in silver, a white cravat, and a dark waistcoat; and this rather somber style of dress seemed to suit the manly character of his beauty.
"Your majesty," said Andrée, "here is my brother."
Philippe bowed gravely.
The queen, who had until now been looking at his figure reflected in her mirror, turned round and saluted him. She was beautiful, with that royal beauty which made all around her not only partisans of the throne, but adorers of the woman. She possessed the power of beauty; and, if we may make use of the inversion, the beauty of power. Philippe, seeing her smile, and feeling those limpid eyes, at once soft and proud, fixed upon him, turned pale, and could hardly restrain his emotion.
"It appears, M. de Taverney," said she, "that you pay me your first visit; I thank you for it."
"Your majesty deigns to forget that it is I who should give thanks."
"How many years have passed since we last met, monsieur? Alas! the most beautiful part of our lives."
"For me, madame, but not for your majesty, to whom all days are alike charming."
"You were then pleased with America, M. de Taverney, as you remained there so long?"
"Madame," answered Philippe, "M. de la Fayette, when he left the New World, had need of an officer in whom he could place confidence to take the command of the French auxiliaries. He proposed me, therefore, to General Washington, who accepted me."
"It seems," said the queen, "that this new country sends us home many heroes."
"Your majesty does not mean that for me?" asked Philippe, laughing.
"Why not?" Then turning to the Comte d'Artois, "See, brother," she said; "has not M. de Taverney the look of a hero?"
Philippe, seeing himself thus introduced to the young prince, bowed low. He returned it, and said, "I am most happy to make the acquaintance of such a gentleman. What are your intentions in returning to France, sir?"
"Monseigneur," answered Philippe, "my sister is my first consideration; whatever she wishes, I shall do."
"But she has a father, I believe," said the count.
"Never mind him," said the queen, quickly, "I prefer Andrée under her brother's protection, and he under yours, count. You will take charge of M. de Taverney, will you not?"
The count bowed an assent.
"For, do you know," continued she, "that a very strong link binds me to M. de Taverney?"
"What do you mean, sister?"
"That he was the first Frenchman who presented himself to my eyes when I arrived in this country; and I had taken a very sincere vow to promote the happiness of the first Frenchman I should meet."
Philippe felt the blood rush to his face, and Andrée looked at him rather sadly.
The queen observed these looks of the brother and sister, and fancied she divined the cause. "Why," she thought, "should not Monsieur de Taverney have partaken the epidemic passion which pervaded all France for the dauphiness in 1774?" Marie Antoinette therefore attributed these looks to some confidence of this kind which the brother had made to the sister; and in consequence, she smiled still more upon him, and redoubled her kindness towards Andrée.
The queen was a true woman, and gloried in being loved.
It was an innocent coquetry, and the most generous souls have the most strongly these aspirations for the love of all who surround them.
Alas! a time is coming for thee, poor queen, when those smiles towards those who love thee, with which thou hast been reproached, thou shalt vainly bestow on those that love thee not!
The Comte d'Artois approached Philippe while the queen was talking to Andrée, and said, "Do you think Washington so very great a general?"
"Certainly a great man, monseigneur."
"And what effect did our French produce out there?"
"As much good as the English did harm."
"Ah, you are a partisan of the new ideas, my dear M. Philippe de Taverney; but have you reflected on one thing?"
"What, monseigneur? I assure you that out there, encamped in the fields, and in the savannahs on the borders of the great lakes, I had plenty of time for reflection."
"On this, that in making war out there, it was neither on the Indians nor on the English, but on us."
"Ah, monseigneur, I do not deny that that is possible."
"Therefore I do not admire so much these victories of M. de la Fayette and Washington. It is egotism, perhaps, but it is not egotism for myself alone."
"Oh, monseigneur!"
"But do you know why I will still support you with all my power?"
"Whatever be the reason, I shall be truly grateful."
"It is, because you are not one of those whose names have been blazoned forth. You have done your duty bravely, but you have not thrust yourself forward; you are not known in Paris."
The young prince then kissed the queen's hand, and bowing to Andrée, left the room.
Then the queen turned again to Philippe, saying, "Have you seen your father, sir?"
"No, madame."
"Why did you not go to see him first?"
"I had sent home my valet, and my luggage, but my father sent the servant back again, with orders to present myself first to you, or the king."
"It is a lovely morning," said the queen; "to-morrow the ice will begin to melt. Madame de Misery, order my sledge and send my chocolate in here."
"Will not your majesty take something to eat? You had no supper last night."
"You mistake, my good Misery, we had supper. Had we not, Andrée?"
"A very good one, madame."
"So I will only have my chocolate. Quick, Madame de Misery; this fine weather tempts me, and the Swiss lake will be full of company."
"Your majesty is going to skate?" asked Philippe.
"Ah, you will laugh at us, M. l'Américain; you, who have traversed lakes where there are more miles than we have feet here."
"Madame," replied Philippe, "here you amuse yourself with the cold, but there they die of it."
"Ah, here is my chocolate; Andrée, take a cup with me."
Andrée bowed, coloring with pleasure.
"You see, M. de Taverney, I am always the same, hating all etiquette, as in old times. Do you remember those old days? Are you changed since then, M. Philippe?"
"No, madame," replied the young man, "I am not changed—at least, not in heart."
"Well, I am glad to hear that, for it was a good one. A cup for M. de Taverney, Madame de Misery."
"Oh, madame!" cried Philippe, "you cannot mean it; such an honor for a poor obscure soldier like me."
"An old friend," said the queen; "this day seems to remind me of my youth; I seem again happy, free, proud and yet foolish. This day recalls to me that happy time at my dear Trianon, and all our frolics there, Andrée and I together. This day brings back to my memory my roses, my strawberries, and my birds, that I was so fond of, all, even to my good gardeners, whose happy faces often announced to me a new flower or a delicious fruit; and M. de Jussieu and that original old Rousseau, who is since dead. But come," continued she, herself pouring the chocolate into his cup, "you are a soldier, and accustomed to fire, so burn yourself gloriously with this chocolate, for I am in a hurry."
She laughed, but Philippe, taking it seriously, drank it off most heroically.
The queen saw him, and laughing still more, said, "You are indeed a perfect hero, M. de Taverney." She then rose, and her woman brought her bonnet, ermine mantle, and gloves.
Philippe took his hat under his arm, and followed her and Andrée out.
"M. de Taverney, I do not mean you to leave me," said the queen. "Come round to my right."
They went down the great staircase; the drums were beating, the clarions of the body-guard were playing, and this whole scene, and the enthusiasm everywhere shown towards that beautiful queen by whose side he was walking, completed the intoxication of the young man. The change was too sudden, after so many years of exile and regret, to such great joy and honor.
CHAPTER IX.
THE SWISS LAKE.
Every one knows this piece of water, which still goes by the same name. An avenue of linden trees skirts each bank, and these avenues were on this day thronged with pedestrians, of all ranks and ages, who had come to enjoy the sight of the sledges and the skating. The toilets of the ladies presented a brilliant spectacle of luxury and gaiety, their high coiffures, gay bonnets with the veils half down, fur mantles, and brilliant silks with deep flounces, were mingled with the orange or blue coats of the gentlemen.
Gay lackeys also, in blue and red, passed among the crowd, looking like poppies and cornflowers blown about by the wind.
Now and then a cry of admiration burst from the crowd, as St. George, the celebrated skater, executed some circle so perfect, that a mathematician could scarcely have found a fault in it.
While the banks of the lake were thus crowded, the ice itself presented a scene not less gay, and still more animated: sledges flew about in all directions. Several dogs, clothed in embroidered velvet, and with plumes of feathers on their heads, looking like fabulous animals, drew a sledge in which sat M. de Lauzun, who was wrapped up in a tiger skin. Here you might see a lady masked, doubtless on account of the cold, in some sledge of a quieter character, while a handsome skater, in a velvet riding-coat, hangs over the back, to assist and direct her progress; whatever they may be saying to each other is quite inaudible, amidst this busy hum of voices; but who can blame a rendezvous which takes place in the open air, and under the eyes of all Versailles? and whatever they may be saying matters to no one else: it is evident that in the midst of this crowd their life is an isolated one; they think only of each other.
All at once a general movement in the crowd announces that they have recognized the queen, who is approaching the lake. A general cry of "Vive la reine!" is heard, and all endeavor to approach as nearly as possible to the place where she has stationed herself. One person alone does not appear to share this feeling, for on her approach he disappears with all his suite as fast as possible in the opposite direction.
"Do you see," said the Comte d'Artois to the queen, whom he had hastened to join, "how my brother Provence flies from you?"
"He fears that I should reproach him."
"Oh, no; it is not that that makes him fly."
"It is his conscience, then."
"Not even that, sister."
"What then?"
"I will tell you. He had just heard that M. de Suffren, our glorious commander, will arrive this evening; and as the news is important, he wishes to leave you in ignorance of it."
"But is the Minister of Marine ignorant of this arrival?"
"Ah, mon Dieu, sister, have you not learned enough of ministers, during the fourteen years you have passed here, as dauphiness and queen, to know that they are always ignorant of precisely what they ought to know? However, I have told him about this, and he is deeply grateful."
"I should think so," said the queen.
"Yes, and I have need of his gratitude, for I want a loan."
"Oh," cried the queen, laughing, "how disinterested you are."
"Sister," said he, "you must want money; I offer you half of what I am going to receive."
"Oh no, brother, keep it for yourself; I thank you, but I want nothing just now."
"Diable! do not wait too long to claim my promise, because if you do, I may not be in a condition to fulfil it."
"In that case I must endeavor to find out some state secret for myself."
"Sister, you begin to look cold."
"Well, here is M. de Taverney returning with my sledge."
"Then you do not want me any longer?"
"No."
"Then send me away, I beg."
"Why? do you imagine you will be in my way?"
"No; it is I who want my liberty."
"Adieu, then."
"Au revoir, dear sister."
"Till when?"
"Till this evening."
"Is there anything to take place to-night, then?"
"Yes; this evening the minister will bring M. de Suffren to the jeu du roi."
"Very well, then, till this evening."
And the young prince, bowing with his habitual elegance, disappeared among the crowd.
Old Taverney, who was one of the nearest spectators of all this, had been watching his son eagerly, and felt almost chagrined at this conversation between the queen and her brother-in-law, as it interrupted the familiar intercourse which his son had before been enjoying; therefore, when the young man returned with the queen's sledge, and, seeing his father, whom he had not met for ten years, advanced towards him, he motioned him away, saying, "We will talk afterwards, when you have left the queen."
Philippe, therefore, returned to the queen, who was getting into the sledge with Andrée. Two attendants approached to push it, but she said, "No; I do not wish to go like that; you skate, M. de Taverney? Does he not, Andrée?"
"Philippe used to skate remarkably well," replied she.
"And now I dare say he rivals St. George," said the queen.
"I will do my best to justify your majesty's opinion," said he; and putting on his skates, he placed himself behind her sledge, and they commenced their course.
St. George, seeing the queen on the ice, began to execute his most skilful maneuvers, and finished off by going in circles round her sledge, making the most elegant bows each time he passed her.
Then Philippe, moved to emulation, began to push along the sledge with such wonderful rapidity that St. George found no little difficulty in keeping pace with it.
Several people, however, seeing the queen move at this marvelous rate, uttered cries of terror.
"If your majesty desires," said Philippe, "I will stop, or go slower."
"Oh no!" said she, with that enthusiasm which she carried into everything; "oh no! I am not at all afraid; quicker still, chevalier, if you can."
"Oh yes, madame, and you are quite safe; you may trust to me;" and his vigorous arm propelled them at a still increased pace. He emulated the circles of St. George, and flew round as fast with the sledge as could even that experienced skater without it.
Then, leaving these evolutions, he pushed the sledge straight before him, and with such force that he himself remained behind.
St. George, seeing this, made a tremendous effort to gain the sledge before him, but was distanced by Philippe, who once more seized it, turned it, and flew in a new direction.
The air now rang with such acclamations, that Philippe began to feel ashamed.
Then the queen, who had joined the applause with her hands, turned round and said to him, "And now, M. de Taverney, that you have gained the victory, stop, I beg, or you will kill me."
CHAPTER X.
THE TEMPTER.
Philippe, at this request of the queen, made a strong effort, and stopped the sledge abruptly.
"And now, rest yourself," said she, coming out of it all trembling. "Indeed, I never could have believed the delight of going so fast, but you have made me quite tremble;" and she took Philippe's arm to support herself, until a general murmur reminded her that she was once more committing a breach of etiquette.
As for Philippe, overwhelmed by this great honor, he felt more ashamed than if his sovereign had insulted him publicly; he lowered his eyes, and his heart beat as though it would burst.
The queen, however, withdrew her arm almost immediately, and asked for a seat. They brought her one.
"Thanks, M. de Taverney," said she; then, in a lower tone, "Mon Dieu, how disagreeable it is to be always surrounded by spying fools!"
A number of ladies and gentlemen soon crowded round her, and all looked with no little curiosity at Philippe, who, to hide his confusion, stooped to take off his skates, and then fell into the background.
After a short time, however, the queen said, "I shall take cold if I sit here, I must take another turn;" and she remounted her sledge.
Philippe waited, but in vain, for another order.
Twenty gentlemen soon presented themselves, but she said, "No, I thank you, I have my attendants;" and she moved slowly off, while Philippe remained alone.
He looked about for St. George, to console him for his defeat by some compliment, but he had received a message from his patron, the duke d'Orleans, and had left the place.
Philippe, therefore, rather tired, and half frightened at all that had passed, remained stationary, following with his eyes the queen's sledge, which was now at some distance, when he felt some one touch him; he turned round and saw his father.
The little old man, more shrunk than ever, enveloped in furs like a Laplander, had touched his son with his elbow, that he might not be obliged to take his hands out of the muff that hung from his neck.
"You do not embrace me, my son," said he.
"My dear father, I do it with all my heart."
"And now," said the old man, "go quickly;" and he pushed him away.
"Where do you wish me to go, sir?"
"Why, morbleu, over there."
"Where?"
"To the queen."
"No, I thank you, father."
"How? No, I thank you! are you mad? You will not go after the queen?"
"My dear father, it is impossible!"
"Impossible to join the queen, who is expecting you?"
"Who is expecting me!"
"Yes, who wishes for you."
"Wishes for me? Indeed, father," added he, coldly, "I think you forget yourself."
"It is astonishing!" said the old man, stamping his foot. "Where on earth do you spring from?"
"Monsieur," said his son, sadly, "you will make me conclude one of two things."
"What?"
"Either that you are laughing at me, or else, excuse me, that you are losing your senses."
The old man seized his son by the arm so energetically that he made him start. "Listen, M. Philippe," said he; "America is, I know, a country a long way from this, and where there is neither king nor queen."
"Nor subjects."
"Nor subjects, M. Philosopher; I do not deny it; that point does not interest me; but what does so is that I fear also to have to come to a conclusion——"
"What, father?"
"That you are a simpleton, my son; just trouble yourself to look over there."
"Well, sir!"
"Well, the queen looks back, and it is the third time she has done so; there! she turns again, and who do you think she is looking for but for you, M. Puritan?"
"Well, sir," said the young man; "if it were true, which it probably is not, that the queen was looking for——"
"Oh!" interrupted the old man, angrily, "this fellow is not of my blood; he cannot be a Taverney. Sir, I repeat to you that the queen is looking for you."
"You have good sight, sir," said his son, dryly.
"Come," said the old man, more gently, and trying to moderate his impatience, "trust my experience: are you, or are you not, a man?"
Philippe made no reply.
His father ground his teeth with anger, to see himself opposed by this steadfast will; but making one more effort, "Philippe, my son," said he, still more gently, "listen to me."
"It seems to me, sir, that I have been doing nothing else for the last quarter of an hour."
"Oh," thought the old man, "I will draw you down from your stilts. I will find out your weak side." Then aloud, "You have overlooked one thing, Philippe."
"What, sir?"
"When you left for America, there was a king, but no queen, if it were not the Dubarry; hardly a respectable sovereign. You come back and see a queen, and you think you must be very respectful."
"Doubtless."
"Poor child!" said his father, laughing.
"How, sir? You blame me for respecting the monarchy—you, a Taverney Maison-Rouge, one of the best names in France."
"I do not speak of the monarchy, but only of the queen."
"And you make a difference?"
"Pardieu, I should think so. What is royalty? a crown that is unapproachable. But what is a queen? a woman, and she, on the contrary, is very approachable."
Philippe made a gesture of disgust.
"You do not believe me," continued the old man, almost fiercely; "well, ask M. de Coigny, ask M. de Lauzun, or M. de Vaudreuil."
"Silence, father!" cried Philippe; "or for these three blasphemies, not being able to strike you three blows with my sword, I shall strike them on myself."
The old man stepped back, murmuring, "Mon Dieu, what a stupid animal! Good evening, son; you rejoice me; I thought I was the father, the old man, but now I think it is I who must be the young Apollo, and you the old man;" and he turned away.
Philippe stopped him: "You did not speak seriously, did you, father? It is impossible that a gentleman of good blood like you should give ear to these calumnies, spread by the enemies, not only of the queen, but of the throne."
"He will not believe, the double mule!" said the old man.
"You speak to me as you would speak before God?"
"Yes, truly."
"Before God, whom you approach every day?"
"It seems to me, my son," replied he, "that I am a gentleman, and that you may believe my word."
"It is, then, your opinion that the queen has had lovers?"
"Certainly."
"Those whom you have named?"
"And others, for what I know. Ask all the town and the court. One must be just returned from America to be ignorant of all they say."
"And who say this, sir? some vile pamphleteers!"
"Oh! do you, then, take me for an editor?"
"No, and there is the mischief, when men like you repeat such calumnies, which, without that, would melt away like the unwholesome vapors which sometimes obscure the most brilliant sunshine; but people like you, repeating them, give them a terrible stability. Oh! monsieur, for mercy's sake do not repeat such things."
"I do repeat them, however."
"And why do you repeat them?" cried Philippe, fiercely.
"Oh!" said the old man with his satanic laugh, "to prove to you that I was not wrong when I said, 'Philippe, the queen looks back; she is looking for you. Philippe, the queen wishes for you; run to her.'"
"Oh! father, hold your tongue, or you will drive me mad."
"Really, Philippe, I do not understand you. Is it a crime to love? It shows that one has a heart; and in the eyes of this woman, in her voice, in everything, can you not read her heart? She loves; is it you? or is it another? I know not, but believe in my own experience: at this moment she loves, or is beginning to love, some one. But you are a philosopher, a Puritan, a Quaker, an American; you do not love; well, then, let her look; let her turn again and again; despise her, Philippe, I should say Joseph de Taverney."
The old man hurried away, satisfied with the effect he had produced, and fled like the serpent who was the first tempter into crime.
Philippe remained alone, his heart swelling and his blood boiling. He remained fixed in his place for about half an hour, when the queen, having finished her tour, returned to where he stood, and called out to him:
"You must be rested now, M. de Taverney; come, then, for there is no one like you to guide a queen royally."
Philippe ran to her, giddy, and hardly knowing what he did. He placed his hand on the back of the sledge, but started as though he had burned his fingers; the queen had thrown herself negligently back in the sledge, and the fingers of the young man touched the locks of Marie Antoinette.
CHAPTER XI.
M. DE SUFFREN.
Contrary to the usual habits of a court, the secret had been faithfully confined to Louis XVI. and the Comte d'Artois. No one knew at what time or hour M. de Suffren would arrive.
The king had announced his jeu du roi for the evening; and at seven o'clock he entered, with ten princes and princesses of his family. The queen came holding the princess royal, now about seven years old, by the hand. The assembly was numerous and brilliant. The Comte d'Artois approached the queen, and said, "Look around you, madame."
"Well?"
"What do you see?"
The queen looked all around, and then said, "I see nothing but happy and friendly faces."
"Rather, then, whom do you not see?"
"Oh! I understand; I wonder if he is always going to run away from me."
"Oh no! only this is a good joke; M. de Provence has gone to wait at the barrier for M. de Suffren."
"Well, I do not see why you laugh at that; he has been the most cunning, after all, and will be the first to receive and pay his compliments to this gentleman."
"Come, dear sister," replied the young prince, laughing, "you have a very mean opinion of our diplomacy. M. de Provence has gone to meet him at Fontainebleau; but we have sent some one to meet him at Villejuif, so that my brother will wait by himself at Fontainebleau, while our messenger will conduct M. de Suffren straight to Versailles, without passing through Paris at all."
"That is excellently imagined."
"It is not bad, I flatter myself; but it is your turn to play."
The king had noticed that M. d'Artois was making the queen laugh, and guessing what it was about, gave them a significant glance, to show that he shared their amusement.
The saloon where they played was full of persons of the highest rank—M. de Condé, M. de Penthièvre, M. de Tremouille, etc. The news of the arrival of M. de Suffren had, as we have said, been kept quiet, but there had been a kind of vague rumor that some one was expected, and all were somewhat preoccupied and watchful. Even the king, who was in the habit of playing six-franc pieces in order to moderate the play of the court, played gold without thinking of it.
The queen, however, to all appearances entered, as usual, eagerly into the game.
Philippe, who, with his sister, was admitted to the party, in vain endeavored to shake from his mind his father's words. He asked himself if indeed this old man, who had seen so much of courts, was not right; and if his own ideas were indeed those of a Puritan, and belonging to another land. This queen, so charming, so beautiful, and so friendly towards him, was she indeed only a terrible coquette, anxious to add one lover more to her list, as the entomologist transfixes a new insect or butterfly, without thinking of the tortures of the poor creature whose heart he is piercing? "Coigny, Vaudreuil," repeated he to himself, "they loved the queen, and were loved by her. Oh, why does this calumny haunt me so, or why will not some ray of light discover to me the heart of this woman?"
Then Philippe turned his eyes to the other end of the table, where, by a strange chance, these gentlemen were sitting side by side, and both seemingly equally forgetful of, and insensible to, the queen; and he thought that it was impossible that these men could have loved and be so calm, or that they could have been loved and seem so forgetful. From them he turned to look at Marie Antoinette herself and interrogated that pure forehead, that haughty mouth, and beautiful face; and the answer they all seemed to give him was: calumnies, all calumnies, these rumors, originating only in the hates and jealousies of a court.
While he was coming to these conclusions the clock struck a quarter to eight, and at that moment a great noise of footsteps and the sound of many voices were heard on the staircase. The king, hearing it, signed to the queen, and they both rose and broke up the game. She then passed into the great reception-hall, and the king followed her.
An aide-de-camp of M. de Castries, Minister of Marine, approached the king and said something in a low tone, when M. de Castries himself entered, and said aloud, "Will your majesty receive M. de Suffren, who has arrived from Toulon?"
At this name a general movement took place in the assembly.
"Yes, sir," said the king, "with great pleasure;" and M. de Castries left the room.
To explain this interest for M. de Suffren, and why king, queen, princes, and ministers contended who should be the first to receive him, a few words will suffice.
Suffren is a name essentially French, like Turenne or Jean Bart. Since the last war with England, M. de Suffren had fought seven great naval battles without sustaining a defeat. He had taken Trincomalee and Gondeleur, scoured the seas, and taught the Nabob Hyder Ali that France was the first Power in Europe. He had carried into his profession all the skill of an able diplomatist, all the bravery and all the tactics of a soldier, and all the prudence of a wise ruler. Hardy, indefatigable, and proud when the honor of the French nation was in question, he had harassed the English, by land and by sea, till even these fierce islanders were afraid of him.
But after the battle, in which he risked his life like the meanest sailor, he ever showed himself humane, generous, and compassionate. He was now about fifty-six years of age, stout and short, but with an eye of fire and a noble carriage, and, like a man accustomed to surmount all difficulties, he had dressed in his traveling-carriage.
He wore a blue coat embroidered with gold, a red waistcoat, and blue trousers.
All the guards through whom he had passed, when he was named to them by M. de Castries, had saluted him as they would have done a king.
"M. de Suffren," said the king when he entered, "welcome to Versailles; you bring glory with you."
M. de Suffren bent his knee to the king, who, however, raised him and embraced him cordially; then, turning to the queen, "Madame," said he, "here is M. de Suffren, the victor of Trincomalee and Gondeleur, and the terror of the English."
"Monsieur," said the queen, "I wish you to know that you have not fired a shot for the glory of France but my heart has beaten with admiration and gratitude."
When she ceased, the Comte d'Artois approached with his son, the Duc d'Angoulême.
"My son," said he, "you see a hero; look at him well, for it is a rare sight."
"Monseigneur," replied the young prince, "I have read about the great men in Plutarch, but I could not see them; I thank you for showing me M. de Suffren."
The king now took the arm of M. de Suffren, in order to lead him to his study, and talk to him of his travels; but he made a respectful resistance.
"Sire," said he, "will your majesty permit me——"
"Oh! whatever you wish, sir."
"Then, sire, one of my officers has committed so grave a fault against discipline, that I thought your majesty ought to be sole judge of the offense."
"Oh, M. de Suffren, I had hoped your first request would have been a favor, and not a punishment."
"Your majesty, as I have had the honor to say, shall judge what ought to be done. In the last battle the officer of whom I speak was on board La Sévère."
"Oh, the ship that struck her flag!" cried the king, frowning.
"Yes, sire. The captain of La Sévère had indeed struck his flag, and already Sir Hugh, the English admiral, had despatched a boat to take possession of his prize, when the lieutenant in command of the guns of the middle deck, perceiving that the firing above had ceased, and having received orders to stop his own fire, went on deck, saw the flag lowered, and the captain ready to surrender. At this sight, sir, all his French blood revolted, he took the flag which lay there, and, seizing a hammer, ordered the men to recommence the fire, while he nailed it to the mast. It was by this action, sire, that La Sévère was preserved to your majesty."
"A splendid action!" cried the king and queen simultaneously.
"Yes, sire—yes, madame, but a grave fault against discipline. The order had been given by the captain, and the lieutenant ought to have obeyed. I, however, ask for the pardon of the officer, and the more so as he is my own nephew."
"Your nephew!" cried the king; "and you have never mentioned him!"
"Not to you, sire; but I made my report to the ministers, begging them to say nothing about it until I had obtained his pardon from your majesty."
"It is granted," said the king. "I promise beforehand my protection to all who may violate discipline in such a cause. You must present this officer to me, M. de Suffren."
M. de Suffren turned. "Approach, M. de Charny," he said.
The queen started at the sound of this name, which she had so recently heard. A young officer advanced from the crowd, and presented himself before the king.
The queen and Andrée looked anxiously at each other; but M. de Charny bowed before the king almost without raising his eyes, and, after kissing his hand, retired again, without seeming to have observed the queen.
"Come now, M. de Suffren," said the king, "and let us converse; I am impatient to hear all your adventures." But before leaving the room he turned to the queen and said. "Apropos, madame, I am going to have built, as you know, a ship of one hundred guns, and I think of changing the name we had destined for it, and of calling it instead——"
"Oh yes!" cried Marie Antoinette, catching his thought, "we will call it Le Suffren, and I will still stand sponsor."
"Vive le roi! vive la reine!" cried all.
"And vive M. de Suffren!" added the king, and then left the room with him.
CHAPTER XII.
M. DE CHARNY.
M. de Suffren had requested his nephew to wait his return, and he therefore remained in the group as before.
The queen, speaking low to Andrée, and glancing towards him, said: "It is he, there is no doubt."
"Mon Dieu! yes, madame, it is he indeed."
At this moment the door opened, and a gentleman dressed in the robes of a cardinal, and followed by a long train of officers and prelates, entered the room.
The queen immediately recognized M. de Rohan, and turned away her head, without taking the trouble to hide the frown which overspread her face.
He crossed the room without stopping to speak to any one, and, coming straight up to her, bowed to her more as a man of the world bows to a lady than as a subject to a queen, and then addressed some rather high-flown compliments to her; but she scarcely looked at him, and, after murmuring a few cold words in reply, began to talk to Madame de Lamballe.
The cardinal did not seem to notice this chilling reception, but bowed again, and retired without appearing in the least disconcerted.
He then turned to the king's aunts, from whom he met with a reception as cordial as the queen's had been the reverse. The Cardinal Louis de Rohan was a man in the prime of life, and of an imposing figure and noble bearing; his eyes shone with intelligence, his mouth was well cut and handsome, and his hands were beautiful. A premature baldness indicated either a man of pleasure or a studious one—and he was both. He was a man no little sought after by the ladies, and was noted for his magnificent style of living; indeed, he had found the way to feel himself poor with an income of 1,600,000 francs.
The king liked him for his learning, but the queen hated him. The reasons for this hate were twofold: first, when ambassador to Vienna, he had written to Louis XV. letters so full of sarcasm on Maria Theresa, that her daughter had never forgiven him; and he had also written letters opposing her marriage, which had been read aloud by Louis XV. at a supper at Madame Dubarry's. The embassy at Vienna had been taken from M. de Breteuil and given to M. de Rohan; the former gentleman, not strong enough to revenge himself alone, had procured copies of these letters, which he had laid before the dauphiness, thus making her the eternal enemy of M. de Rohan.
This hatred rendered the cardinal's position at court not a little uncomfortable. Every time he presented himself before the queen, he met with the same discouraging reception. In spite of this, he neglected no occasion of being near her, for which he had frequent opportunities, as he was chaplain to the court; and he never complained of the treatment he received. A circle of friends, among whom the Baron de Planta was the most intimate, helped to console him for these royal rebuffs; not to speak of the ladies of the court, who by no means imitated the severity of the queen towards him.
When he was gone, Marie Antoinette recovered her serenity, and said to Madame de Lamballe:
"Do you not think that this action of the nephew of M. de Suffren is one of the most remarkable of the war? What is his name, by the bye?"
"M. de Charny, I believe," replied the princess. "Was it not?" she said, turning to Andrée.
"Yes, your highness."
"M. de Charny shall describe it to us himself," said the queen. "Is he still here? Let him be sought for."
An officer who stood near hastened to obey her, and immediately returned with M. de Charny, and the circle round the queen made way for him to approach.
He was a young man, about eight-and-twenty, tall and well made; his face, animated and yet sweet, took a character of singular energy when he spoke, and dilated his large blue eyes; and he was, strange to say, for one who had been fighting in India, as fair as Philippe was dark.
When he had approached the place where the queen sat, with Madlle. de Taverney standing near her, he did not betray his surprise in any way, although it must have been great, in recognizing the ladies of the evening before. He did not look up until she addressed him, saying:
"M. de Charny, these ladies experience the natural desire, which I share with them, to hear from yourself all the details of this action of your ship."
"Madame," replied the young officer, "I beg your majesty to spare me the recital, not from modesty, but from humanity. What I did as lieutenant, a dozen other officers doubtless wished to do, only I was the first to put it in execution; and it is not worthy being made the subject of a narration to your majesty. Besides, the captain of La Sévère is a brave officer, who on that day lost his presence of mind. Alas, madame, we all know that the most courageous are not always equally brave. He wanted but ten minutes to recover himself; my determination not to surrender gave him the breathing time, his natural courage returned to him, and he showed himself the bravest of us all. Therefore I beg your majesty not to exaggerate the merit of my action, and thereby crush this deserving officer, who deplores incessantly the failing of a few moments."
"Right!" said the queen, touched by these generous words; "you are a true gentleman, M. de Charny, and such I already know you to be."
The young man colored crimson, and looked almost frightened at Andrée, fearing what the queen's rash generosity might lead her to say.
"For," continued the intrepid queen, "I must tell you all, that this is not the first time I have heard of M. de Charny, who deserves to be known and admired by all ladies; and to show you that he is as indulgent to our sex as he is merciless to his enemies, I will relate a little history of him which does him the greatest honor."
"Oh, madame!" stammered the young man, who felt as if he would have given a year of his life to be back in the West Indies.
"This, then, is it," continued the queen, to her eager listeners: "two ladies, whom I know, were detained out late and became embarrassed in a crowd; they ran a great risk, a real danger awaited them; M. de Charny happily passed by at the moment: he dispersed the crowd, and, although they were unknown to him, and it was impossible to recognize their rank, took them under his protection, and escorted them a long way, ten miles from Paris, I believe."
"Oh! your majesty exaggerates," said M. de Charny, laughing, and now quite reassured.
"Well, we will call it five," said the Count d'Artois, suddenly joining in the conversation.
"Let it be five, then, brother," said the queen; "but the most admirable part of the story is, that M. de Charny did not seek even to know the names of these ladies whom he had served, but left them at the place where they wished to stop, and went away without even looking back, so that they escaped from his protection without even a moment's disquietude."
All expressed their admiration.
"A knight of the round table could not have acted better," her majesty went on; "and so, M. de Charny, as the king will doubtless take upon himself to reward M. de Suffren, I, for my part, wish to do something for the nephew of this great man."
As she spoke, she held out her hand to him, and Charny, pale with joy, pressed his lips to this beautiful hand, while Philippe looked on from an obscure corner, pale with an opposite emotion.
The voice of M. d'Artois interrupted this scene, saying loudly, "Ah, Provence! you come too late! you have missed a fine sight, the reception of M. de Suffren. Really, it was one that a Frenchman can never forget. How the devil did it happen that you were not here—you who are generally the punctual man par excellence?"
M. de Provence bit his lips with vexation, and whispered to M. de Favras, his captain of the guards, "How does it come to pass that he is here?"
"Ah! monseigneur, I have been asking myself that question for the last hour, and have not yet found an answer."
CHAPTER XIII.
THE ONE HUNDRED LOUIS OF THE QUEEN.
Now we have introduced the principal characters of this history to our readers, and have taken them both into the "petite maison" of the Comte d'Artois and into the king's palace at Versailles, we will return to that house in the Rue St. Claude where we saw the queen enter incognito with Mademoiselle Andrée de Taverney.
We left Madame de la Motte counting over and delighted with her fifty double louis; next to the pleasure of having them, she knew no greater than that of displaying them, and having no one else, she called Dame Clotilde, who was still in the ante-chamber.
When she entered, "Come and look here!" said her mistress.
"Oh, madame!" cried the old woman, clasping her hands in astonishment.
"You were uneasy about your wages," said the countess.
"Oh, madame! I never said that; I only asked madame if she could pay me, as I had received nothing for three months."
"Do you think there is enough there to pay you?"
"Oh! madame, if I had all that, I should be rich for the rest of my life. But in what will madame spend all that?"
"In everything."
"The first thing, I think, madame, will be to furnish the kitchen, for you will have good dinners cooked now."
"Listen!" said Madame de la Motte; "someone knocks."
"I did not hear it," said the old woman.
"But I tell you that I did; so go at once." She hastily gathered up her money, and put it into a drawer, murmuring, "Oh! if Providence will but send me another such a visitor." Then she heard the steps of a man below, but could not distinguish what he said. Soon however, the door opened, and Clotilde came in with a letter.
The countess examined it attentively, and asked, "Was this brought by a servant?"
"Yes, madame."
"In livery?"
"No, madame."
"I know these arms, surely," said Jeanne to herself. "Who can it be from? but the letter will soon show for itself;" and opening it, she read: "Madame, the person to whom you wrote will see you to-morrow evening, if it be agreeable to you to remain at home for that purpose;" and that was all. "I have written to so many people," thought the countess. "Is this a man or a woman? The writing is no guide, nor is the style; it might come from either. Who is it that uses these arms? Oh! I remember now—the arms of the Rohans. Yes, I wrote to M. de Guémenée, and to M. de Rohan; it is one of them: but the shield is not quartered—it is therefore the cardinal. Ah! Monsieur de Rohan, the man of gallantry, the fine gentleman, and the ambitious one; he will come to see Jeanne de la Motte, if it be agreeable to her. Oh, yes! M. de Rohan, it is very agreeable. A charitable lady who gives a hundred louis may be received in a garret, freeze in my cold room, and suffer on my hard chair; but a clerical prince, a lady's man, that is quite another thing. We must have luxury to greet him."
Then, turning to Clotilde, who was getting her bed ready, she said: "Be sure to call me early to-morrow morning;" and when she did retire to rest, so absorbed was she in her expectations and plans, that it was nearly three o'clock before she fell asleep; nevertheless, she was quite ready when Dame Clotilde called her according to her directions early in the morning, and had finished her toilet by eight o'clock, although this day it consisted of an elegant silk dress, and her hair was elaborately dressed.
She sent Clotilde for a coach, and ordered the man to drive to the Place Royale, where, under one of the arcades, was the shop of M. Fingret, an upholsterer and decorator, and who had furniture always ready for sale or hire.
She entered his immense show-rooms, of which the walls were hung with different tapestries, and the ceiling completely hidden by the number of chandeliers and lamps that hung from it. On the ground were furniture, carpets, and cornices of every fashion and description.
CHAPTER XIV.
M. FINGRET.
Madame de la Motte, looking at all this, began to perceive how much she wanted. She wanted a drawing-room to hold sofas and lounging-chairs; a dining-room for tables and sideboards; and a boudoir for Persian curtains, screens, and knick-knacks; above all, she wanted the money to buy all these things. But in Paris, whatever you cannot afford to buy, you can hire; and Madame de la Motte set her heart on a set of furniture covered in yellow silk, with gilt nails, which she thought would be very becoming to her dark complexion. But this furniture she felt sure would never go into her rooms on the fifth story; it would be necessary to hire the third, which was composed of an ante-chamber, a dining-room, small drawing-room, and bedroom, so that she might, she thought, receive on this third story the visits of the cardinal, and on the fifth those of ladies of charity—that is to say, receive in luxury those who give from ostentation, and in poverty those who only desire to give when it is needed.
The countess, having made all these reflections, turned to where M. Fingret himself stood, with his hat in his hand, waiting for her commands.
"Madame?" said he in a tone of interrogation, advancing towards her.
"Madame la Comtesse de la Motte Valois," said Jeanne.
At this high-sounding name M. Fingret bowed low, and said: "But there is nothing in this room worthy Madame la Comtesse's inspection. If madame will take the trouble to step into the next one, she will see what is new and beautiful."
Jeanne colored. All this had seemed so splendid to her, too splendid even to hope to possess it; and this high opinion of M. Fingret's concerning her perplexed her not a little. She regretted that she had not announced herself as a simple bourgeoise; but it was necessary to speak, so she said, "I do not wish for new furniture."
"Madame has doubtless some friend's apartments to furnish?"
"Just so," she replied.
"Will madame, then, choose?" said M. Fingret, who did not care whether he sold new or old, as he gained equally by both.
"This set," said Jeanne, pointing to the yellow silk one.
"That is such a small set, madame."
"Oh, the rooms are small."
"It is nearly new, as madame may see."
"But the price?"
"Eight hundred francs."
The price made the countess tremble; and how was she to confess that a countess was content with second-hand things, and then could not afford to pay eight hundred francs for them? She therefore thought the best thing was to appear angry, and said: "Who thinks of buying, sir? Who do you think would buy such old things? I only want to hire."
Fingret made a grimace; his customer began gradually to lose her value in his eyes. She did not want to buy new things, only to hire old ones, "You wish it for a year?" he asked.
"No, only for a month. It is for some one coming from the country."
"It will be one hundred francs a month."
"You jest, surely, monsieur; why, in eight months I should have paid the full price of it."
"Granted, Madame la Comtesse."
"Well, is not that too bad?"
"I shall have the expense of doing it up again when you return it."
Madame de la Motte reflected. "One hundred francs a month is very dear, certainly; but either I can return it at the end of that time and say it is too dear, or I shall then perhaps be in a situation to buy."
"I will take it," she said, "with curtains to match."
"Yes, madame."
"And carpets."
"Here they are."
"What can you give me for another room?"
"These oak chairs, this table with twisted legs, and green damask curtains."
"And for a bedroom?"
"A large and handsome bed, a counterpane of velvet embroidered in rose-color and silver, an excellent couch, and blue curtains."
"And for my dressing-room?"
"A toilet-table hung with Mechlin lace; chest of drawers with marqueterie; sofa and chairs of tapestry. The whole came from the bedroom of Madame de Pompadour at Choisy."
"All this for what price?"
"For a month?"
"Yes."
"Four hundred francs."
"Come, Monsieur Fingret, do not take me for a grisette who is dazzled by your fine descriptions. Please to reflect that you are asking at the rate of four thousand eight hundred francs a year, and for that I can take a whole furnished house. You disgust me with the Place Royale."
"I am very sorry, madame."
"Prove it, then; I will only give half that price." Jeanne pronounced these words with so much authority that the merchant began again to think she might be worth conciliating.
"So be it, then, madame."
"And on one condition, M. Fingret."
"What, madame?"
"That everything be arranged in its proper place by three o'clock."
"But consider, madame, it is now ten."
"Can you do it or not?"
"Where must they go to?"
"Rue St. Claude."
"Close by?"
"Precisely."
The upholsterer opened a door, and called, "Sylvain! Landry! Rémy!"
Three men answered to the call.
"The carts and the trucks instantly. Rémy, you shall take this yellow furniture; Sylvain, you take that for the dining-room; and you, Landry, that for the bedroom. Here is the bill, madame; shall I receipt it?"
"Here are six double louis," she said, "and you can give the change to these men if the order is completed in time;" and, having given her address, she reentered her coach.
On her return she engaged the third floor, and in a few hours all was in order.
The lodgings thus transformed, the windows cleaned, and the fires lighted, Jeanne went again to her toilet, which she made as recherché as possible, and then took a last look at all the delights around her. Nothing had been forgotten: there were gilded branches from the walls for wax-lights, and glass lusters on each side of the mirror; Jeanne had also added flowers, to complete the embellishment of the paradise in which she intended to receive his eminence. She took care even to leave the door of the bedroom a little open, through which the light of a bright fire gave a glimpse of the luxuries within.
All these preparations completed, she seated herself in a chair by the fire, with a book in her hand, listening eagerly to the sound of every carriage that passed; but nine, ten, and eleven o'clock struck, and no one came. Still she did not despair; it was not too late for a gallant prelate, who had probably been first to some supper, and would come to her from there. But at last twelve struck; no one appeared, the lights were burning low, and the old servant, after many lamentations over her new cap, had fallen asleep in her chair.
At half-past twelve Jeanne rose furious from her chair, looked out of window for the hundredth time, and, seeing no one near, undressed herself and went to bed, refusing supper, or to answer any of the remarks made to her by Clotilde; and on her sumptuous bed, under her beautiful curtains, she experienced no better rest than she had on the previous night. At last, however, her anger began a little to abate, and she commenced framing excuses for the cardinal. He had so much to occupy him, he must have been detained, and, most potent of all, he had not yet seen her. She would not have been so easily consoled if he had broken the promise of a second visit.
CHAPTER XV.
THE CARDINAL DE ROHAN.
The next evening Jeanne, not discouraged, renewed all her preparations of the night before; and on this occasion she had no time to grow impatient, for at seven o'clock a carriage drove up to the door, from which a gentleman got out. At the sound of the door-bell Jeanne's heart beat so loud that you might almost have heard it; however, she composed herself as well as she could, and in a few minutes Clotilde opened the door, and announced the person who had written the day before yesterday.
"Let him come in," said Jeanne; and a gentleman dressed in silk and velvet, and with a lofty carriage, entered the room.
Jeanne made a step forward, and said: "To whom have I the honor of speaking?"
"I am the Cardinal de Rohan," he replied; at which Madame de la Motte, feigning to be overwhelmed with the honor, courtesied, as though he were a king. Then she advanced an armchair for him, and placed herself in another.
The cardinal laid his hat on the table, and, looking at Jeanne, began: "It is, then, true, mademoiselle——"
"Madame," interrupted Jeanne.
"Pardon me; I forgot."
"My husband is called De la Motte, monseigneur."
"Oh, yes; a gendarme, is he not?"
"Yes, sir."
"And you, madame, are a Valois?"
"I am, monseigneur."
"A great name," said the cardinal, "but rare—believed extinct."
"Not extinct, sir, since I bear it, and as I have a brother, Baron de Valois."
"Recognized?"
"That has nothing to do with it. Recognized or unrecognized, rich or poor, he is still Baron de Valois."
"Madame, explain to me this descent; it interests me; I love heraldry."
Jeanne repeated all that the reader already knows.
The cardinal listened and looked. He did not believe either her story or her merit; but she was poor and pretty.
"So that," he said carelessly, when she had finished, "you have really been unfortunate."
"I do not complain, monseigneur."
"Indeed, I had heard a most exaggerated account of the difficulties of your position; this lodging is commodious and well furnished."
"For a grisette, no doubt," replied Jeanne.
"What! do you call these rooms fit for a grisette?"
"I do not think you can call them fit for a princess," replied Jeanne.
"And you are a princess?" said he, in an ironical tone.
"I was born a Valois, monseigneur, as you were a Rohan," said Jeanne, with so much dignity that he felt a little touched by it.
"Madame," said he, "I forgot that my first words should have been an apology. I wrote to you that I would come yesterday, but I had to go to Versailles to assist at the reception of M. de Suffren."
"Monseigneur does me too much honor in remembering me to-day; and my husband will more than ever regret the exile to which poverty compels him, since it prevents him from sharing this favor with me."
"You live alone, madame?" asked the cardinal.
"Absolutely alone. I should be out of place in all society but that from which my poverty debars me."
"The genealogists do not contest your claim?"
"No; but what good does it do me?"
"Madame," continued the cardinal, "I shall be glad to know in what I can serve you."
"In nothing, monseigneur," she said.
"How! in nothing? Pray be frank."
"I cannot be more frank than I am."
"You were complaining just now."
"Certainly, I complain."
"Well, then?"
"Well, then, monseigneur, I see that you wish to bestow charity on me."
"Oh, madame!"
"Yes, sir, I have taken charity, but I will do so no more. I have borne great humiliation."
"Madame, you are wrong, there is no humiliation in misfortune."
"Not even with the name I bear? Would you beg, M. de Rohan?"
"I do not speak of myself," said he, with an embarrassment mingled with hauteur.
"Monseigneur, I only know two ways of begging: in a carriage, or at a church door in velvet or in rags. Well, just now, I did not expect the honor of this visit; I thought you had forgotten me."
"Oh, you knew, then, that it was I who wrote?"
"Were not your arms on the seal?"
"However, you feigned not to know me."
"Because you did not do me the honor to announce yourself."
"This pride pleases me," said the cardinal.
"I had then," continued Jeanne, "despairing of seeing you, taken the resolution of throwing off all this flimsy parade, which covers my real poverty, and of going in rags, like other mendicants, to beg my bread from the passers-by."
"You are not at the end of your resources, I trust, madame?"
Jeanne did not reply.
"You have some property, even if it be mortgaged? Some family jewels? This, for example," and he pointed to a box, with which the delicate fingers of the lady had been playing. "A singular box, upon my word! Will you permit me to look? Oh, a portrait!" he continued, with a look of great surprise. "Do you know the original of this portrait?" asked Jeanne.
"It is that of Maria Theresa."
"Of Maria Theresa?"
"Yes, the Empress of Austria."
"Really!" cried Jeanne. "Are you sure, monseigneur?"
"Where did you get it?" he asked.
"From a lady who came the day before yesterday."
"To see you?"
"Yes."
The cardinal examined the box with minute attention.
"There were two ladies," continued Jeanne.
"And one of them gave you this box?" said he, with evident suspicion.
"No; she dropped it here."
The cardinal remained thoughtful for some time, and then said, "What was the name of this lady? I beg pardon for being inquisitive."
"Indeed, it is a somewhat strange question."
"Indiscreet, perhaps, but not strange."
"Yes, very strange; for if I had known her name, I should have returned it long before this."
"Then, you know not who she is?"
"I only know she is the head of some charitable house."
"In Paris?"
"No; in Versailles."
"From Versailles; the head of a charitable house!"
"Monseigneur, I accept charity from ladies; that does not so much humiliate a poor woman; and this lady, who had heard of my wants, left a hundred louis on my table when she went away."
"A hundred louis!" said the cardinal in surprise; then, fearing to offend, he added, "I am not astonished, madame, that they should give you such a sum. You merit, on the contrary, all the solicitude of charitable people, and your name makes it a duty to help you. It is only the title of the Sister of Charity that surprised me, they are not in the habit of giving such donations. Could you describe this lady to me?"
"Not easily, sir."
"How so, since she came here?"
"Yes, but she probably did not wish to be recognized, for she hid her face as much as possible in her hood, and was besides, enveloped in furs."
"Well, but you saw something?"
"My impressions were, that she had blue eyes, and a small mouth, though the lips were rather thick."
"Tall or short?"
"Of middle height."
"Her hands?"
"Perfect."
"Her throat?"
"Long and slender."
"Her expression?"
"Severe and noble. But you, perhaps, know this lady, monseigneur?"
"Why should you think so, madame?"
"From the manner in which you question me; besides, there is a sympathy between the doers of good works."
"No, madame, I do not know her."
"But, sir, if you had some suspicion."
"How should I?"
"Oh, from this portrait, perhaps."
"Yes, certainly, the portrait," said the cardinal, rather uneasily.
"Well, sir, this portrait you still believe to be that of Maria Theresa?"
"I believe so, certainly."
"Then you think——?"
"That you have received a visit from some German lady who has founded one of these houses!" But it was evident that the cardinal doubted, and he was pondering how this box, which he had seen a hundred times in the hands of the queen, came into the possession of this woman. Had the queen really been to see her? If she had been, was she indeed unknown to Jeanne? Or, if not, why did she try to hide the knowledge from him. If the queen had really been there, it was no longer a poor woman he had to deal with, but a princess succored by a queen, who bestowed her gifts in person.
Jeanne saw that the cardinal was thoughtful, and even suspicious of her. She felt uneasy, and knew not what to say.
At last, however, he broke the silence by saying, "And the other lady?"
"Oh, I could see her perfectly; she is tall and beautiful, with a determined expression, and a brilliant complexion."
"And the other lady did not name her?"
"Yes, once; but by her Christian name."
"What was it?"
"Andrée."
"Andrée!" repeated the cardinal, with a start.
This name put an end to all his doubts. It was known that the queen had gone to Paris on that day with Mademoiselle de Taverney. It was evident, also, that Jeanne had no intention of deceiving him; she was telling all she knew. Still, he would try one more proof.
"Countess," he said, "one thing astonishes me, that you have not addressed yourself to the king."
"But, sir, I have sent him twenty petitions."
"Without result?"
"Yes."
"Well, then, the princes of the blood; M. le Duc d'Orleans is charitable, and often likes to do what the king refuses."
"I have tried him, equally fruitlessly."
"That astonishes me."
"Oh, when one is poor, and not supported by any one——"
"There is still the Comte d'Artois; sometimes dissipated men do more generous actions than charitable ones."
"It is the same story with him."
"But the princesses, the aunts of the king, Madame Elizabeth particularly, would refuse assistance to no one."
"It is true, monseigneur, her royal highness, to whom I wrote, promised to receive me; but, I know not why, after having received my husband, I could never get any more notice from her."
"It is strange, certainly," said the cardinal; then, as if the thought had just struck him, he cried, "Ah! mon Dieu! but we are forgetting the person to whom you should have addressed yourself first of all."
"Whom do you mean?"
"To the dispenser of all favors, she who never refuses help where it is deserved—to the queen. Have you seen her?"
"No," answered Jeanne.
"You have never presented your petition to the queen?"
"Never."
"You have not tried to obtain an audience of her?"
"I have tried, but failed."
"Have you tried to throw yourself in her way, that she might remark you?"
"No, monseigneur."
"But that is very strange."
"I have only been twice to Versailles, and then saw but two persons there; one was Doctor Louis, who had attended my poor father at the Hôtel Dieu, and the other was M. le Baron de Taverney, to whom I had an introduction."
"What did M. de Taverney say to you? He might have brought you to the queen."
"He told me that I was very foolish to bring forward as a claim to the benevolence of the king a relationship which would be sure to displease him, as nobody likes poor relations."
"I recognize the egotistical and rude old baron. Well," continued he, "I will conduct you myself to Versailles, and will open the doors for you."
"Oh, monseigneur, how good you are," cried Jeanne, overwhelmed with joy.
The cardinal approached her, and said, "It is impossible but that before long all must interest themselves in you."
"Alas! monseigneur," said Jeanne, with a sigh, "do you think so?"
"I am sure of it."
"I fear you flatter me," she said, looking earnestly at him, for she could hardly believe in his sudden change of manner, he had been so cold and suspicious at first.
This look had no small effect on the cardinal; he began to think he had never met a woman prettier or more attractive. "Ah, ma foi!" said he to himself, with the eternally scheming spirit of a man used to diplomacy, "it would be too extraordinary and too fortunate if I have met at once an honest woman with the attractions of a scheming one, and found in this poverty an able coadjutrix to my desires."
"Monseigneur, the silence you keep every now and then disquiets me."
"Why so, countess?"
"Because a man like you only fails in politeness to two kinds of women."
"Mon Dieu! countess, you frighten me. What are you about to say?" and he took her hand.
"I repeat it," said she, "with women that you love too much, or with women whom you do not esteem enough to be polite to."
"Countess, you make me blush. Have I, then, failed in politeness towards you?"
"Rather so, monseigneur; and yet you cannot love me too much, and I have given you no cause to despise me."
"Oh, countess, you speak as if you were angry with me."
"No, monseigneur; you have not yet merited my anger."
"And I never will, madame. From this day, in which I have had the pleasure of making your acquaintance, my solicitude for you will not cease."
"Oh, sir, do not speak to me of your protection."
"Oh, mon Dieu! I should humiliate myself, not you, in mentioning such a thing;" and he pressed her hand, which he continued to hold, to his lips.
She tried to withdraw it; but he said, "Only politeness, madame," and she let it remain.
"To know," said she, "that I shall occupy a place, however small, in the mind of a man so eminent and so busy, would console me for a year."
"Let us hope the consolation will last longer than that, countess."
"Well, perhaps so, monseigneur; I have confidence in you, because I feel that you are capable of appreciating a mind like mine, adventurous, brave, and pure, in spite of my poverty, and of the enemies which my position has made me. Your eminence will, I am sure, discover all the good that is in me, and be indulgent to all the rest."
"We, are, then, warm friends, madame;" and he advanced towards her, but his arms were a little more extended than the occasion required. She avoided him, and said, laughing:
"It must be a friendship among three, cardinal."
"Among three?"
"Doubtless, for there exists an exile, a poor gendarme, who is called M. de la Motte."
"Oh, countess, what a deplorably good memory you have!"
"I must speak to you of him, that you may not forget him."
"Do you know why I do not speak of him, countess?"
"No; pray tell me."
"Because he will speak enough for himself: husbands never let themselves be forgotten. We shall hear that M. le Comte de la Motte found it good, or found it bad, that the Cardinal de Rohan came two, three, or four times a week to visit his wife."
"Ah! but will you come so often, monseigneur?"
"Without that, where would be our friendship? Four times! I should have said six or seven."
Jeanne laughed, "I should not indeed wonder in that case if people did talk of it."
"Oh! but we can easily prevent them."
"How?"
"Quite easily. The people know me——"
"Certainly, monseigneur."
"But you they have the misfortune not to know."
"Well?"
"Therefore, if you would——"
"What, sir?"
"Come out instead of me."
"Come to your hotel, monseigneur?"
"You would go to see a minister."
"Oh! a minister is not a man."
"You are adorable, countess. But I did not speak of my hotel; I have a house——"
"Oh! a petite maison?"
"No; a house of yours."
"A house of mine, cardinal! Indeed, I did not know it."
"To-morrow, at ten o'clock, you shall have the address."
The countess blushed; the cardinal took her hand again, and imprinted another kiss upon it, at once bold, respectful, and tender. They then bowed to each other.
"Light monseigneur down," said the countess; and he went away.
"Well," thought she, "I have made a great step in the world."
"Come," said the cardinal to himself as he drove off, "I think I have killed two birds with one stone; this woman has too much talent not to catch the queen as she has caught me?"
CHAPTER XVI.
MESMER AND ST. MARTIN.
The fashionable study in Paris at this time, and that which engrossed most of those who had no business to attend to, was Mesmerism—a mysterious science, badly defined by its discoverers, who did not wish to render it too plain to the eyes of the people. Dr. Mesmer, who had given to it his own name, was then in Paris, as we have already heard from Marie Antoinette.
This Doctor Mesmer deserves a few words from us, as his name was then in all mouths.
He had brought this science from Germany, the land of mysteries, in 1777. He had previously made his début there, by a theory on the influence of the planets. He had endeavored to establish that these celestial bodies, through the same power by which they attract each other, exercised an influence over living bodies, and particularly over the nervous system, by means of a subtle fluid with which the air is impregnated. But this first theory was too abstract: one must, to understand it, be initiated into all the sciences of Galileo or Newton; and it would have been necessary, for this to have become popular, that the nobility should have been transformed into a body of savants. He therefore abandoned this system, and took up that of the loadstone, which was then attracting great attention, people fancying that this wonderful power was efficacious in curing illnesses.
Unhappily for him, however, he found a rival in this already established in Vienna; therefore he once more announced that he abandoned mineral magnetism, and intended to effect his cures through animal magnetism.
This, although a new name, was not in reality a new science; it was as old as the Greeks and Egyptians, and had been preserved in traditions, and revived every now and then by the sorcerers of the thirteenth, fourteenth, and fifteenth centuries, many of whom had paid for their knowledge with their lives. Urbain Grandier was nothing but an animal magnetizer; and Joseph Balsamo we have seen practising it. Mesmer only condensed this knowledge into a science, and gave it a name. He then communicated his system to the scientific academies of Paris, London, and Berlin. The two first did not answer him, and the third said that he was mad. He came to France, and took out of the hands of Dr. Storck, and of the oculist Wenzel, a young girl seventeen years old, who had a complaint of the liver and gutta serena, and after three months of his treatment, restored her health and her sight.
This cure convinced many people, and among them a doctor called Deslon, who, from his enemy, became his pupil. Prom this time his reputation gradually increased; the academy declared itself against him, but the court for him. At last the government offered him, in the king's name, an income for life of twenty thousand francs to give lectures in public, and ten thousand more to instruct three persons, who should be chosen by them, in his system.
Mesmer, however, indignant at the royal parsimony, refused, and set out for the Spa waters with one of his patients; but while he was gone, Deslon, his pupil, possessor of the secret which he had refused to sell for thirty thousand francs a year, opened a public establishment for the treatment of patients. Mesmer was furious, and exhausted himself in complaints and menaces. One of his patients, however, M. de Bergasse, conceived the idea of forming a company. They raised a capital of 340,000 francs, on the condition that the secret should be revealed to the shareholders. It was a fortunate time: the people, having no great public events to interest them, entered eagerly into every new amusement and occupation; and this mysterious theory possessed no little attraction, professing, as it did, to cure invalids, restore mind to the fools, and amuse the wise.
Everywhere Mesmer was talked of. What had he done? On whom had he performed these miracles? To what great lord had he restored sight? To what lady worn out with dissipation had he renovated the nerves? To what young girl had he shown the future in a magnetic trance? The future! that word of ever-entrancing interest and curiosity.
Voltaire was dead; there was no one left to make France laugh, except perhaps Beaumarchais, who was still more bitter than his master; Rousseau was dead, and with him the sect of religious philosophers. War had generally occupied strongly the minds of the French people, but now the only war in which they were engaged was in America, where the people fought for what they called independence, and what the French called liberty; and even this distant war in another land, and affecting another people, was on the point of termination. Therefore they felt more interest just now in M. Mesmer, who was near, than in Washington or Lord Cornwallis, who were so far off. Mesmer's only rival in the public interest was St. Martin, the professor of spiritualism, as Mesmer was of materialism, and who professed to cure souls, as he did bodies.
Imagine an atheist with a religion more attractive than religion itself; a republican full of politeness and interest for kings; a gentleman of the privileged classes tender and solicitous for the people, endowed with the most startling eloquence, attacking all the received religions of the earth.
Imagine Epicurus in white powder, embroidered coat, and silk stockings, not content with endeavoring to overturn a religion in which he did not believe, but also attacking all existing governments, and promulgating the theory that all men are equal, or, to use his own words, that all intelligent beings are kings.
Imagine the effect of all this in society as it then was, without fixed principles or steady guides, and how it was all assisting to light the fire with which France not long after began to consume herself.
CHAPTER XVII.
THE BUCKET.
We have endeavored to give an idea in the last chapter of the interest and enthusiasm which drew such crowds of the people to see M. Mesmer perform publicly his wonderful experiments.
The king, as we know, had given permission to the queen to go and see what all Paris was talking of, accompanied by one of the princesses. It was two days after the visit of M. de Rohan to the countess. The weather was fine, and the thaw was complete, and hundreds of sweepers were employed in cleaning away the snow from the streets. The clear blue sky was just beginning to be illumined by its first stars, when Madame de la Motte, elegantly dressed, and presenting every appearance of opulence, arrived in a coach, which Clotilde had carefully chosen as the best looking at the Place Vendôme, and stopped before a brilliantly-lighted house.
It was that of Doctor Mesmer. Numbers of other carriages were waiting at the door, and a crowd of people had collected to see the patients arrive and depart, who seemed to derive much pleasure when they saw some rich invalid, enveloped in furs and satins, carried in by footmen, from the evident proof it afforded that God made men healthy or unhealthy, without reference to their purses or their genealogies. A universal murmur would arise when they recognized some duke paralyzed in an arm or leg; or some marshal whose feet refused their office, less in consequence of military fatigues and marches than from halts made with the ladies of the Opera, or of the Comédie Italienne. Sometimes it was a lady carried in by her servants with drooping head and languid eye, who, weakened by late hours and an irregular life, came to demand from Doctor Mesmer the health she had vainly sought to regain elsewhere.
Many of these ladies were as well known as the gentlemen, but a great many escaped the public gaze, especially on this evening, by wearing masks; for there was a ball at the Opera that night, and many of them intended to drive straight there when they left the doctor's house.
Through this crowd Madame de la Motte walked erect and firm, also with a mask on, and elicited only the exclamation, "This one does not look ill, at all events."
Ever since the cardinal's visit, the attention with which he had examined the box and portrait had been on Jeanne's mind; and she could not but feel that all his graciousness commenced after seeing it, and she therefore felt proportionate curiosity to learn more about it.
First she had gone to Versailles to inquire at all the houses of charity about German ladies; but there were there, perhaps, a hundred and fifty or two hundred, and all Jeanne's inquiries about the two ladies who had visited her had proved fruitless. In vain she repeated that one of them was called Andrée; no one knew a German lady of that name, which indeed was not German. Baffled in this, she determined to try elsewhere, and having heard much of M. Mesmer, and the wonderful secrets revealed through him, determined upon going there. Many were the stories of this kind in circulation. Madame de Duras had recovered a child who had been lost; Madame de Chantoué, an English dog, not much bigger than her fist, for which she would have given all the children in the world; and M. de Vaudreuil a lock of hair, which he would have bought back with half his fortune. All these revelations had been made by clairvoyants after the magnetic operations of Doctor Mesmer.
Those who came to see him, after traversing the ante-chambers, were admitted into a large room, from which the darkened and hermetically closed windows excluded light and air. In the middle of this room, under a luster which gave but a feeble light, was a vast unornamented tank, filled with water impregnated with sulphur, and to the cover of which was fastened an iron ring; attached to this ring was a long chain, the object of which we shall presently see.
All the patients were seated round the room, men and women indiscriminately; then a valet, taking the chain, wound it round the limbs of the patients, so that they might all feel, at the same time, the effects of the electricity contained in the tank; they were then directed to touch each other in some way, either by the shoulder, the elbow, or the feet, and each was to take in his hand a bar of iron, which was also connected with the tank, and to place it to the heart, head, or whatever was the seat of the malady. When they were all ready, a soft and pleasing strain of music, executed by invisible performers, was heard. Among the most eager of the crowd, on the evening of which we speak, was a young, distinguished-looking, and beautiful woman, with a graceful figure, and rather showily dressed, who pressed the iron to her heart with wonderful energy, rolling her beautiful eyes, and beginning to show, in the trembling of her hands, the first effects of the electric fluid.
As she constantly threw back her head, resting it on the cushions of her chair, all around could see perfectly her pale but beautiful face, and her white throat. Many seemed to look at her with great astonishment, and a general whispering commenced among those who surrounded her.
Madame de la Motte was one of the most curious of the party; and of all she saw around her, nothing attracted her attention so much as this young lady, and after gazing earnestly at her for some time, she at last murmured, "Oh! it is she, there is no doubt. It is the lady who came to see me the other day." And convinced that she was not mistaken, she advanced towards her, congratulating herself that chance had effected for her what she had so long been vainly trying to accomplish; but at this moment the young lady closed her eyes, contracted her mouth, and began to beat the air feebly with her hands, which hands, however, did not seem to Jeanne the white and beautiful ones she had seen in her room a few days before.
The patients now began to grow excited under the influence of the fluid. Men and women began to utter sighs, and even cries, moving convulsively their heads, arms, and legs. Then a man suddenly made his appearance; no one had seen him enter; you might have fancied he came out of the tank. He was dressed in a lilac robe, and held in his hand a long wand, which he several times dipped into the mysterious tank; then he made a sign, the doors opened, and twenty robust servants entered, and seizing such of the patients as began to totter on their seats, carried them into an adjoining room.
While this was going on Madame de la Motte heard a man who had approached near to the young lady before-mentioned, and who was in a perfect paroxysm of excitement, say in a loud voice, "It is surely she!" Jeanne was about to ask him who she was, when her attention was drawn to two ladies who were just entering, followed by a man, who, though disguised as a bourgeois, had still the appearance of a servant.
The tournure of one of these ladies struck Jeanne so forcibly that she made a step towards them, when a cry from the young woman near her startled every one. The same man whom Jeanne had heard speak before now called out, "But look, gentlemen, it is the queen."
"The queen!" cried many voices, in surprise. "The queen here! The queen in that state! Impossible!"
"But look," said he again; "do you know the queen, or not?"
"Indeed," said many, "the resemblance is incredible."
"Monsieur," said Jeanne to the speaker, who was a stout man, with quick observant eyes, "did you say the queen?"
"Oh! madame, there is no doubt of it."
"And where is she?"
"Why, that young lady that you see there, on the violet cushions, and in such a state that she cannot moderate her transports, is the queen."
"But on what do you found such an idea, monsieur?"
"Simply because it is the queen." And he left Jeanne to go and spread his news among the rest.
She turned from the almost revolting spectacle, and going near to the door, found herself face to face with the two ladies she had seen enter. Scarcely had she seen the elder one than she uttered a cry of surprise.
"What is the matter?" asked the lady.
Jeanne took off her mask, and asked, "Do you recognize me, madame?"
The lady made, but quickly suppressed, a movement of surprise, and said, "No, madame."
"Well, madame, I recognize you, and will give you a proof;" and she drew the box from her pocket, saying, "you left this at my house."
"But supposing this to be true, what makes you so agitated?"
"I am agitated by the danger that your majesty is incurring here."
"Explain yourself."
"Not before you have put on this mask;" and she offered hers to the queen, who, however, did not take it.
"I beg your majesty; there is not an instant to lose."
The queen put on the mask. "And now, pray come away," added Jeanne.
"But why?" said the queen.
"Your majesty has not been seen by any one?"
"I believe not."
"So much the better."
The queen mechanically moved to the door, but said again, "Will you explain yourself?"
"Will not your majesty believe your humble servant for the present, that you were running a great risk?"
"But what risk?"
"I will have the honor to tell your majesty whenever you will grant me an hour's audience; but it would take too long now;" and seeing that the queen looked displeased, "Pray, madame," said she, turning to the Princess Lamballe, "join your petitions to mine that the queen should leave this place immediately."
"I think we had better, madame," said the princess.
"Well, then, I will," answered the queen; then, turning to Madame de la Motte, "You ask for an audience?" she said.
"I beg for that honor, that I may explain this conduct to your majesty."
"Well, bring this box with you, and you shall be admitted; Laurent, the porter, shall have orders to do so." Then going into the street, she called in German, "Kommen sie da, Weber."
A carriage immediately drove up, they got in, and were immediately out of sight.
When they were gone, Madame de la Motte said to herself, "I have done right in this—for the rest, I must consider."
CHAPTER XVIII.
MADEMOISELLE OLIVA.
During this time, the man who had pointed out the fictitious queen to the people touched on the shoulder another man who stood near him, in a shabby dress, and said. "For you, who are a journalist, here is a fine subject for an article."
"How so?" replied the man.
"Shall I tell you?"
"Certainly."
"The danger of being governed by a king who is governed by a queen who indulges in such paroxysms as these."
The journalist laughed. "But the Bastile?" he said.
"Pooh, nonsense! I do not mean you to write it out plainly. Who can interfere with you if you relate the history of Prince Silou and the Princess Etteniotna, Queen of Narfec? What do you say to that?"
"It is an admirable idea!" said the journalist.
"And I do not doubt that a pamphlet called 'The Paroxysms of the Princess Etteniotna at the house of the Fakeer Remsem' would have a great success."
"I believe it also."
"Then go and do it."
The journalist pressed the hand of the unknown. "Shall I send you some copies, sir? I will with pleasure if you will give me your name."
"Certainly; the idea pleases me. What is the usual circulation of your journal?"
"Two thousand."
"Then do me a favor: take these fifty louis, and publish six thousand."
"Oh, sir, you overwhelm me. May I not know the name of such a generous patron of literature?"
"You shall know, when I call for one thousand copies—at two francs each, are they not? Will they be ready in a week?"
"I will work night and day, monsieur."
"Let it be amusing."
"It shall make all Paris die with laughing, except one person."
"Who will weep over it. Apropos, date the publication from London."
"Sir, I am your humble servant." And the journalist took his leave, with his fifty louis in his pocket, highly delighted.
The unknown again turned to look at the young woman, who had now subsided into a state of exhaustion, and looked beautiful as she lay there. "Really," he said to himself, "the resemblance is frightful. God had his motives in creating it, and has no doubt condemned her to whom the resemblance is so strong."
While he made these reflections, she rose slowly from the midst of the cushions, assisting herself with the arm of an attendant, and began to arrange her somewhat disordered toilet, and then traversed the rooms, confronting boldly the looks of the people. She was somewhat astonished, however, when she found herself saluted with deep and respectful bows by a group which had already been assembled by the indefatigable stranger, who kept whispering, "Never mind, gentlemen, never mind, she is still the Queen of France; let us salute her." She next entered the courtyard, and looked about for a coach or chair, but, seeing none, was about to set off on foot, when a footman approached and said, "Shall I call madame's carriage?"
"I have none," she replied.
"Madame came in a coach?"
"Yes."
"From the Rue Dauphine?"
"Yes."
"I will take madame home."
"Do so, then," said she, although somewhat surprised at the offer.
The man made a sign, and a carriage drove up. He opened the door for her, and then said to the coachman, "To the Rue Dauphine." They set off, and the young woman, who much approved of this mode of transit, regretted she had not further to go. They soon stopped, however; the footman handed her out, and immediately drove off again.
"Really," said she to herself, "this is an agreeable adventure; it is very gallant of M. Mesmer. Oh, I am very tired, and he must have foreseen that. He is a great doctor."
Saying these words, she mounted to the second story, and knocked at a door, which was quickly opened by an old woman.
"Is supper ready, mother?"
"Yes, and growing cold."
"Has he come?"
"No, not yet, but the gentleman has."
"What gentleman?"
"He who was to speak to you this evening."
"To me?"
"Yes."
This colloquy took place in a kind of ante-chamber opening into her room, which was furnished with old curtains of yellow silk, chairs of green Utrecht velvet, not very new, and an old yellow sofa.
She opened the door, and, going in, saw a man seated on the sofa whom she did not know in the least, although we do, for it was the same man whom we have seen taking so much interest in her at Mesmer's.
She had not time to question him, for he began immediately: "I know all that you are going to ask, and will tell you without asking. You are Mademoiselle Oliva, are you not?"
"Yes, sir."
"A charming person, highly nervous, and much taken by the system of M. Mesmer."
"I have just left there."
"All this, however, your beautiful eyes are saying plainly, does not explain what brings me here."
"You are right, sir."
"Will you not do me the favor to sit down, or I shall be obliged to get up also, and that is an uncomfortable way of talking."
"Really, sir, you have very extraordinary manners."
"Mademoiselle, I saw you just now at M. Mesmer's, and found you to be all I could wish."
"Sir!"
"Do not alarm yourself, mademoiselle. I do not tell you that I found you charming—that would seem like a declaration of love, and I have no such intention. I know that you are accustomed to have yourself called beautiful, but I, who also think so, have other things to talk to you about."
"Really, sir, the manner in which you speak to me——"
"Do not get angry before you have heard me. Is there any one that can overhear us?"
"No, sir, no one. But still——"
"Then, if no one can hear, we can converse at our ease. What do you say to a little partnership between us?"
"Really, sir——"
"Do not misunderstand; I do not say 'liaison'—I say partnership; I am not talking of love, but of business."
"What kind of business?" said Oliva, with growing curiosity.
"What do you do all day?"
"Why, I do nothing, or, at least, as little as possible."
"You have no occupation—so much the better. Do you like walking?"
"Very much."
"To see sights, and go to balls?"
"Excessively."
"To live well?"
"Above all things."
"If I gave you twenty-five louis a month, would you refuse me?"
"Sir!"
"My dear Mademoiselle Oliva, now you are beginning to doubt me again, and it was agreed that you were to listen quietly. I will say fifty louis if you like."
"I like fifty louis better than twenty-five, but what I like better than either is to be able to choose my own lover."
"Morbleu! but I have already told you that I do not desire to be your lover. Set your mind at ease about that."
"Then what am I to do to earn my fifty louis?"
"You must receive me at your house, and always be glad to see me. Walk out with me whenever I desire it, and come to me whenever I send for you."
"But I have a lover, sir."
"Well, dismiss him."
"Oh, Beausire cannot be sent away like that!"
"I will help you."
"No; I love him."
"Oh!"
"A little."
"That is just a little too much."
"I cannot help it."
"Then he may stop."
"You are very obliging."
"Well—but do my conditions suit you?"
"Yes, if you have told me all."
"I believe I have said all I wish to say now."
"On your honor?"
"On my honor."
"Very well."
"Then that is settled; and here is the first month in advance."
He held out the money, and, as she still seemed to hesitate a little, slipped it himself into her pocket.
Scarcely had he done so, when a knock at the door made Oliva run to the window. "Good God!" she cried; "escape quickly; here he is!"
"Who?"
"Beausire, my lover. Be quick, sir!"
"Nonsense!"
"He will half murder you."
"Bah!"
"Do you hear how he knocks?"
"Well, open the door." And he sat down again on the sofa, saying to himself, "I must see this fellow, and judge what he is like."
The knocks became louder, and mingled with oaths.
"Go, mother, and open the door," cried Oliva. "As for you, sir, if any harm happens to you, it is your own fault."
CHAPTER XIX.
MONSIEUR BEAUSIRE.
Oliva ran to meet a man, who came in swearing furiously, and in a frightful passion.
"Come, Beausire," said she, apparently not at all frightened.
"Let me alone!" cried he, shaking her off brutally. "Ah! I see, it was because there is a man here that the door was not opened!" And as the visitor remained perfectly still, he advanced furiously towards him, saying, "Will you answer me, sir?"
"What do you want to know, my dear M. Beausire?"
"What are you doing here, and who are you?"
"I am a very quiet man, and I was simply talking to madame."
"That was all," said Oliva.
"Will you hold your tongue?" bawled Beausire.
"Now," said the visitor, "do not be so rude to madame, who has done nothing to deserve it; and if you are in a bad temper——"
"Yes, I am."
"He must have lost at cards," murmured Oliva.
"I am cleaned out, mort de diable!" cried Beausire. "But you, sir, will do me the favor to leave this room."
"But, M. Beausire——"
"Diable! if you do not go immediately it will be the worse for you."
"You did not tell me, mademoiselle, that he was troubled with these fits. Good heavens! what ferocity!"
Beausire, exasperated, drew his sword, and roared, "If you do not move, I will pin you to the sofa!"
"Really, it is impossible to be more disagreeable," said the visitor, also drawing a small sword, which they had not before seen.
Oliva uttered piercing shrieks.
"Oh, mademoiselle, pray be quiet," said he, "or two things will happen: first, you will stun M. Beausire, and he will get killed; secondly, the watch will come up and carry you straight off to St. Lazare."
Oliva ceased her cries.
The scene that ensued was curious. Beausire, furious with rage, was making wild and unskilful passes at his adversary, who, still seated on the sofa, parried them with the utmost ease, laughing immoderately all the time.
Beausire began to grow tired and also frightened, for he felt that if this man, who was now content to stand on the defensive, were to attack him in his turn, he should be done for in a moment. Suddenly, however, by a skilful movement, the stranger sent Beausire's sword flying across the room; it went through an open window, and fell into the street.
"Oh, M. Beausire," said he, "you should take more care; if your sword falls on any one, it will kill him."
Beausire ran down at his utmost speed to fetch his sword, and meanwhile, Oliva, seizing the hand of the victor, said:
"Oh, sir, you are very brave; but as soon as you are gone, Beausire will beat me."
"Then I will remain."
"Oh, no; when he beats me, I beat him in return, and I always get the best of it, because I am not obliged to take any care; so if you would but go, sir——"
"But, my dear, if I go now, I shall meet M. Beausire on the stairs; probably the combat will recommence, and as I shall not feel inclined to stand on the staircase, I shall have to kill M. Beausire."
"Mon Dieu! it is true."
"Well, then, to avoid that I will remain here."
"No, sir, I entreat; go up to the next story, and as soon as he returns to this room I will lock the door and take the key, and you can walk away while we fight it out."
"You are a charming girl. Au revoir!"
"Till when?"
"To-night, if you please."
"To-night! are you mad?"
"Not at all; but there is a ball at the Opera to-night."
"But it is now midnight."
"That does not matter."
"I should want a domino."
"Beausire will fetch it when you have beaten him."
"You are right," said Oliva, laughing.
"And here are ten louis to buy it with."
"Adieu! and thanks." And she pushed him out, saying, "Quick! he is coming back."
"But if by chance he should beat you, how will you let me know?"
She reflected a moment. "You have a servant?"
"Yes."
"Send him here, and let him wait under the window till I let a note fall."
"I will. Adieu!" And he went up-stairs.
Oliva drowned the sound of his footsteps by calling loudly to Beausire, "Are you coming back, madman?" for he did not seem in much hurry to reencounter his formidable adversary. At last, however, he came up. Oliva was standing outside the door; she pushed him in, locked it, and put the key in her pocket.
Before the stranger left the house, he heard the noise of the combat begin, and both voices loud and furious. "There is no doubt," said he to himself, "that this woman knows how to take care of herself." His carriage was waiting for him at the corner of the street, but before getting in he spoke to the footman, who thereupon stationed himself within view of Mademoiselle Oliva's windows.
CHAPTER XX.
GOLD.
We must now return to the interior of the room. Beausire was much surprised to see Oliva lock the door, and still more so not to see his adversary. He began to feel triumphant, for if he was hiding from him he must, he thought, be afraid of him. He therefore began to search for him; but Oliva talked so loud and fast that he advanced towards her to try and stop her, but was received with a box on the ear, which he returned in kind. Oliva replied by throwing a china vase at his head, and his answer was a blow with a cane. She, furious, flew at him and seized him by the throat, and he, trying to free himself, tore her dress.
Then, with a cry, she pushed him from her with such force that he fell in the middle of the room.
He began to get tired of this, so he said, without commencing another attack, "You are a wicked creature; you ruin me."
"On the contrary, it is you who ruin me."
"Oh, I ruin her!—she who has nothing!"
"Say that I have nothing now, say that you have eaten, and drank, and played away all that I had."
"You reproach me with my poverty."
"Yes, for it comes from your vices."
"Do not talk of vices; it only remained for you to take a lover."
"And what do you call all those wretches who sit by you in the tennis-court, where you play?"
"I play to live."
"And nicely you succeed; we should die of hunger from your industry."
"And you, with yours, are obliged to cry if you get your dress torn, because you have nothing to buy another with."
"I do better than you, at all events;" and, putting her hand in her pocket, she drew out some gold and threw it across the room.
When Beausire saw this, he remained stupefied.
"Louis!" cried he at last.
She took out some more, and threw them in his face.
"Oh!" cried he, "Oliva has become rich!"
"This is what my industry brings in," said she, pushing him with her foot as he kneeled down to pick up the gold.
"Sixteen, seventeen, eighteen," counted he, joyfully.
"Miserable wretch!" said Oliva.
"Nineteen, twenty, twenty-one, twenty-two."
"Coward!"
"Twenty-three, twenty-four, twenty-five."
"Infamous wretch!"
He got up. "And so, mademoiselle, you have been saving money when you kept me without necessaries. You let me go about in an old hat, darned stockings, and patched clothes, while you had all this money! Where does it come from! From the sale of my things?"
"Scoundrel!" murmured Oliva, looking at him with contempt.
"But I pardon your avarice," continued he.
"You would have killed me just now," said Oliva.
"Then I should have been right; now I should be wrong to do it."
"Why, if you please?"
"Because now you contribute to our ménage."
"You are a base wretch.'"
"My little Oliva!"
"Give me back my money."
"Oh, my darling!"
"If you do not, I will pass your own sword through your body!"
"Oliva!"
"Will you give it?"
"Oh, you would not take it away?"
"Ah, coward! you beg, you solicit for the fruits of my bad conduct—that is what they call a man! I have always despised you."
"I gave to you when I could, Nicole."
"Do not call me Nicole."
"Pardon, then, Oliva. But is it not true?"
"Fine presents, certainly: some silver buckles, six louis d'or, two silk dresses, and three embroidered handkerchiefs."
"It is a great deal for a soldier."
"Hold your tongue! The buckles you stole from some one else, the louis d'or you borrowed and never returned, the silk dresses——"
"Oliva! Oliva!"
"Give me back my money."
"What shall I give you instead?"
"Double the quantity."
"Well," said the rogue, gravely, "I will go to the Rue de Bussy and play with it, and bring you back, not the double, but the quintuple;" and he made two steps to the door.
She caught him by the coat.
"There," said he, "you have torn my coat."
"Never mind; you shall have a new one."
"That will be six louis, Oliva. Luckily, at the Rue de Bussy they are not particular about dress."
Oliva seized hold of the other tail, and tore it right off.
Beausire became furious.
"Mort de tous les diables!" cried he, "you will make me kill you at last! You are tearing me to bits! Now I cannot go out."
"On the contrary, you must go out immediately."
"Without a coat?"
"Put on your great-coat."
"It is all in holes."
"Then do not put it on; but you must go out."
"I will not."
She took out of her pocket another handful of gold, and put it into his hands.
Beausire kneeled at her feet and cried, "Order, and I will obey!"
"Go quickly to the Capucin, Rue de Seine, where they sell dominoes for the bal masque, and buy me one complete, mask and all."
"Good."
"And one for yourself—black, but mine white; and I only give you twenty minutes to do it in."
"Are we going to the ball?"
"Yes, if you are obedient."
"Oh, always."
"Go, then, and show your zeal."
"I run; but the money?"
"You have twenty-five louis, that you picked up."
"Oh, Oliva, I thought you meant to give me those."
"You shall have more another time, but if I give you them now, you will stop and play."
"She is right," said he to himself; "that is just what I intended to do;" and he set off.
As soon as he was gone, Oliva wrote rapidly these words: "The peace is signed, and the ball decided on; at two o'clock we shall be at the Opera. I shall wear a white domino, with a blue ribbon on my left shoulder." Then, rolling this round a bit of the broken vase, she went to the window and threw it out.
The valet picked it up, and made off immediately.
In less than half an hour M. Beausire returned, followed by two men, bringing, at the cost of eighteen louis, two beautiful dominoes, such as were only turned out at the Capucin, makers to her majesty and the maids of honor.
CHAPTER XXI.
LA PETITE MAISON.
We left Madame de la Motte at M. Mesmer's door, watching the queen's carriage as it drove off. Then she went home; for she also intended to put on a domino, and indulge herself by going to the Opera. But a contretemps awaited her: a man was waiting at her door with a note from the Cardinal de Rohan. She opened it, and read as follows:
"Madame la Comtesse, you have doubtless not forgotten that we have business together; even if you have a short memory, I never forget what has pleased me. I shall have the honor to wait for you where my messenger will conduct you, if you please to come."
Jeanne, although rather vexed, immediately reentered the coach, and told the footman to get on the box with the coachman. Ten minutes sufficed to bring her to the entrance of the Faubourg St. Antoine, where, in a hollow and completely hidden by great trees, was one of those pretty houses built in the time of Louis XV., with all the taste of the sixteenth, with the comfort of the eighteenth, century.
"Oh, oh! a petite maison!" said she to herself. "It is very natural on the part of M. de Rohan, but very humiliating for Valois. But, patience."
She was led from room to room till she came to a small dining-room, fitted up with exquisite taste. There she found the cardinal waiting for her. He was looking over some pamphlets, but rose immediately on seeing her.
"Ah, here you are. Thanks, Madame la Comtesse," and he approached to kiss her hand; but she drew back with a reproachful and indignant air.
"What is the matter, madame?" he asked.
"You are, doubtless, not accustomed, monseigneur, to receive such a greeting from the women whom your eminence is in the habit of summoning here."
"Oh! madame."
"We are in your petite maison, are we not, sir?" continued she, looking disdainfully around her.
"But, madame——"
"I had hoped that your eminence would have deigned to remember in what rank I was born. I had hoped that you would have been pleased to consider, that if God has made me poor, He has at least left me the pride of my race."
"Come, come, countess, I took you for a woman of intellect."
"You call a woman of intellect, it appears, monseigneur, every one who is indifferent to, and laughs at, everything, even dishonor. To these women, pardon me, your eminence, I have been in the habit of giving a different name."
"No, countess, you deceive yourself; I call a woman of intellect one who listens when you speak to her, and does not speak before having listened."
"I listen, then."
"I had to speak to you of serious matters, countess."
"Therefore you receive me in a dining-room."
"Why, would you have preferred my receiving you in a boudoir?"
"The distinction is nice," said she.
"I think so, countess."
"Then I am simply to sup with you?"
"Nothing else."
"I trust your eminence is persuaded that I feel the honor as I ought."
"You are quizzing, countess."
"No, I only laugh; would you rather I were angry? You are difficult to please, monseigneur."
"Oh; you are charming when you laugh, and I ask nothing better than to see you always doing so; but at this moment you are not laughing; oh, no! there is anger in that smile which shows your beautiful teeth."
"Not the least in the world, monseigneur."
"That is good."
"And I hope you will sup well."
"I shall sup well, and you?"
"Oh, I am not hungry."
"How, madame, you refuse to sup with me—you send me away?"
"I do not understand you, monseigneur."
"Listen, dear countess; if you were less in a passion, I would tell you that it is useless to behave like this—you are always equally charming; but as at each compliment I fear to be dismissed, I abstain."
"You fear to be dismissed? Really, I beg pardon of your eminence, but you become unintelligible."
"It is, however, quite clear, what I say. The other day, when I came to see you, you complained that you were lodged unsuitably to your rank. I thought, therefore, that to restore you to your proper place would be like restoring air to the bird whom the experimenter has placed under his air-pump. Consequently, beautiful countess, that you might receive me with pleasure, and that I, on my part, might visit you without compromising either you or myself——" He stopped and looked at her.
"Well!" she said.
"I hoped that you would deign to accept this small residence; you observe, I do not call it 'petite maison.'"
"Accept! you give me this house, monseigneur?" said Jeanne, her heart beating with eagerness.
"A very small gift, countess; but if I had offered you more, you would have refused."
"Oh, monseigneur, it is impossible for me to accept this."
"Impossible, why? Do not say that word to me, for I do not believe in it. The house belongs to you, the keys are here on this silver plate; do you find out another humiliation in this?"
"No, but——"
"Then accept."
"Monseigneur, I have told you."
"How, madame? you write to the ministers for a pension, you accept a hundred louis from an unknown lady——"
"Oh, monseigneur, it is different."
"Come, I have waited for you in your dining-room. I have not yet seen the boudoir, nor the drawing-room, nor the bedrooms, for I suppose there are all these."
"Oh, monseigneur, forgive me; you force me to confess that you the most delicate of men," and she blushed with the pleasure she had been so long restraining. But checking herself, she sat down and said, "Now, will your eminence give me my supper?"
The cardinal took off his cloak, and sat down also.
Supper was served in a few moments. Jeanne put on her mask before the servants came in.
"It is I who ought to wear a mask," said the cardinal, "for you are at home, among your own people."
Jeanne laughed, but did not take hers off. In spite of her pleasure and surprise, she made a good supper. The cardinal was a man of much talent, and from his great knowledge of the world and of women, he was a man difficult to contend with, and he thought that this country girl, full of pretension, but who, in spite of her pride, could not conceal her greediness, would be an easy conquest, worth undertaking on account of her beauty, and of a something piquant about her, very pleasing to a man "blasé" like him. He therefore never took pains to be much on his guard with her; and she, more cunning than he thought, saw through his opinion of her, and tried to strengthen it by playing the provincial coquette, and appearing silly, that her adversary might be in reality weak in his over-confidence.
The cardinal thought her completely dazzled by the present he had made her—and so, indeed, she was; but he forgot that he himself was below the mark of the ambition of a woman like Jeanne.
"Come," said he, pouring out for her a glass of cyprus wine, "as you have signed your contract with me, you will not be unfriendly any more, countess."
"Oh no!"
"You will receive me here sometimes without repugnance?"
"I shall never be so ungrateful as to forget whose house this really is."
"Not mine."
"Oh yes, monseigneur."
"Do not contradict me, I advise you, or I shall begin to impose conditions."
"You take care on your part——"
"Of what?"
"Why, I am at home here, you know, and if your conditions are unreasonable, I shall call my servants——"
The cardinal laughed.
"Ah, you laugh, sir; you think if I call they will not come."
"Oh, you quite mistake, countess. I am nothing here, only your guest. Apropos," continued he, as if it had just entered his head, "have you heard anything more of the ladies who came to see you?"
"The ladies of the portrait?" said Jeanne, who, now knowing the queen, saw through the artifice.
"Yes, the ladies of the portrait."
"Monseigneur, you know them as well and even better than I do, I feel sure."
"Oh, countess, you do me wrong. Did you not express a wish to learn who they were?"
"Certainly; it is natural to desire to know your benefactors."
"Well, if knew, I should have told you."
"M. le Cardinal, you do know them."
"No."
"If you repeat that 'no,' I shall have to call you a liar."
"I shall know how to avenge that insult."
"How?"
"With a kiss."
"You know the portrait of Maria Theresa?"
"Certainly, but what of that?"
"That, having recognized this portrait, you must have had some suspicion of the person to whom it belonged."
"And why?"
"Because it was natural to think that the portrait of a mother would only be in the hands of her daughter."
"The queen!" cried the cardinal, with so truthful a tone of surprise that it duped even Jeanne. "Do you really think the queen came to see you?"
"And you did not suspect it?"
"Mon Dieu, no! how should I? I, who speak to you, am neither son, daughter, nor even relation of Maria Theresa, yet I have a portrait of her about me at this moment. Look," said he—and he drew out a snuff-box and showed it to her; "therefore you see that if I, who am in no way related to the imperial house, carry about such a portrait, another might do the same, and yet be a stranger."
Jeanne was silent—she had nothing to answer.
"Then it is your opinion," he went on, "that you have had a visit from the queen, Marie Antoinette."
"The queen and another lady."
"Madame de Polignac?"
"I do not know."
"Perhaps Madame de Lamballe?"
"A young lady, very beautiful and very serious."
"Oh, perhaps Mademoiselle de Taverney."
"It is possible; I do not know her."
"Well, if her majesty has really come to visit you, you are sure of her protection. It is a great step towards your fortune."
"I believe it, monseigneur."
"And her majesty was generous to you?"
"She gave me a hundred louis."
"And she is not rich, particularly now."
"That doubles my gratitude."
"Did she show much interest in you?"
"Very great."
"Then all goes well," said the prelate; "there only remains one thing now—to penetrate to Versailles."
The countess smiled.
"Ah, countess, it is not so easy."
She smiled again, more significantly than before.
"Really, you provincials," said he, "doubt nothing; because you have seen Versailles with the doors open, and stairs to go up, you think any one may open these doors and ascend these stairs. Have you seen the monsters of brass, of marble, and of lead, which adorn the park and the terraces?"
"Yes."
"Griffins, gorgons, ghouls, and other ferocious beasts. Well, you will find ten times as many, and more wicked, living animals between you and the favor of sovereigns."
"Your eminence will aid me to pass through the ranks of these monsters."
"I will try, but it will be difficult. And if you pronounce my name, if you discover your talisman, it will lose all its power."
"Happily, then, I am guarded by the immediate protection of the queen, and I shall enter Versailles with a good key."
"What key, countess?"
"Ah, Monsieur le Cardinal, that is my secret—or rather it is not, for if it were mine, I should feel bound to tell it to my generous protector."
"There is, then, an obstacle, countess?"
"Alas! yes, monseigneur. It is not my secret, and I must keep it. Let it suffice you to know that to-morrow I shall go to Versailles; that I shall be received, and, I have every reason to hope, well received."
The cardinal looked at her with wonder. "Ah, countess," said he, laughing, "I shall see if you will get in."
"You will push your curiosity so far as to follow me?"
"Exactly."
"Very well."
"Really, countess, you are a living enigma."
"One of those monsters who inhabit Versailles."
"Oh, you believe me a man of taste, do you not?"
"Certainly, monseigneur."
"Well, here I am at your knees, and I take your hand and kiss it. Should I do that if I thought you a monster?"
"I beg you, sir, to remember," said Jeanne coldly, "that I am neither a grisette nor an opera girl; that I am my own mistress, feeling myself the equal of any man in this kingdom. Therefore I shall take freely and spontaneously, when it shall please me, the man who will have gained my affections. Therefore, monseigneur, respect me a little, and, in me, the nobility to which we both belong."
The cardinal rose. "I see," said he, "you wish me to love you seriously."
"I do not say that; but I wish to be able to love you. When that day comes—if it does comes—you will easily find it out, believe me. If you do not, I will let you know it; for I feel young enough and attractive enough not to mind making the first advances, nor to fear a repulse."
"Countess, if it depends upon me, you shall love me."
"We shall see."
"You have already a friendship for me, have you not?"
"More than that."
"Oh! then we are at least half way. And you are a woman that I should adore, if——" He stopped and sighed.
"Well," said she, "if——"
"If you would permit it."
"Perhaps I shall, when I shall be independent of your assistance, and you can no longer suspect that I encourage you from interested motives."
"Then you forbid me to pay my court now?"
"Not at all; but there are other ways besides kneeling and kissing hands."
"Well, countess, let us hear; what will you permit?"
"All that is compatible with my tastes and duties."
"Oh, that is vague indeed."
"Stop! I was going to add—my caprices."
"I am lost!"
"You draw back?"
"No," said the cardinal, "I do not."
"Well, then, I want a proof."
"Speak."
"I want to go to the ball at the Opera."
"Well, countess, that only concerns yourself. Are you not free as air to go where you wish?"
"Ah, but you have not heard all. I want you to go with me."
"I to the Opera, countess!" said he, with a start of horror.
"See already how much your desire to please me is worth."
"A cardinal cannot go to a ball at the Opera, countess. It is as if I proposed to you to go into a public-house."
"Then a cardinal does not dance, I suppose?"
"Oh no!"
"But I have read that M. le Cardinal de Richelieu danced a saraband."
"Yes, before Anne of Austria."
"Before a queen," repeated Jeanne. "Perhaps you would do as much for a queen?"
The cardinal could not help blushing, dissembler as he was.
"Is it not natural," she continued, "that I should feel hurt when, after all your protestations, you will not do as much for me as you would for a queen?—especially when I only ask you to go concealed in a domino and a mask; besides, a man like you, who may do anything with impunity!"
The cardinal yielded to her flattery and her blandishments. Taking her hand, he said, "For you I will do anything, even the impossible."
"Thanks, monseigneur; you are really amiable. But now you have consented, I will let you off."
"No, no! he who does the work can alone claim the reward. Countess, I will attend you, but in a domino."
"We shall pass through the Rue St. Denis, close to the Opera," said the countess. "I will go in masked, buy a domino and a mask for you, and you can put them on in the carriage."
"That will do delightfully."
"Oh, monseigneur, you are very good! But, now I think of it, perhaps at the Hôtel Rohan you might find a domino more to your taste than the one I should buy."
"Now, countess, that is unpardonable malice. Believe me if I go to the Opera, I shall be as surprised to find myself there as you were to find yourself supping tête-à-tête with a man not your husband."
Jeanne had nothing to reply to this. Soon a carriage without arms drove up; they both got in, and drove off at a rapid pace.
CHAPTER XXII.
SOME WORDS ABOUT THE OPERA.
The Opera, that temple of pleasure at Paris, was burned in the month of June, 1781. Twenty persons had perished in the ruins; and as it was the second time within eighteen years that this had happened, it created a prejudice against the place where it then stood, in the Palais Royal, and the king had ordered its removal to a less central spot. The place chosen was La Porte St. Martin.
The king, vexed to see Paris deprived for so long of its Opera, became as sorrowful as if the arrivals of grain had ceased, or bread had risen to more than seven sous the quartern loaf. It was melancholy to see the nobility, the army, and the citizens without their after-dinner amusement; and to see the promenades thronged with the unemployed divinities, from the chorus-singers to the prima donnas.
An architect was then introduced to the king, full of new plans, who promised so perfect a ventilation, that even in case of fire no one could be smothered. He would make eight doors for exit, besides five large windows placed so low that any one could jump out of them. In the place of the beautiful hall of Moreau he was to erect a building with ninety-six feet of frontage towards the boulevard, ornamented with eight caryatides on pillars forming three entrance-doors, a bas-relief above the capitals, and a gallery with three windows. The stage was to be thirty-six feet wide, the theater seventy-two feet deep and eighty across, from one wall to the other. He asked only seventy-five days and nights before he opened it to the public.
This appeared to all a mere gasconade, and was much laughed at. The king, however, concluded the agreement with him. Lenoir set to work, and kept his word. But the public feared that a building so quickly erected could not be safe, and when it opened no one would go.
Even the few courageous ones who did go to the first representation of "Adéle de Ponthieu" made their wills first. The architect was in despair. He came to the king to consult him as to what was to be done.
It was just after the birth of the dauphin; all Paris was full of joy. The king advised him to announce a gratuitous performance in honor of the event, and give a ball after. Doubtless plenty would come, and if the theater stood, its safety was established.
"Thanks, sire," said the architect.
"But reflect, first," said the king, "if there be a crowd, are you sure of your building?"
"Sire, I am sure, and shall go there myself."
"I will go to the second representation," said the king.
The architect followed this advice. They played "Adéle de Ponthieu" to three thousand spectators, who afterwards danced. After this there could be no more fear. It was three years afterwards that Madame de la Motte and the cardinal went to the ball.
CHAPTER XXIII.
THE BALL AT THE OPERA.
The ball was at its height when they glided in quietly, and were soon lost in the crowd. A couple had taken refuge from the pressure under the queen's box; one of them wore a white domino and the other a black one. They were talking with great animation. "I tell you, Oliva," said the black domino, "that I am sure you are expecting some one. Your head is no longer a head, but a weather cock, and turns round to look after every newcomer."
"Well, is it astonishing that I should look at the people, when that is what I came here for?"
"Oh, that is what you came for!"
"Well, sir, and for what do people generally come?"
"A thousand things."
"Men perhaps, but women only for one—to see and be seen by as many people as possible."
"Mademoiselle Oliva!"
"Oh, do not speak in that big voice, it does so frighten me; and above all, do not call me by name; it is bad taste to let every one here know who you are."
The black domino made an angry gesture; it was interrupted by a blue domino who approached them.
"Come, monsieur," said he, "let madame amuse herself; it is not every night one comes to a ball at the Opera."
"Meddle with your own affairs," replied Beausire, rudely.
"Monsieur, learn once for all that a little courtesy is never out of place."
"I do not know you," he replied, "and do not want to have anything to do with you."
"No, you do not know me; but I know you, M. Beausire."
At hearing his name thus pronounced, Beausire visibly trembled.
"Oh, do not be afraid, M. Beausire; I am not what you take me for."
"Pardieu! sir, do you guess thoughts, as well as names?"
"Why not?"
"Then tell me what I thought. I have never seen a sorcerer, and should find it amusing."
"Oh, what you ask is not difficult enough to entitle me to that name."
"Never mind—tell."
"Well, then! you took me for an agent of M. de Crosne."
"M. de Crosne!" he repeated.
"Yes; the lieutenant of police."
"Sir!"
"Softly, M. de Beausire, you really look as if you were feeling for your sword."
"And so I was, sir."
"Good heavens! what a warlike disposition; but I think, dear M. Beausire, you left your sword at home, and you did well. But to speak of something else, will you relinquish to me madame for a time?"
"Give you up madame?"
"Yes, sir; that is not uncommon, I believe, at a ball at the Opera."
"Certainly not, when it suits the gentleman."
"It suffices sometimes that it should please the lady."
"Do you ask it for a long time?"
"Really, M. Beausire, you are too curious. Perhaps for ten minutes—perhaps for an hour—perhaps for all the evening."
"You are laughing at me, sir."
"Come, reply; will you or not?"
"No, sir."
"Come, come, do not be ill-tempered, you who were so gentle just now."
"Just now?"
"Yes; at the Rue Dauphine."
Oliva laughed.
"Hold your tongue, madame," said Beausire.
"Yes," continued the blue domino, "where you were on the point of killing this poor lady, but stopped at the sight of some louis."
"Oh, I see; you and she have an understanding together."
"How can you say such a thing?" cried Oliva.
"And if it were so," said the stranger, "it is all for your benefit."
"For my benefit! that would be curious."
"I will prove to you that your presence here is as hurtful as your absence would be profitable. You are a member of a certain academy, not the Académie Française, but in the Rue du Pôt au Fer, in the second story, is it not, my dear M. Beausire?"
"Hush!" said Beausire.
The blue domino drew out his watch, which was studded with diamonds that made Beausire's eyes water to look at them. "Well!" continued he, "in a quarter of an hour they are going to discuss there a little project, by which, they hope to secure 2,000,000 francs among the twelve members, of whom you are one, M. Beausire."
"And you must be another; if you are not——"
"Pray go on."
"A member of the police."
"Oh, M. Beausire, I thought you had more sense. If I were of the police, I should have taken you long ago, for some little affairs less honorable than this speculation."
"So, sir, you wish to send me to the Rue du Pôt au Fer: but I know why—that I may be arrested there: I am not such a fool."
"Now, you are one. If I wanted to arrest you, I had only to do it, and I am rid of you at once; but gentleness and persuasion are my maxims."
"Oh, I know now," said Beausire, "you are the man that was on the sofa two hours ago."
"What sofa?"
"Never mind; you have induced me to go, and if you are sending a gallant man into harm, you will pay for it some day."
"Be tranquil," said the blue domino, laughing; "by sending you there, I give you 100,000 francs at least, for you know the rule of this society is, that whoever is absent loses his share."
"Well, then, good-by!" said Beausire, and vanished.
The blue domino took possession of Oliva's arm, left at liberty by Beausire.
"Now!" said she, "I have let you manage poor Beausire at your ease, but I warn you, you will find me not so easy to talk over; therefore, find something pretty to say to me, or——"
"I know nothing prettier than your own history, dear Mademoiselle Nicole," said he, pressing the pretty round arm of the little woman, who uttered a cry at hearing herself so addressed; but, recovering herself with marvelous quickness, said:
"Oh, mon Dieu! what a name! Is it I whom you call Nicole? If so, you are wrong, for that is not my name."
"At present I know that you call yourself Oliva, but we will talk afterwards of Oliva; at present I want to speak of Nicole. Have you forgotten the time when you bore that name? I do not believe it, my dear child, for the name that one bears as a young girl is ever the one enshrined in the heart, although one may have been forced to take another to hide the first. Poor Oliva, happy Nicole!"
"Why do you say 'Poor Oliva'? do you not think me happy?"
"It would be difficult to be happy with a man like Beausire."
Oliva sighed and said, "Indeed I am not."
"You love him, however."
"A little."
"If you do not love him much, leave him."
"No."
"Why not?"
"Because I should no sooner have done so than I should regret it."
"Do you think so?"
"I am afraid I should."
"What could you have to regret in a drunkard; a gambler, a man who beats you, and a black-leg, who will one day come to the gallows?"
"You would not understand me if I told you."
"Try."
"I should regret the excitement he keeps me in."
"I ought to have guessed it; that comes of passing your youth with such silent people."
"You know about my youth?"
"Perfectly."
Oliva laughed and shook her head.
"You doubt it?"
"Really I do."
"Then we will talk a little about it, Mademoiselle Nicole."
"Very well; but I warn you, I will tell nothing."
"I do not wish it. I do not mean your childhood. I begin from the time when you first perceived that you had a heart capable of love."
"Love for whom?"
"For Gilbert."
At this name Oliva trembled.
"Ah, mon Dieu!" she cried. "How do you know?" Then with, a sigh said, "Oh, sir! you have pronounced a name indeed fertile in remembrances. You knew Gilbert?"
"Yes; since I speak to you of him."
"Alas!"
"A charming lad, upon my word. You loved him?"
"He was handsome. No, perhaps not; but I thought him so; he was full of mind, my equal in birth, but Gilbert thought no woman his equal."
"Not even Mademoiselle de Ta——"
"Oh, I know whom you mean, sir. You are well instructed. Yes, Gilbert loved higher than the poor Nicole: you are possessed of terrible secrets, sir; tell me, if you can," she continued, looking earnestly at him, "what has become of him?"
"You should know best."
"Why, in heaven's name?"
"Because if he followed you from Taverney to Paris, you followed him from Paris to Trianon."
"Yes, that is true, but that is ten years ago; and I wished to know what had passed since the time I ran away, and since he disappeared. When Gilbert loved Mademoiselle de——"
"Do not pronounce names aloud," said he.
"Well, then, when he loved her so much that each tree at Trianon was witness to his love——"
"You loved him no more."
"On the contrary, I loved him more than ever; and this love was my ruin. I am beautiful, proud, and, when I please, insolent; and would lay my head on the scaffold rather than confess myself despised."
"You have a heart, Nicole?"
"I had then," she said, sighing.
"This conversation makes you sad."
"No, it does me good to speak of my youth. But tell me why Gilbert fled from Trianon."
"Do you wish me to confirm a suspicion, or to tell you something you do not know."
"Something I do not know."
"Well, I cannot tell you this. Have you not heard that he is dead?"
"Yes, I have, but——"
"Well, he is dead."
"Dead!" said Nicole, with an air of doubt. Then, with a sudden start, "Grant me one favor!" she cried.
"As many as you like."
"I saw you two hours ago; for it was you, was it not?"
"Certainly."
"You did not, then, try to disguise yourself?"
"Not at all."
"But I was stupid; I saw you, but I did not observe you."
"I do not understand."
"Do you know what I want?"
"No."
"Take off your mask."
"Here! impossible!"
"Oh, you cannot fear other people seeing you. Here, behind this column, you will be quite hidden. You fear that I should recognize you."
"You!"
"And that I should cry, 'It is you—it is Gilbert!'"
"What folly!"
"Take off your mask."
"Yes, on one condition—that you will take off yours, if I ask it."
"Agreed." The unknown took off his immediately.
Oliva looked earnestly at him, then sighed, and said:
"Alas! no, it is not Gilbert."
"And who am I?"
"Oh, I do not care, as you are not he."
"And if it had been Gilbert?" said he, as he put on his mask again.
"Ah! if it had been," cried she passionately, "and he had said to me, 'Nicole, do you remember Taverney Maison-Rouge?' then there would have been no longer a Beausire in the world for me."
"But I have told you, my dear child, that Gilbert is dead."
"Ah! perhaps, then, it is for the best," said Oliva, with a sigh.
"Yes; he would never have loved you, beautiful as you are."
"Do you, then, think he despised me?"
"No; he rather feared you."
"That is possible."
"Then you think it better he is dead?"
"Do not repeat my words; in your mouth they wound me."
"But it is better for Mademoiselle Oliva. You observe, I abandon Nicole, and speak to Oliva. You have before you a future, happy, rich, and brilliant."
"Do you think so?"
"Yes, if you make up your mind to do anything to arrive at this end."
"I promise you."
"But you must give up sighing, as you were doing just now."
"Very well. I sighed for Gilbert, and as he is dead, and there are not two Gilberts in the world, I shall sigh no more. But enough of him."
"Yes; we will speak of yourself. Why did you run away with Beausire?"
"Because I wished to quit Trianon, and I was obliged to go with some one; I could no longer remain a 'pis aller,' rejected by Gilbert."
"You have, then, been faithful for ten years through pride? You have paid dearly for it."
Oliva laughed.
"Oh, I know what you are laughing at. To hear a man, who pretends to know everything, accuse you of having been ten years faithful, when you think you have not rendered yourself worthy of such a ridiculous reproach. However, I know all about you. I know that you went to Portugal with Beausire, where you remained two years; that you then left him, and went to the Indies with the captain of a frigate, who hid you in his cabin, and who left you at Chandernagor when he returned to Europe. I know that you had two millions of rupees to spend in the house of a nabob who kept you shut up; that you escaped through the window on the shoulders of a slave. Then, rich—for you had carried away two beautiful pearl bracelets, two diamonds, and three large rubies—you came back to France. When landing at Brest, your evil genius made you encounter Beausire on the quay, who recognized you immediately, bronzed and altered as you were, while you almost fainted at the sight of him."
"Oh, mon Dieu!" cried Oliva, "who are you, then, who know all this?"
"I know, further, that Beausire carried you off again, persuaded you that he loved you, sold your jewels, and reduced you to poverty. Still, you say you love him, and, as love is the root of all happiness, of course you ought to be happy."
Oliva hung her head, and covered her eyes with her hands, but two large tears might be seen forcing their way through her fingers—liquid pearls, more precious, though not so marketable, as those Beausire had sold.
"And this woman," at last she said, "whom you describe as so proud and so happy, you have bought to-day for fifty louis."
"I am aware it is too little, mademoiselle."
"No, sir; on the contrary, I am surprised that a woman like me should be worth so much."
"You are worth more than that, as I will show you; but just now I want all your attention."
"Then I will be silent."
"No; talk, on the contrary, of anything, it does not matter what, so that we seem occupied."
"You are very odd."
"Take hold of my arm, and let us walk."
They walked on among the various groups. In a minute or two, Oliva asked a question.
"Talk as much as you like, only do not ask questions at present," said her companion, "for I cannot answer now; only, as you speak, disguise your voice, hold your head up, and scratch your neck with your fan."
She obeyed.
In a minute, they passed a highly perfumed group, in the center of which a very elegant-looking man was talking fast to three companions, who were listening respectfully.
"Who is that young man in that beautiful gray domino?" asked Oliva.
"M. le Comte d'Artois; but pray do not speak just now!" At this moment two other dominoes passed them, and stood in a place near, which was rather free from people.
"Lean on this pillar, countess," said one of them in a low voice, but which was overheard by the blue domino, who started at its sound.
Then a yellow domino, passing through the crowd, came up to the blue one, and said, "It is he."
"Very good," replied the other, and the yellow domino vanished.
"Now, then," said Oliva's companion, turning to her, "we will begin to enjoy ourselves a little."
"I hope so, for you have twice made me sad: first by taking away Beausire, and then by speaking of Gilbert."
"I will be both Gilbert and Beausire to you," said the unknown.
"Oh!" sighed Oliva.
"I do not ask you to love me, remember; I only ask you to accept the life I offer you—that is, the accomplishment of all your desires, provided occasionally you give way to mine. Just now I have one."
"What?"
"That black domino that you see there is a German of my acquaintance, who refused to come to the ball with me, saying he was not well; and now he is here, and a lady with him."
"Who is she?"
"I do not know. We will approach them; I will pretend that you are a German, and you must not speak, for fear of being found out. Now, pretend to point him out to me with the end of your fan."
"Like that?"
"Yes; very well. Now whisper to me."
Oliva obeyed with a docility which charmed her companion.
The black domino, who had his back turned to them, did not see all this; but his companion did. "Take care, monseigneur," said she; "there are two masks watching us."
"Oh, do not be afraid, countess; they cannot recognize us. Do not mind them; but let me assure you that never form was so enchanting as yours, never eyes so brilliant, never——"
"Hush! the spies approach."
"Spies!" said the cardinal, uneasily. "Disguise your voice if they make you speak, and I will do the same."
Oliva and her blue domino indeed approached; he came up to the cardinal, and said, "Mask——"
"What do you want?" said the cardinal, in a voice as unlike his natural one as he could make it.
"The lady who accompanies me desires me to ask you some questions."
"Ask," said M. de Rohan.
"Are they very indiscreet?" said Madame de la Motte.
"So indiscreet that you shall not hear them;" and he pretended to whisper to Oliva, who made a sign in answer. Then, in irreproachable German, he said to the cardinal, "Monseigneur, are you in love with the lady who accompanies you?"
The cardinal trembled.
"Did you say monseigneur?" he asked.
"Yes."
"You deceive yourself; I am not the person you think."
"Oh, M. le Cardinal, do not deny it; it is useless. If even I did not know you, the lady who accompanies me assures me she knows you perfectly." And he again whispered to Oliva, "Make a sign for 'yes.' Do so each time I press your arm."
She did so.
"You astonish me!" said the cardinal. "Who is this lady?"
"Oh, monseigneur, I thought you would have known; she soon knew you. It is true that jealousy——"
"Madame is jealous of me!" cried the cardinal.
"We do not say that," replied the unknown, rather haughtily.
"What are you talking about?" asked Madame de la Motte, who did not like this conversation in German.
"Oh, nothing, nothing!"
"Madame," said the cardinal to Oliva, "one word from you, and I promise to recognize you instantly."
Oliva, who saw him speaking to her, but did not understand a word, whispered to her companion.
All this mystery piqued the cardinal.
"One single German word," he said, "could not much compromise madame."
The blue domino again pretended to take her orders, and then said: "M. le Cardinal, these are the words of madame, 'He whose thoughts are not ever on the alert, he whose imagination does not perpetually suggest the presence of the loved one, does not love, however much he may pretend it.'"
The cardinal appeared struck with these words; all his attitude expressed surprise, respect and devotion.
"It is impossible!" he murmured in French.
"What is impossible?" asked Madame de la Motte, who seized eagerly on these few words she could understand.
"Nothing, madame, nothing!"
"Really, cardinal, you are making me play but a sorry part," said she, withdrawing her arm angrily.
He did not even seem to notice it, so great was his preoccupation with the German lady.
"Madame," said he to her, "these words that your companion has repeated to me in your name are some German lines which I read in a house which is perhaps known to you."
The blue domino pressed Oliva's arm, who thereupon bowed an assent.
"That house," said the cardinal, hesitatingly, "is it not called Schoenbrunn?"
She again made a gesture of assent.
"They were written on a table of cherry-wood, with a gold bodkin, by an august hand."
"Yes," bowed Oliva again.
The cardinal stopped, he tottered, and leaned against a pillar for support. Madame de la Motte stood by, watching this strange scene. Then the cardinal, touching the blue domino, said: "This is the conclusion of the quotation—'But he who sees everywhere the loved object, who recognizes her by a flower, by a perfume, through the thickest veils, he can still be silent—his voice is in his heart—and if one other understands him, he is happy.'"
"Oh, they are speaking German here," said a young voice from an approaching group; "let us listen. Do you speak German, marshal?"
"No, monseigneur."
"You, Charny?"
"Yes, your highness."
"Here is M. le Comte d'Artois," said Oliva softly to her companion.
A crowd followed them, and many were passing round.
"Take care, gentlemen!" said the blue domino.
"Monsieur," replied the prince, "the people are pushing us."
At this moment some invisible hand pulled Oliva's hood from behind, and her mask fell. She replaced it as quickly as possible, with a half-terrified cry, which was echoed by one of affected disquiet from her companion.
Several others around looked no little bewildered.
The cardinal nearly fainted, and Madame de la Motte supported him. The pressure of the crowd separated the Comte d'Artois and his party from them. Then the blue domino approached the cardinal, and said:
"This is indeed an irreparable misfortune; this lady's honor is at your mercy."
"Oh, monsieur!" murmured the cardinal, who was much agitated.
"Let us go quickly," said the blue domino to Oliva; and they moved away.
"Now I know," said Madame de la Motte to herself, "what the cardinal meant was impossible: he took this woman for the queen. But what an effect it has had on him?"
"Would you like to leave the ball?" asked M. de Rohan, in a feeble voice.
"As you please, monseigneur," replied Jeanne.
"I do not find much interest here, do you?"
"None at all."
They pushed their way through the crowd. The cardinal, who was tall, looked all around him, to try and see again the vision which had disappeared; but blue, white, and gray dominoes were everywhere, and he could distinguish no one. They had been some time in the carriage, and he had not yet spoken to Jeanne.
CHAPTER XXIV.
THE EXAMINATION.
At last Jeanne said, "Where is this carriage taking me to, cardinal?"
"Back to your own house, countess."
"My house—in the faubourg?"
"Yes, countess. A very small house to contain so many charms."
They soon stopped. Jeanne alighted, and he was preparing to follow her, but she stopped him, and said, "It is very late, cardinal."
"Adieu, then," said he; and he drove away, absorbed with the scene at the ball.
Jeanne entered alone into her new house. Six lackeys waited for her in the hall, and she looked at them as calmly as though she had been used to it all her life.
"Where are my femmes de chambre?" said she.
One of the men advanced respectfully.
"Two women wait for madame in her room."
"Call them." The valet obeyed.
"Where do you usually sleep?" said Jeanne to them, when they entered.
"We have no place as yet," said one of them; "we can sleep wherever madame pleases."
"Where are the keys?"
"Here, madame."
"Well, for this night you shall sleep out of the house."
The women looked at her in surprise.
"You have some place to go to?" said Jeanne.
"Certainly, madame; but it is late. Still, if madame wishes——"
"And these men can accompany you," she continued, dismissing the valets also, who seemed rather pleased.
"When shall we return?" asked one of them.
"To-morrow at noon."
They seemed more astonished than ever, but Jeanne looked so imperious that they did not speak.
"Is there any one else here?" she asked.
"No one, madame. It is impossible for madame to remain like this; surely you must have some one here."
"I want no one."
"The house might take fire; madame might be ill."
"Go, all of you," said Jeanne; "and take this," added she, giving them money from her purse.
They all thanked her, and disappeared, saying to each other that they had found a strange mistress.
Jeanne then locked the doors and said triumphantly, "Now I am alone here, in my own house." She now commenced an examination, admiring each thing individually. The ground-floor contained a bath-room, dining-room, three drawing-rooms, and two morning-rooms. The furniture of these rooms was handsome, though not new. It pleased Jeanne better than if it had been furnished expressly for her. All the rich antiques disdained by fashionable ladies, the marvelous pieces of carved ebony, the glass lusters, the gothic clocks; chefs-d'œuvre of carving and enamel, the screens with embroidered Chinese figures, and the immense vases, threw Jeanne into indescribable raptures. Here on a chimney-piece two gilded tritons were bearing branches of coral, upon which were hung jeweled fruits. In another place, on a gilded console table, was an enormous elephant, with sapphires hanging from his ears, supporting a tower filled with little bottles of scent. Books in gilt bindings were on rosewood shelves. One room was hung with Gobelin tapestry, and furnished in gray and gold; another, paneled in paintings by Vernet. The small rooms contained pictures. The whole was evidently the collection of years.
Jeanne examined it all with delight. Then, as her domino was inconvenient, she went into her room to put on a dressing-gown of wadded silk; and, secure of meeting no one, she wandered from room to room, continuing her examination, till at last, her light nearly exhausted, she returned to her bedroom, which was hung with embroidered blue satin.
She had seen everything, and admired everything: there only remained herself to be admired; and she thought, as she undressed before the long mirror, that she was not the object least worthy of admiration in the place. At last, wearied out with pleasurable excitement, she went to bed, and soon sank to sleep.
CHAPTER XXV.
THE ACADEMY OF M. BEAUSIRE.
Beausire had followed the advice of the blue domino, and repaired to the place of meeting in the Rue du Pôt au Fer. He was frightened by the apparent exclusion which his companions had seemed to meditate, in not communicating their plans to him; and he knew none of them to be particularly scrupulous. He had acquired the reputation among them of a man to be feared; it was not wonderful, as he had been a soldier, and worn a uniform. He knew how to draw his sword, and he had a habit of looking very fierce at the slightest word that displeased him—all things which appear rather terrifying to those of doubtful courage, especially when they have reason to shun the éclat of a duel and the curiosity of the police.
Beausire counted, therefore, on revenging himself by frightening them a little. It was a long way, but Beausire had money in his pocket; so he took a coach, promised the driver an extra franc to go fast, and, to make up for the absence of his sword, he assumed as fierce a look as he could on entering the room.
It was a large hall, full of tables, at which were seated about twenty players, drinking beer or syrups, and smiling now and then on some highly rouged women who sat near them. They were playing faro at the principal table, but the stakes were low, and the excitement small in proportion.
On the entrance of the domino, all the women smiled on him, half in raillery, and half in coquetry, for M. Beausire was a favorite among them. However, he advanced in silence to the table without noticing any one.
One of the players, who was a good-humored looking fellow, said to him, "Corbleu, chevalier, you come from the ball looking out of sorts."
"Is your domino uncomfortable?" said another.
"No, it is not my domino," replied Beausire, gruffly.
"Oh!" said the banker, "he has been unfaithful to us; he has been playing somewhere else and lost."
"It is not I who am unfaithful to my friends; I am incapable of it. I leave that to others."
"What do you mean, dear chevalier?"
"I know what I mean," replied he; "I thought I had friends here."
"Certainly," replied several voices.
"Well, I was deceived."
"How?"
"You plan things without me."
Several of the members began to protest it was not true.
"I know better," said Beausire; "and these false friends shall be punished." He put his hand to his side to feel for his sword, but, as it was not there, he only shook his pocket, and the gold rattled.
"Oh, oh!" said the banker, "M. Beausire has not lost. Come, will you not play?"
"Thanks," said Beausire; "I will keep what I have got."
"Only one louis," said one of the women, caressingly.
"I do not play for miserable louis," said he. "We play for millions here to-night—yes, gentlemen, millions."
He had worked himself up into a great state of excitement, and was losing sight of all prudence, when a blow from behind made him turn, and he saw by him a great dark figure, stiff and upright, and with two shining black eyes. He met Beausire's furious glance with a ceremonious bow.
"The Portuguese!" said Beausire.
"The Portuguese!" echoed the ladies, who abandoned Beausire to crowd round the newcomer, he being their especial pet, as he was in the habit of bringing them sweetmeats, sometimes wrapped up in notes of forty or fifty francs. This man was one of the twelve associates.
He was used as a bait at their society. It was agreed that he should lose a hundred louis a week as an inducement to allure strangers to play. He was, therefore, considered a useful man. He was also an agreeable one, and was held in much consideration.
Beausire became silent on seeing him.
The Portuguese took his place at the table, and put down twenty louis, which he soon lost, thereby making some of those who had been stripped before forget their losses.
All the money received by the banker was dropped into a well under the table, and he was forbidden to wear long sleeves, lest he should conceal any within them, although the other members generally took the liberty of searching both sleeves and pockets before they left.
Several now put on their great-coats and took leave—some happy enough to escort the ladies.
A few, however, after making a feint to go, returned into another room; and here the twelve associates soon found themselves united.
"Now we will have an explanation," said Beausire.
"Do not speak so loud," said the Portuguese in good French. Then they examined the doors and windows to make certain that all was secure, drew the curtain close, and seated themselves.
"I have a communication to make," said the Portuguese; "it was lucky, however, I arrived when I did, for M. Beausire was seized this evening with a most imprudent flow of eloquence."
Beausire tried to speak.
"Silence," said the Portuguese; "let us not waste words: you know my ideas beforehand very well; you are a man of talent, and may have guessed it, but I think 'amour propre' should never overcome self-interest."
"I do not understand."
"M. Beausire hoped to be the first to make this proposition."
"What proposition?" cried the rest.
"Concerning the two million francs," said Beausire.
"Two million francs!" cried they.
"First," said the Portuguese, "you exaggerate; it is not as much as that."
"We do not know what you are talking of," said the banker.
"But are not the less all ears," said another.
The Portuguese drank off a large glass of Orgeat, and then began: "The necklace is not worth more than 1,500,000 francs."
"Oh, then it concerns a necklace?" said Beausire.
"Yes, did you not mean the same thing?"
"Perhaps."
"Now he is going to be discreet after his former folly," said the Portuguese; "but time presses, for the ambassador will arrive in eight days."
"This matter becomes complicated," said the banker; "a necklace! 1,500,000 francs! and an ambassador! Pray explain."
"In a few words," said the Portuguese; "MM. Bœhmer and Bossange offered to the queen a necklace worth that sum. She refused it, and now they do not know what to do with it, for none but a royal fortune could buy it. Well, I have found the royal personage who will buy this necklace, and obtain the custody of it from MM. Bœhmer and Bossange; and that is my gracious sovereign the Queen of Portugal."
"We understand it less than ever," said the associates.
"And I not at all," thought Beausire; then he said aloud, "Explain yourself clearly, dear M. Manoël; our private differences should give place to the public interests. I acknowledge you the author of the idea, and renounce all right to its paternity. Therefore speak on."
"Willingly," said Manoël, drinking a second glass of Orgeat; "the embassy is vacant just now; the new ambassador, M. de Souza, will not arrive for a week. Well, he may arrive sooner."
They all looked stupefied but Beausire, who said, "Do you not see some ambassador, whether true or false?"
"Exactly," said Manoël; "and the ambassador who arrives may desire to buy this necklace for the Queen of Portugal, and treat accordingly with MM. Bœhmer and Bossange; that is all."
"But," said the banker, "they would not allow such a necklace to pass into the hands of M. de Souza himself without good security."
"Oh, I have thought of all that; the ambassador's house is vacant, with the exception of the chancellor, who is a Frenchman, and speaks bad Portuguese, and who is therefore delighted when the Portuguese speak French to him, as he does not then betray himself; but who likes to speak Portuguese to the French, as it sounds grand. Well, we will present ourselves to this chancellor with all the appearances of a new legation."
"Appearances are something," said Beausire: "but the credentials are much more."
"We will have them," replied Manoël.
"No one can deny that Don Manoël is an invaluable man," said Beausire.
"Well, our appearances, and the credentials having convinced the chancellor of our identity, we will establish ourselves at the house."
"That is pretty bold," said Beausire.
"It is necessary, and quite easy," said Manoël; "the chancellor will be convinced, and if he should afterwards become less credulous, we will dismiss him. I believe an ambassador has the right to change his chancellor."
"Certainly."
"Then, when we are masters of the hotel, our first operation will be to wait on MM. Bœhmer and Bossange."
"But you forget one thing," said Beausire; "our first act should be to ask an audience of the king, and then we should break down. The famous Riza Bey, who was presented to Louis XIV. as ambassador from the Shah of Persia, spoke Persian at least, and there were no savants here capable of knowing how well; but we should be found out at once. We should be told directly that our Portuguese was remarkably French, and we should be sent to the Bastile."
"We will escape this danger by remaining quietly at home."
"Then M. Bœhmer will not believe in our ambassadorship."
"M. Bœhmer will be told that we are sent merely to buy the necklace. We will show him our order to do this, as we shall before have shown it to the chancellor, only we must try to avoid showing it to the ministers, for they are suspicious, and might find a host of little flaws."
"Oh yes," cried they all, "let us avoid the ministers."
"But if MM. Bœhmer and Bossange require money on account?" asked Beausire.
"That would complicate the affair, certainly."
"For," continued Beausire, "it is usual for an ambassador to have letters of credit, at least, if not ready money; and here we should fail."
"You find plenty of reasons why it should fail," said Manoël, "but nothing to make it succeed."
"It is because I wish it to succeed that I speak of the difficulties. But stop—a thought strikes me: in every ambassador's house there is a strong box."
"Yes; but it may be empty."
"Well! if it be, we must ask MM. Bœhmer and Bossange who are their correspondents at Lisbon, and we will sign and stamp for them letters of credit for the sum demanded."
"That will do," said Manoël, "I was engrossed with the grand idea, but had not sufficiently considered the details."
"Now, let us think of arranging the parts," said Beausire. "Don Manoël will be ambassador."
"Certainly," they all said.
"And M. Beausire my secretary and interpreter," said Manoël.
"Why so?" said Beausire, rather uneasily.
"I am M. de Souza, and must not speak a word of French; for I know that that gentleman speaks nothing but Portuguese, and very little of that. You, on the contrary, M. Beausire, who have traveled, and have acquired French habits, who speak Portuguese also——"
"Very badly," said Beausire.
"Quite enough to deceive a Parisian; and then, you know, the most useful agents will have the largest shares."
"Assuredly," said the others.
"Well! it is agreed; I am secretary and interpreter. Then as to the money?"
"It shall be divided into twelve parts; but I as ambassador and author of the scheme shall have a share and a half; M. Beausire the same, as interpreter, and because he partly shared my idea; and also a share and a half to him who sells the jewels."
"So far, then, it is settled! we will arrange the minor details to-morrow, for it is very late," said Beausire, who was thinking of Oliva, left at the ball with the blue domino, towards whom, in spite of his readiness in giving away louis d'or, he did not feel very friendly.
"No, no; we will finish at once," said the others. "What is to be prepared?"
"A traveling carriage, with the arms of M. de Souza," said Beausire.
"That would take too long to paint and to dry," said Manoël.
"Then we must say that the ambassador's carriage broke down on the way, and he was forced to use that of the secretary: I must have a carriage, and my arms will do for that. Besides, we will have plenty of bruises and injuries on the carriage, and especially round the arms, and no one will think of them."
"But the rest of the embassy?"
"We will arrive in the evening; it is the best time to make a début, and you shall all follow next day, when we have prepared the way."
"Very well."
"But every ambassador, besides a secretary, must have a valet de chambre. You, captain," said Don Manoël, addressing one of the gang, "shall take this part."
The captain bowed.
"And the money for the purchases?" said Manoël. "I have nothing."
"I have a little," said Beausire, "but it belongs to my mistress. What have we in our fund?"
"Your keys, gentlemen," said the banker.
Each drew out a key, which opened one of twelve locks in the table; so that none of these honest associates could open it without all the others. They went to look.
"One hundred and ninety-eight louis, besides the reserve fund," said the banker.
"Give them to M. Beausire and me. It is not too much," said Manoël.
"Give us two-thirds, and leave the rest," said Beausire, with a generosity which won all their hearts.
Don Manoël and Beausire received, therefore, one hundred and thirty-two louis and sixty-six remained for the others.
They then separated, having fixed a rendezvous for the next day.
Beausire rolled up his domino under his arm, and hastened to the Rue Dauphine, where he hoped to find Oliva in possession of some new louis d'or.
CHAPTER XXVI.
THE AMBASSADOR.
On the evening of the next day a traveling-carriage passed through the Barrière d'Enfer, so covered with dust and scratches that no one could discern the arms. The four horses that drew it went at a rapid pace, until it arrived before an hotel of handsome appearance, in the Rue de la Jussienne, at the door of which two men, one of whom was in full dress, were waiting. The carriage entered the courtyard of the hotel, and one of the persons waiting approached the door, and commenced speaking in bad Portuguese.
"Who are you?" said a voice from the inside, speaking the language perfectly.
"The unworthy chancellor of the embassy, your excellency."
"Very well. Mon Dieu! how badly you speak our language, my dear chancellor! But where are we to go?"
"This way, monseigneur."
"This is a poor reception," said Don Manoël, as he got out of the carriage, leaning on the arms of his secretary and valet.
"Your excellency must pardon me," said the chancellor, "but the courier announcing your arrival only reached the hotel at two o'clock to-day. I was absent on some business, and when I returned, found your excellency's letter; I have only had time to have the rooms opened and lighted."
"Very good."
"It gives me great pleasure to see the illustrious person of our ambassador."
"We desire to keep as quiet as possible," said Don Manoël, "until we receive further orders, from Lisbon. But pray show me to my room, for I am dying with fatigue; my secretary will give you all necessary directions."
The chancellor bowed respectfully to Beausire, who returned it, and then said, "We will speak French, sir; I think it will be better for both of us."
"Yes," murmured the chancellor, "I shall be more at my ease; for I confess that my pronunciation——"
"So I hear," interrupted Beausire.
"I will take the liberty to say to you, sir, as you seem so amiable, that I trust M. de Souza will not be annoyed at my speaking such bad Portuguese."
"Oh, not at all, as you speak French."
"French!" cried the chancellor; "I was born in the Rue St. Honoré."
"Oh, that will do," said Beausire. "Your name is Ducorneau, is it not?"
"Yes, monsieur; rather a lucky one, as it has a Spanish termination. It is very flattering to me that monsieur knew my name."
"Oh, you are well known; so well that we did not bring a chancellor from Lisbon with us."
"I am very grateful, monsieur; but I think M. de Souza is ringing."
"Let us go and see."
They found Manoël attired in a magnificent dressing-gown. Several boxes and dressing-cases, of rich appearance, were already unpacked and lying about.
"Enter," said he to the chancellor.
"Will his excellency be angry if I answer in French?" said Ducorneau, in a low voice, to Beausire.
"Oh, no; I am sure of it."
M. Ducorneau, therefore, paid the compliments in French.
"Oh, it is very convenient that you speak French so well, M. Ducorno," said the ambassador.
"He takes me for a Portuguese," thought the chancellor, with joy.
"Now," said Manoël, "can I have supper?"
"Certainly, your excellency. The Palais Royal is only two steps from here, and I know an excellent restaurant, from which your excellency can have a good supper in a very short time."
"Order it in your own name, if you please, M. Ducorno."
"And if your excellency will permit me, I will add to it some bottles of capital wine."
"Oh, our chancellor keeps a good cellar, then?" said Beausire, jokingly.
"It is my only luxury," replied he. And now, by the wax-lights, they could remark his rather red nose and puffed cheeks.
"Very well, M. Ducorno; bring your wine, and sup with us."
"Such an honor——"
"Oh, no etiquette to-night; I am only a traveler. I shall not begin to be ambassador till to-morrow; then we will talk of business."
"Monseigneur will permit me to arrange my toilet."
"Oh, you are superb already," said Beausire.
"Yes, but this is a reception dress, and not a gala one."
"Remain as you are, monsieur, and give the time to expediting our supper."
Ducorneau, delighted, left the room to fulfil his orders. Then the three rogues, left together, began to discuss their affairs.
"Does this chancellor sleep here?" said Manoël.
"No; the fellow has a good cellar, and, I doubt not, a snug lodging somewhere or other. He is an old bachelor."
"There is a Suisse."
"We must get rid of him; and there are a few valets, whom we must replace to-morrow with our own friends."
"Who is in the kitchen department?"
"No one. The old ambassador did not live here; he had a house in the town."
"What about the strong-box?"
"Oh, on that point we must consult the chancellor; it is a delicate matter."
"I charge myself with it," said Beausire; "we are already capital friends."
"Hush! here he comes."
Ducorneau entered, quite out of breath. He had ordered the supper, and fetched six bottles of wine from his cellar, and was looking quite radiant at the thoughts of the coming repast.
"Will your excellency descend to the dining-room?"
"No, we will sup up here."
"Here is the wine, then," said Ducorneau.
"It sparkles like rubies," said Beausire, holding it to the light.
"Sit down, M. Ducorneau; my valet will wait upon us. What day did the last despatches arrive?"
"Immediately after the departure of your excellency's predecessor."
"Are the affairs of the embassy in good order?"
"Oh yes, monseigneur."
"No money difficulties? no debts?"
"Not that I know of."
"Because, if there are, we must begin by paying them."
"Oh, your excellency will have nothing of that sort to do. All the accounts were paid up three weeks ago; and the day after the departure of the late ambassador one hundred thousand francs arrived here."
"One hundred thousand francs?" said Beausire.
"Yes, in gold."
"So," said Beausire, "the box contains——"
"100,380 francs, monsieur."
"It is not much," said Manoël, coldly; "but, happily, her majesty has placed funds at my disposal. I told you," continued he, turning to Beausire, "that I thought we should need it at Paris."
"Your excellency took wise precautions," said Beausire, respectfully.
From the time of this important communication the hilarity of the party went on increasing. A good supper, consisting of salmon, crabs, and sweets, contributed to their satisfaction. Ducorneau, quite at his ease, ate enough for ten, and did not fail, either, in demonstrating that a Parisian could do honor to port and sherry.
CHAPTER XXVII.
MESSRS. BŒHMER AND BOSSANGE.
M. Ducorneau blessed heaven repeatedly for sending an ambassador who preferred his speaking French to Portuguese, and liked Portuguese wines better than French ones. At last, Manoël expressed a wish to go to bed; Ducorneau rose and left the room, although, it must be confessed, he found some difficulty in the operation.
It was now the turn of the valet to have supper, which he did with great good-will.
The next day the hotel assumed an air of business; all the bureaux were opened, and everything indicated life in the recently deserted place.
The report soon spread in the neighborhood that some great personages had arrived from Portugal during the night. This, although what was wanted to give them credit, could not but inspire the conspirators with some alarm; for the police had quick ears and Argus eyes. Still, they thought that by audacity, combined with prudence, they might easily keep them from becoming suspicious, until they had had time to complete their business.
Two carriages containing the other nine associates arrived, as agreed upon, and they were soon installed in their different departments.
Beausire induced Ducorneau himself to dismiss the porter, on the ground that he did not speak Portuguese. They were, therefore, in a good situation to keep off all unwelcome visitors.
About noon, Don Manoël, gaily dressed, got into a carriage, which they had hired for five hundred francs a month, and set out, with his secretary, for the residence of MM. Bœhmer and Bossange.
Their servant knocked at the door, which was secured with immense locks, and studded with great nails, like that of a prison. A servant opened it. "His Excellency the Ambassador of Portugal desires to speak to MM. Bœhmer and Bossange."
They got out, and M. Bœhmer came to them in a few moments, and received them with a profusion of polite speeches, but, seeing that the ambassador did not deign even a smile in reply, looked somewhat disconcerted.
"His excellency does not speak or understand French, sir, and you must communicate to him through me, if you do not speak Portuguese," said Beausire.
"No, monsieur, I do not."
Manoël then spoke in Portuguese to Beausire, who, turning to M. Bœhmer, said:
"His excellency M. le Comte de Souza, ambassador from the Queen of Portugal, desires me to ask you if you have not in your possession a beautiful diamond necklace?"
Bœhmer looked at him scrutinizingly.
"A beautiful diamond necklace!" repeated he.
"The one which you offered to the Queen of France, and which our gracious queen has heard of."
"Monsieur," said Bœhmer, "is an officer of the ambassador's?"
"His secretary, monsieur."
Don Manoël was seated with the air of a great man, looking carelessly at the pictures which hung round the room.
"M. Bœhmer," said Beausire abruptly, "do you not understand what I am saying to you?"
"Yes, sir," answered Bœhmer, rather startled by the manner of the secretary.
"Because I see his excellency is becoming impatient."
"Excuse me, sir," said Bœhmer, coloring, "but I dare not show the necklace, except in my partner's presence."
"Well, sir, call your partner."
Don Manoël approached Beausire, and began again talking to him in Portuguese.
"His excellency says," interpreted he, "that he has already waited ten minutes, and that he is not accustomed to be kept waiting."
Bœhmer bowed, and rang the bell. A minute afterwards M. Bossange entered.
Bœhmer explained the matter to him, who, after looking scrutinizingly at the Portuguese, left the room with a key given him by his partner, and soon returned with a case in one hand; the other was hidden under his coat, but they distinctly saw the shining barrel of a pistol.
"However well we may look," said Manoël gravely, in Portuguese, to his companion, "these gentlemen seem to take us for pickpockets rather than ambassadors."
M. Bossange advanced, and put the case into the hands of Manoël. He opened it, and then cried angrily to his secretary:
"Monsieur, tell these gentlemen that they tire my patience! I ask for a diamond necklace, and they bring me paste. Tell them I will complain to the ministers, and will have them thrown into the Bastile, impertinent people, who play tricks upon an ambassador." And he threw down the case in such a passion that they did not need an interpretation of his speech, but began explaining most humbly that in France it was usual to show only the models of diamonds, so as not to tempt people to robbery, were they so inclined.
Manoël, with an indignant gesture, walked towards the door.
"His excellency desires me to tell you," said Beausire, "that he is sorry that people like MM. Bœhmer and Bossange, jewelers to the queen, should not know better how to distinguish an ambassador from a rogue, and that he will return to his hotel."
The jewelers began to utter most respectful protestations, but Manoël walked on, and Beausire followed him.
"To the ambassador's hotel, Rue de la Jussienne," said Beausire to the footman.
"A lost business," groaned the valet, as they set off.
"On the contrary, a safe one; in an hour these men will follow us."
CHAPTER XXVIII.
THE AMBASSADOR'S HOTEL.
On returning to their hotel, these gentlemen found Ducorneau dining quietly in his bureau. Beausire desired him, when he had finished, to go up and see the ambassador, and added:
"You will see, my dear chancellor, that M. de Souza is not an ordinary man."
"I see that already."
"His excellency," continued Beausire, "wishes to take a distinguished position in Paris, and this residence will be insupportable to him. He will require a private house."
"That will complicate the diplomatic business," said Ducorneau; "we shall have to go so often to obtain his signature."
"His excellency will give you a carriage, M. Ducorneau."
"A carriage for me!"
"Certainly; every chancellor of a great ambassador should have a carriage. But we will talk of that afterwards. His excellency wishes to know where the strong-box is."
"Up-stairs, close to his own room."
"So far from you?"
"For greater safety, sir. Robbers would find greater difficulty in penetrating there, than here on the ground-floor."
"Robbers!" said Beausire, disdainfully, "for such a little sum?"
"One hundred thousand francs!" said Ducorneau. "It is easy to see M. de Souza is rich, but there is not more kept in any ambassador's house in Europe."
"Shall we examine it now?" said Beausire. "I am rather in a hurry to attend to my own business."
"Immediately, monsieur."
They went up and the money was found all right.
Ducorneau gave his key to Beausire, who kept it for some time, pretending to admire its ingenious construction, while he cleverly took the impression of it in wax. Then he gave it back, saying, "Keep it, M. Ducorneau; it is better in your hands than in mine. Let us now go to the ambassador."
They found Don Manoël drinking chocolate, and apparently much occupied with a paper covered with ciphers.
"Do you understand the ciphers used in the late correspondence?" said he to the chancellor.
"No, your excellency."
"I should wish you to learn it; it will save me a great deal of trouble. What about the box?" said he to Beausire.
"Perfectly correct, like everything else with which M. Ducorneau has any connection."
"Well, sit down, M. Ducorneau; I want you to give me some information. Do you know any honest jewelers in Paris?"
"There are MM. Bœhmer and Bossange, jewelers to the queen."
"But they are precisely the people I do not wish to employ. I have just quitted them, never to return."
"Have they had the misfortune to displease your excellency?"
"Seriously, M. Ducorneau."
"Oh, if I dared speak."
"You may."
"I would ask how these people, who bear so high a name——"
"They are perfect Jews, M. Ducorneau, and their bad behavior will make them lose a million or two. I was sent by her gracious majesty to make an offer to them for a diamond necklace."
"Oh! the famous necklace which had been ordered by the late king for Madame Dubarry?"
"You are a valuable man, sir—you know everything. Well, now, I shall not buy it."
"Shall I interfere?"
"M. Ducorneau!"
"Oh, only as a diplomatic affair."
"If you knew them at all."
"Bossange is a distant relation of mine."
At this moment a valet opened the door, and announced MM. Bœhmer and Bossange. Don Manoël rose quickly, and said in any angry tone, "Send those people away!"
The valet made a step forward. "No; you do it," said he to his secretary.
"I beg you to allow me," said Ducorneau; and he advanced to meet them.
"There! this affair is destined to fail," said Manoël.
"No; Ducorneau will arrange it."
"I am convinced he will embroil it. You said at the jewelers that I did not understand French, and Ducorneau will let out that I do."
"I will go," said Beausire.
"Perhaps that is equally dangerous."
"Oh, no; only leave me to act."
Beausire went down. Ducorneau had found the jewelers much more disposed to politeness and confidence since entering the hotel; also, on seeing an old friend, Bossange was delighted.
"You here!" said he; and he approached to embrace him.
"Ah! you are very amiable to-day, my rich cousin," said Ducorneau.
"Oh," said Bossange, "if we have been a little separated, forgive, and render me a service."
"I came to do it."
"Thanks. You are, then, attached to the embassy?"
"Yes."
"I want advice."
"On what?"
"On this embassy."
"I am the chancellor."
"That is well; but about the ambassador?"
"I come to you, on his behalf, to tell you that he begs you to leave his hotel as quickly as possible."
The two jewelers looked at each other, disconcerted.
"Because," continued Ducorneau, "it seems you have been uncivil to him."
"But listen——"
"It is useless," said Beausire, who suddenly appeared; "his excellency told you to dismiss them—do it."
"But, monsieur——"
"I cannot listen," said Beausire.
The chancellor took his relation by the shoulder, and pushed him out, saying, "You have spoiled your fortune."
"Mon Dieu! how susceptible these foreigners are!"
"When one is called Souza, and has nine hundred thousand francs a year, one has a right to be anything," said Ducorneau.
"Ah!" sighed Bossange, "I told you, Bœhmer, you were too stiff about it."
"Well," replied the obstinate German, "at least, if we do not get his money, he will not get our necklace."
Ducorneau laughed. "You do not understand either a Portuguese or an ambassador, bourgeois that you are. I will tell you what they are: one ambassador, M. de Potemkin, bought every year for his queen, on the first of January, a basket of cherries which cost one hundred thousand crowns—one thousand francs a cherry. Well, M. de Souza will buy up the mines of Brazil till he finds a diamond as big as all yours put together. If it cost him twenty years of his income, what does he care?—he has no children."
And he was going to shut the door, when Bossange said:
"Arrange this affair, and you shall have——"
"I am incorruptible," said he, and closed the door.
That evening the ambassador received this letter:
"MONSEIGNEUR,—A man who waits for your orders, and desires to present you our respectful excuses, is at the door of your hotel, and at a word from your excellency he will place in the hands of one of your people the necklace of which you did us the honor to speak. Deign to receive, monseigneur, the assurances of our most profound respect.
"BŒHMER AND BOSSANGE."
"Well," said Manoël, on reading this note, "the necklace is ours."
"Not so," said Beausire; "it will only be ours when we have bought it. We must buy it; but remember, your excellency does not know French."
"Yes, I know; but this chancellor?"
"Oh, I will send him away on some diplomatic mission."
"You are wrong; he will be our security with these men."
"But he will say that you know French."
"No, he will not; I will tell him not to do so."
"Very well, then; we will have up the man."
The man was introduced: it was Bœhmer himself, who made many bows and excuses, and offered the necklace for examination.
"Sit down," said Beausire; "his excellency pardons you."
"Oh, how much trouble to sell!" sighed Bœhmer.
"How much trouble to steal!" thought Beausire.
CHAPTER XXIX.
THE BARGAIN.
Then the ambassador consented to examine the necklace in detail. M. Bœhmer showed each individual beauty.
"On the whole," said Beausire, interpreting for Manoël, "his excellency sees nothing to complain of in the necklace, but there are ten of the diamonds rather spotted."
"Oh!" said Bœhmer.
"His excellency," interrupted Beausire, "understands diamonds perfectly. The Portuguese nobility play with the diamonds of Brazil, as children do here with glass beads."
"Whatever it may be, however," said Bœhmer, "this necklace is the finest collection of diamonds in all Europe."
"That is true," said Manoël.
Then Beausire went on: "Well, M. Bœhmer, her majesty the Queen of Portugal has heard of this necklace, and has given M. de Souza a commission to buy it, if he approved of the diamonds, which he does. Now, what is the price?"
"1,600,000 francs."
Beausire repeated this to the ambassador.
"It is 100,000 francs too much," replied Manoël.
"Monseigneur," replied the jeweler, "one cannot fix the exact price of the diamonds on a thing like this. It has been necessary, in making this collection, to undertake voyages, and make searches and inquiries which no one would believe but myself."
"100,000 francs too dear," repeated Manoël.
"And if his excellency says this," said Beausire, "it must be his firm conviction, for he never bargains."
Bœhmer was shaken. Nothing reassures a suspicious merchant so much as a customer who beats down the price. However, he said, after a minute's thought, "I cannot consent to a deduction which will make all the difference of loss or profit to myself and my partner."
Don Manoël, after hearing this translated, rose, and Beausire returned the case to the jeweler.
"I will, however, speak to M. Bossange about it," contained Bœhmer. "I am to understand that his excellency offers 1,500,000 francs for the necklace."
"Yes, he never draws back from what he has said."
"But, monsieur, you understand that I must consult with my partner."
"Certainly, M. Bœhmer."
"Certainly," repeated Don Manoël, after hearing this translated; "but I must have a speedy answer."
"Well, monseigneur, if my partner will accept the price, I will."
"Good."
"It then only remains, excepting the consent of M. Bossange, to settle the mode of payment."
"There will be no difficulty about that," said Beausire. "How do you wish to be paid?"
"Oh," said Bœhmer, laughing, "if ready money be possible——"
"What do you call ready money?" said Beausire coldly.
"Oh, I know no one has a million and a half of francs ready to pay down," said Bœhmer, sighing.
"Certainly not."
"Still, I cannot consent to dispense with some ready money."
"That is but reasonable." Then, turning to Manoël: "How much will your excellency pay down to M. Bœhmer?"
"100,000 francs." Beausire repeated this.
"And when the remainder?" asked Bœhmer.
"When we shall have had time to send to Lisbon."
"Oh!" said Bœhmer, "we have a correspondent there, and by writing to him——"
"Yes," said Beausire, laughing ironically, "write to him, and ask if M. de Souza is solvent, and if her majesty be good for 1,400,000 francs."
"We cannot, sir, let this necklace leave France forever without informing the queen; and our respect and loyalty demand that we should once more give her the refusal of it."
"It is just," said Manoël, with dignity. "I should wish a Portuguese merchant to act in the same way."
"I am very happy that monseigneur approves of my conduct. Then all is settled, subject only to the consent of M. Bossange, and the reiterated refusal of her majesty. I ask three days to settle these two points."
"On one side," said Beausire, "100,000 francs down, the necklace to be placed in my hands, who will accompany you to Lisbon, to the honor of your correspondents, who are also our bankers. The whole of the money to be paid in three months."
"Yes, monseigneur," said Bœhmer, bowing.
Manoël returned it, and the jeweler took leave.
When they were alone, Manoël said angrily to Beausire, "Please to explain what the devil you mean by this journey to Portugal? Are you mad? Why not have the jewels here in exchange for our money?"
"You think yourself too really ambassador," replied Beausire; "you are not yet quite M. de Souza to this jeweler."
"If he had not thought so he would not have treated."
"Agreed; but every man in possession of 1,500,000 francs holds himself above all the ambassadors in the world; and every one who gives that value in exchange for pieces of paper wishes first to know what the papers are worth."
"Then you mean to go to Portugal—you, who cannot speak Portuguese properly? I tell you, you are mad."
"Not at all; you shall go yourself, if you like."
"Thank you," said Don Manoël. "There are reasons why I would rather not return to Portugal."
"Well, I tell you, M. Bœhmer would never give up the diamonds for mere papers."
"Papers signed Souza?"
"I said you thought yourself a real Souza."
"Better say at once that we have failed," said Manoël.
"Not at all. Come here, captain," said Beausire to the valet; "you know what we are talking of?"
"Yes."
"You have listened to everything?"
"Certainly."
"Very well; do you think I have committed a folly?"
"I think you perfectly right."
"Explain why."
"M. Bœhmer would, on the other plan, have been incessantly watching us, and all connected with us. Now, with the money and the diamonds both in his hands, he can have no suspicion, but will set out quietly for Portugal, which, however, he will never reach. Is it not so, M. Beausire?"
"Ah, you are a lad of discernment!"
"Explain your plan," said Manoël.
"About fifty leagues from here," said Beausire, "this clever fellow here will come and present two pistols at the heads of our postilions, will steal from us all we have, including the diamonds, and will leave M. Bœhmer half dead with blows."
"Oh, I did not understand exactly that," said the valet. "I thought you would embark for Portugal."
"And then——"
"M. Bœhmer, like all Germans, will like the sea, and walk on the deck. One day he may slip and fall over, and the necklace will be supposed to have perished with him."
"Oh, I understand," said Manoël.
"That is lucky at last."
"Only," replied Manoël, "for stealing diamonds one is simply sent to the Bastile, but for murder one is hanged."
"But for stealing diamonds one may be taken; for a little push to M. Bœhmer we should never even be suspected."
"Well, we will settle all this afterwards," said Beausire.
"At present let us conduct our business in style, so that they may say, 'If he was not really ambassador, at least he seemed like one.'"
CHAPTER XXX.
THE JOURNALIST'S HOUSE.
It was the day after the agreement with M. Bœhmer, and three days after the ball at the Opera. In the Rue Montorgueil, at the end of a courtyard, was a high and narrow house. The ground floor was a kind of shop, and here lived a tolerably well-known journalist. The other stories were occupied by quiet people, who lived there for cheapness. M. Reteau, the journalist, published his paper weekly. It was issued on the day of which we speak; and when M. Reteau rose at eight o'clock, his servant brought him a copy, still wet from the press. He hastened to peruse it, with the care which a tender father bestows on the virtues or failings of his offspring. When he had finished it:
"Aldegonde," said he to the old woman, "this is a capital number; have you read it?"
"Not yet; my soup is not finished."
"It is excellent," repeated the journalist.
"Yes," said she; "but do you know what they say of it in the printing-office?"
"What?"
"That you will certainly be sent to the Bastile."
"Aldegonde," replied Reteau, calmly, "make me a good soup, and do not meddle with literature."
"Always the same," said she, "rash and imprudent."
"I will buy you some buckles with what I make to-day. Have many copies been sold yet?"
"No, and I fear my buckles will be but poor. Do you remember the number against M. de Broglie? We sold one hundred before ten o'clock; therefore this cannot be as good."
"Do you know the difference, Aldegonde? Now, instead of attacking an individual, I attack a body; and instead of a soldier, I attack a queen."
"The queen! Oh, then there is no fear; the numbers will sell, and I shall have my buckles."
"Some one rings," said Reteau.
The old woman ran to the shop, and returned a minute after, triumphant.
"One thousand copies!" said she, "there is an order!"
"In whose name?" asked Reteau, quickly.
"I do not know."
"But I want to know; run and ask."
"Oh, there is plenty of time; they cannot count a thousand copies in a minute."
"Yes, but be quick; ask the servant—is it a servant?"
"It is a porter."
"Well, ask him where he is to take them to."
Aldegonde went, and the man replied that he was to take them to the Rue Neuve St. Gilles, to the house of the Count de Cagliostro.
The journalist jumped with delight, and ran to assist in counting off the numbers.
They were not long gone when there was another ring.
"Perhaps that is for another thousand copies," cried Aldegonde. "As it is against the Austrian, every one will join in the chorus."
"Hush, hush, Aldegonde! do not speak so loud, but go and see who it is."
Aldegonde opened the door to a man, who asked if he could speak to the editor of the paper.
"What do you want to say to him?" asked Aldegonde, rather suspiciously.
The man rattled some money in his pocket, and said:
"I come to pay for the thousand copies sent for by M. le Comte de Cagliostro."
"Oh, come in!"
A young and handsome man, who had advanced just behind him, stopped him as he was about to shut the door, and followed him in.
Aldegonde ran to her master. "Come," said she, "here is the money for the thousand copies."
He went directly, and the man, taking out a small bag, paid down one hundred six-franc pieces.
Reteau counted them and gave a receipt, smiling graciously on the man, and said, "Tell the Count de Cagliostro that I shall always be at his orders, and that I can keep a secret."
"There is no need," replied the man; "M. de Cagliostro is independent. He does not believe in magnetism, and wishes to make people laugh at M. Mesmer—that is all."
"Good!" replied another voice; "we will see if we cannot turn the laugh against M. de Cagliostro;" and M. Reteau, turning, saw before him the young man we mentioned.
His glance was menacing; he had his left hand on the hilt of his sword, and a stick in his right.
"What can I do for you, sir?" said Reteau, trembling.
"You are M. Reteau?" asked the young man.
"Yes, sir."
"Journalist, and author of this article?" said the visitor, drawing the new number from his pocket.
"Not exactly the author, but the publisher," said Reteau.
"Very well, that comes to the same thing; for if you had not the audacity to write it, you have had the baseness to give it publicity. I say baseness, for, as I am a gentleman, I wish to keep within bounds even with you. If I expressed all I think, I should say that he who wrote this article is infamous, and that he who published it is a villain!"
"Monsieur!" said Reteau, growing pale.
"Now listen," continued the young man; "you have received one payment in money, now you shall have another in caning."
"Oh!" cried Reteau, "we will see about that."
"Yes, we will see," said the young man, advancing towards him; but Reteau was used to these sort of affairs, and knew the conveniences of his own house. Turning quickly round, he gained a door which shut after him, and which opened into a passage leading to a gate, through which there was an exit into the Rue Vieux Augustins. Once there, he was safe; for in this gate the key was always left, and he could lock it behind him.
But this day was an unlucky one for the poor journalist, for, just as he was about to turn the key, he saw coming towards him another young man, who, in his agitation, appeared to him like a perfect Hercules. He would have retreated, but he was now between two fires, as his first opponent had by this time discovered him, and was advancing upon him.
"Monsieur, let me pass, if you please," said Reteau to the young man who guarded the gate.
"Monsieur," cried the one who followed him, "stop the fellow, I beg!"
"Do not be afraid, M. de Charny; he shall not pass."
"M. de Taverney!" cried Charny; for it was really he who was the first comer.
Both these young men, on reading the article that morning, had conceived the same idea, because they were animated with the same sentiments, and, unknown to each other, had hastened to put it in practise. Each, however, felt a kind of displeasure at seeing the other, divining a rival in the man who had the same idea as himself. Thus it was that with a rather disturbed manner Charny had called out, "You, M. de Taverney!"
"Even so," replied the other, in the same way; "but it seems I am come too late, and can only look on, unless you will be kind enough to open the gate."
"Oh!" cried Reteau, "do you want to murder me, gentlemen?"
"No," said Charny, "we do not want to murder you; but first we will ask a few questions, then we will see the end. You permit me to speak, M. de Taverney?"
"Certainly, sir; you have the precedence, having arrived first."
Charny bowed; then, turning to Reteau, said:
"You confess, then, that you have published against the queen the playful little tale, as you call it, which appeared this morning in your paper?"
"Monsieur, it is not against the queen."
"Good! it only wanted that."
"You are very patient, sir!" cried Philippe, who was boiling with rage outside the gate.
"Oh, be easy, sir," replied Charny; "he shall lose nothing by waiting."
"Yes," murmured Philippe; "but I also am waiting."
Charny turned again to Reteau. "Etteniotna is Antoinette transposed—oh, do not lie, sir, or instead of beating, or simply killing you, I shall burn you alive! But tell me if you are the sole author of this?"
"I am not an informer," said Reteau.
"Very well; that means that you have an accomplice; and, first, the man who bought a thousand copies of this infamy, the Count de Cagliostro; but he shall pay for his share, when you have paid for yours."
"Monsieur, I do not accuse him," said Reteau, who feared that he should encounter the anger of Cagliostro after he had done with these two.
Charny raised his cane.
"Oh, if I had a sword!" cried Reteau.
"M. Philippe, will you lend your sword to this man?"
"No, M. de Charny, I cannot lend my sword to a man like that; but I will lend you my cane, if yours does not suffice."
"Corbleu! a cane!" cried Reteau. "Do you know that I am a gentleman?"
"Then lend me your sword, M. de Taverney; he shall have mine, and I will never touch it again!" cried Charny.
Philippe unsheathed his sword, and passed it through the railings.
"Now," said Charny, throwing down his sword at the feet of Reteau, "you call yourself a gentleman, and you write such infamies against the Queen of France; pick up that sword, and let us see what kind of a gentleman you are."
But Reteau did not stir; he seemed as afraid of the sword at his feet as he had been of the uplifted cane.
"Morbleu!" cried Philippe, "open the gate to me!"
"Pardon, monsieur," said Charny, "but you acknowledged my right to be first."
"Then be quick, for I am in a hurry to begin."
"I wished to try other methods before resorting to this, for I am not much more fond of inflicting a caning than M. Reteau is of receiving one; but as he prefers it to fighting, he shall be satisfied;" and a cry from Reteau soon announced that Charny had begun.
The noise soon attracted old Aldegonde, who joined her voice to her master's.
Charny minded one no more than the other; at last, however, he stopped, tired with his work.
"Now have you finished, sir?" said Philippe.
"Yes."
"Then pray return me my sword, and let me in."
"Oh, no, monsieur!" implored Reteau, who hoped for a protector in the man who had finished with him.
"I cannot leave monsieur outside the door," said Charny.
"Oh, it is a murder!" cried Reteau. "Kill me right off, and have done with it!"
"Be easy," said Charny; "I do not think monsieur will touch you."
"You are right," said Philippe; "you have been beaten—let it suffice; but there are the remaining numbers, which must be destroyed."
"Oh yes!" cried Charny. "You see, two heads are better than one; I should have forgotten that. But how did you happen to come to this gate, M. de Taverney?"
"I made some inquiries in the neighborhood about this fellow, and hearing that he had this mode of escape, I thought by coming in here, and locking the gate after me, I should cut off his retreat, and make sure of him. The same idea of vengeance struck you, only more in a hurry, you came straight to his house without any inquiries, and he would have escaped you if I had not luckily been here."
"I am rejoiced that you were, M. de Taverney. Now, fellow, lead us to your press."
"It is not here," said Reteau.
"A lie!" said Charny.
"No, no," cried Philippe, "we do not want the press; the numbers are all printed and here, except those sold to M. de Cagliostro."
"Then he shall burn them before our eyes!"
And they pushed Reteau into his shop.
CHAPTER XXXI.
HOW TWO FRIENDS BECAME ENEMIES.
Aldegonde, however, had gone to fetch the guard; but before she returned they had had time to light a fire with the first numbers, and were throwing them in, one after another, as quickly as possible, when the guard appeared, followed by a crowd of ragged men, women, and boys.
Happily, Philippe and Charny knew Reteau's secret exit, so when they caught sight of the guard they made their escape through it, carrying the key with them.
Then Reteau began crying "Murder!" while Aldegonde, seeing the flames through the window, cried "Fire!"
The soldiers arrived, but finding the young men gone, and the house not on fire, went away again, leaving Reteau to bathe his bruises. But the crowd lingered about all day, hoping to see a renewal of the fun.
When Taverney and Charny found themselves in the Rue Vieux Augustins, "Monsieur," said Charny, "now we have finished that business, can I be of any use to you?"
"Thanks, sir, I was about to ask you the same question."
"Thank you, but I have private business which will probably keep me in Paris all day."
"Permit me, then, to take leave of you; I am happy to have met you."
"And I you, sir;" and the two young men bowed, but it was easy to see that all this courtesy went no further than the lips.
Philippe went towards the boulevards, while Charny turned to the river; each turned two or three times till he thought himself quite out of sight, but after walking for some time Charny entered the Rue Neuve St. Gilles, and there once more found himself face to face with Philippe.
Each had again the same idea of demanding satisfaction from the Count de Cagliostro. They could not now doubt each other's intentions, so Philippe said:
"I left you the seller, leave me the buyer; I left you the cane, leave me the sword."
"Sir," replied Charny, "you left it to me simply because I came first, and for no other reason."
"Well," replied Taverney, "here we arrive both together, and I will make no concession."
"I did not ask you for any, sir; only I will defend my right."
"And that, according to you, M. de Charny, is to make M. de Cagliostro burn his thousand copies."
"Remember, sir, that it was my idea to burn the others."
"Then I will have these torn."
"Monsieur, I am sorry to tell you that I wish to have the first turn with M. de Cagliostro."
"All that I can agree to, sir, is to take our chance. I will throw up a louis, and whoever guesses right shall be first."
"Thanks, sir, but I am not generally lucky, and should probably lose," and he stepped towards the door.
Charny stopped him.
"Stay, sir, we will soon understand each other."
"Well, sir?" answered Philippe, turning back.
"Then, before asking satisfaction of M. de Cagliostro, suppose we take a turn in the Bois de Boulogne: it will be out of our way, but perhaps we can settle our dispute there. One of us will probably be left behind, and the other be uninterrupted."
"Really, monsieur," said Philippe, "you echo my own thoughts—where shall we meet?"
"Well, if my society be not insupportable to you, we need not part. I ordered my carriage to wait for me in the Place Royale, close by here."
"Then you will give me a seat?" said Philippe.
"With the greatest pleasure;" and they walked together to the carriage, and getting in, set off for the Champs Elysées.
First, however, Charny wrote a few words on his tablets, and gave them to the footman to take to his hotel.
In less than half an hour they reached the Bois de Boulogne. The weather was lovely, and the air delightful, although the power of the sun was already felt: the fresh leaves were appearing on the trees, and the violets filled the place with their perfume.
"It is a fine day for our promenade, is it not, M. de Taverney?" said Charny.
"Beautiful, sir."
"You may go," said Charny to his coachman.
"Are you not wrong, sir, to send away your carriage?—one of us may need it."
"No, sir," replied Charny; "in this affair secrecy before everything, and once in the knowledge of a servant, we risk it being talked of all over Paris to-morrow."
"As you please, but do you think the fellow does not know what he came here for? These people know well what brings two gentlemen to the Bois de Boulogne, and even if he did not feel sure now, he will perhaps afterwards see one of us wounded, and will have no doubts left then. Is it not then better to keep him here to take back either who shall need him, than to be left, or leave me here, wounded and alone?"
"You are right, monsieur," replied Charny; and, turning to the coachman, he said, "No, stop, Dauphin; you shall wait here."
Dauphin remained accordingly, and as he perfectly guessed what was coming, he arranged his position, so as to see through the still leafless trees all that passed.
They walked on a little way, then Philippe said, "I think, M. de Charny, this is a good place."
"Excellent, monsieur," said Charny, and added: "Chevalier, if it were any one but you, I would say one word of courtesy, and we were friends again; but to you, coming from America, where they fight so well, I cannot."
"And I, sir, to you, who the other evening gained the admiration of an entire court by a glorious feat of arms, can only say, M. le Comte, do me the honor to draw your sword."
"Monsieur," said Charny, "I believe we have neither of us touched on the real cause of quarrel."
"I do not understand you, comte."
"Oh! you understand me perfectly, sir; and you blush while you deny it."
"Defend yourself," cried Philippe; their swords crossed. Philippe soon perceived that he was superior to his adversary, and therefore became as calm as though he had been only fencing, and was satisfied with defending himself without attacking.
"You spare me, sir," said Charny; "may I ask why?"
Philippe went on as before; Charny grew warm, and wished to provoke him from this sang froid, therefore he said:
"I told you, sir, that we had not touched on the real cause of the quarrel."
Philippe did not reply.
"The true cause," continued Charny, "why you sought a quarrel, for it was you who sought it, was, that you were jealous of me."
Still Philippe remained silent.
"What is your intention?" again said Charny. "Do you wish to tire my arm? that is a calculation unworthy of you. Kill me if you can, but do not dally thus."
"Yes, sir," replied Philippe at last, "your reproach is just; the quarrel did begin with me, and I was wrong."
"That is not the question now. You have your sword in your hand; use it for something more than mere defense."
"Monsieur," said Philippe, "I have the honor to tell you once more I was wrong, and that I apologize."
But Charny was by this time too excited to appreciate the generosity of his adversary. "Oh!" said he, "I understand; you wish to play the magnanimous with me; that is it, is it not, chevalier? You wish to relate to the ladies this evening how you brought me here, and then spared my life."
"Count," said Philippe, "I fear you are losing your senses."
"You wish to kill M. de Cagliostro to please the queen; and, for the same reason, you wish to turn me into ridicule."
"Ah! this is too much," cried Philippe, "and proves to me that you have not as generous a heart as I thought."
"Pierce it then," cried Charny, exposing himself as Philippe made another pass.
The sword glanced along his ribs, and the blood flowed rapidly.
"At last," cried Charny, "I am wounded. Now I may kill you if I can."
"Decidedly," said Philippe, "you are mad. You will not kill me—you will only be disabled without cause, and without profit; for no one will ever know for what you have fought;" and as Charny made another pass, he dexterously sent his sword flying from his hand; then, seizing it, he broke it across his foot. "M. de Charny," said he, "you did not require to prove to me that you were brave; you must therefore detest me very much when you fight with such fury."
Charny did not reply, but grew visibly pale, and then tottered.
Philippe advanced to support him, but he repulsed him, saying, "I can reach my carriage."
"At least take this handkerchief to stop the blood."
"Willingly."
"And my arm, sir; at the least obstacle you met you would fall, and give yourself unnecessary pain."
"The sword has only penetrated the skin. I hope soon to be well."
"So much the better, sir; but I warn you, that you will find it difficult to make me your adversary again."
Charny tried to reply, but the words died on his lips. He staggered, and Philippe had but just time to catch him in his arms, and bear him half fainting to his carriage.
Dauphin, who had seen what had passed, advanced to meet him, and they put Charny in.
"Drive slowly," said Philippe, who then took his way back to Paris, murmuring to himself, with a sigh, "She will pity him."
CHAPTER XXXII.
THE HOUSE IN THE RUE ST. GILLES.
Philippe jumped into the first coach he saw, and told the man to drive to the Rue St. Gilles, where he stopped at the house of M. de Cagliostro.
A large carriage, with two good horses, was standing in the courtyard; the coachman was asleep, wrapped in a greatcoat of fox-skins, and two footmen walked up and down before the door.
"Does the Count Cagliostro live here?" asked Philippe.
"He is just going out."
"The more reason to be quick, for I wish to speak to him first. Announce the Chevalier Philippe de Taverney;" and he followed the men up-stairs.
"Ask him to walk in," said, from within, a voice at once manly and gentle.
"Excuse me, sir," said the chevalier to a man whom we have already seen, first at the table of M. de Richelieu, then at the exhibition of M. Mesmer, in Oliva's room, and with her at the Opera ball.
"For what, sir?" replied he.
"Because I prevent you from going out."
"You would have needed an excuse had you been much later, for I was waiting for you."
"For me?"
"Yes, I was forewarned of your visit."
"Of my visit?"
"Yes; two hours ago. It is about that time, is it not, since you were coming here before, when an interruption caused you to postpone the execution of your project?"
Philippe began to experience the same strange sensation with which this man inspired every one.
"Sit down, M. de Taverney," continued he; "this armchair was placed for you."
"A truce to pleasantry, sir," said Philippe, in a voice which he vainly tried to render calm.
"I do not jest, sir."
"Then a truce to charlatanism. If you are a sorcerer, I did not come to make trial of your skill; but if you are, so much the better, for you must know what I am come to say to you."
"Oh, yes, you are come to seek a quarrel."
"You know that? perhaps you also know why?"
"On account of the queen. Now, sir, I am ready to listen;" and these last words were no longer pronounced in the courteous tones of a host, but in the hard and dry ones of an adversary.
"Sir, there exists a certain publication."
"There are many publications," said Cagliostro.
"Well, this publication to-day was written against the queen."
Cagliostro did not reply.
"You know what I refer to, count?"
"Yes, sir."
"You have bought one thousand copies of it?"
"I do not deny it."
"Luckily, they have not reached your hands."
"What makes you think so, sir?"
"Because I met the porter, paid him, and sent him with them to my house; and my servant, instructed by me, will destroy them."
"You should always finish yourself the work you commence, sir. Are you sure these thousand copies are at your house?"
"Certainly."
"You deceive yourself, sir; they are here. Ah, you thought that I, sorcerer that I am, would let myself be foiled in that way. You thought it a brilliant idea to buy off my messenger. Well, I have a steward, and you see it is natural for the steward of a sorcerer to be one also. He divined that you would go to the journalist, and that you would meet my messenger, whom he afterwards followed, and threatened to make him give back the gold you had given him, if he did not follow his original instructions, instead of taking them to you. But I see you doubt."
"I do."
"Look, then, and you will believe;" and, opening an oak cabinet, he showed the astonished chevalier the thousand copies lying there.
Philippe approached the count in a menacing attitude, but he did not stir. "Sir," said Philippe, "you appear a man of courage; I call upon you to give me immediate satisfaction."
"Satisfaction for what?"
"For the insult to the queen, of which you render yourself an accomplice while you keep one number of this vile paper."
"Monsieur," said Cagliostro, "you are in error; I like novelties, scandalous reports, and other amusing things, and collect them, that I may remember at a later day what I should otherwise forget."
"A man of honor, sir, does not collect infamies."
"But, if I do not think this an infamy?"
"You will allow at least that it is a lie."
"You deceive yourself, sir. The queen was at M. Mesmer's."
"It is false, sir."
"You mean to tell me I lie?"
"I do."
"Well, I will reply in a few words—I saw her there."
"You saw her!"
"As plainly as I now see you."
Philippe looked full at Cagliostro. "I still say, sir, that you lie."
Cagliostro shrugged his shoulders, as though he were talking to a madman.
"Do you not hear me, sir?" said Philippe.
"Every word."
"And do you not know what giving the lie deserves?"
"Yes, sir; there is a French proverb which says it merits a box on the ears."
"Well, sir, I am astonished that your hand has not been already raised to give it, as you are a French gentleman, and know the proverb."
"Although a French gentleman, I am a man, and love my brother."
"Then you refuse me satisfaction?"
"I only pay what I owe."
"Then you will compel me to take satisfaction in another manner."
"How?"
"I exact that you burn the numbers before my eyes, or I will proceed with you as with the journalist."
"Oh! a beating," said Cagliostro, laughing.
"Neither more nor less, sir. Doubtless you can call your servants."
"Oh, I shall not call my servants; it is my own business. I am stronger than you, and if you approach me with your cane, I shall take you in my arms and throw you across the room, and shall repeat this as often as you repeat your attempt."
"Well, M. Hercules, I accept the challenge," said Philippe, throwing himself furiously upon Cagliostro, who, seizing him round the neck and waist with a grasp of iron, threw him on a pile of cushions, which lay some way off, and then remained standing as coolly as ever.
Philippe rose as pale as death. "Sir," said he, in a hoarse voice, "you are in fact stronger than I am, but your logic is not as strong as your arm; and you forgot, when you treated me thus, that you gave me the right to say, 'Defend yourself, count, or I will kill you.'"
Cagliostro did not move.
"Draw your sword, I tell you, sir, or you are a dead man."
"You are not yet sufficiently near for me to treat you as before, and I will not expose myself to be killed by you, like poor Gilbert."
"Gilbert!" cried Philippe, reeling back. "Did you say Gilbert?"
"Happily you have no gun this time, only a sword."
"Monsieur," cried Philippe, "you have pronounced a name——"
"Which has awakened a terrible echo in your remembrance, has it not? A name that you never thought to hear again, for you were alone with the poor boy, in the grotto of Açores, when you assassinated him."
"Oh!" said Philippe, "will you not draw?"
"If you knew," said Cagliostro, "how easily I could make your sword fly from your hand!"
"With your sword?"
"Yes, with my sword, if I wished."
"Then try."
"No, I have a still surer method."
"For the last time, defend yourself," said Philippe, advancing towards him.
Then the count took from his pocket a little bottle, which he uncorked, and threw the contents in Philippe's face. Scarcely had it touched him, when he reeled, let his sword drop, and fell senseless.
Cagliostro picked him up, put him on a sofa, waited for his senses to return, and then said, "At your age, chevalier, we should have done with follies; cease, therefore, to act like a foolish boy, and listen to me."
Philippe made an effort to shake off the torpor which still held possession of him, and murmured, "Oh, sir, do you call these the weapons of a gentleman?"
Cagliostro shrugged his shoulders. "You repeat forever the same word," he said; "when we of the nobility have opened our mouths wide enough to utter the word gentleman, we think we have said everything. What do you call the weapons of a gentleman? Is it your sword, which served you so badly against me, or is it your gun, which served you so well against Gilbert? What makes some men superior to others? Do you think that it is that high-sounding word gentleman? No; it is first reason, then strength, most of all, science. Well, I have used all these against you. With my reason I braved your insults, with my strength I conquered yours, and with my science I extinguished at once your moral and physical powers. Now I wish to show you that you have committed two faults in coming here with menaces in your mouth. Will you listen to me?"
"You have overpowered me," replied Philippe; "I can scarcely move. You have made yourself master of my muscles and of my mind, and then you ask me if I will listen!"
Then Cagliostro took down from the chimney-piece another little gold phial. "Smell this, chevalier," said he.
Philippe obeyed, and it seemed to him that the cloud which hung over him dispersed. "Oh, I revive!" he cried.
"And you feel free and strong?"
"Yes."
"With your full powers and memory of the past?"
"Yes."
"Then this memory gives me an advantage over you."
"No," said Philippe, "for I acted in defense of a vital and sacred principle."
"What do you mean?"
"I defended the monarchy."
"You defended the monarchy!—you, who went to America to defend a republic. Ah, mon Dieu! be frank; it is not the monarchy you defend."
Philippe colored.
"To love those who disdain you," continued Cagliostro, "who deceive and forget you, is the attribute of great souls. It is the law of the Scriptures to return good for evil. You are a Christian, M. de Taverney."
"Monsieur," cried Philippe, "not a word more; if I did not defend the monarchy, I defended the queen, that is to say, an innocent woman, and to be respected even if she were not so, for it is a divine law not to attack the weak."
"The weak! the queen—you call a feeble being her to whom twenty-eight million human beings bow the knee!"
"Monsieur, they calumniate her."
"How do you know?"
"I believe it."
"Well, I believe the contrary; we have each the right to think as we please."
"But you act like an evil genius."
"Who tells you so?" cried Cagliostro, with sparkling eyes. "How, have you the temerity to assume that you are right, and that I am wrong? You defend royalty; well, I defend the people. You say, render to Cæsar the things which are Cæsar's; and I say, render to God the things that are God's. Republican of America, I recall you to the love of the people, to the love of equality. You trample on the people to kiss the hands of a queen; I would throw down a queen to elevate a people. I do not disturb you in your adoration; leave me in peace at my work. You say to me, die, for you have offended the object of my worship; and I say to you, who combat mine, live, for I feel myself so strong in my principles, that neither you nor any one else can retard my progress for an instant."
"Sir, you frighten me," said Philippe; "you show me the danger in which our monarchy is."
"Then be prudent, and shun the opening gulf."
"You know," replied Philippe, "that I would sooner entomb myself in it, than see those whom I defend in danger."
"Well, I have warned you."
"And I," said Philippe, "I, who am but a feeble individual, will use against you the arms of the weak. I implore you, with tearful eyes and joined hands, to be merciful towards those whom you pursue. I ask you to spare me the remorse of knowing you were acting against this poor queen, and not preventing you. I beg you to destroy this publication, which would make a woman shed tears. I ask you, by the love which you have guessed, or I swear that with this sword, which has proved so powerless against you, I will pierce myself before your eyes!"
"Ah!" murmured Cagliostro, "why are they not all like you? Then I would join them, and they should not perish."
"Monsieur, monsieur, I pray you to reply to me!"
"See, then," said Cagliostro, "if all the thousand numbers be there, and burn them yourself."
Philippe ran to the cabinet, took them out, and threw them on the fire. "Adieu, monsieur!" then he said; "a hundred thanks for the favor you have granted me."
"I owed the brother," said Cagliostro, when he had gone, "some compensation for all I made the sister endure."
Then he called for his carriage.
CHAPTER XXXIII.
THE HEAD OF THE TAVERNEY FAMILY.
While this was passing in the Rue St. Gilles, the elder M. Taverney was walking in his garden, followed by two footmen, who carried a chair, with which they approached him every five minutes, that he might rest. While doing so, a servant came to announce the chevalier.
"My son," said the old man, "come, Philippe, you arrive àpropos—my heart is full of happy thoughts; but how solemn you look!"
"Do I, sir?"
"You know already the results of that affair?"
"What affair?"
The old man looked to see that no one was listening, then said, "I speak of the ball."
"I do not understand."
"Oh, the ball at the Opera."
Philippe colored.
"Sit down," continued his father; "I want to talk to you. It seems that you, so timid and delicate at first, now compromise her too much."
"Whom do you mean, sir?"
"Pardieu! do you think I am ignorant of your escapade, both together at the Opera ball? It was pretty."
"Sir, I protest——"
"Oh, do not be angry; I only mean to warn you for your good. You are not careful enough; you were seen there with her."
"I was seen?"
"Pardieu! had you, or not, a blue domino?"
Philippe was about to explain that he had not, and did not know what his father meant, but he thought to himself, "It is of no use to explain to him; he never believes me. Besides, I wish to learn more."
"You see," continued the old man, triumphantly, "you were recognized. Indeed, M. de Richelieu, who was at the ball in spite of his eighty-four years, wondered who the blue domino could be with whom the queen was walking, and he could only suspect you, for he knew all the others."
"And pray how does he say he recognized the queen?"
"Not very difficult, when she took her mask off. Such audacity as that surpasses all imagination; she must really be mad about you. But take care, chevalier; you have jealous rivals to fear; it is an envied post to be favorite of the queen, when the queen is the real king. Pardon my moralizing, but I do not wish that the breath of chance should blow down what you have reared so skilfully."
Philippe rose; the conversation was hateful to him, but a kind of savage curiosity impelled him to hear everything.
"We are already envied," continued the old man; "that is natural, but we have not yet attained the height to which we shall rise. To you will belong the glory of raising our name; and now you are progressing so well, only be prudent, or you will fail after all. Soon, however, you must ask for some high post, and obtain for me a lord-lieutenancy not too far from Paris. Then you can have a peerage, and become a duke and lieutenant-general. In two years, if I am still alive——"
"Enough, enough!" groaned Philippe.
"Oh, if you are satisfied with that, I am not. You have a whole life before you; I, perhaps, only a few months. However, I do not complain; God gave me two children, and if my daughter has been useless in repairing our fortunes, you will make up for it. I see in you the great Taverney, and you inspire me with respect, for your conduct has been admirable; you show no jealousy, but leave the field apparently open to every one, while you really hold it alone."
"I do not understand you," replied Philippe.
"Oh, no modesty; it was exactly the conduct of M. Potemkin, who astonished the world with his fortunes. He saw that Catherine loved variety in her amours; that, if left free, she would fly from flower to flower, returning always to the sweetest and most beautiful; but that, if pursued, she would fly right away. He took his part, therefore; he even introduced new favorites to his sovereign, to weary her out with their number; but through and after the quickly succeeding reigns of the twelve Cæsars, as they were ironically called, Potemkin in reality was supreme."
"What incomprehensible infamies!" murmured poor Philippe. But the old man went on:
"According to his system, however, you have been still a little wrong. He never abandoned his surveillance, and you are too lax in this."
Philippe replied only by shrugging his shoulders. He really began to think his father was crazy.
"Ah! you thought I did not see your game. You are already providing a successor, for you have divined that there is no stability in the queen's amours, and in the event of her changing, you wish not to be quite thrown aside; therefore you make friends with M. de Charny, who might otherwise, when his turn comes, exile you, as you now might MM. de Coigny, Vaudreuil, and others."
Philippe, with an angry flush, said:
"Once more, enough; I am ashamed to have listened so long. Those who say that the Queen of France is a Messalina are criminal calumniators."
"I tell you," said the old man, "no one can hear, and I approve your plan. M. de Charny will repay your kindness some day."
"Your logic is admirable, sir; and M. de Charny is so much my favorite that I have just passed my sword through his ribs."
"What!" cried the old man, somewhat frightened at his son's flashing eyes, "you have not been fighting?"
"Yes, sir; that is my method of conciliating my successors. And he turned to go away.
"Philippe, you jest."
"I do not, sir."
The old man rose, and tottered off to the house.
"Quick," said he to the servant; "let a man on horseback go at once and ask after M. de Charny, who has been wounded, and let him be sure to say he comes from me." Then he murmured to himself, "Mine is still the only head in the family."
CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE STANZAS OF M. DE PROVENCE.
While these events were passing in Paris and in Versailles, the king, tranquil as usual, sat in his study, surrounded by maps and plans, and traced new paths for the vessels of La Pérouse.
A slight knock at his door roused him from his study, and a voice said, "May I come in, brother?"
"The Comte de Provence," growled the king, discontentedly. "Enter."
A short person came in.
"You did not expect me, brother?" he said.
"No, indeed."
"Do I disturb you?"
"Have you anything particular to say?"
"Such a strange report——"
"Oh, some scandal?"
"Yes, brother."
"Which has amused you?"
"Because it is so strange."
"Something against me?"
"Should I laugh if it were?"
"Then against the queen?"
"Sire, imagine that I was told quite seriously that the queen slept out the other night."
"That would be very sad if it were true," replied the king.
"But it is not true, is it?"
"No."
"Nor that the queen was seen waiting outside the gate at the reservoirs?"
"No."
"The day, you know, that you ordered the gates to be shut at eleven o'clock?"
"I do not remember."
"Well, brother, they pretend that the queen was seen arm-in-arm with M. d'Artois at half-past twelve that night."
"Where?"
"Going to a house which he possesses behind the stables. Has not your majesty heard this report?"
"Yes, you took care of that."
"How, sire?—what have I done?"
"Some verses which were printed in the Mercury."
"Some verses!" said the count, growing red.
"Oh, yes; you are a favorite of the Muses."
"Not I, sire."
"Oh, do not deny it; I have the manuscript in your writing! Now, if you had informed yourself of what the queen really did that day, instead of writing these lines against her, and consequently against me, you would have written an ode in her favor. Perhaps the subject does not inspire you; but I should have liked a bad ode better than a good satire."
"Sire, you overwhelm me; but I trust you will believe I was deceived, and did not mean harm."
"Perhaps."
"Besides, I did not say I believed it; and then, a few verses are nothing. Now, a pamphlet like one I have just seen——"
"A pamphlet?"
"Yes, sire; and I want an order for the Bastile for the author of it."
The king rose. "Let me see it," he said.
"I do not know if I ought."
"Certainly you ought. Have you got it with you?"
"Yes, sire;" and he drew from his pocket "The History of the Queen Etteniotna," one of the fatal numbers which had escaped from Philippe and Charny.
The king glanced over it rapidly. "Infamous!" he cried.
"You see, sire, they pretend the queen went to M. Mesmer's."
"Well, she did go."
"She went?"
"Authorized by me."
"Oh, sire!"
"That is nothing against her; I gave my consent."
"Did your majesty intend that she should experimentalize on herself?"
The king stamped with rage as the count said this; he was reading one of the most insulting passages—the history of her contortions, voluptuous disorder, and the attention she had excited.
"Impossible!" he cried, growing pale; and he rang the bell. "Oh, the police shall deal with this! Fetch M. de Crosne."
"Sire, it is his day for coming here, and he is now waiting."
"Let him come in."
"Shall I go, brother?" said the count.
"No; remain. If the queen be guilty, you are one of the family, and must know it; if innocent, you, who have suspected her, must hear it."
M. de Crosne entered, and bowed, saying, "The report is ready, sire."
"First, sir," said the king, "explain how you allow such infamous publications against the queen."
"Etteniotna?" asked M. de Crosne.
"Yes."
"Well, sire, it is a man called Reteau."
"You know his name, and have not arrested him!"
"Sire, nothing is more easy. I have an order already prepared in my portfolio."
"Then why is it not done?"
M. de Crosne looked at the count.
"I see, M. de Crosne wishes me to leave," said he.
"No," replied the king, "remain. And you, M. de Crosne, speak freely."
"Well, sire, I wished first to consult your majesty whether you would not rather give him some money, and send him away to be hanged elsewhere."
"Why?"
"Because, sire, if these men tell lies, the people are glad enough to see them whipped, or even hanged; but if they chance upon a truth——"
"A truth! It is true that the queen went to M. Mesmer's, but I gave her permission."
"Oh, sire!" cried M. de Crosne.
His tone of sincerity struck the king more than anything M. de Provence had said; and he answered, "I suppose, sir, that was no harm."
"No, sire; but her majesty has compromised herself."
"M. de Crosne, what have your police told you?"
"Sire, many things, which, with all possible respect for her majesty, agree in many points with this pamphlet."
"Let me hear."
"That the queen went in a common dress, in the middle of this crowd, and alone."
"Alone!" cried the king.
"Yes, sire."
"You are deceived, M. de Crosne."
"I do not think so, sire."
"You have bad reporters, sir."
"So exact, that I can give your majesty a description of her dress, of all her movements, of her cries——"
"Her cries!"
"Even her sighs were observed, sire."
"It is impossible she could have so far forgotten what is due to me and to herself."
"Oh, yes," said the Comte de Provence; "her majesty is surely incapable——"
Louis XVI. interrupted him. "Sir," said he, to M. de Crosne, "you maintain what you have said?"
"Unhappily, yes, sire."
"I will examine into it further," said the king, passing his handkerchief over his forehead, on which the drops hung from anxiety and vexation. "I did permit the queen to go, but I ordered her to take with her a person safe, irreproachable, and even holy."
"Ah," said M. de Crosne, "if she had but done so——"
"Yes," said the count; "if a lady like Madame de Lamballe for instance——"
"It was precisely she whom the queen promised to take."
"Unhappily, sire, she did not do so."
"Well," said the king, with agitation; "if she has disobeyed me so openly I ought to punish, and I will punish; only some doubts still remain on my mind; these doubts you do not share; that is natural; you are not the king, husband, and friend of her whom they accuse. However, I will proceed to clear the affair up." He rang. "Let some one see," said he to the person who came, "where Madame de Lamballe is."
"Sire, she is walking in the garden with her majesty and another lady."
"Beg her to come to me. Now, gentlemen, in ten minutes we shall know the truth."
All were silent.
M. de Crosne was really sad, and the count put on an affectation of it which might have solemnized Momus himself.
CHAPTER XXXV.
THE PRINCESS DE LAMBALLE.
The Princesse de Lamballe entered beautiful and calm. Her hair drawn back from her noble forehead, her dark penciled eyebrows, her clear blue eyes and beautiful lips, and her unrivaled figure, formed a lovely tout ensemble. She seemed always surrounded by an atmosphere of virtue and grace.
The king looked at her with a troubled expression, dreading what he was about to hear; then bowing, said, "Sit down, princess."
"What does your majesty desire?" asked she, in a sweet voice.
"Some information, princess: what day did you last go with the queen to Paris?"
"Wednesday, sire."
"Pardon me, cousin," said Louis XVI.; "but I wish to know the exact truth."
"You will never hear anything else from me, sire."
"What did you go there for?"
"I went to M. Mesmer's, Place Vendôme."
The two witnesses trembled. The king colored with delight.
"Alone?" asked the king.
"No, sire; with the queen."
"With the queen?" cried Louis, seizing her hand.
"Yes, sire."
M. de Provence and M. de Crosne looked stupefied.
"Your majesty had authorized the queen to go; at least, so she told me," continued the princess.
"It was true, cousin: gentlemen, I breathe again; Madame de Lamballe never tells a falsehood."
"Never, sire."
"Oh, never, sire," said M. de Crosne, with perfect sincerity. "But will you permit me, sire?"
"Certainly, monsieur; question, search as much as you please; I place the princess at your disposal."
Madame de Lamballe smiled. "I am ready," she said.
"Madame," said the lieutenant of police, "have the goodness to tell his majesty what you did there, and how the queen was dressed."
"She had on a dress of gray taffeta, a mantle of embroidered muslin, an ermine muff, and a rose-colored velvet bonnet, trimmed with black."
M. de Crosne looked astonished. It was a totally different dress from that which he had had described to him. The Comte de Provence bit his lips with vexation, and the king rubbed his hands.
"What did you do on entering?" asked he.
"Sire, you are right to say on entering, for we had hardly entered the room——"
"Together?"
"Yes, sire; and we could scarcely have been seen, for every one was occupied with the experiments going on, when a lady approached the queen, and, offering her a mask, implored her to turn back."
"And you stopped?"
"Yes, sire."
"You never went through the rooms?" asked M. de Crosne.
"No, monsieur."
"And you never quitted the queen?" asked the king.
"Not for a moment, sire. Her majesty never left my arm."
"Now!" cried the king, "what do you say, M. de Crosne? and you, brother?"
"It is extraordinary, quite supernatural," said the count, who affected a gaiety which could not conceal his disappointment.
"There is nothing supernatural," said M. de Crosne, who felt real remorse: "what Madame de Lamballe says is undoubtedly true; therefore my informants must have been mistaken."
"Do you speak seriously, sir?" asked the count.
"Perfectly, monseigneur. Her majesty did what Madame de Lamballe states, and nothing more, I feel convinced; my agents were, somehow or other, deceived. As for this journalist, I will immediately send the order for his imprisonment."
Madame de Lamballe looked from one to the other with an expression of innocent curiosity.
"One moment," said the king; "you spoke of a lady who came to stop you; tell us who she was?"
"Her majesty seemed to know her, sire."
"Because, cousin, I must speak to this person; then we shall learn the key to this mystery."
"That is my opinion also, sire," said M. de Crosne.
"Did the queen tell you that she knew this person?" said the count.
"She told me so, monseigneur."
"My brother means to say that you probably know her name."
"Madame de la Motte Valois."
"That intriguer!" cried the king.
"Diable!" said the count; "she will be difficult to interrogate: she is cunning."
"We will be as cunning as she," said M. de Crosne.
"I do not like such people about the queen," said Louis; "she is so good that all the beggars crowd round her."
"Madame de la Motte is a true Valois," said the princess.
"However that may be, I will not see her here. I prefer depriving myself of the pleasure of hearing the queen's innocence confirmed, to doing that."
"But you must see her, sire," said the queen, entering at that moment, pale with anger, beautiful with a noble indignation. "It is not now for you to say, 'I do, or I do not wish to see her.' She is a witness from whom the intelligence of my accusers," said she, looking at her brother-in-law, "and the justice of my judges," turning to the king and M. de Crosne, "must draw the truth. I, the accused, demand that she be heard."
"Madame," said the king, "we will not do Madame de la Motte the honor of sending for her to give evidence either for or against you. I cannot stake your honor against the veracity of this woman."
"You need not send for her, she is here."
"Here!" cried the king.
"Sire, you know I went to see her one day; that day of which so many things were said," and she looked again at the Comte de Provence, who felt ready to sink through the ground; "and I then dropped at her house a box, containing a portrait, which she was to return to me to-day, and she is here."
"No, no," said the king; "I am satisfied, and do not wish to see her."
"But I am not satisfied, and shall bring her in. Besides, why this repugnance? What has she done? If there be anything, tell me; you, M. de Crosne? you know everything."
"I know nothing against this lady," replied he.
"Really?"
"Certainly not; she is poor, and perhaps ambitious, but that is all."
"If there be no more than that against her, the king can surely admit her."
"I do not know why," said Louis; "but I have a presentiment that this woman will be the cause of misfortune to me."
"Oh! sire, that is superstition; pray fetch her, Madame de Lamballe."
Five minutes after, Jeanne, with a timid air, although with a distinguished appearance, entered the room.
Louis XVI., strong in his antipathies, had turned his back towards her, and was leaning his head on his hands, seeming to take no longer a part in the conversation. The Comte de Provence cast on her a look which, had her modesty been real, would have increased her confusion; but it required much more than that to trouble Jeanne.
"Madame," said the queen, "have the goodness to tell the king exactly what passed the other day at M. Mesmer's."
Jeanne did not speak.
"It requires no consideration," continued the queen; "we want nothing but the simple truth."
Jeanne understood immediately that the queen had need of her, and knew that she could clear her in a moment by speaking the simple truth; but she felt inclined to keep her secret.
"Sire," said she, "I went to see M. Mesmer from curiosity, like the rest of the world. The spectacle appeared to me rather a coarse one; I turned and suddenly saw her majesty entering, whom I had already had the honor of seeing, but without knowing her till her generosity revealed her rank. It seemed to me that her majesty was out of place in this room, where much suffering and many ridiculous exhibitions were going on. I beg pardon for having taken it on myself to judge; it was a woman's instinct, but I humbly beg pardon if I passed the bounds of proper respect." She seemed overcome with emotion as she concluded.
Every one but the king was pleased.
Madame de Lamballe thought her conduct delicate, and herself timid, intelligent, and good.
The queen thanked her by a look.
"Well," she said, "you have heard, sire."
He did not move, but said, "I did not need her testimony."
"I was told to speak," said Jeanne timidly, "and I obeyed."
"It is enough," answered he; "when the queen says a thing she needs no witnesses to confirm her; and when she has my approbation, and she has it, she need care for that of no one else."
He cast an overwhelming look on his brother, and kissing the hands of the queen and the princess, and begging pardon of the latter for having disturbed her for nothing, made a very slight bow to Jeanne.
The ladies then left the room.
"Brother," said Louis to the count, "now I will detain you no longer; I have work to do with M. de Crosne. You have heard your sister's complete justification, and it is easy to see you are as pleased as myself. Pray sit down, M. de Crosne."
CHAPTER XXXVI.
THE QUEEN.
The queen, after leaving the king, felt deeply the danger she had been so nearly incurring. She was therefore pleased with Jeanne, who had been the means of preventing it, and said to her, with a gracious smile:
"It is really fortunate, madame, that you prevented my prolonging my stay at M. Mesmer's, for only think, they have taken advantage of my being there to say that I was under the influence of the magnetism."
"But," said Madame de Lamballe, "it is very strange that the police should have been so deceived, and have affirmed that they saw the queen in the inner room."
"It is strange," said the queen; "and M. de Crosne is an honest man, and would not willingly injure me; but his agents may have been bought. I have enemies, dear Lamballe. Still there must have been some foundation for this tale. This infamous libel represents me as intoxicated, and overcome to such a degree by the magnetic fluid, that I lost all control over myself, and all womanly reserve. Did any such scene take place, Madame la Comtesse? Was there any one who behaved like this?"
Jeanne colored; the secret once told, she lost all the fatal influence which she could now exercise over the queen's destiny; therefore she again resolved to keep silent on this point.
"Madame," said she, "there was a woman much agitated who attracted great attention by her contortions and cries."
"Probably some actress or loose character."
"Possibly, madame."
"Countess, you replied very well to the king, and I will not forget you. How have you advanced in your own affairs?"
At this moment Madame de Misery came in, to say that Mademoiselle de Taverney wished to know if her majesty would receive her.
"Assuredly," said the queen. "How ceremonious you always are, Andrée; why do you stand so much upon etiquette?"
"Your majesty is too good to me."
Madame de Lamballe now availed herself of Andrée's entrance to take leave.
"Well, Andrée," the queen then said, "here is this lady whom we went to see the other day."
"I recognize madame," said Andrée, bowing.
"Do you know what they have been saying of me?"
"Yes, madame; M. de Provence has been repeating the story."
"Oh! no doubt; therefore we will leave that subject. Countess, we were speaking of you—who protects you now?"
"You, madame," replied Jeanne, boldly, "since you permit me to come and kiss your hand. Few people," she continued, "dared to protect me when I was in obscurity; now that I have been seen with your majesty, every one will be anxious to do so."
"Then," said the queen, "no one has been either brave enough or corrupt enough to protect you for yourself?"
"I had first Madame de Boulainvilliers, a brave protector; then her husband, a corrupt one; but since my marriage no one. Oh yes, I forget one brave man—a generous prince."
"Prince, countess! who is it?"
"Monsieur the Cardinal de Rohan."
"My enemy," said the queen, smiling.
"Your enemy! Oh, madame!"
"It seems you are astonished that a queen should have an enemy. It is evident you have not lived at court."
"But, madame, he adores you. The devotion of the cardinal equals his respect for you."
"Oh, doubtless," said the queen, with a hearty laugh; "that is why he is my enemy."
Jeanne looked surprised.
"And you are his protégée," continued the queen; "tell me all about it."
"It is very simple; his eminence has assisted me in the most generous, yet the most considerate, manner."
"Good; Prince Louis is generous; no one can deny that. But do you not think, Andrée, that M. le Cardinal also adores this pretty countess a little? Come, countess, tell us." And Marie Antoinette laughed again in her frank, joyous manner.
"All this gaiety must be put on," thought Jeanne. So she answered, in a grave tone, "Madame, I have the honor to affirm to your majesty that M. de Rohan——"
"Well, since you are his friend, ask him what he did with some hair of mine which he bribed a certain hair-dresser to steal; and which trick cost the poor man dear, for he lost my custom."
"Your majesty surprises me; M. de Rohan did that?"
"Oh, yes; all his adoration, you know. After having hated me at Vienna, and having employed every means to try and prevent my marriage, he at last began to perceive that I was a woman, and his queen, and that he had offended me forever. Then this dear prince began to fear for his future, and, like all of his profession, who seem most fond of those whom they most fear, and as he knew me young and believed me foolish and vain, he turned—he became a professed admirer, and began with sighs and glances. He adores me, does he not, Andrée?"
"Madame!"
"Oh! Andrée will not compromise herself, but I say what I please; at least I may have that advantage from being a queen. So it is a settled thing that the cardinal adores me, and you may tell him, countess, that he has my permission."
Jeanne, instead of seeing in all this only the angry disdain of a noble character, which she was incapable of appreciating, thought it all pique against M. de Rohan, hiding another feeling for him, and therefore began to defend him with all her eloquence.
The queen listened.
"Good! she listens," thought Jeanne, and did not again understand that she listened through generosity, and through pleasure at anything so novel as to hear any person defend one of whom the sovereign chose to speak ill, and felt pleased with her, thinking she saw a heart where none was placed.
All at once a joyous voice was heard near, and the queen said, "Here is the Comte d'Artois."
When he entered, the queen introduced the countess to him.
"Pray do not let me send you away, Madame la Comtesse," said he, as Jeanne made a move to depart.
The queen also requested her to stay. "You have returned from the wolf-hunt, then?" she said.
"Yes, sister, and have had good sport; I have killed seven. I am not sure," continued he, laughing, "but they say so. However, do you know I have gained seven hundred francs?"
"How?"
"Why, they pay a hundred francs a head for these beasts. It is dear, but I would give two hundred of them just now for the head of a certain journalist."
"Ah! you know the story?"
"M. de Provence told me."
"He is indefatigable. But tell me how he related it."
"So as to make you whiter than snow, or Venus Aphroditus. It seems you came out of it gloriously; you are fortunate."
"Oh, you call that fortunate. Do you hear him, Andrée?"
"Yes, for you might have gone alone, without Madame de Lamballe; and you might not have had Madame de la Motte there to stop your entrance."
"Ah! you know that too?"
"Oh yes; the count told everything. Then you might not have had Madame de la Motte at hand to give her testimony. You will tell me, doubtless, that virtue and innocence are like the violet which does not require to be seen in order to be recognized; but still I say you are fortunate."
"Badly proved."
"I will prove it still better. Saved so well from the unlucky scrape of the cabriolet, saved from this affair, and then the ball," whispered he in her ear.
"What ball?"
"The ball at the Opera."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean the ball at the Opera; but I beg pardon, I should not have mentioned it."
"Really, brother, you puzzle me; I know nothing about the ball at the Opera."
The words "ball" and "Opera" caught Jeanne's ear, and she listened intently.
"I am dumb," said the prince.
"But, count, I insist on knowing what it means."
"Oh, pray allow me to let it drop."
"Do you want to disoblige me?"
"No, sister; but I have said quite enough for you to understand."
"You have told me nothing."
"Oh, sister, it is needless with me."
"But really I am in earnest."
"You wish me to speak?"
"Immediately."
"Not here," said he, looking at the others.
"Yes, here; there cannot be too many at such an explanation."
"Then you mean to say you were not at the last ball?"
"I!" cried the queen, "at the ball at the Opera?"
"Hush, I beg."
"No, I will not hush; I will speak it aloud. You say I was at the ball?"
"Certainly I do."
"Perhaps you saw me?" she said ironically.
"Yes, I did."
"Me?"
"Yes, you."
"Oh, it is too much! Why did you not speak to me?"
"Ma foi! I was just going to do so, when the crowd separated us."
"You are mad!"
"I should not have spoken of it. I have been very foolish."
The queen rose, and walked up and down the room in great agitation.
Andrée trembled with fear and disquietude, and Jeanne could hardly keep from laughing.
Then the queen stopped, and said:
"My friend, do not jest any more; you see, I am so passionate that I have lost my temper already. Tell me at once that you were joking with me."
"I will, if you please, sister."
"Be serious, Charles. You have invented all this, have you not?"
He winked at the ladies, and said, "Oh, yes, of course."
"You do not understand me, brother!" cried the queen vehemently. "Say yes or no. Do not tell falsehoods; I only want the truth!"
"Well, then, sister," said he, in a low voice, "I have told the truth, but I am sorry I spoke."
"You saw me there?"
"As plain as I see you now; and you saw me."
The queen uttered a cry, and, running up to Andrée and Jeanne, cried, "Ladies, M. le Comte d'Artois affirms that he saw me at the ball at the Opera; let him prove it."
"Well," said he, "I was with M. de Richelieu and others, when your mask fell off."
"My mask!"
"I was about to say, 'This is too rash, sister,' but the gentleman with you drew you away so quickly."
"Oh, mon Dieu! you will drive me mad! What gentleman?"
"The blue domino."
The queen passed her hand over her eyes.
"What day was this?" she asked.
"Saturday. The next day I set off to hunt, before you were up."
"What time do you say you saw me?"
"Between two and three."
"Decidedly one of us is mad!"
"Oh, it is I. It is all a mistake. Do not be so afraid; there is no harm done. At first I thought you were with the king; but the blue domino spoke German, and he does not."
"Well, brother, on Saturday I went to bed at eleven."
The count bowed, with an incredulous smile.
The queen rang. "Madame de Misery shall tell you."
"Why do you not call Laurent also?" said he, laughing.
"Oh!" cried the queen in a rage, "not to be believed!"
"My dear sister, if I believed you, others would not."
"What others?"
"Those who saw you as well as myself."
"Who were they?"
"M. Philippe de Taverney, for instance."
"My brother?" cried Andrée.
"Yes; shall we ask him?"
"Immediately."
"Mon Dieu!" murmured Andrée, "my brother a witness!"
"Yes; I wish it;" and she went to seek him at his father's.
He was just leaving, after the scene we have described with his father, when the messenger met him. He came quickly, and Marie Antoinette turned to him at once.
"Sir," said she, "are you capable of speaking the truth?"
"Incapable of anything else, madame."
"Well, then, say frankly, have you seen me at any public place within the last week?"
"Yes, madame."
All hearts beat so that you might have heard them.
"Where?" said the queen, in a terrible voice.
Philippe was silent.
"Oh, no concealment, sir! My brother says you saw me at the ball of the Opera."
"I did, madame."
The queen sank on a sofa; then, rising furiously, she said:
"It is impossible, for I was not there! Take care, M. de Taverney!"
"Your majesty," said Andrée, pale with anger, "if my brother says he saw you, he did see you."
"You also!" cried Marie Antoinette; "it only remains now for you to have seen me. Pardieu! my enemies overwhelm me."
"When I saw that the blue domino was not the king," said the Comte d'Artois, "I believed him to be that nephew of M. de Suffren whom you received so well here the other night."
The queen colored.
"Did it not look something like his tournure, M. de Taverney?" continued the count.
"I did not remark, monseigneur," said he, in a choking voice.
"But I soon found out that it was not he; for suddenly I saw him before me, and he was close by you when your mask fell off."
"So he saw me too?"
"If he were not blind, he did."
The queen rang.
"What are you about to do?"
"Send for him also, and ask. I will drain this cup to the dregs!"
"I do not think he can come," said Philippe.
"Why?"
"Because I believe he is not well."
"Oh, he must come, monsieur! I am not well either, but I would go to the end of the world barefoot to prove——"
All at once Andrée, who was near the window, uttered an exclamation.
"What is it?" cried the queen.
"Oh, nothing; only here comes M. de Charny."
The queen, in her excitement, ran to the window, opened it, and cried, "M. de Charny!"
He, full of astonishment, hastened to enter.
CHAPTER XXXVII.
AN ALIBI.
M. de Charny entered, a little pale, but upright, and not apparently suffering.
"Take care, sister," said the Comte d'Artois; "what is the use of asking so many people?"
"Brother, I will ask the whole world, till I meet some one who will tell you you are deceived."
Charny and Philippe bowed courteously to each other, and Philippe said in a low voice, "You are surely mad to come out wounded; one would say you wished to die."
"One does not die from the scratch of a thorn in the Bois de Boulogne," replied Charny.
The queen approached, and put an end to this conversation. "M. de Charny," said she, "these gentlemen say that you were at the ball at the Opera?"
"Yes, your majesty."
"Tell us what you saw there."
"Does your majesty mean whom I saw there?"
"Precisely; and no complaisant reserve, M. de Charny."
"Must I say, madame?"
The cheeks of the queen assumed once more that deadly paleness, which had many times that morning alternated with a burning red.
"Did you see me?" she asked.
"Yes, your majesty, at the moment when your mask unhappily fell off."
Marie Antoinette clasped her hands.
"Monsieur," said she, almost sobbing, "look at me well; are you sure of what you say?"
"Madame, your features are engraved in the hearts of your subjects; to see your majesty once is to see you forever."
"But, monsieur," said she, "I assure you I was not at the ball at the Opera."
"Oh, madame," said the young man, bowing low, "has not your majesty the right to go where you please?"
"I do not ask you to find excuses for me; I only ask you to believe."
"I will believe all your majesty wishes me to believe," cried he.
"Sister, sister, it is too much," murmured the count.
"No one believes me!" cried she, throwing herself on the sofa, with tears in her eyes.
"Sister, pardon me," said the count tenderly, "you are surrounded by devoted friends; this secret, which terrifies you so, we alone know. It is confined to our hearts, and no one shall drag it from us while we have life."
"This secret! oh, I want nothing but to prove the truth."
"Madame," said Andrée, "some one approaches."
The king was announced.
"The king! oh, so much the better. He is my only friend; he would not believe me guilty even if he thought he saw me."
The king entered with an air of calmness, in strange contrast to the disturbed countenances of those present.
"Sire," said the queen, "you come àpropos; there is yet another calumny, another insult to combat."
"What is it?" said Louis, advancing.
"An infamous report. Aid me, sire, for now it is no longer my enemies that accuse me, but my friends."
"Your friends!"
"Yes, sire; M. le Comte d'Artois, M. de Taverney, and M. de Charny affirm that they saw me at the ball at the Opera."
"At the ball at the Opera!" cried the king.
A terrible silence ensued.
Madame de la Motte saw the mortal paleness of the queen, the terrible disquietude of the king and of all the others, and with one word she could have put an end to all this, and saved the queen, not only now, but in the future, from much distress. But she said to herself that it was too late; that they would see, if she spoke now, that she had deceived them before when the simple truth would have been of such advantage to the queen, and she should forfeit her newly-acquired favor. So she remained silent.
The king repeated, with an air of anguish, "At the ball at the Opera! Does M. de Provence know this?"
"But, sire, it is not true. M. le Comte d'Artois is deceived; M. de Taverney is deceived; M. de Charny, you are deceived, one may be mistaken."
All bowed.
"Come," continued she, "call all my people, ask every one. You say it was Saturday?"
"Yes, sister."
"Well, what did I do on Saturday? Let some one tell me, for I think I am going mad, and shall begin at last to believe that I did go to this infamous ball. But, gentlemen, if I had been there I would have confessed it."
At this moment the king approached her, every cloud gone from his brow. "Well, Marie," said he, "if it was Saturday, there is no need to call your women, or only to ask them at what hour I came to your room. I believe it was past eleven."
"Oh!" cried the queen, joyfully, "you are right, sire." And she threw herself into his arms; then, blushing and confused, she hid her face on his shoulder, while he kissed her tenderly.
"Well," said the Comte d'Artois, full of both surprise and joy, "I will certainly buy spectacles. But on my word, I would not have lost this scene for a million of money. Would you, gentlemen?"
Philippe was leaning against the wainscot as pale as death. Charny wiped the burning drops from his forehead.
"Therefore, gentlemen," said the king, turning towards them, "I know it to be impossible that the queen was that night at the ball at the Opera. Believe it or not, as you please. The queen I am sure is content that I know her to be innocent."
"Well," said M. d'Artois, "Provence may say what he pleases, but I defy his wife to prove an alibi in the same way, if she should be accused of passing the night out."
"Charles!"
"Pardon, sire, now I will take my leave."
"Well, I will go with you." And once more kissing the queen's hand, they left the room.
"M. de Taverney," said the queen severely, when they were gone, "do you not accompany M. d'Artois?"
Philippe started, all the blood rushed to his head, and he had hardly strength to bow and leave the room.
Andrée was to be pitied also. She knew that Philippe would have given the world to have taken M. de Charny away with him, but she felt as though she could not follow to comfort him, leaving Charny alone with the queen, or only with Madame de la Motte, who, she instinctively felt, was worse than no one. But why this feeling? She could not love Charny; that, she told herself, was impossible. So slight and recent an acquaintance, and she who had vowed to love no one. Why then did she suffer so much when Charny addressed words of such respectful devotion to the queen? Was not this jealousy? "Yes," she thought, but only jealousy that this woman should draw all hearts towards her, while the whole world of gallantry and love passed her coldly by. It was no attraction to be a living problem, ever cold and reserved like Andrée; they felt it, turned from her beauty and her intellect, and contented themselves with mere politeness. Andrée felt this deeply; but on the night when they first met Charny, he showed towards her nothing of this coldness or reserve; she was to him as interesting as any other beautiful woman, and she felt cheered and warmed by it. But now the queen absorbed his every look and thought, and left her lonely again; therefore she did not follow her brother, although she suffered in his sufferings, and almost idolized him. She did not, however, attempt to mingle in the conversation, but sat down by the fire almost with her back to the queen and Charny, while Madame de la Motte stood in one of the deep windows, nearly out of sight, although she could observe all that passed.
The Queen remained silent for some minutes, then she said, almost to herself, "Would any one believe that such things pass here?" Then, turning to Charny, said, "We hear, sir, of the dangers of the sea and of the fury of tempests, but you have doubtless encountered all their assaults, and you are still safe and honored."
"Madame——"
"Then the English, our enemies, have attacked you with their guns and their power, but still you are safe; and on account of the enemies you have conquered, the king felicitates and admires you, and the people bless and love you; therefore, blessed are such enemies who menace us only with death. Our enemies do not endanger existence, it is true, but they add years to our lives; they make us bow the head, fearing, though innocent, to meet, as I have done, the double attacks of friends and enemies. And then, sir, if you knew how hard it is to be hated!"
Andrée listened anxiously for his reply, but he only leaned against the wall, and grew pale.
The queen looked at him, and said, "It is too hot here; Madame de la Motte, open the window; monsieur is accustomed to the fresh sea-breezes; he would stifle in our boudoirs."
"It is not that, madame; but I am on duty at two o'clock, and unless your majesty wishes me to remain——"
"Oh! no, monsieur; we know what duty is. You are free," said the queen, in a tone of slight pique.
Charny bowed, and disappeared like a man in haste; but in a minute they heard from the ante-chamber the sound of a groan, and people hurrying forward. The queen, who was near the door, opened it, and uttered an exclamation; and was going out, when Andrée rose quickly, saying, "Oh no! madame."
Then they saw through the open door the guards assisting M. de Charny, who had fainted. The queen closed the door, and sat down again, pensive and thoughtful. At last, she said, "It is an odd thing, but I do not believe M. de Charny was convinced!"
"Oh, madame! in spite of the king's word—impossible!"
"He may have thought the king said it for his own sake."
"My brother was not so incredulous," said Andrée.
"It would be very wrong," continued the queen, not heeding her; "he could not have as noble a heart as I thought. But, after all, why should he believe? He thought he saw me. They all thought so. There is something in all this; something which I must clear up. Andrée, I must find out what it all means."
"Your majesty is right; you must investigate it."
"For," continued the queen, "people said they saw me at M. Mesmer's."
"But your majesty was there," said Madame de la Motte.
"Yes; but I did not do what they insist they saw me do. And they saw me at the Opera, and I was not there. Oh!" cried she, "at last I guess the truth."
"The truth!" stammered the countess.
"Oh! I hope so," said Andrée.
"Send for M. de Crosne," said the queen, joyously.
CHAPTER XXXVIII.
M. DE CROSNE.
M. de Crosne had felt himself in no slight degree embarrassed since his interview with the king and queen. It was no light matter to have the care of the interests of a crown and of the fame of a queen; and he feared that he was about to encounter all the weight of a woman's anger and a queen's indignation. He knew, however, that he had but done his duty, and he entered, therefore, tranquilly, with a smile on his face.
"Now, M. de Crosne," said the queen, "it is our turn for an explanation."
"I am at your majesty's orders."
"You ought to know the cause of all that has happened to me, sir."
M. de Crosne looked round him rather frightened.
"Never mind these ladies," said the queen; "you know them both; you know every one."
"Nearly," said the magistrate; "and I know the effects, but not the cause, of what has happened to your majesty."
"Then I must enlighten you, although it is a disagreeable task. I might tell you in private, but my thoughts and words are always open as the day; all the world may know them. I attribute the attacks that have been made upon me to the misconduct of some one who resembles me, and who goes everywhere; and thus your agents have made these mistakes."
"A resemblance!" cried M. de Crosne, too much occupied with the idea to observe the unquiet look which Jeanne could not for a moment prevent appearing.
"Well, sir, do you think this impossible; or do you prefer to think that I am deceiving you?"
"Oh no, madame! but surely, however strong a resemblance may be, there must be some points of difference to prevent people being so deceived."
"It seems not, sir; some are deceived."
"Oh! and I remember," said Andrée, "when we lived at Taverney Maison Rouge, we had a servant who very strongly——"
"Resembled me?"
"Most wonderfully, your majesty."
"And what became of her?"
"We did not then know the great generosity of your majesty's mind, and my father feared that this resemblance might be disagreeable to you; and when we were at Trianon we kept her out of sight."
"You see, M. de Crosne. Ah! this interests you."
"Much, madame."
"Afterwards, dear Andrée?"
"Madame, this girl, who was of an ambitious disposition and troublesome temper, grew tired of this quiet life, and had doubtless made bad acquaintances, for one night when I went to bed I was surprised not to see her; we sought her in vain, she had disappeared."
"Did she steal anything?"
"Nothing, madame."
"You did not know all this, M. de Crosne?"
"No, madame."
"Thus, then, there is a woman whose resemblance to me is striking, and you do not know her. I fear your police is badly organized."
"No, madame; a police magistrate is but a man, and though the vulgar may rate his power as something almost superhuman, your majesty is more reasonable."
"Still, sir, when a man has secured all possible powers for penetrating secrets, when he pays agents and spies, and to such an extent as to know every movement I make, he might prevent this sort of thing."
"Madame, when your majesty passed the night out, I knew it, the day you went to see madame at the Rue St. Claude; therefore my police is not bad. When you went to M. Mesmer's, my agents saw you. When you went to the Opera——"
The queen started.
"Pardon me, madame, if I saw you; but if your own brother-in-law mistook you, surely an agent at a crown a day may be pardoned for having done so. They thought they saw you, and reported accordingly; therefore my police is not bad. They also knew this affair of the journalist, so well punished by M. de Charny."
"M. de Charny!" cried the queen and Andrée in a breath.
"Yes, madame: his blows are yet fresh on the shoulders of the journalist."
"M. de Charny committed himself with this fellow!"
"I know it by my calumniated police, madame; and also, which was more difficult, the duel which followed."
"A duel! M. de Charny fought?"
"With the journalist?" asked Andrée.
"No, madame; the journalist was too well beaten to give M. de Charny the sword-thrust which made him faint here just now."
"Wounded!" cried the queen; "how and when? He was here just now."
"Oh!" said Andrée, "I saw that he suffered."
"What do you say?" cried the queen, almost angrily; "you saw that he suffered, and did not mention it!"
Andrée did not reply.
Jeanne, who wished to make a friend of her, came to her aid, saying, "I also, madame, saw that M. de Charny had difficulty in standing up while your majesty spoke to him."
"Monsieur," said the queen again to M. de Crosne, "with whom and why did M. de Charny fight?"
"With a gentleman who—— But really, madame, it is useless now. The two adversaries are friends again, for they spoke just now in your majesty's presence."
"In my presence!"
"Yes, madame; the conqueror left about twenty minutes ago."
"M. de Taverney!" cried the queen.
"My brother!" murmured Andrée.
"I believe," said M. de Crosne, "that it was he with whom M. de Charny fought."
The queen made an angry gesture. "It is not right," she said; "these are American manners brought to Versailles. It is not because one has fought under M. Lafayette and Washington that my court should be disgraced by such proceedings. Andrée, did you know your brother had fought?"
"Not till this moment, madame."
"Why did he fight?"
"If my brother fought," said Andrée, "it was in your majesty's service."
"That is to say, that M. de Charny fought against me."
"Your majesty, I spoke only of my brother, and of no one else."
The queen tried hard to remain calm. She walked once or twice up and down the room, and then said, "M. de Crosne, you have convinced me: I was much disturbed by these rumors and accusations; your police is efficient, but I beg you not to forget to investigate this resemblance of which I have spoken. Adieu!" and she held out her hand to him with her own peculiar grace.
Andrée made a movement to depart. The queen gave her a careless adieu.
Jeanne also prepared to leave, when Madame de Misery entered.
"Madame," said she to the queen, "did your majesty appoint this hour to receive MM. Bœhmer and Bossange?"
"Oh, yes, it is true; let them come in. Remain a little longer, Madame de la Motte; I want the king to make a full peace with you." Perhaps she wished to pique Andrée by this favor to a newcomer, but Andrée did not seem to heed.
"All these Taverneys are made of iron," thought the queen. "Ah, gentlemen, what do you bring me now? you know I have no money."
CHAPTER XXXIX.
THE TEMPTRESS.
Madame de la Motte remained, therefore, as before.
"Madame," replied M. Bœhmer, "we do not come to offer anything to your majesty, we should fear to be indiscreet; but we come to fulfil a duty, and that has emboldened us——"
"A duty?"
"Concerning the necklace which your majesty did not deign to take."
"Oh! then, the necklace has come again," said Marie Antoinette, laughing. "It was really beautiful, M. Bœhmer."
"So beautiful," said Bossange, "that your majesty alone was worthy to wear it."
"My consolation is," said the queen, with a sigh which did not escape Jeanne, "that it cost a million and a half. Was not that the price, M. Bœhmer?"
"Yes, your majesty."
"And in these times," continued the queen, "there is no sovereign that can give such a sum for a necklace; so that although I cannot wear it, no one else can: and once broken up, I should care nothing about it."
"That is an error of your majesty's; the necklace is sold."
"Sold!" cried the queen. "To whom?"
"Ah! madame, that is a state secret."
"Oh!" said the queen, "I think I am safe. A state secret means that there is nothing to tell."
"With your majesty," continued Bœhmer, as gravely as ever, "we do not act as with others. The necklace is sold, but in the most secret manner, and an ambassador——"
"I really think he believes it himself!" interrupted the queen, laughing again. "Come, M. Bœhmer, tell me at least the country he comes from, or, at all events, the first letter of his name."
"Madame, it is the ambassador from Portugal," said Bœhmer, in a low voice, that Madame de la Motte might not hear.
"The ambassador from Portugal!" said the queen. "There is none here, M. Bœhmer."
"He came expressly for this, madame."
"Do you imagine so?"
"Yes, madame."
"What is his name?"
"M. de Souza."
The queen did not reply for a few minutes, and then said, "Well, so much the better for the Queen of Portugal. Let us speak of it no more."
"But allow us one moment, madame," said Bœhmer.
"Have you ever seen those diamonds?" said the queen to Jeanne.
"No, madame."
"They are beautiful. It is a pity these gentlemen have not brought them."
"Here they are," said Bœhmer, opening the case.
"Come, countess, you are a woman, and these will please you."
Jeanne uttered a cry of admiration when she saw them, and said, "They are indeed beautiful."
"1,500,000 francs, which you hold in the palm of your hand," said the queen.
"Monsieur was right," said Jeanne, "when he said that no one was worthy to wear these diamonds but your majesty."
"However, my majesty will not wear them."
"We could not let them leave France without expressing our regret to your majesty. It is a necklace which is now known all over Europe, and we wished to know definitively that your majesty really refused it before we parted with it."
"My refusal has been made public," said the queen, "and has been too much applauded for me to repent of it."
"Oh, madame!" said Bœhmer, "if the people found it admirable that your majesty preferred a ship of war to a necklace, the nobility at least would not think it surprising if you bought the necklace after all."
"Do not speak of it any more," said Marie Antoinette, casting at the same time a longing look at the casket.
Jeanne sighed, "Ah, you sigh, countess; in my place you would act differently."
"I do not know, madame."
"Have you looked enough?"
"Oh no! I could look forever."
"Let her look, gentlemen; that takes nothing from the value. Unfortunately, they are still worth 1,500,000 francs."
"Oh," thought Jeanne, "she is regretting it." And she said, "On your neck, madame, they would make all women die with jealousy, were they as beautiful as Cleopatra or Venus." And, approaching, she clasped it round her neck. "Ah, your majesty is beautiful so!"
The queen turned to the mirror. It was really splendid; every one must have admired. Marie Antoinette forgot herself for a time in admiration; then, seized with fear, she tried to take it off.
"It has touched your majesty's neck; it ought not to belong to any one else," said Bœhmer.
"Impossible!" said the queen, firmly. "Gentlemen, I have amused myself with these jewels; to do more would be a fault."
"We will return to-morrow," said Bœhmer.
"No; I must pay sooner or later; and, besides, doubtless you want your money. You will get it soon."
"Yes, your majesty," said the merchant, a man of business again.
"Take the necklace back," said the queen; "put it away immediately."
"Your majesty forgets that such a thing is equal to money itself."
"And that in a hundred years it will be worth as much as it is now," said Jeanne.
"Give me 1,500,000 francs," said the queen, "and we shall see."
"Oh, if I had them!"
MM. Bœhmer and Bossange took as long as possible to put back the necklace, but the queen did not speak.
At last they said, "Your majesty refuses them?"
"Yes, oh yes!" And they quitted the room.
Marie Antoinette remained sitting, looking rather gloomy, and beating with her foot in an impatient manner; at last she said, "Countess, it seems the king will not return; we must defer our supplication till another time."
Jeanne bowed respectfully.
"But I will not forget you," added the queen.
"She is regretting and desiring," thought Jeanne, as she left; "and yet she is a queen."
CHAPTER XL.
TWO AMBITIONS THAT WISH TO PASS FOR TWO LOVES.
When Jeanne returned to her pretty little house in the faubourg, it was still early; so she took a pen and wrote a few rapid lines, enclosed them in a perfumed envelope, and rang the bell. "Take this letter to Monseigneur the Cardinal de Rohan," said she.
In five minutes the man returned.
"Well," said Madame de la Motte, impatiently, "why are you not gone?"
"Just as I left the house, madame, his eminence came to the door. I told him I was about to go to his hotel with a letter from you; he read it, and is now waiting to come in."
"Let him enter," said the countess.
Jeanne had been thinking all the way home of the beautiful necklace, and wishing it was hers. It would be a fortune in itself.
The cardinal entered. He also was full of desires and ambitions, which he wished to hide under the mask of love.
"Ah, dear Jeanne," said he, "you have really become so necessary to me that I have been gloomy all day knowing you to be so far off. But you have returned from Versailles?"
"As you see, monseigneur."
"And content?"
"Enchanted."
"The queen received you, then?"
"I was introduced immediately on my arrival."
"You were fortunate. I suppose, from your triumphant air, that she spoke to you."
"I passed three hours in her majesty's cabinet."
"Three hours! You are really an enchantress whom no one can resist. But perhaps you exaggerate. Three hours!" he repeated; "how many things a clever woman like you might say in three hours!"
"Oh, I assure you, monseigneur, that I did not waste my time."
"I dare say that in the whole three hours you did not once think of me."
"Ungrateful man!"
"Really!" cried the cardinal.
"I did more than think of you; I spoke of you."
"Spoke of me! to whom?" asked the prelate, in a voice from which all his power over himself could not banish some emotion.
"To whom should it be but to the queen?"
"Ah, dear countess, tell me about it. I interest myself so much in all that concerns you, that I should like to hear the most minute details."
Jeanne smiled. She knew what interested the cardinal as well as he did himself. Then she related to him all the circumstances which had so fortunately made her, from a stranger, almost the friend and confidant of the queen.
Scarcely had she finished, when the servant entered to announce supper.
Jeanne invited the cardinal to accompany her.
He gave her his arm, and they went in together.
During supper, the cardinal continued to drink in long draughts of love and hope from the recitals which Jeanne kept making to him from time to time. He remarked also, with surprise, that, instead of making herself sought like a woman that knows that you have need of her, she had thrown off all her former pride, and only seemed anxious to please him. She did the honors of her table as if she had all her life mixed in the highest circles; there was neither awkwardness nor embarrassment.
"Countess," said he at length, "there are two women in you."
"How so?"
"One of yesterday, and another of to-day."
"And which does your excellency prefer?"
"I do not know, but at least the one of this evening is a Circe—a something irresistible."
"And which you will not attempt to resist, I hope, prince as you are."
The cardinal imprinted a long kiss on her hand.
CHAPTER XLI.
FACES UNDER THEIR MASKS.
Two hours had elapsed, and the conversation still continued. The cardinal was now the slave, and Jeanne was triumphant. Two men often deceive each other as they shake hands, a man and a woman as they kiss; but here, each only deceived the other because they wished to be deceived: each had an end to gain, and for that end intimacy was necessary.
The cardinal now did not demonstrate his impatience, but always managed to bring back the conversation to Versailles, and to the honors which awaited the queen's new favorite.
"She is generous," said he, "and spares nothing towards those she loves. She has the rare talent of giving a little to every one, and a great deal to a few."
"You think, then, she is rich?"
"She makes resources with a word or a smile; no minister, except perhaps Turgot, ever refused her anything."
"Well," said Madame de la Motte, "I have seen her poorer than you think."
"What do you mean?"
"Are those rich who are obliged to impose privations on themselves?"
"Privations! What do you mean, dear countess?"
"I will tell you what I saw—I saw the queen suffer. Do you know what a woman's desire is, my dear prince?"
"No, countess; but I should like you to tell me."
"Well, the queen has a desire, which she cannot satisfy."
"For what?"
"For a diamond necklace."
"Oh, I know what you mean—the diamonds of MM. Bœhmer and Bossange."
"Precisely."
"That is an old story, countess."
"Old or new, it is a real vexation for a queen not to be able to buy what was intended for a simple favorite. Fifteen more days added to the life of Louis XV., and Jeanne Vaubernier would have had what Marie Antoinette cannot buy."
"My dear countess, you mistake; the queen could have had it, and she refused it; the king offered them to her."
And he recounted the history of the ship of war.
"Well," said she, "after all, what does that prove?"
"That she did not want them, it seems to me."
Jeanne shrugged her shoulders.
"You know women and courts, and believe that? The queen wanted to do a popular act, and she has done it."
"Good!" said the cardinal; "that is how you believe in the royal virtues. Ah, skeptic, St. Thomas was credulous, compared to you!"
"Skeptic or not, I can assure you of one thing—that the queen had no sooner refused it than she earnestly desired to have it."
"You imagine all this, my dear countess; for if the queen has one quality more than another, it is disinterestedness. She does not care for gold or jewels, and likes a simple flower as well as a diamond."
"I do not know that; I only know she wishes for this necklace."
"Prove it, countess."
"It is easy. I saw the necklace, and touched it."
"Where?"
"At Versailles, when the jewelers brought it for the last time to try and tempt the queen."
"And it is beautiful?"
"Marvelous! I, who am a woman, think that one might lose sleep and appetite in wishing for it."
"Alas! why have I not a vessel to give the king?"
"A vessel!"
"Yes, for in return he would give me the necklace, and then you could eat and sleep in peace."
"You laugh."
"No, really."
"Well, I will tell you something that will astonish you. I would not have the necklace."
"So much the better, countess, for I could not give it to you."
"Neither you nor any one—that is what the queen feels."
"But I tell you that the king offered it to her."
"And I tell you that women like best those presents that come from people from whom they are not forced to accept them."
"I do not understand you."
"Well, never mind; and, after all, what does it matter to you, since you cannot have it?"
"Oh, if I were king and you were queen, I would force you to have it."
"Well, without being king, oblige the queen to have it, and see if she is angry, as you suppose she would be."
The cardinal looked at her with wonder.
"You are sure," said he, "that you are not deceived, and that the queen wishes for it?"
"Intensely. Listen, dear prince. Did you tell me, or where did I hear it, that you would like to be minister?"
"You may have heard me say so, countess."
"Well, I will bet that the queen would make that man a minister who would place the necklace on her toilet within a week."
"Oh, countess!"
"I say what I think. Would you rather I kept silent?"
"Certainly not."
"However, it does not concern you, after all. It is absurd to suppose that you would throw away a million and a half on a royal caprice; that would be paying too dearly for the portfolio, which you ought to have for nothing, so think no more of what I have said."
The cardinal continued silent and thoughtful.
"Ah, you despise me now!" continued she; "you think I judge the queen by myself. So I do; I thought she wanted these diamonds because she sighed as she looked at them, and because in her place I should have coveted them."
"You are an adorable woman, countess! You have, by a wonderful combination, softness of mind and strength of heart; sometimes you are so little of a woman that I am frightened; at others, so charmingly so, that I bless Heaven and you for it. And now we will talk of business no more."
"So be it," thought Jeanne; "but I believe the bait has taken, nevertheless."
Indeed, although the cardinal said, "Speak of it no more," in a few minutes he asked, "Does not Bœhmer live somewhere on the Quai de la Ferraille, near the Pont Neuf?"
"Yes, you are right; I saw the name on the door as I drove along."
Jeanne was not mistaken—the fish had taken the hook; and the next morning the cardinal drove to M. Bœhmer. He intended to preserve his incognito, but they knew him, and called him "Monseigneur" directly.
"Well, gentlemen," said he, "if you know me, keep my secret from others."
"Monseigneur may rely upon us. What can we do for your eminence?"
"I come to buy the necklace which you showed her majesty."
"Really we are in despair, but it is too late."
"How so?"
"It is sold."
"Impossible, as you offered it only yesterday to the queen."
"Who again refused it, so our other bargain held good."
"And with whom was this bargain?"
"It is secret, monseigneur."
"Too many secrets, M. Bœhmer," said he, rising; "but I should have thought that a French jeweler would prefer selling these beautiful stones in France. You prefer Portugal—very well."
"Monseigneur knows that!" cried the jeweler.
"Well, is that astonishing?"
"No one knew it but the queen."
"And if that were so?" said M. de Rohan without contradicting a supposition that flattered him.
"Ah! that would change matters."
"Why so, sir?"
"May I speak freely?"
"Certainly."
"The queen wishes for the necklace."
"You think so?"
"I am sure of it."
"Then why did she not buy it?"
"Because she had already refused the king, and she thought it would look capricious to buy it now."
"But the king wished her to have it."
"Yes, but he thanked her for refusing; therefore I think she wishes to have it without seeming to buy it."
"Well, you are wrong, sir."
"I am sorry for it, monseigneur. It would have been our only excuse for breaking our word to the Portuguese ambassador."
The cardinal reflected for a moment. "Then, sir, let us suppose that the queen wishes for your necklace."
"Oh! in that case, monseigneur, we would break through anything, that she should have it."
"What is the price?"
"1,500,000 francs."
"How do you want payment?"
"The Portuguese was to give 100,000 francs down, and I was to take the necklace myself to Lisbon, where the balance was to be paid."
"Well, the 100,000 francs down you shall have; that is reasonable. As for the rest——"
"Your eminence wishes for time? With such a guarantee, we should not object; only credit implies a loss. The interest of our money must be considered."
"Well, call it 1,600,000 francs, and divide the time of payment into three periods, making a year."
"That would be a loss to us, sir."
"Oh! nonsense; if I paid you the whole amount to-morrow, you would hardly know what to do with it."
"There are two of us, monseigneur."
"Well, you will receive 500,000 francs every four months. That ought to satisfy you."
"Monseigneur forgets that these diamonds do not belong to us; if they did, we should be rich enough to wait; they belong to a dozen different creditors. We got some from Hamburg, some from Naples, one at Buenos Ayres, and one at Moscow. All these people wait for the sale of the necklace to be paid. The profit that we make is all that will be ours; and we have already had it two years on hand."
M. de Rohan interrupted him. "After all," said he, "I have not seen the necklace."
"True, monseigneur; here it is."
"It is really superb," cried the cardinal; "it is a bargain?"
"Yes, monseigneur. I must go to the ambassador and excuse myself."
"I did not think there was a Portuguese ambassador just now."
"M. de Souza arrived incognito."
"To buy this necklace?"
"Yes, monseigneur."
"Oh! poor Souza, I know him well," said he, laughing.
"With whom am I to conclude the transaction?" asked M. Bœhmer.
"With myself; you will see no one else. To-morrow I will bring the 100,000 francs, and will sign the agreement. And as you are a man of secrets, M. Bœhmer, remember that you now possess an important one."
"Monseigneur, I feel it, and will merit your confidence and the queen's."
M. de Rohan went away happy, like all men who ruin themselves in a transport of passion.
The next day M. Bœhmer went to the hotel of the Portuguese ambassador. At the moment he knocked at the door, M. Beausire was going through some accounts with M. Ducorneau, while Don Manoël was taking over some new plan with the valet, his associate.
M. Ducorneau was charmed to find an ambassador so free from national prejudice as to have formed his whole establishment of Frenchmen. Thus his conversation was full of praises of him.
"The Souzas, you see," replied Beausire, "are not of the old school of Portuguese. They are great travelers, very rich, who might be kings if they liked."
"And do they not?"
"Why should they? With a certain number of millions, and the name of a prince, one is better than a king."
"Ah, Portugal will soon become great with such men at its head. But when is the presentation to take place? It is most anxiously looked for. The people around begin to talk of it, and to collect about the doors of the hotel, as though they were of glass, and they could see through."
"Do you mean the people of the neighborhood?" asked Beausire.
"And others; for, the mission of M. de Souza being a secret one, you may be sure the police would soon interest themselves about it; and look," continued Ducorneau, leading Beausire to the window, "do you see that man in the brown surtout, how he looks at the house?"
"Yes, he does indeed. Who do you take him to be?"
"Probably a spy of M. de Crosne. However, between ourselves, M. de Crosne is not equal to M. Sartines. Did you know him?"
"No."
"Ah! he would have found out all about you long ago, in spite of all your precautions."
A bell rang. "His excellency rings!" said Beausire, who was beginning to feel embarrassed by the conversation, and opening the door quickly, he nearly knocked down two of the clerks who were listening.
CHAPTER XLII.
IN WHICH M. DUCORNEAU UNDERSTANDS NOTHING OF WHAT IS PASSING.
Don Manoël was less yellow than usual, that is to say, he was more red. He had just been having a fierce altercation with his valet, and they were still disputing when Beausire entered.
"Come, M. Beausire, and set us right," said the valet.
"About what?"
"This 100,000 francs. It is the property of the association, is it not?"
"Certainly."
"Ah, M. Beausire agrees with me."
"Wait," said Don Manoël.
"Well, then," continued the valet, "the chest ought not to be kept close to the ambassador's room."
"Why not?" asked Beausire.
"M. Manoël ought to give us each a key to it."
"Not so," said Manoël; "do you suspect me of wishing to rob the association? I may equally suspect you, when you ask for a key."
"But," said the valet, "we have all equal rights."
"Really, monsieur, if you wish to make us all equal, we ought to have played the ambassador in turn. It would have been less plausible in the eyes of the public, but it would have satisfied you."
"And besides," said Beausire, "M. Manoël has the incontestable privilege of the inventor."
"Oh," replied the valet, "the thing once started, there are no more privileges. I do not speak for myself only; all our comrades think the same."
"They are wrong," said both Manoël and Beausire.
"I was wrong myself to take the opinion of M. Beausire; of course the secretary supports the ambassador."
"Monsieur," replied Beausire, "you are a knave, whose ears I would slit, if it had not already been done too often. You insult me by saying that I have an understanding with Manoël."
"And me also," said Manoël.
"And I demand satisfaction," added Beausire.
"Oh, I am no fighter."
"So I see," said Beausire, seizing hold of him.
"Help! help!" cried the valet, attacked at once by both of them. But just then they heard a bell ring.
"Leave him, and let him open the door," said Manoël.
"Our comrades shall hear all this," replied the valet.
"Tell them what you please; we will answer for our conduct."
"M. Bœhmer!" cried the porter from below.
"Well, we shall have no more contests about the 100,000 francs," said Manoël; "for they will disappear with M. Bœhmer."
M. Bœhmer entered, followed by Bossange. Both looked humble and embarrassed. Bœhmer began, and explained that political reasons would prevent their fulfilling their contract.
Manoël cried out angrily; Beausire looked fierce.
Manoël said "that the bargain was completed, and the money ready."
Bœhmer persisted.
Manoël, always through Beausire, replied, "that his Government had been apprised of the conclusion of the bargain, and that it was an insult to his queen to break it off."
M. Bœhmer was very sorry, but it was impossible to act otherwise.
Beausire, in Manoël's name, refused to accept the retractation, and abused M. Bœhmer as a man without faith, and ended by saying, "You have found some one to pay more for it."
The jewelers colored.
Beausire saw that he was right, and feigned to consult his ambassador. "Well," said he at length, "if another will give you more for your diamonds, we would do the same, rather than have this affront offered to our queen. Will you take 50,000 francs more?"
Bœhmer shook his head.
"100,000, or even 150,000," continued Beausire, willing to offer anything rather than lose the booty.
The jewelers looked dazzled for a moment, consulted together, and then said, "No, monsieur, it is useless to tempt us. A will more powerful than our own compels us to decline. You understand, no doubt, that it is not we who refuse. We only obey the orders of one greater than any of us."
Beausire and Manoël saw that it was useless to say more, and tried to look and speak indifferently on the matter.
Meanwhile the valet had been listening attentively, and just then making an unlucky movement, stumbled against the door. Beausire ran to the ante-chamber. "What on earth are you about?" cried he.
"Monsieur, I bring the morning despatches."
"Good," said Beausire, taking them from him, "now go."
They were letters from Portugal, generally very insignificant, but which, passing through their hands before going to Ducorneau, often gave them useful information about the affairs of the embassy.
The jewelers, hearing the word despatches, rose to leave like men who had received their congé.
"Well," said Manoël, when they were gone, "we are completely beaten. Only 100,000 francs, a poor spoil; we shall have but 8,000 each."
"It is not worth the trouble. But it might be 50,000 each."
"Good," replied Manoël, "but the valet will never leave us now he knows the affair has failed."
"Oh, I know how we will manage him. He will return immediately, and claim his share and that of his comrades, and we shall have the whole house on our hands. Well, I will call him first to a secret conference; then leave me to act."
"I think I understand," said Manoël.
Neither, however, would leave his friend alone with the chest while he went to call him.
Manoël said "that his dignity as ambassador prevented him from taking such a step."
"You are not ambassador to him," said Beausire; "however, I will call through the window."
The valet, who was just beginning a conversation with the porter, hearing himself called, came up.
Beausire said to him, with a smiling air, "I suppose you were telling this business to the porter?"
"Oh, no."
"Are you sure?"
"I swear!"
"For if you were, you were committing a great folly, and have lost a great deal of money."
"How so?"
"Why, at present only we three know the secret, and could divide the 100,000 francs between us, as they all now think we have given it to M. Bœhmer."
"Morbleu!" cried the valet, "it is true: 33,300 francs each."
"Then you accept?"
"I should think so."
"I said you were a rogue," said Beausire, in a thundering voice; "come, Don Manoël, help me to seize this man, and give him up to our associates."
"Pardon! pardon!" cried the unfortunate, "I did but jest."
"Shut him up until we can devise his punishment."
The man began to cry out.
"Take care," said Beausire, "that Ducorneau does not hear us."
"If you do not leave me alone," said the valet, "I will denounce you all."
"And I will strangle you," said Don Manoël, trying to push him into a neighboring closet.
"Send away Ducorneau somewhere, Beausire, while I finish this fellow."
When he had locked him up, he returned to the room. Beausire was not there; Don Manoël felt tempted. He was alone, and Beausire might be some little time; he could open the chest, take out all the bank-notes, and be off in two minutes. He ran to the room where it was: the door was locked. "Ah," thought he, "Beausire distrusted me, and locked the door before he went." He forced back the lock with his sword, and then uttered a terrible cry. The chest was opened and empty. Beausire had got, as we know, a second key; he had forestalled Manoël.
Manoël ran down like a madman; the porter was singing at the door—he asked if Beausire had passed.
"Yes, some ten minutes ago."
Manoël became furious, summoned them all, and ran to release the unfortunate valet. But when he told his story, Manoël was accused of being an accomplice of Beausire, and they all turned against him.
M. Ducorneau felt ready to faint, when he entered and saw the men preparing to hang M. de Souza. "Hang M. de Souza!" cried he. "It is high treason."
At last they threw him into a cellar, fearing his cries would arouse the neighborhood.
At that moment loud knocks at the door disturbed them,—they looked at each other in dismay. The knocks were repeated, and some one cried, "Open in the name of the Portuguese ambassador."
On hearing this, each made his escape in terror, as he best could, scrambling over walls and roofs. The true ambassador could only enter by the help of the police.
They found and arrested M. Ducorneau, who slept that night in the Châtelet.
Thus ended the adventure of the sham embassy from the Portugal.
CHAPTER XLIII.
ILLUSIONS AND REALITIES.
Beausire, on leaving the house, ran as fast as possible down the Rue Coquillière, then into the Rue St. Honoré, and took everywhere the most intricate and improbable turnings he could think of, and continued this until he became quite exhausted. Then, thinking himself tolerably safe, he sat down in the corn market, on a sack, to recover his breath. "Ah!" thought he, "now I have made my fortune; I will be an honest man for the future, and I will make Oliva an honest woman. She is beautiful, and she will not mind leading a retired life with me in some province, where we shall live like lords. She is very good; she has but two faults, idleness and pride, and as I shall satisfy her on both these points, she will be perfect." He then began to reflect on what he should do next. They would seek him, of course, and most likely divide into different parties, and some would probably go first to his own house. Here lay his great difficulty, for there they would find Oliva, and they might ill-treat her. They might even take her as a hostage, speculating on his love for her. What should he do? Love carried the day; he ran off again like lightning, took a coach, and drove to the Pont Neuf. He then looked cautiously down the Rue Dauphine to reconnoiter, and he saw two men, who seemed also looking anxiously down the street. He thought they were police spies, but that was nothing uncommon in that part of the town; so, bending his back, and walking lamely, for disguise, he went on till he nearly reached his house. Suddenly he thought he saw the coat of a gendarme in the courtyard; then he saw one at the window of Oliva's room. He felt ready to drop, but he thought his best plan was to walk quietly on; he had that courage, and passed the house. Heavens! what a sight! the yard was full of soldiers, and among them a police commissioner. Beausire's rapid glance showed him what he thought disappointed faces. He thought that M. de Crosne had somehow begun to suspect him, and, sending to take him, had found only Oliva.
"I cannot help her now," thought he; "I should only lose my money and destroy us both. No, let me place that in safety, and then I will see what can be done." He therefore ran off again, taking his way almost mechanically towards the Luxembourg; but as he turned the corner of the Rue St. Germain, he was almost knocked down by a handsome carriage which was driving towards the Rue Dauphine, and, raising his head to swear at the coachman, he thought he saw Oliva inside, talking with much animation to a handsome man who sat by her. He gave a cry of surprise, and would have run after it, but he could not again encounter the Rue Dauphine. He felt bewildered, for he had before settled that Oliva had been arrested in her own house, and he fancied his brain must be turning when he believed he saw her in the carriage. But he started off again and took refuge in a small cabaret at the Luxembourg, where the hostess was an old friend. There he gradually began to recover again his courage and hope. He thought the police would not find him, and that his money was safe. He remembered also that Oliva had committed no crime, and that the time was passed when people were kept prisoners for nothing. He also thought that his money would soon obtain her release, even if she were sent to prison, and he would then set off with her for Switzerland. Such were his dreams and projects as he sat sipping his wine.
CHAPTER XLIV.
OLIVA BEGINS TO ASK WHAT THEY WANT OF HER.
If M. Beausire had trusted to his eyesight, which was excellent, instead of trusting his imagination, he would have spared himself much regret and many mistakes. It was, in fact, Oliva who sat in the carriage by the side of a man, whom he would also have recognized if he had looked a little longer. She had gone that morning, as usual, to take a walk in the gardens of the Luxembourg, where she had met the strange friend whose acquaintance she had made the day of the ball at the Opera.
It was just as she was about to return that he appeared before her, and said, "Where are you going?"
"Home, monsieur."
"Just what the people want who are there waiting for you."
"Waiting for me? No one is there for me."
"Oh, yes, a dozen visitors at least."
"A whole regiment, perhaps?" said Oliva, laughing.
"Perhaps, had it been possible to send a whole regiment, they would have done so."
"You astonish me!"
"You would be far more astonished if I let you go."
"Why?"
"Because you would be arrested."
"I! arrested?"
"Assuredly. The twelve gentlemen who wait for you are sent by M. de Crosne."
Oliva trembled. Some people are always fearful on certain points. But she said:
"I have done nothing; why should they arrest me?"
"For some intrigue, perhaps."
"I have none."
"But you have had."
"Oh, perhaps."
"Well, perhaps they are wrong to wish to arrest you, but the fact is that they do desire to do so. Will you still go home?"
"You deceive me," said Oliva; "if you know anything, tell me at once. Is it not Beausire they want?"
"Perhaps; he may have a conscience less clear than yours."
"Poor fellow!"
"Pity him, if you like; but if he is taken, there is no need for you to be taken too."
"What interest have you in protecting me?" asked she. "It is not natural for a man like you."
"I would not lose time if I were you; they are very likely to seek you here, finding you do not return."
"How should they know I am here?"
"Are you not always here? My carriage is close by, if you will come with me. But I see you doubt still."
"Yes."
"Well, we will commit an imprudence to convince you. We will drive past your house, and when you have seen these gentlemen there, I think you will better appreciate my good offices."
He led her to the carriage, and drove to the Rue Dauphine, at the corner of which they passed Beausire. Had Oliva seen him, doubtless she would have abandoned everything to fly with him and share his fate, whatever it might be; but Cagliostro, who did see him, took care to engage her attention by showing her the crowd, which was already in sight, and which was waiting to see what the police would do.
When Oliva could distinguish the soldiers who filled her house, she threw herself into the arms of her protector in despair. "Save me! save me!" she cried.
He pressed her hand. "I promise you."
"But they will find me out anywhere."
"Not where I shall take you; they will not seek you at my house."
"Oh!" cried she, frightened, "am I to go home with you?"
"You are foolish," said he; "I am not your lover, and do not wish to become so. If you prefer a prison, you are free to choose."
"No," replied she, "I trust myself to you, take me where you please."
He conducted her to the Rue Neuve St. Gilles, into a small room on the second floor.
"How triste!" said she; "here, without liberty, and without even a garden to walk in."
"You are right," said he; "besides, my people would see you here at last."
"And would betray me, perhaps."
"No fear of that. But I will look out for another abode for you; I do not mean you to remain here."
Oliva was consoled; besides, she found amusing books and easy-chairs.
He left her, saying, "If you want me, ring; I will come directly if I am at home."
"Ah!" cried she, "get me some news of Beausire."
"Before everything." Then, as he went down, he said to himself, "It will be a profanation to lodge her in that house in the Rue St. Claude; but it is important that no one should see her, and there no one will. So I will extinguish the last spark of my old light."
CHAPTER XLV.
THE DESERTED HOUSE.
When Cagliostro arrived at the deserted house in the Rue St. Claude, with which our readers are already acquainted, it was getting dark, and but few people were to be seen in the streets.
Cagliostro drew a key from his pocket, and applied it to the lock; but the door was swollen with the damp, and stiff with age, and it required all his strength to open it. The courtyard was overgrown with moss, the steps crumbling away; all looked desolate and deserted. He entered the hall, and lighted a lamp which he had brought with him. He felt a strange agitation as he approached the door which he had so often entered to visit Lorenza. A slight noise made his heart beat quickly; he turned, and saw an adder gliding down the staircase; it disappeared in a hole near the bottom.
He entered the room; it was empty, but in the grate still lay some ashes, the remains of the furniture which had adorned it, and which he had burned there. Among it several pieces of gold and silver still sparkled. As he turned, he saw something glittering on the floor; he picked it up. It was one of those silver arrows with which the Italian women were in the habit of confining their hair. He pressed it to his lips, and a tear stood in his eyes as he murmured, "Lorenza!" It was but for a moment; then he opened the window and threw it out, saying to himself, "Adieu! this last souvenir, which would soften me. This house is about to be profaned—another woman will ascend the staircase, and perhaps even into this room, where Lorenza's last sigh still vibrates; but to serve my end the sacrifice shall be made. I must, however, have some alterations made."
He then wrote on his tablets the following words: "To M. Lenoir, my architect,—Clean out the court and vestibule, restore the coach-house and stable, and demolish the interior of the pavilion. To be done in eight days."
"Now, let us see," said he to himself, "if we can perfectly distinguish the window of the countess. It is infallible," said he, after looking out; "the women must see each other."
The next day fifty workmen had invaded the house and commenced the projected alterations, which were completed within the given time. Some of the passers-by saw a large rat hung up by the tail.
CHAPTER XLVI.
JEANNE THE PROTECTRESS.
M. le Cardinal de Rohan received, two days after his visit to M. Bœhmer, the following note:
"His Eminence the Cardinal de Rohan knows, doubtless, where he will sup this evening."
"From the little countess," said he; "I will go."
Among the footmen given to her by the cardinal, Jeanne had distinguished one, black-haired and dark-eyed, and, as she thought, active and intelligent. She set this man to watch the cardinal, and learned from him that he had been twice to M. Bœhmer's. Therefore she concluded the necklace was bought, and yet he had not communicated it to her. She frowned at the thought, and wrote the note which we have seen.
M. de Rohan sent before him a basket of Tokay and other rarities, just as if he was going to sup with La Guimard or Mademoiselle Dangeville. Jeanne determined not to use any of it at supper.
"When they were alone, she said to him:
"Really, monseigneur, one thing afflicts me."
"What, countess?"
"To see, not only that you no longer love me, but that you never have loved me."
"Oh, countess! how can you say so?"
"Do not make excuses, monseigneur; it would be lost time."
"Oh, countess!"
"Do not be uneasy; I am quite indifferent about it now."
"Whether I love you or not?"
"Yes, because I do not love you."
"That is not flattering."
"Indeed, we are not exchanging compliments, but facts. We have never loved each other."
"Oh, as for myself, I cannot allow that; I have a great affection for you, countess."
"Come, monseigneur, let us esteem each other enough to speak the truth, and that is, that there is between us a much stronger bond than love—that is, interest."
"Oh, countess, what a shame!"
"Monseigneur, if you are ashamed, I am not."
"Well, countess, supposing ourselves interested, how can we serve each other?"
"First, monseigneur, I wish to ask you a question. Why have you failed in confidence towards me?"
"I! How so, pray?"
"Will you deny that, after skilfully drawing from me the details—which, I confess, I was not unwilling to give you—concerning the desire of a certain great lady for a certain thing, you have taken means to gratify that desire without telling me?"
"Countess, you are a real enigma, a sphinx."
"Oh, no enigma, cardinal; I speak of the queen, and of the diamonds which you bought yesterday of MM. Bœhmer and Bossange."
"Countess!" cried he, growing pale.
"Oh, do not look so frightened," continued she. "Did you not conclude your bargain yesterday?"
He did not speak, but looked uncomfortable, and half angry. She took his hand.
"Pardon, prince," she said, "but I wished to show you your mistake about me; you believe me foolish and spiteful."
"Oh, countess, now I understand you perfectly. I expected to find you a pretty woman and a clever one, but you are better than this. Listen to me: you have, you say, been willing to become my friend without loving me?"
"I repeat it," replied she.
"Then you had some object?"
"Assuredly. Do you wish me to tell it to you?"
"No; I understand it. You wished to make my fortune; that once done, you are sure that my first care would be for yours. Am I right?"
"Yes, monseigneur; but I have not pursued my plans with any repugnance—the road has been a pleasant one."
"You are an amiable woman, countess, and it is a pleasure to discuss business with you. You have guessed rightly that I have a respectful attachment towards a certain person."
"I saw it at the Opera ball," she said.
"I know well that this affection will never be returned."
"Oh, a queen is only a woman, and you are surely equal to Cardinal Mazarin."
"He was a very handsome man," said M. de Rohan, laughing.
"And an excellent minister," said Jeanne.
"Countess, it is superfluous trouble to talk to you; you guess and know everything. Yes, I do wish to become prime minister. Everything entitles me to it—my birth, my knowledge of business, my standing with foreign courts, and the affection which is felt for me by the French people."
"There is but one obstacle," said Jeanne.
"An antipathy."
"Yes, of the queen's; and the king always ends by liking what she likes, and hating what she hates."
"And she hates me? Be frank, countess."
"Well, monseigneur, she does not love you."
"Then I am lost! Of what use is the necklace?"
"You deceive yourself, prince."
"It is bought."
"At least, it will show the queen that you love her. You know, monseigneur, we have agreed to call things by their right names."
"Then you say you do not despair of seeing me one day prime minister?"
"I am sure of it."
"And what are your own ambitions?"
"I will tell you, prince, when you are in a position to satisfy them."
"We will hope for that day."
"Now let us sup."
"I am not hungry."
"Then let us talk."
"I have nothing more to say."
"Then go."
"How! is that what you call our alliance? Do you send me away?"
"Yes, monseigneur."
"Well, countess, I will not deceive myself again about you." Before leaving, however, he turned, and said, "What must I do now, countess?"
"Nothing; wait for me to act. I will go to Versailles."
"When?"
"To-morrow."
"And when shall I hear from you?"
"Immediately."
"Then I abandon myself to your protection; au revoir, countess."
CHAPTER XLVII.
JEANNE PROTECTED.
Mistress of such a secret, rich in such a future, and supported by such a friend, Jeanne felt herself strong against the world. To appear at court, no longer as a suppliant, as the poor mendicant, drawn from poverty by Madame de Boulainvilliers, but as a Valois, with an income of 100,000 francs; to be called the favorite of the queen, and consequently governing the king and state through her.—Such was the panorama that floated before the eyes of Jeanne.
She went to Versailles. She had no audience promised, but she trusted to her good fortune, and as the queen had received her so well before, all the officials were anxious to serve her. Therefore, one of the doorkeepers said aloud, as the queen came from chapel, to one of her gentlemen, "Monsieur, what am I to do? Here is Madame la Comtesse de la Motte Valois asking admission, and she has no letter of audience."
The queen heard and turned round. "Did you say Madame de la Motte Valois was here?" she asked.
"Your majesty, the doorkeeper says so."
"I will receive her; bring her to the bath-room."
The man told Jeanne what he had done. She drew out her purse; but he said, "Will Madame la Comtesse allow this debt to accumulate? Some day she can pay me with interest."
"You are right, my friend; I thank you."
Marie Antoinette looked serious when Jeanne entered.
"She supposes I am come again to beg," thought Jeanne.
"Madame," said the queen, "I have not yet had an opportunity to speak to the king."
"Oh, your majesty has already done too much for me; I ask nothing more. I came——" she hesitated.
"Is it something urgent, that you did not wait to ask for an audience?"
"Urgent! Yes, madame; but not for myself."
"For me, then?" and the queen conducted her into the bath-room, where her women were waiting for her. Once in the bath, she sent them away.
"Now, countess."
"Madame," said Jeanne, "I am much embarrassed."
"Why so?"
"Your majesty knows the kindness I have received from M. de Rohan."
The queen frowned. "Well, madame?"
"Yesterday his eminence came to see me, and spoke to me as usual of your majesty's goodness and kindness."
"What does he want?"
"I expressed to him all my sense of your generosity, which constantly empties your purse, and told him that I felt almost guilty in thinking of your majesty's gift to myself, and remembering that were it not for such liberality your majesty need not have been forced to deny yourself the beautiful necklace which became you so well. When I related this circumstance to M. de Rohan, I saw him grow pale and the tears came into his eyes. Indeed, madame, his fine face, full of admiration for, and emotion caused by, your noble conduct, is ever before my eyes."
"Well, countess, if he has impressed you so deeply, I advise you not to let him see it. M. de Rohan is a worldly prelate, and gathers the sheep as much for himself as for his Lord."
"Oh, madame!"
"It is not I who say it: that is his reputation; he almost glories in it; his trophies are numerous, and some of them have made no little scandal."
"Well, madame, I am sure he thought then of no one but your majesty."
The queen laughed.
"Your majesty's modesty will not allow you to listen to praises."
"Not from the cardinal—I suspect them all."
"It is not my part," replied Jeanne, respectfully, "to defend any one who has incurred your majesty's displeasure."
"M. de Rohan has offended me, but I am a queen and a Christian, and do not wish to dwell on offenses."
Jeanne was silent.
"You think differently to me on this subject?"
"Completely, your majesty."
"You would not speak so if you knew what he has done against me; but as you have so great a friendship for him, I will not attack him again before you. You have not, then, forgotten the diamonds?"
"Oh, madame, I have thought of them night and day. They will look so well on your majesty."
"What do you mean? They are sold to the Portuguese ambassador."
Jeanne shook her head.
"Not sold!" cried the queen.
"Yes, madame, but to M. de Rohan."
"Oh," said the queen, becoming suddenly cold again.
"Oh! your majesty," cried Jeanne; "do not be ungenerous towards him. It was the impulse of a generous heart that your majesty should understand and sympathize with. When he heard my account he cried,—'What! the queen refuse herself such a thing, and perhaps see it one day worn by one of her subjects!' And when I told him that it was bought for the Queen of Portugal, he was more indignant than ever. He cried, 'It is no longer a simple question of pleasure for the queen, but of the dignity of the French crown. I know the spirit of foreign courts; they will laugh at our queen because they happen to have more money to spare: and I will never suffer this.' And he left me abruptly. An hour after I heard that he had bought the necklace."
"For 1,500,000 francs?"
"1,600,000, madame."
"With what intention?"
"That at least if your majesty would not have them no one else should."
"Are you sure it is not for some mistress?"
"I am sure he would rather break it to pieces than see it on any other neck than your own."
Marie Antoinette reflected, and her expressive countenance showed clearly every thought that passed through her mind. At last she said:
"What M. de Rohan has done is a noble trait of a delicate devotion, and you will thank him for me."
"Oh yes, madame."
"You will add, that he has proved to me his friendship, and that I accept it, but not his gift."
"But, madame——"
"No, but as a loan. He has advanced his money and his credit to please me, and I will repay him. Bœhmer has asked for money down?"
"Yes, madame."
"How much?"
"100,000 francs."
"That is my quarter's allowance from the king. I received it this morning; it is in advance, but still I have it." She rang the bell. Her woman came and wrapped her in warm sheets, and then she dressed herself. Once more alone in her bedroom with Jeanne, she said:
"Open that drawer, and you will see a portfolio."
"Here it is, madame."
"It holds the 100,000 francs—count them."
Jeanne obeyed.
"Take them to the cardinal with my thanks; each quarter I will pay the same. In this manner I shall have the necklace which pleased me so much, and if it embarrasses me to pay it, at least it will not hurt the king; and I shall have gained the knowledge that I have a friend who has guessed my wishes." Then, after a pause, "You will add, countess, that M. de Rohan will be welcome at Versailles to receive my thanks."
Jeanne went away full of joy and delight.
CHAPTER XLVIII.
THE QUEEN'S PORTFOLIO.
The cardinal was at home when Madame de la Motte came to his hotel. She had herself announced, and was immediately admitted.
"You come from Versailles?" said he.
"Yes."
"Well?"
"Well, monseigneur, what do you expect?"
"Ah, countess, you say that with an air that frightens me."
"You wished me to see the queen, and I have seen her; and that I should speak to her of you whom she has always so much disliked."
"And you did?"
"Yes, and her majesty listened."
"Say no more, countess, I see she will not overcome her repugnance."
"Oh! as to that, I spoke of the necklace."
"And did you dare to say that I wished——"
"To buy it for her? Yes."
"Oh, countess, you are sublime; and she listened?"
"Yes, but she refused."
"Oh, I am lost."
"Refused to accept it as a gift, but not as a loan."
"I lend to the queen! countess, it is impossible."
"It is more than giving, is it not?"
"A thousand times."
"So I thought."
The cardinal rose and came towards her. "Do not deceive me," he said.
"One does not play with the affections of a man like you, monseigneur."
"Then it is true?"
"The exact truth."
"I have a secret with the queen!" and he pressed Jeanne's hand.
"I like that clasp of the hand," she said, "it is like one man to another."
"It is that of a happy man to a protecting angel."
"Monseigneur, do not exaggerate."
"Oh, my joy! my gratitude! impossible."
"But lending a million and a half to the queen is not all you wish for? Buckingham would have asked for more."
"Buckingham believed what I dare not even dream of."
"The queen sends you word that she will see you with pleasure at Versailles."
The cardinal looked as pale as a youth who gives his first kiss of love.
"Ah," thought she, "it is still more serious than I imagined. I can get what I please from him, for he acts really not from ambition but from love."
He quickly recovered himself, however: "My friend," said he, "how does the queen mean to act about this loan she talks of?"
"Ah, you think she has no money. But she will pay you as she would have paid Bœhmer. Only if she had paid him all Paris must have known it, which she would not have liked, after the credit she has had for her refusal of it. You are a cashier for her, and a solvent one if she becomes embarrassed. She is happy and she pays. Ask no more."
"She pays?"
"Yes, she knows you have debts; and when I told her you had advanced 100,000 francs——"
"You told her?"
"Yes; why not?" Jeanne put her hand in her pocket, and drew out the portfolio. "The queen sends you this with thanks; it is all right, for I have counted it."
"Who cares for that? But the portfolio?"
"Well, it is not handsome."
"It pleases me, nevertheless."
"You have good taste."
"Ah, you quiz me."
"You have the same taste as the queen, at all events."
"Then it was hers?"
"Do you wish for it?"
"I cannot deprive you of it."
"Take it."
"Oh, countess, you are a precious friend; but while you have worked for me, I have not forgotten you."
Jeanne looked surprised.
"Yes," said he, "my banker came to propose to me some plan of a marsh to drain, which must be profitable. I took two hundred shares, and fifty of them are for you."
"Oh, monseigneur!"
"He soon returned, he had realized already on them cent. per cent. He gave me 100,000 francs, and here is your share, dear countess;" and from the pocket-book she had just given him he slid 25,000 francs into her hand.
"Thanks, monseigneur. What gratifies me most is, that you thought of me."
"I shall ever do so," said he, kissing her hand.
"And I of you, at Versailles."
CHAPTER XLIX.
IN WHICH WE FIND DR. LOUIS.
Perhaps our readers, remembering in what a position we left M. de Charny, will not dislike to return with us to that little ante-chamber at Versailles into which this brave seaman, who feared neither men nor elements, had fled, lest he should show his weakness to the queen. Once arrived there, he felt it impossible to go further; he stretched out his arms, and was only saved from falling to the ground by the aid of those around. He then fainted, and was totally ignorant that the queen had seen him, and would have run to his assistance had Andrée not prevented her, more even from a feeling of jealousy than from regard for appearances. Immediately after the king entered, and seeing a man lying supported by two guards, who, unaccustomed to see men faint, scarcely knew what to do, advanced, saying, "Some one is ill here."
At his voice the men started and let their burden fall.
"Oh!" cried the king, "it is M. de Charny. Place him on this couch, gentlemen." Then they brought him restoratives, and sent for a doctor.
The king waited to hear the result. The doctor's first care was to open the waistcoat and shirt of the young man to give him air, and then he saw the wound.
"A wound!" cried the king.
"Yes," said M. de Charny, faintly, "an old wound, which has reopened;" and he pressed the hand of the doctor to make him understand.
But this was not a court doctor, who understands everything; so, willing to show his knowledge, "Old, sir! this wound is not twenty-four hours old."
Charny raised himself at this, and said, "Do you teach me, sir, when I received my wound?" Then, turning round, he cried, "The king!" and hastened to button his waistcoat.
"Yes, M. de Charny, who fortunately arrived in time to procure you assistance."
"A mere scratch, sire," stammered Charny, "an old wound."
"Old or new," replied Louis, "it has shown me the blood of a brave man."
"Whom a couple of hours in bed will quite restore," continued Charny, trying to rise; but his strength failed him, his head swam, and he sank back again.
"He is very ill," said the king.
"Yes, sire," said the doctor, with importance, "but I can cure him."
The king understood well that M. de Charny wished to hide some secret from him, and determined to respect it. "I do not wish," said he, "that M. de Charny should run the risk of being moved; we will take care of him here. Let M. de Suffren be called, this gentleman recompensed, and my own physician, Dr. Louis, be sent for."
While one officer went to execute these orders, two others carried Charny into a room at the end of the gallery. Dr. Louis and M. de Suffren soon arrived. The latter understood nothing of his nephew's illness. "It is strange," said he; "do you know, doctor, I never knew my nephew ill before."
"That proves nothing," replied the doctor.
"The air of Versailles must be bad for him."
"It is his wound," said one of the officers.
"His wound!" cried M. de Suffren; "he never was wounded in his life."
"Oh, excuse me," said the officer, opening the shirt, covered with blood, "but I thought——"
"Well," said the doctor, who began to see the state of the case, "do not let us lose time disputing over the cause, but see what can be done to cure him."
"Is it dangerous, doctor?" asked M. de Suffren, with anxiety.
"Not at all," replied he.
M. de Suffren took his leave, and left Charny with the doctor. Fever commenced, and before long he was delirious. Three hours after the doctor called a servant, and told him to take Charny in his arms, who uttered doleful cries. "Roll the sheet over his head," said the doctor.
"But," said the man, "he struggles so much that I must ask assistance from one of the guards."
"Are you afraid of a sick man, sir? If he is too heavy for you, you are not strong enough for me. I must send you back to Auvergne." This threat had its effect. Charny, crying, fighting, and gesticulating, was carried by the man through the guards.
Some of the officers questioned the doctor.
"Oh! gentlemen," said he, "this gallery is too far off for me; I must have him in my own rooms."
"But I assure you, doctor, we would all have looked after him here. We all love M. de Suffren."
"Oh yes, I know your sort of care! The sick man is thirsty, and you give him something to drink, and kill him."
"Now there remains but one danger," said the doctor to himself, as he followed Charny, "that the king should want to visit him, and if he hear him—— Diable! I must speak to the queen." The good doctor, therefore, having bathed the head and face of his patient with cold water, and seen him safe in bed, went out and locked the door on him, leaving his servant to look after him. He went towards the queen's apartments, and met Madame de Misery, who had just been despatched to ask after the patient.
"Come with me," he said.
"But, doctor, the queen waits for intelligence."
"I am going to her."
"The queen wishes——"
"The queen shall know all she wishes. I will take care of that."
CHAPTER L.
ÆGRI SOMNIA.
The queen was expecting the return of Madame de Misery. The doctor entered with his accustomed familiarity. "Madame," he said, "the patient in whom your majesty and the king are interested is as well as any one can be who has a fever."
"Is it a slight wound?" asked the queen.
"Slight or not, he is in a fever."
"Poor fellow!—a bad fever?"
"Terrible!"
"You frighten me; dear doctor; you, who are generally so cheering. Besides, you look about you, as though you had a secret to tell."
"So I have."
"About the fever?"
"Yes."
"To tell me?"
"Yes."
"Speak, then, for I am curious."
"I wait for you to question me, madame."
"Well, how does the fever go on?"
"No; ask me why I have taken him away from the guard's gallery, where the king left him, to my own room."
"Well, I ask. Indeed it is strange."
"Then, madame, I did so, because it is not an ordinary fever."
The queen looked surprised. "What do you mean?"
"M. de Charny is delirious already, and in his delirium he says a number of things rather delicate for the gentlemen of the guard to hear."
"Doctor!"
"Oh, madame! you should not question me, if you do not wish to hear my answers."
"Well, then, dear doctor, is he an atheist? Does he blaspheme?"
"Oh, no! he is on the contrary a devotee."
The queen assumed a look of sang-froid. "M. de Charny," she said, "interests me. He is the nephew of M. de Suffren, and has besides rendered me personal services. I wish to be a friend to him. Tell me, therefore, the exact truth."
"But I cannot tell you, madame. If your majesty wishes to know, the only way is to hear him yourself."
"But if he says such strange things?"
"Things which your majesty ought to hear."
"But," said the queen, "I cannot move a step here, without some charitable spy watching me."
"I will answer for your security. Come through my private way, and I will lock the door after us."
"I trust to you, then, dear doctor." And she followed him, burning with curiosity.
When they reached the second door the doctor put his ear to the keyhole.
"Is your patient in there, doctor?"
"No, madame, or you would have heard him at the end of the corridor. Even here you can hear his voice."
"He groans."
"No, he speaks loud and distinct."
"But I cannot go in to him."
"I do not mean you to do so. I only wish you to listen in the adjoining room, where you will hear without being seen." They went on, and the doctor entered the sick-room alone.
Charny, still dressed in his uniform, was making fruitless efforts to rise, and was repeating to himself his interview with the German lady in the coach. "German!" he cried—"German! Queen of France!"
"Do you hear, madame?"
"It is frightful," continued Charny, "to love an angel, a woman—to love her madly—to be willing to give your life for her; and when you come near her, to find her only a queen—of velvet and of gold, of metal and of silk, and no heart."
"Oh! oh!" cried the doctor again.
"I love a married woman!" Charny went on, "and with that wild love which, makes me forget everything else. Well, I will say to her, there remain for us still some happy days on this earth. Come, my beloved, and we will live the life of the blessed, if we love each other. Afterwards there will be death—better than a life like this. Let us love at least."
"Not badly reasoned for a man in a fever," said the doctor.
"But her children!" cried Charny suddenly, with fury; "she will not leave her children. Oh! we will carry them away also. Surely I can carry her, she is so light, and her children too." Then he gave a terrible cry: "But they are the children of a king!"
The doctor left his patient and approached the queen.
"You are right, doctor," said she; "this young man would incur a terrible danger if he were overheard."
"Listen again," said the doctor.
"Oh, no more."
But just then Charny said, in a gentler voice:
"Marie, I feel that you love me, but I will say nothing about it. Marie, I felt the touch of your foot in the coach; your hand touched mine, but I will never tell; I will keep this secret with my life. My blood may all flow away, Marie, but my secret shall not escape with it. My enemy steeped his sword in my blood, but if he has guessed my secret, yours is safe. Fear nothing, Marie, I do not even ask you if you love me; you blushed, that is enough."
"Oh!" thought the doctor; "this sounds less like delirium than like memory."
"I have heard enough," cried the queen, rising and trembling violently; and she tried to go.
The doctor stopped her. "Madame," said he, "what do you wish?"
"Nothing, doctor, nothing."
"But if the king ask to see my patient?"
"Oh! that would be dreadful!"
"What shall I say?"
"Doctor, I cannot think; this dreadful spectacle has confused me."
"I think you have caught his fever," said the doctor, feeling her pulse.
She drew away her hand, and escaped.
CHAPTER LI.
ANDRÉE.
The doctor remained thoughtful, then said to himself,—"There are other difficulties here besides those I can contend with by science." He bathed again the temples of his patient, who for the time began to grow calmer.
All at once the doctor heard the rustling of a dress outside. "Can it be the queen returned?" thought he; and opening the door softly, he saw before him the motionless figure of a woman, looking like a statue of despair. It was almost dark; he advanced suddenly along the corridor to the place where the figure was standing. On seeing him, she uttered a cry.
"Who is there?" asked Doctor Louis.
"I, doctor!" replied a sweet and sorrowful voice—a voice that he knew but could not immediately recognize. "I, Andrée de Taverney," continued she.
"Oh, mon Dieu! what is the matter?" cried the doctor; "is she ill?"
"She! who?"
The doctor felt that he had committed an imprudence.
"Excuse me, but I saw a lady going away just now, perhaps it was you."
"Oh, yes, there has been a lady here before me, has there not?" asked Andrée, in a tone of emotion.
"My dear child," replied the doctor, "of whom do you speak? what do you want to know?"
"Doctor," answered Andrée, in a sorrowful voice, "you always speak the truth, do not deceive me now; I am sure there was a woman here before me."
"Doubtless. Why should I deceive you? Madame de Misery was here."
"It was Madame de Misery who came?"
"Certainly; what makes you doubt? What inexplicable beings women are."
"Dear doctor."
"Well, but to the point. Is she worse?"
"Who?"
"Pardieu, the queen."
"The queen!"
"Yes, the queen, for whom Madame de Misery came to fetch me, and who was troubled with her palpitations. If you come from her, tell me, and we will go back together."
"No, doctor, I do not come from the queen, and was even ignorant that she was suffering. But pardon me, doctor, I scarcely know what I an saying." In fact, she seemed on the point of fainting.
The doctor supported her. She rallied by a strong effort. "Doctor," she said, "you know I am nervous in the dark; I lost my way in these intricate passages, and have grown frightened and foolish."
"And why the devil should you be wandering about these dark passages, since you came for nothing?"
"I did not say I came for nothing, only that no one sent me."
"Well, if you have anything to say to me, come away from here, for I am tired of standing."
"Oh, I shall not be ten minutes; can any one hear us?"
"No one."
"Not even your patient in there?"
"Oh, no fear of his hearing anything."
Andrée clasped her hands. "Oh, mon Dieu!" she cried, "he is, then, very ill?"
"Indeed he is not well. But tell me quickly what brings you here, for I cannot wait."
"Well, doctor, we have spoken of it; I came to ask after him."
Doctor Louis received this confession with a solemn silence, which Andrée took for a reproach.
"You may excuse this step, doctor," she said, "as he was wounded in a duel with my brother."
"Your brother! I was ignorant of that."
"But now that you know it, you understand why I inquire after him."
"Oh, certainly, my child," said the good doctor, enchanted to find an excuse for being indulgent; "I could not know this."
"A duel between two gentlemen is a thing of everyday occurrence, doctor."
"Certainly; the only thing that could make it of importance would be that they have fought about a lady!"
"About a lady!"
"About yourself, for example."
Andrée sighed.
"Oh, doctor! they did not fight about me."
"Then," said the doctor, "is it your brother that has sent you for news of M. de Charny?"
"Oh, yes, my brother, doctor."
Dr. Louis looked at her scrutinizingly.
"I will find out the truth," thought he. Then he said, "Well, I will tell you the truth, that your brother may make his arrangements accordingly; you understand."
"No, doctor."
"Why, a duel is never a very agreeable thing to the king, and if it makes a scandal, he often banishes or imprisons the actors; but when death ensues, he is always inflexible. Therefore counsel your brother to hide for a time."
"Then," cried Andrée, "M. de Charny is—dangerously ill?"
"My dear young lady, if he is not out of danger by this time to-morrow, if before that time I cannot quell the fever that devours him, M. de Charny is a dead man."
Andrée bit her lips till the blood came, and clenched her hands till the nails stuck into the flesh, to stifle the cry that was ready to burst from her. Having conquered herself, she said, "My brother will not fly; he wounded M. de Charny in fair fight, and if he has killed him, he will take his chance."
The doctor was deceived. She did not come on her own account, he thought.
"How does the queen take it?" he asked.
"The queen? I know not. What is it to her?"
"But she likes your brother."
"Well, he is safe; and perhaps she will defend him if he is accused."
"Then, mademoiselle, you have learned what you wished. Let your brother fly, or not, as he pleases; that is your affair. Mine is to do the best to-night for the wounded man; without which, death will infallibly carry him off. Adieu."
Andrée fled back to her room, locked herself in, and falling on her knees by the side of her bed, "My God!" cried she, with a torrent of burning tears, "you will not leave this young man to die who has done no wrong, and who is so loved in this world. Oh! save him, that I may see a God of mercy, and not of vengeance." Her strength gave way, and she fell senseless on the floor. When her senses returned to her, her first muttered words were, "I love him! oh, I love him!"
CHAPTER LII.
DELIRIUM.
M. De Charny conquered the fever. The next day the report was favorable. Once out of danger, Doctor Louis ceased to take so much interest in him; and after the lapse of a week, as he had not forgotten all that had passed in his delirium, he wished to have him removed from Versailles: but Charny, at the first hint of this, rebelled, and said angrily, "that his majesty had given him shelter there, and that no one had a right to disturb him."
The doctor, who was not patient with intractable convalescents, ordered four men to come in and move him; but Charny caught hold of his bed with one hand, and struck furiously with the other at every one who approached; and with the effort, the wound reopened, the fever returned, and he began to cry out that the doctor wished to deprive him of the visions that he had in his sleep, but that it was all in vain; for that she who sent them to him was of too high rank to mind the doctor.
Then the doctor, frightened, sent the men away, and dressed the wound again; but as the delirium returned stronger than ever, he determined to go once more to the queen.
Marie Antoinette received him with a smile; she expected to hear that the patient was cured, but on hearing that he was very ill, she cried:
"Why, yesterday you said he was going on so well!"
"It was not true, madame."
"And why did you deceive me? Is there, then, danger?"
"Yes, madame, to himself and others; but the evil is moral, not physical. The wound in itself is nothing; but, madame, M. de Charny is fast becoming a monomaniac, and this I cannot cure. Madame, you will have ruined this young man."
"I, doctor! Am I the cause, if he is mad?"
"If you are not now, you soon will be."
"What must I do, then? Command me, doctor."
"This young man must be cured either with kindness or coercion. The woman whose name he evokes every instant must kill or cure him."
"Doctor, you exaggerate. Can you kill a man with a hard word, or cure a madman with a smile?"
"If your majesty be incredulous, I have only to pay my respects, and take leave."
"No, doctor; tell me what you wish."
"Madame, if you desire to free this palace from his cries, and from scandal, you must act."
"You wish me to come and see him?"
"Yes."
"Then I will call some one—Mademoiselle de Taverney, for example—and you have all ready to receive us. But it is a dreadful responsibility to run the risk of kill or cure, as you say."
"It is what I have to do every day. Come, madame, all is ready."
The queen sighed, and followed the doctor, without waiting for Andrée, who was not to be found.
It was eleven o'clock in the morning, and Charny was asleep, after the troubled night he had gone through. The queen, attired in an elegant morning dress, entered the corridor. The doctor advised her to present herself suddenly, determined to produce a crisis, either for good or ill; but at the door they found a woman standing, who had not time to assume her usual unmoved tranquillity, but showed an agitated countenance, and trembled before them.
"Andrée!" cried the queen.
"Yes, your majesty; you are here too!"
"I sent for you, but they could not find you."
Andrée, anxious to hide her feelings, even at the price of a falsehood, said, "I heard your majesty had asked for me, and came after you."
"How did you know I was here?"
"They said you were gone with Doctor Louis, so I guessed it."
"Well guessed," replied the queen, who was little suspicious, and forgot immediately her first surprise.
She went on, leaving Andrée with the doctor.
Andrée, seeing her disappear, gave a look full of anger and grief. The doctor said to her:
"Do you think she will succeed?"
"Succeed in what?"
"In getting this poor fellow removed, who will die here."
"Will he live elsewhere?" asked Andrée, surprised.
"I believe so."
"Oh, then, may she succeed!"
CHAPTER LIII.
CONVALESCENCE.
The queen walked straight up to where Charny lay, dressed, on a couch. He raised his head, wakened by her entrance.
"The queen!" cried he, trying to rise.
"Yes, sir, the queen," she replied, "who knows how you strive to lose both reason and life; the queen, whom you offend both dreaming and waking; the queen, who cares for your honor and your safety, and therefore comes to you. Is it possible," continued she, "that a gentleman, formerly renowned like you for his loyalty and honor, should become such an enemy as you have been to the reputation of a woman? What will my enemies do, if you set them the example of treason?"
"Treason!" stammered Charny.
"Yes, sir. Either you are a madman, and must be forcibly prevented from doing harm; or you are a traitor, and must be punished."
"Oh, madame, do not call me a traitor! From the mouth of a king, such an accusation would precede death; from the mouth of a woman, it is dishonor. Queen, kill me, or spare me!"
"Are you in your right mind, M. de Charny?" said the queen, in a moved voice.
"Yes, madame."
"Do you remember your wrongs towards me, and towards the king?"
"Mon Dieu!" he murmured.
"For you too easily forget, you gentlemen, that the king is the husband of the woman whom you insult, by raising your eyes to her—that he is the father of your future master, the dauphin; you forget, also, that he is a greater and better man than any of you—a man whom I esteem and love."
"Oh!" murmured Charny, with a groan, and seemed ready to faint.
This cry pierced the queen's heart; she thought he was about to die, and was going to call for assistance; but, after an instant's reflection, she went on: "Let us converse quietly, and be a man. Doctor Louis has vainly tried to cure you; your wound, which was nothing, has been rendered dangerous through your own extravagances. When will you cease to present to the good doctor the spectacle of a scandalous folly which disquiets him? When will you leave the castle?"
"Madame," replied Charny, "your majesty sends me away; I go, I go!" And he rose with a violent effort, as though he would have fled that instant, but, unable to stand, fell almost into the arms of the queen, who had risen to stop him.
She replaced him on the sofa; a bloody foam rose to his lips. "Ah, so much the better!" cried he; "I die, killed by you!" The queen forgot everything but his danger; she supported his drooping head on her shoulders, and pressed her cold hands to his forehead and heart. Her touch seemed to revive him as if by magic—he lived again; then she wished to fly, but he caught hold of her dress, saying:
"Madame, in the name of the respect which I feel for you——"
"Adieu, adieu!" cried the queen.
"Oh, madame, pardon me!"
"I do pardon you."
"Madame, one last look."
"M. de Charny," said the queen, trembling, "if you are not the basest of men, to-morrow you will be dead, or have left this castle."
He threw himself at her feet; she opened the door, and rushed away.
Andrée saw for an instant the young man on his knees before her, and felt struck with both hate and despair. She thought, as she saw the queen return, that God had given too much to this woman in adding to her throne and her beauty this half-hour with M. de Charny.
The doctor, occupied only with the success of the negotiation, said, "Well, madame, what will he do?"
"He will leave," replied the queen; and, passing them quickly, she returned to her apartment.
The doctor went to his patient, and Andrée to her room.
Doctor Louis found Charny a changed man, declaring himself perfectly strong, asking the doctor how he should be moved, and when he should be quite well, with so much energy that the doctor feared it was too much, and that he must relapse after it. He was, however, so reasonable as to feel the necessity of explaining this sudden change. "The queen has done me more good by making me ashamed of myself," he said, "than you, dear doctor, with all your science. She has vanquished me by an appeal to my amour propre."
"So much the better," said the doctor.
"Yes. I remember that a Spaniard—they are all boasters—told me one day, to prove the force of his will, that it sufficed for him in a duel which he had fought, and in which he had been wounded, to will that the blood should not flow in the presence of his adversary in order to retain it. I laughed at him. However, I now feel something like it myself; I think that if my fever and delirium wished to return, I could chase them away, saying, Fever and delirium, I forbid you to appear!"
"We know such things are possible," replied the doctor. "Allow me to congratulate you, for you are cured morally."
"Oh yes."
"Well, the physical cure will soon follow. Once sound in mind, you will be sound in body within a week."
"Thanks, doctor."
"And, to begin, you must leave this place."
"I am ready immediately."
"Oh, we will not be rash; we will wait till this evening. Where will you go?"
"Anywhere—to the end of the world if you like."
"That is too far for a first journey; we will content ourselves with Versailles. I have a house there where you shall go to-night."
Accordingly, that evening the four valets, who had been so rudely repulsed before, carried him to his carriage. The king had been hunting all day; Charny felt somewhat uneasy at leaving without apprizing him; but the doctor promised to make his excuses.
Andrée, concealed behind her curtains, saw the carriage drive off.
"If he resumes his desire to die," thought the doctor, "at least it will not be in my rooms, and under my care."
Charny arrived safely, however, and the next day the doctor found him so well, that he told him he thought he would require him no longer.
He received a visit from his uncle, and from an officer sent by the king to inquire after him. At the end of a week he could ride slowly on horseback: then the doctor advised him to go for a time to his estates in Picardy to regain strength. He accordingly took leave of the king, charged M. de Suffren with his adieus to the queen, who was ill that evening, and set off for his château at Boursonnes.
CHAPTER LIV.
TWO BLEEDING HEARTS.
On the day following the queen's visit to M. de Charny, Madlle. de Taverney entered the royal bedroom as usual at the hour of the petite toilette. The queen was just laughing over a note from Madame de la Motte. Andrée, paler than usual, looked cold and grave: the queen, however, being occupied, did not notice it, but merely turning her head, said in her usual friendly tone, "Bon jour, petite." At last, however, Andrée's silence struck her, and looking up she saw her sad expression and said, "Mon Dieu! Andrée, what is the matter? Has any misfortune happened to you?"
"Yes, madame, a great one."
"What is it?"
"I am going to leave your majesty."
"Leave me!"
"Yes, madame."
"Where are you going? and what is the cause of this sudden departure?"
"Madame, I am not happy in my affections; in my family affections, I mean," added Andrée, blushing.
"I do not understand you—you seemed happy yesterday."
"No, madame," replied Andrée, firmly. "Yesterday was one of the unhappy days of my life."
"Explain yourself."
"It would but fatigue your majesty, and the details are not worthy of your hearing. Suffice it to say, that I have no satisfaction in my family—that I have no good to expect in this world. I come, therefore, to beg your majesty's permission to retire into a convent."
The queen rose, and although with some effort to her pride, took Andrée's hand, and said: "What is the meaning of this foolish resolution? Have you not to-day, like yesterday, a father and a brother? and were they different yesterday from to-day? Tell me your difficulties. Am I no longer your protectress and mother?"
Andrée, trembling, and bowing low, said, "Madame, your kindness penetrates my heart, but does not shake my resolution. I have resolved to quit the court. I have need of solitude. Do not force me to give up the vocation to which I feel called."
"Since yesterday?"
"I beg your majesty not to make me speak on this point."
"Be free, then," said the queen, rather bitterly; "only I have always shown you sufficient confidence for you to have placed some in me. But it is useless to question one who will not speak. Keep your secrets, and I trust you will be happier away than you have been here. Remember one thing, however, that my friendship does not expire with people's caprices, and that I shall ever look on you as a friend. Now, go, Andrée; you are at liberty. But where are you going to?"
"To the convent of St. Denis, madame."
"Well, mademoiselle, I consider you guilty towards me of ingratitude and forgetfulness."
Andrée, however, left the room and the castle without giving any of those explanations which the good heart of the queen expected, and without in any way softening or humbling herself. When she arrived at home, she found Philippe in the garden—the brother dreamed, while the sister acted. At the sight of Andrée, whose duties always kept her with the queen at that hour, he advanced, surprised, and almost frightened, which was increased when he perceived her gloomy look.
He questioned her, and she told him that she was about to leave the service of the queen, and go into a convent.
He clasped his hands, and cried, "What! you also, sister?"
"I also! what do you mean?"
"'Tis a cursed contact for us, that of the Bourbons. You wish to take religious vows; you, at once the least worldly of women, and the least fitted for a life of asceticism. What have you to reproach the queen with?"
"I have nothing to reproach her with; but you, Philippe, who expected, and had the right to expect, so much—why did not you remain at court? You did not remain there three days; I have been there as many years."
"She is capricious, Andrée."
"You, as a man, might put up with it. I, a woman, could not, and do not wish to do so."
"All this, my sister, does not inform me what quarrel you have had with her."
"None, Philippe, I assure you. Had you any when you left her? Oh, she is ungrateful!"
"We must pardon her, Andrée; she is a little spoiled by flattery, but she has a good heart."
"Witness what she has done for you, Philippe."
"What has she done?"
"You have already forgotten. I have a better memory, and with one stroke pay off your debts and my own."
"Very dear, it seems to me, Andrée—to renounce the world at your age, and with your beauty. Take care, dear sister, if you renounce it young, you will regret it old, and will return to it when the time will be passed, and you have outlived all your friends."
"You do not reason thus for yourself, brother. You are so little careful of your fortunes, that when a hundred others would have acquired titles and gold, you have only said—she is capricious, she is perfidious, and a coquette, and I prefer not to serve her. Therefore, you have renounced the world, though you have not entered into a monastery."
"You are right, sister; and were it not for our father——"
"Our father! Ah, Philippe! do not speak of him," replied Andrée, bitterly. "A father should be a support to his children, or accept their support. But what does ours do? Could you confide a secret to M. de Taverney, or do you believe him capable of confiding in you? M. de Taverney is made to live alone in this world."
"True, Andrée, but not to die alone."
"Ah, Philippe! you take me for a daughter without feeling, but you know I am a fond sister; and to have been a good daughter, required only to have had a father; but everything seems to conspire to destroy in me every tender feeling. It never happens in this world that hearts respond; those whom we choose prefer others."
Philippe looked at her with astonishment. "What do you mean?" said he.
"Nothing," replied Andrée, shrinking from a confidence. "I think my brain is wandering; do not attend to my words."
"But——"
Andrée took his hand. "Enough on this subject, my dearest brother. I am come to beg you to conduct me to the convent of St. Denis; but be easy, I will take no vows. I can do that at a later period, if I wish. Instead of going, like most women, to seek forgetfulness, I will go to seek memory. It seems to me that I have too often forgotten my Creator. He is the only consolation, as He is really the only afflictor. In approaching Him more nearly, I shall do more for my happiness than if all the rich and great in this world had combined to make life pleasant to me."
"Still, Andrée, I oppose this desperate resolution, for you have not confided to me the cause of your despair!"
"Despair!" said she, with a disdainful air. "No, thank God, I am not despairing; no, a thousand times, no."
"This excess of disdain shows a state of mind which cannot last. If you reject the word 'despair,' I must use that of 'pique.'"
"Pique! do you believe that I am so weak as to yield up my place in the world through pique? Judge me by yourself, Philippe; if you were to retire to La Trappe, what would you call the cause of your determination?"
"I should call it an incurable grief."
"Well, Philippe, I adopt your words, for they suit me."
"Then," he replied, "brother and sister are alike in their lives: happy together, they have become unhappy at the same time." Then, thinking further remonstrance useless, he asked, "When do you want to go?"
"To-morrow, even to-day, if it were possible."
"I shall be ready whenever you require me."
Andrée retired to make her preparations. Soon she received this note from Philippe:
"You can see our father at five o'clock this evening. You must be prepared for reproaches, but an adieu is indispensable."
She answered:
"At five o'clock I will be with M. de Taverney all ready to start, and by seven we can be at St. Denis, if you will give me up your evening."
CHAPTER LV.
THE MINISTER OF FINANCE.
We have seen that the queen, before receiving Andrée, was smiling over a note from Madame de la Motte. She was, however, rendered serious by the interview with Mademoiselle de Taverney. Scarcely had she gone, when Madame de Misery came to announce M. de Calonne. He was a man of much intellect, but, foreseeing that disaster was hanging over France, determined to think only of the present, and enjoy it to the utmost. He was a courtier, and a popular man. M. de Necker had shown the impossibility of finding finances, and called for reforms which would have struck at the estates of the nobility and the revenues of the clergy; he exposed his designs too openly, and was overwhelmed by a torrent of opposition; to show the enemy your plan of attack is half to give them the victory. Calonne, equally alive to the danger, but seeing no way of escape, gave way to it. He completely carried with him the king and queen, who implicitly believed in his system, and this is, perhaps, the only political fault which Louis XVI was guilty of towards posterity. M. de Calonne was handsome, and had an ingratiating manner; he knew how to please a queen, and always arrived with a smile on his face, when others might have worn a frown.
The queen received him graciously, and said, "Have we any money, M. de Calonne?"
"Certainly, madame; we have always money."
"You are perfectly marvelous," replied she, "an incomparable financier, for you seem always ready when we want money."
"How much does your majesty require?"
"Explain to me first how you manage to find money, when M. Necker declared that there was none."
"M. Necker was right, madame; for when I became minister on the 3d of November, 1783, there were but one thousand and two hundred francs in the public treasury. Had M. Necker, madame, instead of crying out, 'There is no money,' done as I have done, and borrowed 100,000,000 the first year, and 125,000,000 the second, and had he been as sure as I am of a new loan of 80,000,000 for the third, he would have been a true financier. Every one can say there is no money, but not that there is plenty."
"That is what I compliment you on, sir; but how to pay all this?"
"Oh, madame, be sure we shall pay it," replied he, with a strange smile.
"Well, I trust to you," said the queen.
"I have now a project, madame," replied he, bowing, "which will put 20,000,000 into the pockets of the nation, and 7,000,000 or 8,000,000 into your own."
"They will be welcome, but where are they to come from?"
"Your majesty is aware that money is not of the same value in all the countries of Europe."
"Certainly. In Spain gold is dearer than in France."
"Your majesty is perfectly right. Gold in Spain has been for the last five or six years worth considerably more than in France; it results that the exporters gain on eight ounces of gold, that they send from here, about the value of fourteen ounces of silver."
"That is a great deal."
"Well, madame, I mean to raise the price of gold one-fifth of this difference, and where we have now thirty louis we shall then have thirty-two."
"It is a brilliant idea!" cried the queen.
"I believe it, and am happy that it meets your majesty's approbation."
"Always have such, and I am sure you will soon pay our debts."
"But allow me, madame, to return to what you want of me," said the minister.
"Would it be possible to have at present—I am afraid it is too much——"
Calonne smiled in an encouraging manner.
"500,000 francs?" continued the queen.
"Oh, madame, really your majesty frightened me; I was afraid it was something great."
"Then you can?"
"Assuredly."
"Without the king's knowledge?"
"Oh, madame, that is impossible. Every month all my accounts are laid before the king; however, he does not always read them."
"When can I have it?"
"What day does your majesty wish for it?"
"On the fifth of next month."
"Your majesty shall have it on the third."
"Thanks, M. de Calonne."
"My greatest happiness is to please your majesty, and I beg you never will allow yourself to be embarrassed for want of money." He rose, the queen gave him her hand to kiss, and then said, "After all, this money causes me some remorse, for it is for a caprice."
"Never mind; some one will gain by it."
"That is true; you have a charming mode of consoling one."
"Oh, madame, if we had none of us more reasons for remorse than you, we should all go straight to heaven."
"But it will be cruel to make the poor people pay for my caprices."
"Have no scruples, madame; it is not the poor who will pay."
"How so?" asked the queen, in some surprise.
"Because, madame, they have nothing to pay with."
He bowed and retired.
CHAPTER LVI.
THE CARDINAL DE ROHAN.
Hardly had M. de Calonne traversed the gallery, when Madame de la Motte was shown in to the queen.
"Madame," said she, "the cardinal is here." She then introduced him, and took her leave.
The cardinal, finding himself alone with the queen, bowed respectfully, without raising his eyes.
"Monsieur," said the queen, "I have heard of you what has effaced many wrongs."
"Permit me, madame," said he, trembling with real emotion, "to assure your majesty that these wrongs of which you speak I could explain in a few words."
"I do not forbid you to justify yourself," replied she, with dignity; "but if what you are about to say throws the smallest shade upon my family or country, you will only wound me still more. Let us leave this subject; and I will only see you under the fresh light, which shows you to me obliging, respectful, and devoted."
"Devoted until death," replied he.
"But," said Marie Antoinette, with a smile, "at present it is a question not of death, but of ruin; and I do not wish you devoted even so far. You shall live, and not be ruined, at least, not by me; for they say you are ruining yourself."
"Madame!"
"Oh! that is your own business; only, as a friend, I would counsel you to be economical—the king would like you better."
"I would become a miser to please your majesty."
"Oh, the king," replied she, with an accent on the word, "does not love misers either."
"I will become whatever your majesty desires," replied he, with a hardly-disguised passion.
"I said, then," continued she, "that you shall not be ruined for me. You have advanced money on my account, and I have the means of meeting the calls; therefore, regard the affair for the future as in my hands."
"To finish it, then, it only remains for me to offer the necklace to your majesty;" and drawing out the case, he presented it to her.
She took it, but did not open it, and laid it down by her side. She received kindly all his polite speeches, but as she was longing to be left alone with her diamonds, she began to answer somewhat absently.
He thought she was embarrassed, and was delighted, thinking it showed, at least, an absence of indifference. He then kissed her hand, and took leave, going away full of enthusiasm and hope.
Jeanne was waiting for him in the carriage, and received his ardent protestations with pleasure. "Well," said she, "shall you be Richelieu or Mazarin? Have her lips given you encouragement in ambition or love? Are you launched in politics or intrigue?"
"Do not laugh, dear countess; I am full of happiness."
"Already!"
"Assist me, and in three weeks I may be a minister."
"Peste! that is a long time; the next payment is in a fortnight."
"Ah! the queen has money, and will pay, and I shall have only the merit of the intention. It is too little; I would willingly have paid for this reconciliation with the whole sum."
"Make yourself easy," replied the countess; "you shall have this merit if you desire it."
"I should have preferred it; the queen would then have been under an obligation to me."
"Monseigneur, something tells me you will have this satisfaction. Are you prepared for it?"
"I have mortgaged all my revenue for the ensuing year."
"Then you have the money?"
"Certainly, for this payment; after that, I do not know what I shall do."
"Oh, this payment will give you three quiet months; who knows what may happen in three months?"
"That is true; but she said that the king wished me to incur no more debt."
"Two months in the ministry would set all straight."
"Countess!"
"Oh, do not be fastidious; if you do not assist yourself, others will."
"You are right. Where are you going now?"
"Back to the queen, to hear what she says of your interview."
"Good! I go to Paris."
"Why? You should go this evening to the 'jeu du roi;' it is good policy to keep your ground."
"No, countess; I must attend a rendezvous, for which I received a note this morning."
"A rendezvous?"
"Yes, and a serious one, by the contents of the note. Look."
"A man's writing," said the countess; and, opening the note, she read:
"MONSEIGNEUR,—Some one wishes to see you about raising an important sum of money. This person will wait on you this evening, at Paris, to solicit the honor of an interview."
"Anonymous—some beggar?"
"No, countess; no beggar would expose himself to the risk of being beaten by my servants. Besides, I fancy I have seen the writing before. So au revoir, countess."
"Apropos, monseigneur, if you are going to get a windfall, some large sum, I understand we are to share."
"Countess, you have brought me luck; I shall not be ungrateful." And they separated.
The cardinal was full of happy dreams: the queen had received him kindly. He would place himself at the head of her party, and make it a popular one; he would protect her, and for her sake would abandon his slothful life, and live an active one.
As soon as he arrived at his hotel, he commenced burning a box full of love-letters; then he called his steward to order some economical reforms, and sat down to his history of English politics. Soon he heard a ring, and a servant entered to announce the person who had written to him that morning.
"Ask his name," said the cardinal.
The man, having inquired, returned and said:
"M. le Comte de Cagliostro."
"Let him come in."
The count entered.
"Mon Dieu!" cried the cardinal, "is it possible? Joseph Balsamo, who was supposed to have perished in the flames?"
"Yes, monseigneur, more alive than ever."
"But, sir, you have taken a new name."
"Yes, monseigneur; the other recalled too many painful recollections. Possibly, you yourself would not have opened your door to Joseph Balsamo."
"I! oh yes, sir."
"Then monseigneur has a better memory and more honesty than most men."
"Monsieur, you once rendered me a service."
"Am I not, monseigneur, a good specimen of the results of my elixir?"
"I confess it, sir; but you seem above humanity—you, who distribute health and gold to all."
"Health perhaps, monseigneur, but not gold."
"You make no more gold."
"No, monseigneur."
"Why?"
"Because I lost the parcel of an indispensable ingredient which Althotas discovered, but of which I never had the receipt. He has carried that secret with him to the grave."
"He is dead, then? How, could you not preserve the life of this man, so useful to you, as you have kept yourself through so many centuries?"
"Because I can guard against illness, but not against such accidents as kill before I can act."
"He died from an accident, then?"
"The fire in which you thought I died killed him; or rather he, weary of life, chose to die."
"It is strange."
"No, it is natural; I have a hundred times thought of ending my life."
"But you have not done so."
"Because I enjoy a state of youth, in which health and pleasure kept me from ennui; but he had chosen one of old age. He was a savant, and cared only for science; and thus youth, with its thousand pleasures, would have constantly drawn him from its study. An old man meditates better than a young one. Althotas died a victim to his love of science: I lead a worldly life, and do nothing—I live like a planet."
"Oh, sir, your words and appearance bring to me dreams of my youth. It is ten years since I saw you."
"Yes; but if you are no longer a fine young man, you are a prince. Do you remember the day when, in my cabinet, I promised you the love of the woman whose fair locks I consulted?"
The cardinal turned from pale to red. Terror and joy almost stopped the beating of his heart.
"I remember," said he.
"Ah, let me try if I can still play the magician. This fair child of your dreams——"
"What is she doing now?"
"Ah, I suspect you yourself have seen her to-day; indeed, you have not long left her."
The cardinal could hardly stand.
"Oh, I beg, sir——" he cried.
"Let us speak of something else," said Cagliostro, sitting down.
CHAPTER LVII.
DEBTOR AND CREDITOR.
"Now that we have renewed our acquaintance, let us converse," said Cagliostro.
"Yes," replied the cardinal, "about the money you wrote of; it was a pretext, was it not?"
"No, monsieur, a serious matter, as it concerns a sum of 500,000 francs."
"The sum which you lent me?" cried the cardinal, growing pale.
"Yes, monseigneur; I love to see so good a memory in a great prince like you."
The cardinal felt overwhelmed by the blow. At last, trying to smile, he said:
"I thought that Joseph Balsamo had carried his debt with him to the tomb, as he threw the receipt into the fire."
"Monseigneur," replied the count, "the life of Joseph Balsamo is as indestructible as the sheet on which you wrote. Death cannot conquer the elixir of life; fire is powerless against asbestos."
"I do not understand," said the cardinal.
"You soon will," replied Cagliostro, producing a folded paper, which he offered to the prince.
He, before opening it, cried, "My receipt!"
"Yes, monseigneur, your receipt."
"But I saw you burn it."
"True, I threw it on the fire, but by accident you had written on a piece of asbestos, so that the receipt remained uninjured among the cinders."
"Monsieur," said the cardinal, haughtily, for he thought this a proof that he had been suspected, "believe me, I should not have denied my debt, even without this paper; therefore you were wrong to deceive me."
"I deceived you?"
"Yes; you made me think the paper was destroyed."
"To leave you the calm enjoyment of 500,000 francs."
"But, sir, why have you left such a sum for ten years unclaimed?"
"I knew, monseigneur, that it was safe. Various events have deprived me of my wealth; but, knowing that I had this sum in reserve, I have waited patiently until the last moment."
"And has that arrived?"
"Alas! yes, monseigneur."
"So that you can really wait no longer?"
"No, monseigneur."
"You want it at once?"
"If it please you to pay it."
The cardinal was at first silent, through despair. Then he said, in a hoarse voice:
"M. le Comte, we unhappy princes of the earth do not improvise fortunes as quickly as you enchanters."
"Oh, monseigneur," said Cagliostro, "I would not have asked you for this sum, had I not known beforehand that you had it."
"I have 500,000 francs?"
"30,000 in gold, 11,000 in silver, and the rest in notes, which are in this buhl cabinet."
The cardinal turned white. "You knew this?"
"Yes, monseigneur, and I know you have made great sacrifices to obtain it. I have heard that you will pay heavily for it."
"Oh, it is too true!"
"But, monseigneur, during these ten years I have often been in want and embarrassment, yet I have kept this paper back, so as not to trouble you; therefore I do not think you can complain."
"Complain! oh, no, sir; when you graciously lent me such a sum, I must ever remain your debtor. But during those ten years there were twenty occasions when I could have repaid you with ease, while to-day the restitution you demand embarrasses me dreadfully. You, who know everything, who read even hearts, and penetrate the doors of cabinets, doubtless, know also the purpose for which this money was destined."
"You are wrong, monseigneur," said Cagliostro, coldly. "My knowledge has brought me so much misery and disappointment, that I no longer seek to penetrate the secrets of others. It concerned me to know whether you had this money, as I wished to claim it; but once having ascertained that, I did not trouble myself to think for what purpose it was destined. Besides, did I know it, it might seem so grave a matter as almost to force me to waive my claim, which really at present I cannot afford to do. Therefore, I prefer to be ignorant."
"Oh, monsieur," cried the cardinal, "do not think I wish to parade my embarrassments in order to elude my debt! You have your own interests to look to; they are guaranteed by this paper, which bears my signature—that is enough. You shall have your money, although I do not think there was any promise to pay."
"Your eminence is mistaken;" and opening the paper he read these words:
"I acknowledge the receipt of 500,000 francs from M. Joseph Balsamo, which I will repay on demand.
"LOUIS DE ROHAN."
"You see, monseigneur, that I only ask my right; besides, as this was a spontaneous loan by me to a man I hardly knew, the payment might have been equally spontaneous, without waiting for me to claim it. But you did not think so. Well, monseigneur, I withdraw this paper, and bid you adieu."
"No, count," replied the cardinal; "a Rohan must not receive lessons in generosity; besides, this is a mere question of honesty. Give me the paper, sir, and I will discharge my debt."
For a moment Cagliostro hesitated, for the pale face and distressed air of the cardinal inclined him to pity; but quickly hardening himself he handed him the paper. M. de Rohan went to the cabinet, and took out the money. "There," said he, "are your 500,000 francs; and I owe you 250,000 more for interest, which you shall have if you will give me time."
"Monseigneur," said Cagliostro, "I lent 500,000 francs to M. de Rohan, which he has paid me; he therefore owes me nothing more. I will take the notes with me, and send for the money. I thank you for your compliance with my request." Then, bowing, he left the room.
"Well," sighed M. de Rohan, "it is likely, at least, that the queen has the money, and no Joseph Balsamo will come and take it from her."
CHAPTER LVIII.
FAMILY ACCOUNTS.
It was the day before the first payment was due, and M. de Calonne had so much to do, that he had forgotten his promise. The queen had up to this time waited patiently, relying on his word; she now, however, was beginning to grow uneasy, when she received the following note:
"This evening the business with which your majesty has charged me will be settled by the Council; the money will be with the queen to-morrow evening."
Marie Antoinette recovered all her gaiety directly.
After dinner the king went to the Council, but in a rather bad humor. The news from Russia was bad; a vessel had been lost; some of the provinces refused to pay the taxes; also a beautiful map of the world, made by himself, had that day split into two pieces. Vainly, therefore, M. de Calonne produced his accounts, with his usual smiling air; the king continued out of temper. For a long time he sat, as usual, drawing hieroglyphics on a piece of paper, whilst the foreign correspondence was being read, and paying little attention to what passed around him.
At last, however, M. de Calonne began to speak of the loan to be raised for the ensuing year. The king became attentive, and said, "Always borrowing; but how is it to be repaid? That is a problem, M. de Calonne, for you to solve."
"Sire, a loan is only turning a stream from one direction, to cause it to flow more abundantly in another. In deepening the channel, you only increase the supply; therefore, let us not think of paying, but only of obtaining present supplies." M. de Calonne then explained his plans, which were approved by his colleagues.
The king agreed, with a sigh.
"Now we have money," said M. de Calonne, "let us dispose of it;" and he handed a paper to the king, with a list of pensions, gifts, and payments to be made.
The king glanced at the total,—"1,900,000 francs for this—enormous!"
"But, sire, one item is 500,000 francs."
"Which?"
"The advance to the queen."
"To the queen! 500,000 francs to the queen!—impossible!"
"Pardon, sire, it is correct."
"But there must be a mistake; a fortnight ago her majesty received her money."
"Sire, but if her majesty has need of money; and we all know how well she employs it."
"No," cried the king; "the queen does not want this money; she said to me that she preferred a vessel to jewels. The queen thinks but of France, and when France is poor, we that are rich ought to lend to France; and if she does require this money, it will be a greater merit to wait for it; and I guarantee that she will wait."
The ministers applauded this patriotic speech of the king,—only M. de Calonne insisted.
"Really, monsieur," said the king, "you are more interested for us than we are for ourselves."
"The queen, sire, will accuse us of having been backward when her interests were concerned."
"I will plead your cause."
"But, sire, the queen never asks without necessity."
"If the queen has wants, they are, I trust, less imperious than those of the poor, and she will be the first to acknowledge it."
"Sire!"
"I am resolved," said the king; "and I fancy I hear the queen in her generosity thanking me for having so well understood her heart."
M. de Calonne bit his lips, and Louis, content with this personal sacrifice, signed all the rest without looking at them.
"Calonne, you shall tell the queen yourself."
"Oh! sire, I beg to resign to you the honor."
"So be it then. Ah! here she comes, let us meet her."
"I beg your majesty to excuse me," he replied, and retired quickly.
The king approached the queen—she was leaning on the arm of the Comte d'Artois, and seemed very gay.
"Madame," said the king, "have you had a pleasant walk?"
"Yes, sire. And you an agreeable council?"
"Yes, madame, I have gained you 500,000 francs."
"M. de Calonne has kept his word," thought the queen.
"Only imagine, madame," continued the king; "M. de Calonne had put down 500,000 francs for you, and I have struck it out,—a clear gain, therefore, of that sum."
"Struck it through!" cried the queen, turning pale; "but, sire——"
"Oh! I am so hungry, I am going to supper;" and he went away delighted with his work.
"Brother," said the queen, "seek M. de Calonne for me."
At that moment a note from him was handed to her: "Your majesty will have learned that the king refused your grant. It was incomprehensible, and I retired from the council penetrated with grief."
"Read," said she, passing the note to the count.
"And there are people," said he, "who say that we squander the revenue! This is an extraordinary proceeding——"
"Quite husbandlike," said the queen. "Adieu, brother."
"I condole with you," he replied; "and it is a lesson for me. I was going to make a request to-morrow for myself."
"Send for Madame de la Motte," said the queen, when she returned to her room.
CHAPTER LIX.
MARIE ANTOINETTE AS QUEEN, AND MADAME DE LA MOTTE AS WOMAN.
The courier despatched for Madame de la Motte, not finding her at home, went to the hotel of the Cardinal de Rohan to inquire if she were there.
The well-tutored Swiss replied that she was not, but that he could get any message transmitted to her.
The courier, therefore, left word for her to come to the queen as soon as possible. The man had hardly left the door before the message was delivered to Jeanne as she sat at supper with the cardinal. She set off immediately, and was at once introduced into the queen's chamber.
"Oh!" cried the queen on seeing her, "I have something to tell you. The king has refused me 500,000 francs."
"Mon Dieu!" murmured the countess.
"Incredible, is it not? He struck through the item; but it is useless to talk of it; you must return to Paris, and tell the cardinal that since he is so kind I accept the 500,000 francs he offered me. It is selfish, I know, but what can I do?"
"Oh! madame!" cried Jeanne, "we are lost—the cardinal no longer has the money."
The queen started.
"No money!" stammered she.
"No, madame; an unexpected creditor claimed this money from him. It was a debt of honor, and he paid it."
"The whole 500,000 francs?
"Yes, madame."
"And he has no more?"
"No, madame, he told me this an hour and a half ago, and confessed to me that he had no other resources."
The queen leaned her head on her hands; then, after a few moments' reflection, she said:
"This, countess, is a terrible lesson for me, and a punishment for having done anything, great or small, without the king's knowledge. It was a folly; I had no need of this necklace."
"True, madame; but if the queen consulted only her absolute wants——"
"I must consult before everything the tranquillity and happiness of my household. I renounce forever what has begun with so much annoyance. I will sacrifice my vanity on the altar of duty, as M. de Provence would say; and beautiful as this necklace is, you shall carry it back to MM. Bœhmer and Bossange."
"Carry it back?"
"Yes."
"But, madame, your majesty has already given 100,000 francs for it."
"Well, I shall gain all the rest that was to have been paid for it."
"But, madame, they will not like to return your money."
"I give it up on condition of their breaking the contract. Now, countess, that I have come to this determination, I feel at ease once more. This necklace brought with it cares and fears; diamonds cannot compensate for these. Take it away, countess; the jewelers must be satisfied; they will have their necklace, and 100,000 francs into the bargain."
"But M. de Rohan?"
"He only acted to give me pleasure, and when he is told it is my pleasure, not to have the necklace, he will understand me, I am sure; and if he is a good friend, he will approve and strengthen me in my sacrifice." Saying these words, the queen held out the casket to Jeanne.
She did not take it. "Why not ask for time, madame?"
"No, countess, it is humiliation. One may humiliate one's self for a person one loves, to save a living creature, were it only a dog; but only to keep some sparkling stones—never, countess; take it away."
"But, madame, it will surely become known that your majesty has had the jewels, and was obliged to return them."
"No one will know anything about it. The jewelers will surely hold their tongues for 100,000 francs. Take it away, countess, and thank M. de Rohan for his good-will towards me. There is no time to lose; go as soon as possible, and bring me back a receipt for them."
"Madame, it shall be done as you wish."
She first drove home, and changed her dress, which was too elegant for a visit to the jewelers. Meanwhile she reflected much; she thought still it was a fault for M. de Rohan to allow the queen to part with these jewels; and should she obey her orders without consulting him, would he not have reason to complain? Would he not rather sell himself than let the queen return them? "I must consult him," she thought; "but, after all, he never can get the money." She then took the necklace from the case, once more to look at and admire it. "1,600,000 francs in my possession; true, it is but for an hour. To carry away such a sum in gold I should want two horses, yet how easily I hold it here! But I must decide. Shall I go to the cardinal, or take it direct to the jewelers, as the queen ordered? And the receipt—in what form shall I get it, so as not to compromise the queen, the cardinal, or myself? Shall I consult—— Ah! if he loved me more, and could give me the diamonds."
She sat down again and remained nearly an hour in deep thought. Then she rose, with a strange look in her eyes, and rang the bell with a determined air.
She ordered a coach, and in a few minutes she reached the house of the journalist, M. Reteau de Villette.
CHAPTER LX.
THE RECEIPT OF MM. BŒHMER AND BOSSANGE, AND THE GRATITUDE OF THE QUEEN.
The result of Madame de la Motte's visit to M. Reteau de Villette appeared the next day. At seven o'clock in the morning she sent to the queen the following paper:
"We, the undersigned, acknowledge having received back again the diamond necklace sold to the queen for 1,600,000 francs, the diamonds not suiting her majesty, who has paid us for our loss and trouble 100,000 francs.
"BŒHMER AND BOSSANGE."
The queen, now tranquil about the whole affair, locked up the receipt, and thought no more of it.
But, in strange contradiction to this receipt, the jewelers received a visit two days after from M. de Rohan, who felt uneasy about the payment.
If the instalment had not been paid, he expected to find them naturally annoyed; but to his great satisfaction they received him with smiles.
"The queen has paid, then?" he asked.
"No, monseigneur, the queen could not procure the money, as the king had refused it to her; but she has guaranteed the debt, and that fully satisfies us."
"Ah! so much the better; but how? Through the countess?"
"No, monseigneur. On hearing of the king's refusal, which soon became public, we wrote to Madame de la Motte——"
"When?"
"Yesterday."
"And she replied?"
"By one word, 'Wait.' That evening we received from the queen, by a courier, a letter."
"A letter to you?"
"Or rather a guarantee, in due form."
"Let me see it."
"Oh! we would with pleasure, but her majesty enjoins that it is not to be shown to any one."
"Then you are safe?"
"Perfectly, monseigneur."
"The queen acknowledges the debt?"
"Fully."
"And engages to pay?"
"500,000 francs in three months, the rest in six;" and she adds, "let the affair rest between ourselves. You will have no cause to repent it."
"I am charmed that it is settled," said the cardinal.
We must now raise the veil, though, doubtless, our readers comprehend how Jeanne de la Motte had acted towards her benefactress, and how she had managed to satisfy both the queen and the jewelers by borrowing the pen of M. Reteau.
Three months were thus obtained for the completion of her design of crime and deception, and within three months everything would be arranged.
She went to M. de Rohan, and repeated to him what the jewelers had already told him.
He asked if the queen remembered his good intentions. She drew a picture of her gratitude, which enchanted him.
Her intention had been to sell some of the diamonds to the value of 100,000 crowns, and then pass over to England, where, when necessary, she could dispose of the remainder. But her first essay frightened her; some offered despicably small sums for the stones, others went into raptures, declaring they had never seen such diamonds but in the necklace of MM. Bœhmer and Bossange.
She abandoned this course, therefore, which she saw might soon bring about her ruin. She shut up the diamonds carefully, and resolved to wait. But her position was critical. A few words of explanation between the queen and the cardinal, and all would be discovered. She consoled herself by thinking that the cardinal was too much in love not to fall into all the snares she might lay for him.
One thought alone occupied her—how to prevent their meeting. That he would not be long satisfied without an interview she knew—what should she do? Persuade him to ask for one, and offend the queen by his presumption?—but then the queen would speak her anger out, and all would come to light. She must compromise her, and endeavor so to close her lips. But if they met by chance, what remained for her but flight? That was easy; a few hours would suffice. Then, again, she thought of the name she would leave behind her, and bear with her; no longer a woman of rank, but a thief, whom justice only does not reach, because she is too far off. No, she would not fly, if she could help it. She would try what audacity and skill could do, remain here and act between them. "To prevent them from meeting—that is the difficulty, as he is in love, and a prince, who has a right to see the queen; and she is now grateful and will no longer fly from him; but if I excite him to too open an admiration and disgust her, I alienate them more than ever. She will take fire easily, but what I want is something to make the queen tremble as well as him; something which would give me power to say, 'If you accuse me, I will accuse you and ruin you—leave me my wealth, and I will you your honor.' This is what I must seek for, and what I must find."
CHAPTER LXI.
THE PRISONER.
Meanwhile a different scene was passing in the Rue St. Claude, where M. de Cagliostro had lodged Oliva in the old house, to keep her from the pursuit of the police. There she lived, retired, and almost happy: Cagliostro lavished care and attentions on her, and she liked being protected by this great lord, who asked nothing from her in return. Only what did he want? she often asked herself, uselessly, for he must have some object. Her amour propre made her decide that after all he was in love with her; and she began to build castles in the air in which we must confess poor Beausire now very rarely had a place. Therefore the two visits a week paid to her by Cagliostro were always eagerly looked forward to, and between them she amused herself with her dreams, and playing the great lady. However, her books were soon read through, at least such as suited her taste, and pictures and music soon wearied her. She soon began to regret her mornings passed at the windows of the Rue Dauphine, where she used to sit to attract the attention of the passers-by; and her delightful promenades in the Quartier St. Germain, where so many people used to turn to look after her. True, the police-agents were formidable people, but what availed safety if she was not amused; so she first regretted her liberty, and then regretted Beausire.
Then she began to lose her appetite for want of fresh air, for she had been used to walk every day.
One day, when she was bemoaning her fate, she received an unexpected visit from Cagliostro. He gave his accustomed signal, and she opened the door, which was always kept bolted, with an eagerness which showed her delight; and, seizing his hands, she cried, in an impatient voice, "Monsieur, I am ennuyée here."
"This is unlucky, my dear child."
"I shall die here."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Well," said he, soothingly, "do not blame me, blame the lieutenant of police, who persecutes you."
"You exasperate me with your sang froid, monsieur; I would rather you flew in a passion."
"Confess, mademoiselle, that you are unreasonable," said he, seating himself.
"It is all very well for you to talk," replied she; "you come and go as you like, you breathe the fresh air, your life is full of pleasure. I vegetate in the space to which you have limited me, and your assistance, is useless to me if I am to die here."
"Die!" said the count, smiling.
"You behave very badly to me; you forget that I love passionately."
"M. Beausire?"
"Yes, Beausire, I love him. I always told you so. Did you think I had forgotten him?"
"So little did I think so, mademoiselle, that I bring you news of him."
"Ah!"
"He is a charming person, young and handsome, is he not?"
"Full of imagination and fire, rather rough toward me, but that is his way of showing his love."
"Therefore I wished to take you back to him."
"You did not wish that a month ago."
"No, but when I see how you love him."
"Ah! you are laughing at me."
"Oh, no, you have resisted all my advances so well."
"Yes, have I not?"
"It was your love for him."
"But yours, then, was not very tenacious."
"No, I am neither old enough nor ugly enough, neither poor enough nor foolish enough, to run the risk of a refusal; and I saw that you would always have preferred Beausire."
"Oh, but," cried the coquette, using her eyes, which had remained idle so long, "this famous compact which you proposed to me, the right of always giving me your arm, of visiting me when you liked; did that give you no hope?"
Cagliostro did not reply, but turned his eyes as if dazzled by her glances.
"Let us return to Beausire," she said, piqued at his indifference; "why have you not brought him here? it would have been a charity. He is free——"
"Because," replied Cagliostro, "Beausire has too much imagination, and has also embroiled himself with the police."
"What has he done?"
"Oh, a delightful trick, a most ingenious idea; I call it a joke, but matter-of-fact people—and you know how matter-of-fact M. de Crosne can be—call it a theft."
"A theft!" cried Oliva, frightened. "Is he arrested?"
"No, but he is pursued."
"And is he in danger?"
"That I cannot tell you; he is well hunted for, and if you were together, the chances of his being taken would be doubled."
"Oh, yes, he must hide, poor fellow; I will hide too; let me leave France, monsieur. Pray render me this service; for if I remain shut up here, I shall end by committing some imprudence."
"What do you call imprudence?"
"Oh, just getting some fresh air."
"I do not want to prevent your getting fresh air; you would lose your beauty, and M. Beausire would love you no longer. Open the windows as much as you like."
"Oh, I see I have offended you; you care no more about me."
"Offended me—how?"
"Because you had taken a fancy to me, and I repulsed you. A man of your consequence, a handsome man like you, has a right to be angry at being rejected by a poor girl like me. But do not abandon me, sir, I entreat;" and she put her arms round his neck.
"Poor little thing," said he, kissing her forehead; "do not be afraid; I am not angry or offended. Indeed, were you to offer me your love, I should refuse you, so much do I desire to inspire pure sentiments. Besides, I should think you influenced more by gratitude than love; so we will remain as we are, and I will continue to protect you."
Oliva let his hand fall, humiliated, and duped by the pretended generosity of Cagliostro. "Oh, I shall say henceforth," she cried, "that there are men superior to what I ever thought."
"All women are good," thought Cagliostro, "if you only touch the right chord.—From this evening," he said aloud, "you shall move to other rooms, where the windows look on Menilmontant and the Bellevue. You need not fear to show yourself to the neighbors; they are all honest, simple people, who will never suspect you. Only keep a little back from the window, lest any one passing through the street should see you. At least you will have air and sunshine."
Oliva looked pleased.
"Shall I conduct you there now?"
"Oh, yes."
He took a light, and she followed him up a staircase to the third story, and entered a room, completely furnished, and ready for occupation.
"One would think it was prepared for me," she said.
"Not for you, but for myself; I like this place, and often come here to sleep. Nothing shall be wanting to make you comfortable, and your femme-de-chambre shall attend you in a quarter of an hour." And he left the room.
The poor prisoner sat down by her elegant bed, murmuring, "I understand nothing of all this."
CHAPTER LXII.
THE LOOK OUT.
Oliva went to bed, and slept better. She admired the count, whom she did not in the least understand. She could no longer think him timid; she did not suspect that he was only cold and insensible. She felt pleased at the perfect safety in which he assured her she was; and in the morning she examined her new rooms, and found them nobly and luxuriously furnished, and enjoyed immensely her privilege of going out into the balcony, filled with flowers, and where she got sunshine and fresh air, although she drew back whenever she saw any one approaching, or heard a carriage coming. There were not many, however, in the Rue St. Claude. She could see the château of Menilmontant, the great trees in the cemetery, myriads of houses of all colors; and she could see the fields beyond, full of children at play, and the peasants trotting along the roads on their donkeys. All this charmed Oliva, who had always a heart of love for the country, since she had left Taverney Maison-Rouge. At last, getting tired of this distant view, she began to examine the houses opposite to her. In some, she saw birds in cages; and in one, hung with yellow silk curtains, and ornamented with flowers, she thought she could distinguish a figure moving about. She called her femme-de-chambre to make inquiries about them; but the woman could only show her mistress all the churches, and tell her the names of the streets; she knew nothing of the neighbors. Oliva therefore sent her away again, and determined to watch for herself.
She saw some open their doors, and come out for a walk, and others variously occupied. At last she saw the figure of a woman seat herself in an armchair, in the room with the yellow curtains, and abandon her head for an hour and a half to a hair-dresser, while he built up one of those immense edifices worn at that time, in which minerals, vegetables, and even animals, were introduced. At last, it was complete: Oliva thought she looked pretty, and admired her little foot, encased in a rose-colored slipper, which rested on another chair. She began to construct all sorts of romances about this lady, and made various movements to attract her attention, but she never turned her eyes that way, as that room had never before been occupied, and she began to despair. The lady was, of course, Jeanne de Valois, who was deeply absorbed in devising some scheme for preventing the queen and the cardinal from meeting. At last, Oliva, turning suddenly round, knocked over a flower-pot which fell from the balcony with a crash: at the sound the lady turned and saw her, and clasping her hands she called out, "The Queen;" but looking again, she murmured, "Oh! I sought for a means to gain my end, and I have found one." Then, hearing a sound behind her, Oliva turned and saw Cagliostro, and came in directly.
CHAPTER LXIII.
THE TWO NEIGHBORS.
Cagliostro recommended her using the greatest circumspection, and, above all, not to make friends with her neighbors; but she did not feel disposed to relinquish the intercourse which she hoped for with her fair neighbor opposite. She, however, promised to obey him; but he was no sooner gone than she returned to her balcony, hoping to attract her attention again. Nor was she disappointed, for Jeanne, who was watching for her, acknowledged her with a bow and by kissing her hand. This went on for two days. Jeanne was ever ready to wave her a good morning, or an adieu when she went out.
Cagliostro, at his next visit, informed Oliva that an unknown person had paid a visit to her hotel.
"What do you mean?" cried Oliva.
"A very pretty and elegant lady presented herself here, and asked the servant who inhabited this story, and wished to see you. I fear you are discovered; you must take care, the police have female spies as well as male, and I warn you, that if M. de Crosne claims you, I cannot refuse to give you up."
Oliva was not at all frightened, she recognized the portrait of her opposite neighbor, and felt delighted at this advance, but she dissembled with the count, and said, "Oh! I am not at all frightened; no one has seen me; she could not have meant me."
"But she said a lady in these rooms."
"Well, I will be more careful than ever, and, besides, this house is so impenetrable."
"Yes, without climbing the wall, which is not easy, or opening the little door with a key like mine, which I never lend, no one can come in, so I think you are safe."
Oliva overwhelmed the count with thanks and protestations, but at six o'clock the next morning she was out in the balcony. She had not long to wait before Jeanne appeared, who, after looking cautiously up and down the street, and observing that all the doors and windows were still closed, and that everything was quiet, called across, "I wish to pay you a visit, madame; is it impossible to see you?"
"Alas, yes!" said Oliva.
"Can I send a letter?"
"Oh, no!"
Jeanne, after a moment's thought, left her balcony, but soon returned with a cross-bow, with which she shot a little wooden ball right through the open window of Oliva's room.
She picked it up and found wrapped round it the following note:
"You interest me, beautiful lady. I find you charming, and love you only by having seen you. Are you a prisoner? I vainly tried to obtain admission to you. Does the enchanter who guards you never let any one approach you? Will you be my friend? If you cannot go out, you can at least write, and as I go out when I please, wait till you see me pass, and then throw out your answer. Tie a thread to your balcony, and attach your note to it; I will take it off and fasten mine on, and in the dark no one will observe us. If your eyes have not deceived me, I count on a return of my affection and esteem, and between us we will outwit any one.
"YOUR FRIEND."
Oliva trembled with joy when she read this note. She replied as follows:
"I love you as you love me. I am a victim of the wickedness and cruelty of men; but he who keeps me here is a protector and not a tyrant; he comes to see me nearly every day. I will explain all this some day; but, alas! I cannot go out; I am locked up. Oh! if I could but see you; there is so much we cannot write.
"Your friend,
"OLIVA LEGAY."
Then, when evening came, she let the thread fall over the balcony. Jeanne, who was below, caught it, and half an hour afterwards attached to it the following answer:
"You seem generally alone. How is your house secured—with a key? Who has this key? Could you not borrow or steal it? It would be no harm, but would procure you a few hours of liberty, or a few walks with a friend, who would console you for all your misfortune."
Oliva devoured this eagerly. She had remarked that when the count came in he put down his lantern and the key on a chiffonier. So she prepared some wax to take the impression of the key at his first visit. This she accomplished without his once turning to look at her, and as soon as he was gone, she put it into a little box, and lowered it to Jeanne, with a note.
The next day she received the following answer:
"MY DEAREST,
"To-night, at eleven o'clock, you will descend and unlock the door, when you will find yourself in the arms of your faithful friend."
Oliva felt more charmed than with the most tender love-letter that she had ever received. At the appointed time she went down and met Jeanne, who embraced her tenderly, and made her get into a carriage that waited a little way off; they remained out two hours, and parted with kisses and protestations of affection. Jeanne learned the name of Oliva's protector; she feared this man, and determined to preserve the most perfect mystery as to her plans. Oliva had confided everything to her about Beausire, the police, and all. Jeanne gave herself out for a young lady of rank, living here secretly, without the knowledge of her friends. One knew all, the other nothing. From this day, then, it was no longer necessary to throw out notes; Jeanne had her key, and carried off Oliva whenever she pleased. "M. de Cagliostro suspects nothing?" she often asked Oliva.
"Oh! no," she would reply; "I do not think he would believe it if I told him."
A week passed thus.
CHAPTER LXIV.
THE RENDEZVOUS.
When Charny arrived at his estates, the doctor ordered him to keep within doors, and not receive visitors; orders which he rigorously obeyed, to the great disappointment of all the young ladies in the neighborhood, who were most anxious to see this young man, reputed to be at once so brave and so handsome. His malady, however, was more mental than bodily; he was devoured by regrets, by longings, and by ennui; so, after a week, he set off one night on horseback, and, before the morning, was at Versailles. He found a little house there, outside the park, which had been empty for some time; it had been inhabited by one of the king's huntsmen, who had cut his throat, and since then the place had been deserted. There Charny lived in profound solitude; but he could see the queen from afar when she walked in the park with her ladies, and when she went in again he could see her windows from his own, and watch her lights every evening until they disappeared; and he even fancied he could see her shadow pass before the window. One evening he had watched all this as usual, and after sitting two hours longer at his window, was preparing to go to bed, for midnight was striking from a neighboring clock, when the sound of a key turning in a lock arrested his attention. It was that of a little door leading into the park, only twenty paces from his cottage, and which was never used, except sometimes on hunting-days. Whoever it was that entered did not speak, but closed it again quietly, and entered an avenue under his windows. At first Charny could not distinguish them through the thick wood, though he could hear the rustling of dresses; but as they emerged into an open space, and bright moonlight, he almost uttered a cry of joy in recognizing the tournure of Marie Antoinette, and a glimpse of her face; she held in her hand a beautiful rose. Stifling his emotion, he stepped down as quietly as possible into the park, and hid behind a clump of trees, where he could see her better. "Oh!" thought he, "were she but alone, I would brave tortures, or death itself, that I might once fall on my knees before her, and tell her, 'I love you!'" Oh, were she but menaced by some danger, how gladly would he have risked his life to save hers. Suddenly the two ladies stopped, and the shortest, after saying a few words to her companion in a low voice, left her. The queen, therefore, remained alone, and Charny felt inclined to run towards her; but he reflected that the moment she saw him she would take fright, and call out, and that her cries would first bring back her companion, and then the guards; that his retreat would be discovered, and he should be forced to leave it. In a few minutes the other lady reappeared, but not alone. Behind her came a man muffled up in a large cloak, and whose face was concealed by a slouch hat.
This man advanced with an uncertain and hesitating step to where the queen stood, when he took off his hat and made a low bow. The surprise which Charny felt at first soon changed into a more painful feeling. Why was the queen in the park at this time of night? Who was this man who was waiting for her, and whom she had sent her companion to fetch? Then he remembered that the queen often occupied herself with foreign politics, much to the annoyance of the king. Was this a secret messenger from Schoenbrunn, or from Berlin? This idea restored him to some degree of composure. The queen's companion stood a few steps off, anxiously watching lest they should be seen; but it was as necessary to guard against spies in a secret political rendezvous as in one of love. After a short time Charny saw the gentleman bow to the ground, and turn to leave, when the companion of the queen said to him, "Stop." He stopped, and the two ladies passed close to Charny, who could even recognize the queen's favorite scent, vervain, mixed with mignonette. They passed on, and disappeared. A few moments after the gentleman passed; he held in his hand a rose, which he pressed passionately to his lips. Did this look political? Charny's head turned; he felt a strong impulse to rush on this man and tear the flower from him, when the queen's companion reappeared, and said, "Come, monseigneur." He joined her quickly, and they went away. Charny remained in a distracted state, leaning against the tree.
CHAPTER LXV.
THE QUEEN'S HAND.
When Charny reentered the house, he felt overwhelmed by what he had seen—that he should have discovered this retreat, which he had thought so precious, only to be the witness of a crime, committed by the queen against her conjugal duty and royal dignity. This man must be a lover; in vain did he try to persuade himself that the rose was the pledge of some political compact, given instead of a letter, which might have been too compromising. The passionate kiss which he had seen imprinted on it forbade this supposition. These thoughts haunted him all night and all the next day, through which he waited with a feverish impatience, fearing the new revelations which the night might bring forth. He saw her taking her ordinary walk with her ladies, then watched the lights extinguished one by one, and he waited nervously for the stroke of midnight, the hour of the rendezvous of the preceding night. It struck, and no one had appeared. He then wondered how he could have expected it; she surely would not repeat the same imprudence two nights following. But as these thoughts passed through his mind, he heard the key turn again and saw the door open. Charny grew deadly pale when he recognized the same two figures enter the park. "Oh, it is too much," he said to himself, and then repeated his movements of the night before, swearing that, whatever happened, he would restrain himself, and remember that she was his queen. All passed exactly as the night before: the confidante left and returned with the same man; only this time, instead of advancing with his former timid respect, he almost ran up to the queen, and kneeled down before her. Charny could not hear what he said, but he seemed to speak with passionate energy. She did not reply, but stood in a pensive attitude; then he spoke again, and at last she said a few words, in a low voice, when the unknown cried out, in a loud voice, so that Charny could hear, "Oh! thanks, your majesty, till to-morrow, then." The queen drew her hood still more over her face, and held out both her hands to the unknown, who imprinted on them a kiss so long and tender that Charny gnashed his teeth with rage. The queen then took the arm of her companion and walked quickly away; the unknown passed also. Charny remained in a state of fury not to be described; he ran about the park like a madman: at last he began to wonder where this man came from; he traced his steps to the door behind the baths of Apollo. He comes not from Versailles, but from Paris, thought Charny, and to-morrow he will return, for he said, "to-morrow." Till then let me devour my tears in silence, but to-morrow shall be the last day of my life, for we will be four at the rendezvous.
CHAPTER LXVI.
WOMAN AND QUEEN.
The next night the door opened at the same time, and the two ladies appeared. Charny had taken his resolution—he would find out who this lover was; but when he entered the avenue he could see no one—they had entered the baths of Apollo. He walked towards the door, and saw the confidante, who waited outside. The queen, then, was in there alone with her lover; it was too much. Charny was about to seize this woman, and force her to tell him everything; but the rage and emotion he had endured were too much for him—a mist passed over his eyes, internal bleeding commenced, and he fainted. When he came to himself again, the clock was striking two, the place was deserted, and there was no trace of what had passed there. He went home, and passed a night almost of delirium. The next morning he arose, pale as death, and went towards the Castle of Trianon just as the queen was leaving the chapel. All heads were respectfully lowered as she passed. She was looking beautiful, and when she saw Charny she colored, and uttered an exclamation of surprise.
"I thought you were in the country, M. de Charny," she said.
"I have returned, madame," said he, in a brusque and almost rude tone.
She looked at him in surprise; then, turning to the ladies, "Good morning, countess," she said to Madame de la Motte, who stood near.
Charny started as he caught sight of her, and looked at her almost wildly. "He has not quite recovered his reason," thought the queen, observing his strange manner. Then, turning to him again, "How are you now, M. de Charny?" said she, in a kind voice.
"Very well, madame."
She looked surprised again; then said:
"Where are you living?"
"At Versailles, madame."
"Since when?"
"For three nights," replied he, in a marked manner.
The queen manifested no emotion, but Jeanne trembled.
"Have you not something to say to me?" asked the queen again, with kindness.
"Oh, madame, I should have too much to say to your majesty."
"Come," said she, and she walked towards her apartments; but to avoid the appearance of a tête-à-tête, she invited several ladies to follow her. Jeanne, unquiet, placed herself among them; but when they arrived, she dismissed Madame de Misery, and the other ladies, understanding that she wished to be alone, left her. Charny stood before her.
"Speak," said the queen; "you appear troubled, sir."
"How can I begin?" said Charny, thinking aloud; "how can I dare to accuse honor and majesty?"
"Sir!" cried Marie Antoinette, with a flaming look.
"And yet I should only say what I have seen."
The queen rose. "Sir," said she, "it is very early in the morning for me to think you intoxicated, but I can find no other solution for this conduct."
Charny, unmoved, continued, "After all, what is a queen?—a woman. And am I not a man as well as a subject?"
"Monsieur!"
"Madame, anger is out of place now. I believe I have formerly proved that I had respect for your royal dignity. I fear I proved that I had an insane love for yourself. Choose, therefore, to whom I shall speak. Is it to the queen, or the woman, that I shall address my accusation of dishonor and shame?"
"Monsieur de Charny," cried the queen, growing pale, "if you do not leave this room, I must have you turned out by my guards!"
"But I will tell you first," cried he, passionately, "why I call you an unworthy queen and woman! I have been in the park these three nights!"
Instead of seeing her tremble, as he believed she would on hearing these words, the queen rose, and, approaching him, said, "M. de Charny, your state excites my pity. Your hands tremble, you grow pale; you are suffering. Shall I call for help?"
"I saw you!" cried he again; "saw you with that man to whom you gave the rose! saw you when he kissed your hands! saw you when you entered the baths of Apollo with him!"
The queen passed her hands over her eyes, as if to make sure that she was not dreaming.
"Sit down," said she, "or you will fall."
Charny, indeed, unable to keep up, fell upon the sofa.
She sat down by him. "Be calm," said she, "and repeat what you have just said."
"Do you want to kill me?" he murmured.
"Then let me question," she said. "How long have you returned from the country?"
"A fortnight."
"Where do you live?"
"In the huntsman's house, which I have hired."
"At the end of the park?"
"Yes."
"You speak of some one whom you saw with me."
"Yes."
"Where?"
"In the park."
"When?"
"At midnight. Tuesday, for the first time, I saw you and your companion."
"Oh, I had a companion! Do you know her also?"
"I thought just now I recognized her, but I could not be positive, because it was only the figure—she always hid her face, like all who commit crimes."
"And this person to whom you say I gave a rose?"
"I have never been able to meet him."
"You do not know him, then?"
"Only that he is called monseigneur."
The queen stamped her foot.
"Go on!" said she. "Tuesday I gave him a rose——"
"Wednesday you gave him your hands to kiss, and yesterday you went alone with him into the baths of Apollo, while your companion waited outside."
"And you saw me?" said she, rising.
He lifted his hands to heaven, and cried, "I swear it!"
"Oh, he swears!"
"Yes. On Tuesday you wore your green dress, moirée, with gold; Wednesday, the dress with great blue and brown leaves; and yesterday, the same dress that you wore when I last kissed your hand. Oh, madame, I am ready to die with grief and shame while I repeat that, on my life, my honor, it was really you!"
"What can I say?" cried the queen dreadfully agitated. "If I swore, he would not believe me."
Charny shook his head.
"Madman!" cried she, "thus to accuse your queen—to dishonor thus an innocent woman! Do you believe me when I swear, by all I hold sacred, that I was not in the park on either of those days after four o'clock? Do you wish it to be proved by my women—by the king? No; he does not believe me."
"I saw you," replied he.
"Oh, I know!" she cried. "Did they not see me at the ball at the Opera, at Mesmer's, scandalizing the crowd? You know it—you, who fought for me!"
"Madame, then I fought because I did not believe it; now I might fight, but I believe."
The queen raised her arms to heaven, while burning tears rolled down her cheeks.
"My God," she cried, "send me some thought which will save me! I do not wish this man to despise me."
Charny, moved to the heart, hid his face in his hands.
Then, after a moment's silence, the queen continued:
"Sir, you owe me reparation. I exact this from you. You say you have seen me three nights with a man; I have been already injured through the resemblance to me of some woman, I know not whom, but who is like her unhappy queen; but you are pleased to think it was me. Well, I will go with you into the park; and if she appears again, you will be satisfied? Perhaps we shall see her together; then, sir, you will regret the suffering you have caused me."
Charny pressed his hands to his heart.
"Oh, madame, you overwhelm me with your kindness!"
"I wish to overwhelm you with proofs. Not a word, to any one, but this evening, at ten o'clock, wait alone at the door of the park. Now go, sir."
Charny kneeled, and went away without a word.
Jeanne, who was waiting in the ante-chamber, examined him attentively as he came out. She was soon after summoned to the queen.
CHAPTER LXVII.
WOMAN AND DEMON.
Jeanne had remarked the trouble of Charny, the solicitude of the queen, and the eagerness of both for a conversation.
After what we have already told of the meetings between Jeanne and Oliva, our readers will have been at no loss to understand the scenes in the park. Jeanne, when she came in to the queen, watched her closely, hoping to gather something from her; but Marie Antoinette was beginning to learn caution, and she guarded herself carefully. Jeanne was, therefore, reduced to conjectures. She had already ordered one of her footmen to follow M. de Charny; the man reported that he had gone into a house at the end of the park.
"There is, then, no more doubt," thought Jeanne; "it is a lover who has seen everything, it is clear. I should be a fool not to understand. I must undo what I have done."
On leaving Versailles, she drove to the Rue St. Claude; there she found a superb present of plate, sent to her by the cardinal. She then drove to his house, and found him radiant with joy and pride. On her entrance he ran to meet her, calling her "Dear countess," and full of protestations and gratitude.
"Thank you also, for your charming present. You are more than a happy man; you are a triumphant victor."
"Countess, it frightens me; it is too much."
Jeanne smiled.
"You come from Versailles?" continued he.
"Yes."
"You have seen her?"
"I have just left her."
"And she said nothing?"
"What do you expect that she said?"
"Oh, I am insatiable."
"Well, you had better not ask."
"You frighten me. Is anything wrong? Have I come to the height of my happiness, and is the descent to begin?"
"You are very fortunate not to have been discovered."
"Oh! with precautions, and the intelligence of two hearts and one mind——"
"That will not prevent eyes seeing through the trees."
"We have been seen?"
"I fear so."
"And recognized?"
"Oh, monseigneur, if you had been—if this secret had been known to any one, Jeanne de Valois would be out of the kingdom, and you would be dead."
"True; but tell me quickly. They have seen people walking in the park; is there any harm in that?"
"Ask the king."
"The king knows?"
"I repeat to you, if the king knew, you would be in the Bastile. But I advise you not to tempt Providence again."
"What do you mean, dear countess?"
"Do you not understand?"
"I fear to understand," he replied.
"I shall fear, if you do not promise to go no more to Versailles."
"By day?"
"Or by night."
"Impossible!"
"Why so, monseigneur?"
"Because I have in my heart a love which will end only with my life."
"So I perceive," replied she, ironically; "and it is to arrive more quickly at this result that you persist in returning to the park; for most assuredly, if you do, your love and your life will end together."
"Oh, countess, how fearful you are—you who were so brave yesterday!"
"I am always brave when there is no danger."
"But I have the bravery of my race, and am happier in the presence of danger."
"But permit me to tell you——"
"No, countess, the die is cast. Death, if it comes; but first, love. I shall return to Versailles."
"Alone, then."
"You abandon me?"
"And not I alone."
"She will come?"
"You deceive yourself; she will not come."
"Is that what you were sent to tell me?"
"It is what I have been preparing you for."
"She will see me no more?"
"Never; and it is I who have counseled it."
"Madame, do not plunge the knife into my heart!" cried he, in a doleful voice.
"It would be much more cruel, monseigneur, to let two foolish people destroy themselves for want of a little good advice."
"Countess, I would rather die."
"As regards yourself, that is easy; but, subject, you dare not dethrone your queen; man, you will not destroy a woman."
"But confess that you do not come in her name, that she does not throw me off."
"I speak in her name."
"It is only a delay she asks?"
"Take it as you wish; but obey her orders."
"The park is not the only place of meeting. There are a hundred safer spots—the queen can come to you, for instance."
"Monseigneur, not a word more. The weight of your secret is too much for me, and I believe her capable, in a fit of remorse, of confessing all to the king."
"Good God! impossible."
"If you saw her, you would pity her."
"What can I do then?"
"Insure your safety by your silence."
"But she will think I have forgotten her, and accuse me of being a coward."
"To save her."
"Can a woman forgive him who abandons her?"
"Do not judge her like others."
"I believe her great and strong. I love her for her courage and her noble heart. She may count on me, as I do on her. Once more I will see her, lay bare my heart to her; and whatever she then commands, I will sacredly obey."
Jeanne rose. "Go, then," said she, "but go alone. I have thrown the key of the park into the river. You can go to Versailles—I shall go to Switzerland or Holland. The further off I am when the shell bursts the better."
"Countess, you abandon me. With whom shall I talk of her?"
"Oh! you have the park and the echoes. You can teach them her name!"
"Countess, pity me; I am in despair."
"Well, but do not act in so childish and dangerous a manner. If you love her so much, guard her name, and if you are not totally without gratitude, do not involve in your own ruin those who have served you through friendship. Swear to me not to attempt to see or speak to her for a fortnight, and I will remain, and may yet be of service to you. But if you decide to brave all, I shall leave at once, and you must extricate yourself as you can."
"It is dreadful," murmured the cardinal; "the fall from so much happiness is overwhelming. I shall die of it."
"Suffering is always the consequence of love. Come, monseigneur, decide. Am I to remain here, or start for Lausanne?"
"Remain, countess."
"You swear to obey me."
"On the faith of a Rohan."
"Good. Well, then, I forbid interviews, but not letters."
"Really! I may write?"
"Yes."
"And she will answer."
"Try."
The cardinal kissed Jeanne's hand again, and called her his guardian angel. The demon within her must have laughed.
CHAPTER LXVIII.
THE NIGHT.
That day, at four o'clock, a man on horseback stopped in the outskirts of the park, just behind the baths of Apollo, where M. de Rohan used to wait. He got off, and looked at the places where the grass had been trodden down. "Here are the traces," thought he; "it is as I supposed. M. de Charny has returned for a fortnight, and this is where he enters the park." And he sighed. "Leave him to his happiness. God gives to one, and denies to another. But I will have proof to-night. I will hide in the bushes, and see what happens."
As for Charny, obedient to the queen's commands, he waited for orders; but it was half-past ten, and no one appeared. He waited with impatient anxiety. Then he began to think she had deceived him, and had promised what she did not mean to perform. "How could I be so foolish—I, who saw her—to be taken in by her words and promises!" At last he saw a figure approaching, wrapped in a large black mantle, and he uttered a cry of joy, for he recognized the queen. He ran to her, and fell at her feet.
"Ah, here you are, sir! it is well."
"Ah, madame! I scarcely hoped you were coming."
"Have you your sword?"
"Yes, madame."
"Where do you say those people came in?"
"By this door."
"At what time?"
"At midnight each time."
"There is no reason why they should not come again to-night. You have not spoken to any one."
"To no one."
"Come into the thick wood, and let us watch, I have not spoken of this to M. de Crosne. I have already mentioned this creature to him, and if she be not arrested, he is either incapable, or in league with my enemies. It seems incredible that any one should dare to play such tricks under my eyes, unless they were sure of impunity. Therefore, I think it is time to take the care of my reputation on myself. What do you think?"
"Oh, madame! allow me to be silent! I am ashamed of all I have said."
"At least you are an honest man," replied the queen, "and speak to the accused face to face. You do not stab in the dark."
"Oh, madame, it is eleven o'clock! I tremble."
"Look about, that no one is here."
Charny obeyed.
"No one," said he.
"Where did the scenes pass that you have described?"
"Oh, madame! I had a shock when I returned to you; for she stood just where you are at this moment."
"Here!" cried the queen, leaving the place with disgust.
"Yes, madame; under the chestnut tree."
"Then, sir, let us move, for they will most likely come here again."
He followed the queen to a different place. She, silent and proud, waited for the proof of her innocence to appear. Midnight struck. The door did not open. Half an hour passed, during which the queen asked ten times if they had always been punctual.
Three-quarters struck—the queen stamped with impatience. "They will not come," she cried; "these misfortunes only happen to me;" and she looked at Charny, ready to quarrel with him, if she saw any expression of triumph or irony: but he, as his suspicions began to return, grew so pale and looked so melancholy, that he was like the figure of a martyr.
At last she took his arm, and led him under the chestnut tree. "You say," she murmured, "that it was here you saw her?"
"Yes, madame."
"Here that she gave the rose?" And the queen, fatigued and wearied with waiting and disappointment leaned against the tree, and covered her face with her hands, but Charny could see the tears stealing through. At last she raised her head:
"Sir," said she, "I am condemned. I promised to prove to you to-day that I was calumniated; God does not permit it, and I submit. I have done what no other woman, not to say queen, would have done. What a queen! who cannot reign over one heart, who cannot obtain the esteem of one honest man. Come, sir, give me your arm, if you do not despise me too much."
"Oh, madame!" cried he, falling at her feet, "if I were only an unhappy man who loves you, could you not pardon me?"
"You!" cried she, with a bitter laugh, "you love me! and believe me infamous!"
"Oh, madame!"
"You accuse me of giving roses, kisses, and love. No, sir, no falsehoods! you do not love me."
"Madame, I saw these phantoms. Pity me, for I am on the rack."
She took his hands. "Yes, you saw, and you think it was I. Well, if here under this same tree, you at my feet, I press your hands, and say to you, 'M, de Charny, I love you, I have loved, and shall love no one else in this world, may God pardon me'—will that convince you? Will you believe me then?" As she spoke, she came so close to him that he felt her breath on his lips. "Oh!" cried Charny, "now I am ready to die."
"Give me your arm," said she, "and teach me where they went, and where she gave the rose,"—and she took from her bosom a rose and held it to him. He took it and pressed it to his heart.
"Then," continued she, "the other gave him her hand to kiss."
"Both her hands," cried Charny, pressing his burning lips passionately on hers.
"Now they visited, the baths—so will we; follow me to the place." He followed her, like a man in a strange, happy dream. They looked all round, then opened the door, and walked through. Then they came out again: two o'clock struck. "Adieu," said she; "go home until to-morrow." And she walked away quickly towards the château.
When they were gone, a man rose from among the bushes. He had heard and seen all.
CHAPTER LXIX.
THE CONGE.
The queen went to mass the next day, which was Sunday, smiling and beautiful. When she woke in the morning she said, "It is a lovely day, it makes me happy only to live." She seemed full of joy, and was generous and gracious to every one. The road was lined as usual on her return with ladies and gentlemen. Among them were Madame de la Motte and M. de Charny, who was complimented by many friends on his return, and on his radiant looks. Glancing round, he saw Philippe standing near him, whom he had not seen since the day of the duel.
"Gentlemen," said Charny, passing through the crowd, "allow me to fulfil an act of politeness;" and, advancing towards Philippe, he said, "Allow me, M. de Taverney, to thank you now for the interest you have taken in my health. I shall have the honor to pay you a visit to-morrow. I trust you preserve no enmity towards me."
"None, sir," replied Philippe.
Charny held out his hand, but Philippe, without seeming to notice it, said, "Here comes the queen, sir." As she approached, she fixed her looks on Charny with that rash openness which she always showed in her affections, while she said to several gentlemen who were pressing round her, "Ask me what you please, gentlemen, for to-day I can refuse nothing." A voice said, "Madame." She turned, and saw Philippe, and thus found herself between two men, of whom she almost reproached herself with loving one too much and the other too little.
"M. de Taverney, you have something to ask me; pray speak——"
"Only ten minutes' audience at your majesty's leisure," replied he, with grave solemnity.
"Immediately, sir—follow me." A quarter of an hour after, Philippe was introduced into the library, where the queen waited for him.
"Ah! M. de Taverney, enter," said she in a gay tone, "and do not look so sorrowful. Do you know I feel rather frightened whenever a Taverney asks for an audience. Reassure me quickly, and tell me that you are not come to announce a misfortune."
"Madame, this time I only bring you good news."
"Oh! some news."
"Alas, yes, your majesty."
"There! an 'alas' again."
"Madame, I am about to assure your majesty that you need never again fear to be saddened by the sight of a Taverney; for, madame, the last of this family, to whom you once deigned to show some kindness, is about to leave the court of France forever."
The queen, dropping her gay tone, said, "You leave us?"
"Yes, your majesty."
"You also!"
Philippe bowed. "My sister, madame, has already had that grief; I am much more useless to your majesty."
The queen started as she remembered that Andrée had asked for her congé on the day following her first visit to Charny in the doctor's apartments. "It is strange," she murmured, as Philippe remained motionless as a statue, waiting his dismissal. At last she said abruptly, "Where are you going?"
"To join M. de la Pérouse, madame."
"He is at Newfoundland."
"I have prepared to join him there."
"Do you know that a frightful death has been predicted for him?"
"A speedy one," replied Philippe; "that is not necessarily a frightful one."
"And you are really going?"
"Yes, madame, to share his fate."
The queen was silent for a time, and then said, "Why do you go?"
"Because I am anxious to travel."
"But you have already made the tour of the world."
"Of the New World, madame, but not of the Old."
"A race of iron, with hearts of steel, are you Taverneys. You and your sister are terrible people—you go not for the sake of traveling, but to leave me. Your sister said she was called by religions duty; it was a pretext. However, she wished to go, and she went. May she be happy! You might be happy here, but you also wish to go away."
"Spare us, I pray you, madame; if you could read our hearts, you would find them full of unlimited devotion towards you."
"Oh!" cried the queen, "you are too exacting; she takes the world for a heaven, where one should only live as a saint; you look upon it as a hell—and both fly from it; she because she finds what she does not seek, and you because you do not find what you do seek. Am I not right? Ah! M. de Taverney, allow human beings to be imperfect, and do not expect royalty to be superhuman. Be more tolerant, or, rather, less egotistical." She spoke earnestly, and continued: "All I know is, that I loved Andrée, and that she left me; that I valued you, and you are about to do the same. It is humiliating to see two such people abandon my court."
"Nothing can humiliate persons like your majesty. Shame does not reach those placed so high."
"What has wounded you?" asked the queen.
"Nothing, madame."
"Your rank has been raised, your fortune was progressing."
"I can but repeat to your majesty that the court does not please me."
"And if I ordered you to stay here?"
"I should have the grief of disobeying your majesty."
"Oh! I know," cried she impatiently, "you bear malice; you quarreled with a gentleman here, M. de Charny, and wounded him; and because you see him returned to-day, you are jealous, and wish to leave."
Philippe turned pale, but replied, "Madame, I saw him sooner than you imagine, for I met him at two o'clock this morning by the baths of Apollo."
It was now the queen's time to grow pale, but she felt a kind of admiration for one who had retained so much courtesy and self-command in the midst of his anger and grief. "Go," murmured she at length, in a faint voice, "I will keep you no longer."
Philippe bowed, and left the room, while the queen sank, terrified and overwhelmed, on the sofa.
CHAPTER LXX.
THE JEALOUSY OF THE CARDINAL.
The cardinal passed three nights very different to those when he went to the park, and which he constantly lived over again in his memory. No news of any one, no hope of a visit; nothing but a dead silence, and perfect darkness, after such brightness and happiness. He began to fear that, after all, his sacrifice had been displeasing to the queen. His uneasiness became insupportable. He sent ten times in one day to Madame de la Motte: the tenth messenger brought Jeanne to him. On seeing her he cried out, "How! you live so tranquilly; you know my anxiety, and you, my friend, never come near me."
"Oh, monseigneur, patience, I beg. I have been far more useful to you at Versailles than I could have been here."
"Tell me," replied he, "what does she say? Is she less cruel?"
"Absence is equal pain, whether borne at Versailles or at Paris."
"Oh, I thank you, but the proofs——"
"Proofs! Are you in your senses, monseigneur, to ask a woman for proofs of her own infidelity?"
"I am not speaking of proofs for a lawsuit, countess, only a token of love."
"It seems to me that you are either very exacting or very forgetful."
"Oh! I know you will tell me that I might be more than satisfied. But judge by yourself, countess; would you like to be thrown on one side, after having received assurances of favor?"
"Assurances!"
"Oh, certainly, I have nothing to complain of, but still——"
"I cannot be answerable for unreasonable discontents."
"Countess, you treat me ill. Instead of reproaching me for my folly, you should try to aid me."
"I cannot aid you. I see nothing to do."
"Nothing to do?"
"No."
"Well, madame, I do not say the same."
"Ah, monseigneur, anger will not help you; and besides, you are unjust."
"No, countess; if you do not assist me any longer, I know it is because you cannot. Only tell me the truth at once."
"What truth?"
"That the queen is a perfidious coquette, who makes people adore her, and then drives them to despair."
Jeanne looked at him with an air of surprise, although she had expected him to arrive at this state, and she felt really pleased, for she thought that it would help her out of her difficult position. "Explain yourself," she said.
"Confess that the queen refuses to see me."
"I do not say so, monseigneur."
"She wishes to keep me away lest I should rouse the suspicions of some other lover."
"Ah, monseigneur!" cried Jeanne in a tone which gave him liberty to suspect anything.
"Listen," continued he; "the last time I saw her, I thought I heard steps in the wood——"
"Folly!"
"And I suspect——"
"Say no more, monseigneur. It is an insult to the queen; besides, even if it were true that she fears the surveillance of another lover, why should you reproach her with a past which she has sacrificed to you?"
"But if this past be again a present, and about to be a future?"
"Fie, monseigneur, your suspicions are offensive both to the queen and to me."
"Then, countess, bring me a proof—does she love me at all?"
"It is very simple," replied Jeanne, pointing to his writing table, "to ask her."
"You will give her a note?"
"Who else would, if not I?"
"And you will bring me an answer?"
"If possible."
"Ah! now you are a good creature, countess."
He sat down, but though he was an eloquent writer, he commenced and destroyed a dozen sheets of paper before he satisfied himself.
"If you go on so, you will never have done," said Jeanne.
"You see, countess, I fear my own tenderness, lest I displease the queen."
"Oh," replied Jeanne, "if you write a business letter, you will get one in reply. That is your own affair."
"You are right, countess; you always see what is best." He then wrote a letter, so full of loving reproaches and ardent protestations, that Jeanne, when he gave it to her to read, thought, "He has written of his own accord what I never should have dared to dictate."
"Will it do?" asked he.
"If she loves you. You will see to-morrow: till then be quiet."
"Till to-morrow, then."
On her return home Jeanne gave way to her reflections. This letter was just what she wanted. How could the cardinal ever accuse her, when he was called on to pay for the necklace? Even admitting that the queen and cardinal met, and that everything was explained, how could they turn against her while she held in her hands such proofs of a scandalous secret? No, they must let her go quietly off with her fortune of a million and a half of francs. They would know she had stolen the diamonds, but they never would publish all this affair; and if one letter was not enough, she would have seven or eight. The first explosion would come from the jewelers, who would claim their money. Then she must confess to M. de Rohan, and make him pay by threatening to publish his letters. Surely they would purchase the honor of a queen and a prince at the price of a million and a half! The jewelers once paid, that question was at an end; Jeanne felt sure of her fortune. She knew that the cardinal had a conviction so firm that nothing could shake it, that he had met the queen. There was but one living witness against her, and that one she would soon cause to disappear. Arrived at this point, she went to the window and saw Oliva, who was watching in her balcony. She made the accustomed sign for her to come down, and Oliva replied joyfully. The great thing now was to get rid of her. To destroy the instrument that has served them is the constant endeavor of those who intrigue; but here it is that they generally fail; they do not succeed in doing so before there has been time to disclose the secret. Jeanne knew that Oliva would not be easy to get rid of, unless she could think of something that would induce her to fly willingly. Oliva, on her part, much as she enjoyed her nocturnal promenades at first, after so much confinement, was already beginning to weary of them, and to sigh once more for liberty and Beausire.
The night came, and they went out together; Oliva disguised under a large cloak and hood, and Jeanne dressed as a grisette; besides which the carriage bore the respectable arms of Valois, which prevented the police, who alone might have recognized Oliva, from searching it.
"Oh! I have been so ennuyée," cried Oliva, "I have been expecting you so long."
"It was impossible to come and see you, I should have run, and made you run, a great danger."
"How so?" said Oliva, astonished.
"A terrible danger at which I still tremble. You know how ennuyée you were, and how much you wished to go out."
"Yes; and you assisted me like a friend."
"Certainly; I proposed that we should have some amusement with that officer who is rather mad, and in love with the queen, whom you resemble a little; and endeavor to persuade him that it was the queen he was walking with."
"Yes," said Oliva.
"The first two nights you walked in the park, and you played your part to perfection; he was quite taken in."
"Yes," said Oliva, "but it was almost a pity to deceive him, poor fellow, he was so delightful."
"Yes, but the evil is not there. To give a man a rose, to let him kiss your hands, and call you 'your majesty,' was all good fun; but, my little Oliva, it seems you did not stop here."
Oliva colored.
"How?" stammered she.
"There was a third interview."
"Yes," replied Oliva, hastily, "you know, for you were there."
"Excuse me, dear friend; I was there, but at a distance. I neither saw nor heard what passed within, I only know what you told me, that he talked and kissed your hands."
"Oh, mon Dieu!" murmured Oliva.
"You surely could not have exposed us both to such a terrible danger without telling me of it."
Oliva trembled from head to foot.
Jeanne continued. "How could I imagine that you, who said you loved M. Beausire, and were courted by a man like Count Cagliostro, whom you refused; oh! it cannot be true."
"But where is the danger?" asked Oliva.
"The danger! Have we not to manage a madman, one who fears nothing, and will not be controlled. It was no great thing for the queen to give him her hand to kiss or to give him a rose; oh, my dear child, I have not smiled since I heard this."
"What do you fear?" asked Oliva, her teeth chattering with terror.
"Why, as you are not the queen, and have taken her name, and in her name have committed a folly of this kind, that is unfortunately treason. He has no proof of this—they may be satisfied with a prison or banishment."
"A prison! banishment!" shrieked Oliva.
"I, at least, intend to take precautions and hide myself."
"You fear also?"
"Oh! will not this madman divulge my share also? My poor Oliva, this trick of yours will cost us dear."
Oliva burst into tears.
"Oh!" she cried, "I think I am possessed of a demon, that I can never rest: just saved from one danger, I must rush into another. Suppose I confess all to my protector?"
"A fine story to confess to him, whose advances you refused, that you have committed this imprudence with a stranger."
"Mon Dieu! you are right."
"Soon this report will spread, and will reach his ears; then do you not think he will give you up to the police? Even if he only send you away, what will become of you?"
"Oh! I am lost."
"And M. Beausire, when he shall hear this——?"
Oliva started, and wringing her hands violently, cried out, "Oh, he would kill me; but no, I will kill myself. You cannot save me, since you are compromised also."
"I have," replied Jeanne, "in the furthest part of Picardy, a little farm. If you can gain this refuge, you might be safe."
"But you?"
"Oh, once you were gone, I should not fear him."
"I will go whenever you like."
"I think you are wise."
"Must I go at once?"
"Wait till I have prepared everything to insure safety; meanwhile, hide yourself, and do not come near the window."
"Oh yes, dear friend."
"And to begin, let us go home, as there is no more to say."
"How long will your preparations take?"
"I do not know, but remember henceforth, until the day of your departure I shall not come to the window. When you see me there, you will know that the day has arrived, and be prepared."
They returned in silence. On arriving, Oliva begged pardon humbly of her friend for bringing her into so much danger through her folly.
"I am a woman," replied Jeanne, "and can pardon a woman's weakness."
CHAPTER LXXI.
THE FLIGHT.
Oliva kept her promise, and Jeanne also. Oliva hid herself from every one, and Jeanne made her preparations, and in a few days made her appearance at the window as a sign to Oliva to be ready that evening for flight.
Oliva, divided between joy and terror, began immediately to prepare. Jeanne went to arrange about the carriage that was to convey her away. Eleven o'clock at night had just struck when Jeanne arrived with a post-chaise to which three strong horses were harnessed. A man wrapped in a cloak sat on the box, directing the postilions. Jeanne made them stop at the corner of the street, saying, "Remain here—half an hour will suffice—and then I will bring the person whom you are to conduct with all possible speed to Amiens. There you will give her into the care of the farmer who is my tenant; he has his instructions."
"Yes, madame."
"I forgot—are you armed? This lady is menaced by a madman; he might, perhaps, try to stop her on the road."
"What should I do?"
"Fire on any one who tries to impede your journey."
"Yes, madame."
"You asked me seventy louis; I will give you a hundred, and will pay the expenses of the voyage which you had better make to London. Do not return here; it is more prudent for you to go to St. Valery, and embark at once for England."
"Rely on me, madame."
"Well, I will go and bring the lady."
All seemed asleep in that quiet house. Jeanne lighted the lamp which was to be the signal to Oliva, but received no answering sign. "She will come down in the dark," thought Jeanne; and she went to the door, but it did not open. Oliva was perhaps bringing down her packages. "The fool!" murmured the countess, "how much time she is wasting over her rubbish!" She waited a quarter of an hour—no one came; then half-past eleven struck. "Perhaps she did not see my signal," thought Jeanne; and she went up and lighted it again, but it was not acknowledged. "She must be ill," cried Jeanne, in a rage, "and cannot move." Then she took the key which Oliva had given her; but just as she was about to open the door, she thought, "Suppose some one should be there? But I should hear voices on the staircase, and could return. I must risk something." She went up, and on arriving outside Oliva's door she saw a light inside and heard footsteps, but no voices. "It is all right," she thought; "she was only a long time getting ready." "Oliva," said she softly, "open the door." The door opened, and Jeanne found herself face to face with a man holding a torch in his hand.
"Oliva," said he, "is this you?" Then, with a tone of admirably-feigned surprise, cried, "Madame de la Motte!"
"M. de Cagliostro!" said she in terror, feeling half inclined to run away; but he took her hand politely, and begged her to sit down.
"To what do I owe the honor of this visit, madame?"
"Monsieur," said she, stammering, "I came—I sought——"
"Allow me, madame, to inquire which of my servants was guilty of the rudeness of letting you come up unattended?"
Jeanne trembled.
"You must have fallen to the lot of my stupid German porter, who is always tipsy."
"Do not scold him, I beg you, sir," replied Jeanne, who could hardly speak.
"But was it he?"
"I believe so. But you promise me not to scold him?"
"I will not; only, madame, will you now explain to me——"
Jeanne began to gather courage.
"I came to consult you, sir, about certain reports."
"What reports?"
"Do not hurry me, sir; it is a delicate subject."
"Ah! you want time to invent," thought he.
"You are a friend of M. le Cardinal de Rohan?"
"I am acquainted with him, madame."
"Well, I came to ask you——"
"What?"
"Oh, sir, you must know that he has shown me much kindness, and I wish to know if I may rely upon it. You understand me, sir? You read all hearts."
"You must be a little more explicit before I can assist you, madame."
"Monsieur, they say that his eminence loves elsewhere in a high quarter."
"Madame, allow me first to ask you one question. How did you come to seek me here, since I do not live here?" Jeanne trembled. "How did you get in?—for there are neither porter nor servants in this part of my hotel. It could not be me you sought here—who was it? You do not reply; I must aid you a little. You came in by the help of a key which you have now in your pocket. You came to seek a young woman whom from pure kindness I had concealed here."
Jeanne trembled visibly, but replied, "If it were so, it is no crime; one woman is permitted to visit another. Call her; she will tell you if my friendship is a hurtful one."
"Madame, you say that because you know she is not here."
"Not here! Oliva not here?"
"Oh you do not know that—you, who helped her to escape!"
"I!" cried Jeanne; "you accuse me of that?"
"I convict you," replied Cagliostro; and he took a paper from the table, and showed her the following words, addressed to himself:
"MONSIEUR, and my generous protector, forgive me for leaving you; but above all things I love M. Beausire. He came and I follow him. Adieu! Believe in my gratitude!"
"Beausire!" cried Jeanne, petrified; "he, who did not even know her address?"
"Oh, madame, here is another paper, which was doubtless dropped by M. Beausire." The countess read, shuddering:
"M. Beausire will find Mademoiselle Oliva, Rue St. Claude, at the corner of the boulevard. He had better come for her at once; it is time. This is the advice of a sincere friend."
"Oh!" groaned the countess.
"And he has taken her away," said Cagliostro.
"But who wrote this note?"
"Doubtless yourself."
"But how did he get in?"
"Probably with your key."
"But as I have it here, he could not have it."
"Whoever has one can easily have two."
"You are convinced," replied she, "while I can only suspect." She turned and went away, but found the staircase lighted and filled with men-servants. Cagliostro called out loudly before them, "Madame la Comtesse de la Motte!" She went out full of rage and disappointment.
CHAPTER LXXII.
THE LETTER AND THE RECEIPT.
The day arrived for the payment of the first 500,000 francs. The jewelers had prepared a receipt, but no one came with the money in exchange for it. They passed the day and night in a state of cruel anxiety. The following day M. Bœhmer went to Versailles, and asked to see the queen; he was told that he could not be admitted without a letter of audience. However, he begged so hard, and urged his solicitations so well among the servants, that they consented to place him in the queen's way when she went out. Marie Antoinette, still full of joy from her interview with Charny, came along, looking bright and happy, when she caught sight of the somewhat solemn face of M. Bœhmer. She smiled on him, which he took for a favorable sign, and asked for an audience, which was promised him for two o'clock. On his return to Bossange, they agreed that no doubt the money was all right, only the queen had been unable to send it the day before. At two o'clock Bœhmer returned to Versailles.
"What is it now, M. Bœhmer?" asked the queen, as he entered. Bœhmer thought some one must be listening, and looked cautiously around him.
"Have you any secret to tell?" asked the queen, in surprise. "The same as before, I suppose—some jewels to sell. But make yourself easy; no one can hear you."
"Ahem!" murmured Bœhmer, startled at his reception.
"Well, what?"
"Then I may speak out to your majesty?"
"Anything; only be quick."
"I only wished to say that your majesty probably forgot us yesterday."
"Forgot you! what do you mean?"
"Yesterday the sum was due——"
"What sum?"
"Pardon me, your majesty, if I am indiscreet. Perhaps your majesty is not prepared. It would be a misfortune; but still——"
"But," interrupted the queen, "I do not understand a word of what you are saying. Pray explain yourself."
"Yesterday the first payment for the necklace was due."
"Have you sold it, then?"
"Certainly, your majesty," replied Bœhmer, looking stupefied.
"And those to whom you have sold it have not paid, my poor Bœhmer? So much the worse; but they must do as I did, and, if they cannot pay, send it you back again."
The jeweler staggered like a man who had just had a sunstroke. "I do not understand your majesty," he said.
"Why, Bœhmer, if ten purchasers were each to send it back, and give you 100,000 francs, as I did, you would make a million, and keep your necklace also."
"Your majesty says," cried Bœhmer, ready to drop, "that you sent me back the necklace!"
"Certainly. What is the matter?"
"What! your majesty denies having bought the necklace?"
"Ah! what comedy is this, sir?" said the queen, severely. "Is this unlucky necklace destined to turn some one's brain?"
"But did your majesty really say that you had returned the necklace?"
"Happily," replied the queen, "I can refresh your memory, as you are so forgetful, to say nothing more." She went to her secretaire, and, taking out the receipt, showed it to him, saying, "I suppose this is clear enough?"
Bœhmer's expression changed from incredulity to terror. "Madame," cried he, "I never signed this receipt!"
"You deny it!" said the queen, with flashing eyes.
"Positively, if I lose my life for it. I never received the necklace; I never signed the receipt. Were the headsman here, or the gallows, I would repeat the same thing!"
"Then, sir," said the queen, "do you think I have robbed you? do you think I have your necklace?"
Bœhmer drew out a pocket-book, and in his turn produced a letter. "I do not believe," said he, "that if your majesty had wished to return the necklace, you would have written this."
"I write! I never wrote to you; that is not my writing."
"It is signed," said Bœhmer.
"Yes, 'Marie Antoinette of France.' You are mad! Do you think that is the way I sign? I am of Austria. Go, M. Bœhmer; you have played this game unskilfully; your forgers have not understood their work."
"My forgers!" cried the poor Bœhmer, ready to faint at this new blow. "You suspect me?"
"You accuse me, Marie Antoinette?" replied she.
"But this letter?"
"This receipt? Give it me back, and take your letter; the first lawyer you ask will tell you how much that is worth." And taking the receipt from his trembling hands, and throwing the letter indignantly down, she left the room.
The unfortunate man ran to communicate this dreadful blow to his partner, who was waiting in the carriage for him; and on their way home their gestures and cries of grief were so frantic as to attract the attention of every passer-by. At last they decided to return to Versailles.
Immediately they presented themselves they were admitted by the order of the queen.
CHAPTER LXXIII.
"Roi ne puis, prince ne daigne,
Rohan je suis."[B]
"Ah!" cried the queen, immediately they entered, "you have brought a reinforcement, M. Bœhmer; so much the better."
Bœhmer kneeled at her feet, and Bossange followed his example.
"Gentlemen," said she, "I have now grown calm, and an idea has come into my head which has modified my opinion with regard to you. It seems to me that we have both been duped."
"Ah, madame, you suspect me no longer. Forger was a dreadful word."
"No, I do not suspect you now."
"Does your majesty suspect any one else?"
"Reply to my questions. You say you have not these diamonds?"
"No, madame, we have not."
"It then matters little to you that I sent them—that is my affair. Did you not see Madame de la Motte?"
"Yes, madame."
"And she gave you nothing from me?"
"No, madame; she only said to us, 'Wait.'"
"But this letter—who brought it?"
"An unknown messenger, during the night."
She rang, and a servant entered.
"Send for Madame de la Motte. And," continued the queen to M. Bœhmer, "did you see M. de Rohan?"
"Yes, madame; he paid us a visit in order to ask."
"Good!" said the queen. "I wish to hear no more now; but if he be mixed up with this affair, I think you need not despair. I think I can guess what Madame de la Motte meant by saying 'Wait.' Meanwhile, go to M. de Rohan, and tell him all you have told us, and that I know it."
The jewelers had a renewed spark of hope; only Bossange said that the receipt was a false one, and that that was a crime.
"True," replied Marie Antoinette, "if you did not write it, it is a crime; but to prove this I must confront you with the person whom I charged to return you the jewels."
"Whenever your majesty pleases; we do not fear the test."
"Go first to M. de Rohan; he alone can enlighten you."
"And will your majesty permit us to bring you his answer?"
"Yes; but I dare say I shall know all before you do."
When they were gone she was restless and unquiet, and despatched courier after courier for Madame de la Motte.
We will, however, leave her for the present, and follow the jewelers in their search after the truth.
The cardinal was at home, reading, with a rage impossible to describe, a little note which Madame de la Motte had just sent him, as she said, from Versailles. It was harsh, forbidding any hope, ordering him to think no more of the past, not to appear again at Versailles, and ending with an appeal to his loyalty not to attempt to renew relations which were become impossible.
"Coquette, capricious, perfidious!" cried he. "Here are four letters which she has written to me, each more unjust and tyrannical than the other. She encouraged me only for a caprice, and now sacrifices me to a new one."
It was at this moment that the jewelers presented themselves. Three times he refused them admittance, and each time the servant came back, saying that they would not go without an audience. "Let them come in, then," said he.
"What means this rudeness, gentlemen? No one owes you anything here."
The jewelers, driven to despair, made a half-menacing gesture.
"Are you mad?" asked the cardinal.
"Monseigneur," replied Bœhmer, with a sigh, "do us justice, and do not compel us to be rude to an illustrious prince."
"Either you are not mad, in which case my servants shall throw you out of the window; or you are mad, and they shall simply push you out of the door."
"Monseigneur, we are not mad, but we have been robbed."
"What is that to me? I am not lieutenant of police."
"But you have had the necklace in your hands, and in justice——"
"The necklace! is it the necklace that is stolen?"
"Yes, monseigneur."
"Well, what does the queen say about it?"
"She sent me to you."
"She is very amiable; but what can I do, my poor fellows?"
"You can tell us, monseigneur, what has been done with it."
"I?"
"Doubtless."
"Do you think I stole the necklace from the queen?"
"It is not the queen from whom it was stolen."
"Mon Dieu! from whom, then?"
"The queen denies having had it in her possession."
"How! she denies it? But I thought you had an acknowledgment from her."
"She says it is a forged one."
"Decidedly, you are mad!" cried the cardinal.
"We simply speak the truth."
"Then she denied it because some one was there."
"No, monseigneur. And this is not all: not only does the queen deny her own acknowledgment, but she produced a receipt from us, purporting that we had received back the necklace."
"A receipt from you?"
"Which also is a forgery, M. le Cardinal—you know it."
"A forgery, and I know it!"
"Assuredly, for you came to confirm what Madame de la Motte had said; and you knew that we had sold the necklace to the queen."
"Come," said the cardinal, "this seems a serious affair. This is what I did: first, I bought the necklace of you for her majesty, and paid you 100,000 francs."
"True, monseigneur."
"Afterwards you told me that the queen had acknowledged the debt in writing, and fixed the periods of payment."
"We said so. Will your eminence look at this signature?"
He looked at it, and said directly, "'Marie Antoinette of France:' you have been deceived, gentlemen; this is not her signature; she is of the House of Austria."
"Then," cried the jewelers, "Madame de la Motte must know the forger and the robber."
The cardinal appeared struck with this. He acted like the queen; he rang, and said, "Send for Madame de la Motte." His servants went after Jeanne's carriage, which had not long left the hotel.
M. Bœhmer continued, "But where is the necklace?"
"How can I tell?" cried the cardinal; "I gave it to the queen. I know no more."
"We must have our necklace, or our money," cried the jewelers.
"Gentlemen, this is not my business."
"It is Madame de la Motte," cried they in despair, "who has ruined us."
"I forbid you to accuse her here."
"Some one must be guilty; some one wrote the forged papers."
"Was it I?" asked M. de Rohan, haughtily.
"Monseigneur, we do not wish to say so."
"Well, who then?"
"Monseigneur, we desire an explanation."
"Wait till I have one myself."
"But, monseigneur, what are we to say to the queen? For she accused us at first."
"What does she say now?"
"She says that either you or Madame de la Motte has the necklace, for she has not."
"Well," replied the cardinal, pale with rage and shame, "go and tell her—no, tell her nothing; there is scandal enough. But to-morrow I officiate at the chapel at Versailles: when I approach the queen, come to us; I will ask her again if she has the necklace, and you shall hear what she replies; if she denies it before me, then, gentlemen, I am a Rohan, and will pay." And with these words, pronounced with an indescribable dignity, he dismissed them.
[B] The motto of the Rohans.
CHAPTER LXXIV.
LOVE AND DIPLOMACY.
The next morning, about ten o'clock, a carriage bearing the arms of M. de Breteuil entered Versailles. Our readers will not have forgotten that this gentleman was a personal enemy of M. de Rohan, and had long been on the watch for an opportunity of injuring him. He now requested an audience from the king, and was admitted.
"It is a beautiful day," said Louis to his minister; "there is not a cloud in the sky."
"Sire, I am sorry to bring with me a cloud on your tranquillity."
"So am I," replied the king, "but what is it?"
"I feel very much embarrassed, sire, more especially as, perhaps, this affair naturally concerns the lieutenant of police rather than myself, for it is a sort of theft."
"A theft! well, speak out."
"Sire, your majesty knows the diamond necklace?"
"M. Bœhmer's, which the queen refused?"
"Precisely, sire," said M. de Breteuil; and ignorant of all the mischief he was about to do, he continued, "and this necklace has been stolen."
"Ah! so much the worse. But diamonds are very easy to trace."
"But, sire, this is not an ordinary theft; it is pretended that the queen has kept the necklace."
"Why, she refused it in my presence."
"Sire, I did not use the right word; the calumnies are too gross."
"Ah!" said the king with a smile, "I suppose they say now that the queen has stolen the necklace."
"Sire," replied M. Breteuil, "they say that the queen recommenced the negotiation for the purchase privately, and that the jewelers hold a paper signed by her, acknowledging that she kept it. I need not tell your majesty how much I despise all such scandalous falsehoods."
"They say this!" said the king, turning pale. "What do they not say? Had the queen really bought it afterwards, I should not have blamed her. She is a woman, and the necklace is marvelously beautiful; and, thank God, she could still afford it, if she wished for it. I shall only blame her for one thing, for hiding her wishes from me. But that has nothing to do with the king, only with the husband. A husband may scold his wife if he pleases, and no one has a right to interfere. But then," continued he, "what do you mean by a robbery?"
"Oh! I fear I have made your majesty angry."
The king laughed. "Come, tell me all; tell me even that the queen sold the necklace to the Jews. Poor woman, she is often in want of money, oftener than I can give it to her."
"Exactly so; about two months ago the queen asked for 500,000 francs, and your majesty refused it."
"True."
"Well, sire, they say that this money was to have been the first payment for the necklace. The queen, being denied the money, could not pay——"
"Well!"
"Well, sire, they say the queen applied to some one to help her."
"To a Jew?"
"No, sire; not to a Jew."
"Oh! I guess, some foreign intrigue. The queen asked her mother, or some of her family, for money."
"It would have been better if she had, sire."
"Well, to whom, then, did she apply?"
"Sire, I dare not——"
"Monsieur, I am tired of this. I order you to speak out at once. Who lent this money to the queen?"
"M. de Rohan."
"M. de Rohan! Are you not ashamed to name to me the most embarrassed man in my kingdom?"
"Sire," said M. de Breteuil, lowering his eyes.
"M. de Breteuil, your manner annoys me. If you have anything to say, speak at once."
"Sire, I cannot bring myself to utter things so compromising to the honor of my king and queen."
"Speak, sir; if there are calumnies, they must be refuted."
"Then, sire, M. de Rohan went to the jewelers, and arranged for the purchase of the necklace, and the mode of payment."
"Really!" cried the king, annoyed and angry.
"It is a fact, sire, capable of being proved with the greatest certainty. I pledge my word for this."
"This is most annoying," said the king; "but still, sir, we have not heard of a theft."
"Sire, the jewelers say that they have a receipt signed by the queen, and she denies having the necklace."
"Ah!" cried the king, with renewed hope; "she denies it, you see, M. de Breteuil."
"Oh, sire! I never doubted her majesty's innocence. I am indeed unfortunate, if your majesty does not see all my respect for the purest of women."
"Then you only accuse M. de Rohan?"
"Yes, sire. And appearances demand some inquiry into his conduct. The queen says she has not the necklace—the jewelers say they sold it to her. It is not to be found, and the word 'theft' is used as connected both with the queen and M. de Rohan."
"You are right, M. de Breteuil; this affair must be cleared up. But who is that passing below? Is it not M. de Rohan going to the chapel?"
"Not yet, sire; he does not come till eleven o'clock, and he will be dressed in his robes, for he officiates to-day."
"Then I will send for him and speak to him."
"Permit me to advise your majesty to speak first to the queen."
"Yes, she will tell me the truth."
"Doubtless, sire."
"But first tell me all you know about it."
M. de Breteuil, with ingenious hate, mentioned every particular which he thought could injure M. de Rohan. They were interrupted by an officer, who approached the king, and said, "Sire, the queen begs you will come to her."
"What is it?" asked the king, turning pale. "Wait here, M. de Breteuil."
CHAPTER LXXV.
CHARNY, CARDINAL, AND QUEEN.
At the same moment as M. de Breteuil asked for an audience of the king, M. de Charny, pale and agitated, begged one of the queen. He was admitted, and touching tremblingly the hand she held out to him, said in an agitated voice, "Oh! madame, what a misfortune!"
"What is the matter?"
"Do you know what I have just heard? What the king has perhaps already heard, or will hear to-morrow."
She trembled, for she thought of her night with Charny, and fancied they had been seen. "Speak," said she; "I am strong."
"They say, madame, that you bought a necklace from M. Bœhmer."
"I returned it," said she quickly.
"But they say that you only pretended to do so, when the king prevented you from paying for it by refusing you the money, and that you went to borrow the amount from some one else, who is your lover."
"And," cried the queen, with her usual impetuous confidence, "you, monsieur—you let them say that?"
"Madame, yesterday I went to M. Bœhmer's with my uncle, who had brought some diamonds from the Indies, and wished to have them valued. There we heard this frightful story now being spread abroad by your majesty's enemies. Madame, I am in despair; if you bought the necklace, tell me; if you have not paid, tell me; but do not let me hear that M. de Rohan paid for you."
"M. de Rohan!"
"Yes, M. de Rohan, whom they call your lover—whom they say lent the money—and whom an unhappy man, called Charny, saw in the park in Versailles, kneeling before the queen, and kissing her hand."
"Monsieur," cried Marie Antoinette, "if you believe these things when you leave me, you do not love me."
"Oh!" cried the young man, "the danger presses. I come to beg you to do me a favor."
"What danger?"
"Oh, madame! the cardinal paying for the queen dishonors her. I do not speak now of the grief such a confidence in him causes to me. No; of these things one dies, but does not complain."
"You are mad!" cried Marie Antoinette, in anger.
"I am not mad, madame, but you are unhappy and lost. I saw you in the park—I told you so—I was not deceived. To-day all the horrible truth has burst out. M. de Rohan boasts, perhaps——"
The queen seized his arm. "You are mad," repeated she, with inexpressible anguish. "Believe anything—believe the impossible—but, in the name of heaven, after all I have said to you, do not believe me guilty. I, who never even thought of you without praying to God to pardon me for my fault. Oh, M. de Charny! if you do not wish to kill me, do not tell me that you think me guilty."
Charny wrung his hands with anguish. "Listen," said he, "if you wish me to serve you efficaciously."
"A service from you?—from you, more cruel than my enemies? A service from a man who despises me? Never, sir—never."
Charny approached, and took her hands in his. "This evening it will be too late. Save me from despair, by saving yourself from shame."
"Monsieur!"
"Oh, I cannot pick my words with death, before me! If you do not listen to me, we shall both die; you from shame, and I from grief. You want money to pay for this necklace."
"I?"
"Do not deny it."
"I tell you——"
"Do not tell me that you have not the necklace."
"I swear!"
"Do not swear, if you wish me to love you. There remains one way to save at once your honor and my love. The necklace is worth 1,600,000 francs—you have paid 100,000. Here is the remainder; take it, and pay."
"You have sold your possessions—you have ruined yourself for me! Good and noble heart, I love you!"
"Then you accept?"
"No; but I love you."
"And let M. de Rohan pay. Remember, madame, this would be no generosity towards me, but the refinement of cruelty."
"M. de Charny, I am a queen. I give to my subjects, but do not accept from them."
"What do you mean to do, then?"
"You are frank. What do the jewelers say?"
"That as you cannot pay, M. de Rohan will pay for you."
"What does the public say?"
"That you have the necklace hidden, and will produce it when it shall have been paid for; either by the cardinal, in his love for you, or by the king, to prevent scandal."
"And you, Charny; in your turn, I ask, what do you say?"
"I think, madame, that you have need to prove your innocence to me."
The Prince Louis, Cardinal de Rohan, was at that moment announced by an usher.
"You shall have your wish," said the queen.
"You are going to receive him?"
"Yes."
"And I?"
"Go into my boudoir, and leave the door ajar, that you may hear. Be quick—here he is."
M. de Rohan appeared in his robes of office. The queen advanced towards him, attempting a smile, which died away on her lips.
He was serious, and said, "Madame, I have several important things to communicate to you, although you shun my presence."
"I shun you so little, monsieur, that I was about to send for you."
"Am I alone with your majesty?" said he, in a low voice. "May I speak freely?"
"Perfectly, monseigneur. Do not constrain yourself," said she aloud, for M. de. Charny to hear.
"The king will not come?"
"Have no fear of the king, or any one else."
"Oh, it is yourself I fear," said he, in a moved voice.
"Well, I am not formidable. Say quickly and openly what you have to say. I like frankness, and want no reserve. They say you complain of me; what have you to reproach me with?"
The cardinal sighed.
CHAPTER LXXVI.
EXPLANATIONS.
"Madame," said the cardinal, bowing, "you know what is passing concerning the necklace?"
"No, monsieur; I wish to learn it from you."
"Why has your majesty for so long only deigned to communicate with me through another? If you have any reason to hate me, why not explain it?"
"I do not know what you mean. I do not hate you; but that is not, I think, the subject of our interview. I wish to hear all about this unlucky necklace; but first, where is Madame de la Motte?"
"I was about to ask your majesty the same question."
"Really, monsieur, if any one knows, I think it ought to be you."
"I, madame! why?"
"Oh! I do not wish to receive your confessions about her, but I wish to speak to her, and have sent for her ten times without receiving any answer."
"And I, madame, am astonished at her disappearance, for I also sent to ask her to come, and, like your majesty, received no answer."
"Then let us leave her, monsieur, and speak of ourselves."
"Oh no, madame; let us speak of her first, for a few words of your majesty's gave me a painful suspicion; it seemed to me that your majesty reproached me with my assiduities to her."
"I have not reproached you at all, sir."
"Oh! madame, such a suspicion would explain all to me; then I should understand all your rigor towards me, which I have hitherto found so inexplicable."
"Here we cease to understand each other, and I beg of you not to still further involve in obscurity what I wished you to explain to me."
"Madame," cried the cardinal, clasping his hands, "I entreat you not to change the subject; allow me only two words more, and I am sure we shall understand each other."
"Really, sir, you speak in language that I do not understand. Pray return to plain French; where is the necklace that I returned to the jewelers?"
"The necklace that you sent back?"
"Yes; what have you done with it?"
"I! I do not know, madame."
"Listen, and one thing is simple; Madame de la Motte took away the necklace, and returned it to the jewelers in my name. The jewelers say they never had it, and I hold in my hands a receipt which proves the contrary; but they say the receipt is forged; Madame de la Motte, if sincere, could explain all, but as she is not to be found, I can but conjecture. She wished to return it, but you, who had always the generous wish to present me the necklace, you, who brought it to me, with the offer to pay for it——"
"Which your majesty refused."
"Yes. Well, you have persevered in your idea, and you kept back the necklace, hoping to return it to me at some other time. Madame de la Motte was weak; she knew my inability to pay for it, and my determination not to keep it when I could not pay; she therefore entered into a conspiracy with you. Have I guessed right? Say yes. Let me believe in this slight disobedience to my orders, and I promise you both pardon; so let Madame de la Motte come out from her hiding-place. But, for pity's sake, let there be perfect clearness and openness, monsieur. A cloud rests over me; I will have it dispersed."
"Madame," replied the cardinal, with a sigh, "unfortunately it is not true. I did not persevere in my idea, for I believed the necklace was in your own hands; I never conspired with Madame de la Motte about it, and I have it no more than you say you or the jewelers have it."
"Impossible! you have not got it?"
"No, madame."
"Is it not you who hide it?"
"No, madame."
"You do not know what has become of it?"
"No, madame."
"But, then, how do you explain its disappearance?"
"I do not pretend to explain it, madame; and, moreover, it is not the first time that I have had to complain that your majesty did not understand me."
"How, sir?"
"Pray, madame, have the goodness to retrace my letters in your memory."
"Your letters!—you have written to me?"
"Too seldom, madame, to express all that was in my heart."
The queen rose.
"Terminate this jesting, sir. What do you mean by letters? How can you dare to say such things?"
"Ah! madame, perhaps I have allowed myself to speak too freely the secret of my soul."
"What secret? Are you in your senses, monsieur?"
"Madame!"
"Oh! speak out. You speak now like a man who wishes to embarrass one before witnesses."
"Madame, is there really any one listening to us?"
"No, monsieur. Explain yourself, and prove to me, if you can, that you are in your right senses."
"Oh! why is not Madame de la Motte here? she could aid me to reawaken, if not your majesty's attachment, at least your memory."
"My attachment! my memory!"
"Ah, madame," cried he, growing excited, "spare me, I beg. It is free to you to love no longer, but do not insult me."
"Ah, mon Dieu!" cried the queen, turning pale: "hear what this man says."
"Well, madame," said he, getting still more excited, "I think I have been sufficiently discreet and reserved not to be ill-treated. But I should have known that when a queen says, 'I will not any longer,' it is as imperious as when a woman says, 'I will.'"
"But, sir, to whom, or when, have I said either the one or the other?"
"Both, to me."
"To you! You are a liar, M. de Rohan. A coward, for you calumniate a woman; and a traitor, for you insult the queen."
"And you are a heartless woman and a faithless queen. You led me to feel for you the most ardent love. You let me drink my fill of hopes——"
"Of hopes! My God! am I mad, or what is he?"
"Should I have dared to ask you for the midnight interviews which you granted me?"
The queen uttered a cry of rage, as she fancied she heard a sigh from the boudoir.
"Should I," continued M. de Rohan, "have dared to come into the park if you had not sent Madame de la Motte for me?"
"Mon Dieu!"
"Should I have dared to steal the key? Should I have ventured to ask for this rose, which since then I have worn here on my heart, and burned up with my kisses? Should I have dared to kiss your hands? And, above all, should I have dared even to dream of sweet but perfidious love."
"Monsieur!" cried she, "you blaspheme."
"Mon Dieu!" exclaimed the cardinal, "heaven knows that to be loved by this deceitful woman I would have given my all, my liberty, my life."
"M. de Rohan, if you wish to preserve either, you will confess immediately that you invented all these horrors; that you did not come to the park at night."
"I did come," he replied.
"You are a dead man if you maintain this."
"A Rohan cannot lie, madame; I did come."
"M. de Rohan, in heaven's name say that you did not see me there."
"I will die if you wish it, and as you threaten me; but I did come to the park at Versailles, where Madame de la Motte brought me."
"Once more, confess it is a horrible plot against me."
"No."
"Then believe that you were mistaken—deceived—that it was all a fancy."
"No."
"Then we will have recourse," said she, solemnly, "to the justice of the king."
The cardinal bowed.
The queen rang violently. "Tell his majesty that I desire his presence."
The cardinal remained firm. Marie Antoinette went ten times to the door of the boudoir, and each time returned without going in.
At last the king appeared.
CHAPTER LXXVII.
THE ARREST.
"Sire," cried the queen, "here is M. de Rohan, who says incredible things, which I wish him to repeat to you."
At these unexpected words the cardinal turned pale. Indeed, it was a strange position to hear himself called upon to repeat to the king and the husband all the claims which he believed he had over the queen and the wife.
But the king, turning towards him, said, "About a certain necklace, is it not, sir?"
M. de Rohan took advantage of the king's question, and chose the least of two evils. "Yes, sire," he murmured, "about the necklace."
"Then, sir, you have brought the necklace?"
"Sire——"
"Yes, or no, sir."
The cardinal looked at the queen, and did not reply.
"The truth, sir," said the queen, answering his look. "We want nothing but the truth."
M. de Rohan turned away his head, and did not speak.
"If M. de Rohan will not reply, will you, madame, explain?" said the king. "You must know something about it; did you buy it?"
"No."
M. de Rohan smiled rather contemptuously.
"You say nothing, sir," said the king.
"Of what am I accused, sire?"
"The jewelers say they sold the necklace either to you or the queen. They show a receipt from her majesty——"
"A forged one," interrupted the queen.
"The jewelers," continued the king, "say that in case the queen does not pay, you are bound to do so by your engagements."
"I do not refuse to pay, sire. It must be the truth, as the queen permits it to be said." And a second look, still more contemptuous than the first, accompanied this speech.
The queen trembled, for she began to think his behavior like the indignation of an honest man.
"Well, M. le Cardinal, some one has imitated the signature of the Queen of France," said the king.
"The queen, sire, is free to attribute to me whatever crimes she pleases."
"Sir," said the king, "instead of justifying yourself, you assume the air of an accuser."
The cardinal paused a moment, and then cried, "Justify myself?—impossible!"
"Monsieur, these people say that this necklace has been stolen under a promise to pay for it; do you confess the crime?"
"Who would believe it, if I did?" asked the cardinal, with a haughty disdain.
"Then, sir, you think they will believe——"
"Sire, I know nothing of what is said," interrupted the cardinal; "all that I can affirm is, that I have not the necklace; some one has it who will not produce it; and I can but say, let the shame of the crime fall on the person who knows himself guilty."
"The question, madame, is between you two," said the king. "Once more, have you the necklace?"
"No, by the honor of my mother, by the life of my son."
The king joyfully turned towards the cardinal. "Then, sir, the affair lies between you and justice, unless you prefer trusting to my clemency."
"The clemency of kings is for the guilty, sire; I prefer the justice of men!"
"You will confess nothing?"
"I have nothing to say."
"But, sir, your silence compromises my honor," cried the queen.
The cardinal did not speak.
"Well, then, I will speak," cried she. "Learn, sire, that M. de Rohan's chief crime is not the theft of this necklace."
M. de Rohan turned pale.
"What do you mean?" cried the king.
"Madame!" murmured the cardinal.
"Oh! no reasons, no fear, no weakness shall close my mouth. I would proclaim my innocence in public if necessary."
"Your innocence," said the king. "Oh, madame, who would be rash enough, or base enough, to compel you to defend that?"
"I beg you, madame," said the cardinal.
"Ah! you begin to tremble. I was right: such plots bear not the light. Sire, will you order M. de Rohan to repeat to you what he has just said to me."
"Madame," cried the cardinal, "take care; you pass all bounds."
"Sir," said the king, "do you dare to speak thus to the queen?"
"Yes, sire," said Marie Antoinette; "this is the way he speaks to me, and pretends he has the right to do so."
"You, sir!" cried the king, livid with rage.
"Oh! he says he has letters——"
"Let us see them, sir," said the king.
"Yes, produce them," cried the queen.
The cardinal passed his hands over his burning eyes, and asked himself how heaven could ever have created a being so perfidious and so audacious; but he remained silent.
"But that is not all," continued the queen, getting more and more excited: "M. le Cardinal says he has obtained interviews——"
"Madame, for pity's sake," cried the king.
"For modesty's sake," murmured the cardinal.
"One word, sir. If you are not the basest of men; if you hold anything sacred in this world; if you have proofs, produce them."
"No, madame," replied he, at length, "I have not."
"You said you had a witness."
"Who?" asked the king.
"Madame de la Motte."
"Ah!" cried the king, whose suspicions against her were easily excited; "let us see this woman."
"Yes," said the queen, "but she has disappeared. Ask monsieur what he has done with her."
"Others have made her disappear who had more interest in doing so than I had."
"But, sir, if you are innocent, help us to find the guilty."
The cardinal crossed his hands and turned his back.
"Monsieur," cried the king, "you shall go to the Bastile."
"As I am, sire, in my robes? Consider, sire, the scandal will commence, and will fall heavily on whomsoever it rests."
"I wish it to do so, sir."
"It is an injustice, sire."
"It shall be so." And the king looked round for some one to execute his orders. M. de Breteuil was near, anticipating the fall of his rival; the king spoke to him, and he cried immediately, "Guards! arrest M. le Cardinal de Rohan."
The cardinal passed by the queen without saluting her; then, bowing to the king, went towards the lieutenant of the guards, who approached timidly, seeming to wait for a confirmation of the order he had received.
"Yes, sir," said M. de Rohan, "it is I whom you are to arrest."
"Conduct monsieur to his apartment until I have written the order;" said the king.
When they were alone, the king said, "Madame, you know this must lead to a public trial, and that scandal will fall heavily on the heads of the guilty."
"I thank you, sire; you have taken the only method of justifying me."
"You thank me."
"With all my heart; believe me, you have acted like a king, and I as a queen."
"Good," replied the king, joyfully; "we shall find out the truth at last, and when once we have crushed the serpent, I hope we may live in more tranquillity." He kissed the queen, and left her.
"Monsieur," said the cardinal to the officer who conducted him, "can I send word home that I have been arrested?"
"If no one sees, monseigneur."
The cardinal wrote some words on a page of his missal, then tore it out, and let it fall at the feet of the officer.
"She ruins me," murmured the cardinal; "but I will save her, for your sake, oh! my king, and because it is my duty to forgive."
CHAPTER LXXVIII.
THE PROCÈS-VERBAL.
When the king reentered his room he signed the order to consign M. de Rohan to the Bastile. The Count de Provence soon came in and began making a series of signs to M. de Breteuil, who, however willing, could not understand their meaning. This, however, the count did not care for, as his sole object was to attract the king's attention. He at last succeeded, and the king, after dismissing M. de Breteuil, said to him, "What was the meaning of all those signs you were making just now? I suppose they meant something."
"Undoubtedly, but——"
"Oh, you are quite free to say or not."
"Sire, I have just heard of the arrest of M. de Rohan."
"Well, and what then? Am I wrong to do justice even on him?"
"Oh no, brother; I did not mean that."
"I should have been surprised had you not taken part somehow against the queen. I have just seen her, and am quite satisfied."
"Oh, sire, God forbid that I should accuse her! The queen has no friend more devoted than myself."
"Then you approve of my proceedings? which will, I trust, terminate all the scandals which have lately disgraced our court."
"Yes, sire, I entirely approve your majesty's conduct, and I think all is for the best as regards the necklace——"
"Pardieu, it is clear enough. M. de Rohan has been making himself great on a pretended familiarity with the queen; and conducting in her name a bargain for the diamonds, and leaving it to be supposed that she had them. It is monstrous. And then these tales never stop at the truth, but add all sorts of dreadful details which would end in a frightful scandal on the queen."
"Yes, brother, I repeat as far as the necklace is concerned you were perfectly right."
"What else is there, then?"
"Sire, you embarrass me. The queen has not, then, told you?"
"Oh, the other boastings of M. de Rohan? The pretended correspondence and interviews he speaks of? All that I know is, that I have the most absolute confidence in the queen, which she merits by the nobleness of her character. It was easy for her to have told me nothing of all this; but she always makes an immediate appeal to me in all difficulties, and confides to me the care of her honor. I am her confessor and her judge."
"Sire, you make me afraid to speak, lest I should be again accused of want of friendship for the queen. But it is right that all should be spoken, that she may justify herself from the other accusations."
"Well, what have you to say?"
"Let me first hear what she told you?"
"She said she had not the necklace; that she never signed the receipt for the jewels; that she never authorized M. de Rohan to buy them; that she had never given him the right to think himself more to her than any other of her subjects; and that she was perfectly indifferent to him."
"Ah! she said that——?"
"Most decidedly."
"Then these rumors about other people——"
"What others?"
"Why, if it were not M. de Rohan, who walked with the queen——"
"How! do they say he walked with her?"
"The queen denies it, you say? but how came she to be in the park at night, and with whom did she walk?"
"The queen in the park at night!"
"Doubtless, there are always eyes ready to watch every movement of a queen."
"Brother, these are infamous things that you repeat, take care."
"Sire, I openly repeat them, that your majesty may search out the truth."
"And they say that the queen walked at night in the park?"
"Yes, sire, tête-à-tête."
"I do not believe any one says it."
"Unfortunately I can prove it but too well. There are four witnesses: one is the captain of the hunt, who says he saw the queen go out two following nights by the door near the kennel of the wolf-hounds; here is his declaration signed."
The king, trembling, took the paper.
"The next is the night watchman at Trianon, who says he saw the queen walking arm in arm with a gentleman. The third is the porter of the west door, who also saw the queen going through the little gate; he states how she was dressed, but that he could not recognize the gentleman, but thought he looked like an officer; he says he could not be mistaken, for that the queen was accompanied by her friend, Madame de la Motte."
"Her friend!" cried the king, furiously.
"The last is from the man whose duty it is to see that all the doors are locked at night. He says that he saw the queen go into the baths of Apollo with a gentleman."
The king, pale with anger and emotion, snatched the paper from the hands of his brother.
"It is true," continued the count, "that Madame de la Motte was outside, and that the queen did not remain more than an hour."
"The name of the gentleman?" cried the king.
"This report does not name him; but here is one dated the next day, by a forester, who says it was M. de Charny."
"M. de Charny!" cried the king. "Wait here; I will soon learn the truth of all this."
CHAPTER LXXIX.
THE LAST ACCUSATION.
As soon as the king left the room, the queen ran towards the boudoir, and opened the door; then, as if her strength failed her, sank down on a chair, waiting for the decision of M. de Charny, her last and most formidable judge.
He came out more sad and pale than ever.
"Well?" said she.
"Madame," replied he, "you see, everything opposes our friendship. There can be no peace for me while such scandalous reports circulate in public, putting my private convictions aside."
"Then," said the queen, "all I have done, this perilous aggression, this public defiance of one of the greatest nobles in the kingdom, and my conduct being exposed to the test of public opinion, does not satisfy you?"
"Oh!" cried Charny, "you are noble and generous, I know——"
"But you believe me guilty—you believe the cardinal. I command you to tell me what you think."
"I must say, then, madame, that he is neither mad nor wicked, as you called him, but a man thoroughly convinced of the truth of what he said—a man who loves you, and the victim of an error which will bring him to ruin, and you——"
"Well?"
"To dishonor."
"Mon Dieu!"
"This odious woman, this Madame de la Motte, disappearing just when her testimony might have restored you to repose and honor—she is the evil genius, the curse, of your reign; she whom you have, unfortunately, admitted to partake of your intimacy and your secrets."
"Oh, sir!"
"Yes, madame, it is clear that you combined with her and the cardinal to buy this necklace. Pardon if I offend you."
"Stay, sir," replied the queen, with a pride not unmixed with anger; "what the king believes, others might believe, and my friends not be harder than my husband. It seems to me that it can give no pleasure to any man to see a woman whom he does not esteem. I do not speak of you, sir; to you I am not a woman, but a queen; as you are to me, not a man, but a subject. I had advised you to remain in the country, and it was wise; far from the court, you might have judged me more truly. Too ready to condescend, I have neglected to keep up, with those whom I thought loved me, the prestige of royalty. I should have been a queen, and content to govern, and not have wished to be loved."
"I cannot express," replied Charny, "how much your severity wounds me. I may have forgotten that you were a queen, but never that you were the woman most in the world worthy of my respect and love."
"Sir, I think your absence is necessary; something tells me that it will end by your name being mixed up in all this."
"Impossible, madame!"
"You say 'impossible'; reflect on the power of those who have for so long played with my reputation. You say that M. de Rohan is convinced of what he asserts; those who cause such convictions would not be long in proving you a disloyal subject to the king, and a disgraceful friend for me. Those who invent so easily what is false will not be long in discovering the truth. Lose no time, therefore; the peril is great. Retire, and fly from the scandal which will ensue from the approaching trial; I do not wish that my destiny should involve yours, or your future be ruined. I, who am, thank God, innocent, and without a stain on my life—I, who would lay bare my heart to my enemies, could they thus read its purity, will resist to the last. For you might come ruin, defamation, and perhaps imprisonment. Take away the money you so nobly offered me, and the assurance that not one movement of your generous heart has escaped me, and that your doubts, though they have wounded, have not estranged me. Go, I say, and seek elsewhere what the Queen of France can no longer give you—hope and happiness. From this time to the convocation of Parliament, and the production of witnesses must be a fortnight; your uncle has vessels ready to sail—go and leave me; I bring misfortunes on my friends." Saying this, the queen rose, and seemed to give Charny his congé.
He approached quickly, but respectfully. "Your majesty," cried he, in a moved voice, "shows me my duty. It is here that danger awaits you, here that you are to be judged, and, that you may have one loyal witness on your side, I remain here. Perhaps we may still make your enemies tremble before the majesty of an innocent queen, and the courage of a devoted man. And if you wish it, madame, I will be equally hidden and unseen as though I went. During a fortnight that I lived within a hundred yards of you, watching your every movement, counting your steps, living in your life, no one saw me; I can do so again, if it please you."
"As you please," replied she; "I am no coquette, M. de Charny, and to say what I please is the true privilege of a queen. One day, sir, I chose you from every one. I do not know what drew my heart towards you, but I had need of a strong and pure friendship, and I allowed you to perceive that need; but now I see that your soul does not respond to mine, and I tell you so frankly."
"Oh, madame," cried Charny, "I cannot let you take away your heart from me! If you have once given it to me, I will keep it with my life; I cannot lose you. You reproached me with my doubts—oh, do not doubt me!"
"Ah," said she, "but you are weak, and I, alas, am so also."
"You are all I love you to be."
"What!" cried she, passionately, "this abused queen, this woman about to be publicly judged, that the world condemns, and that her king and husband may, perhaps, also in turn condemn, has she found one heart to love her?"
"A slave, who venerates her, and offers her his heart's blood in exchange for every pang he has caused her!"
"Then," cried she, "this woman is blessed and happy, and complains of nothing!"
Charny fell at her feet, and kissed her hands in transport. At that moment the door opened, and the king surprised, at the feet of his wife, the man whom he had just heard accused by the Comte de Provence.
CHAPTER LXXX.
THE PROPOSAL OF MARRIAGE.
The queen and Charny exchanged a look so full of terror, that their most cruel enemy must have pitied them.
Charny rose slowly, and bowed to the king, whose heart might almost have been seen to beat.
"Ah!" cried he, in a hoarse voice, "M. de Charny!"
The queen could not speak—she thought she was lost.
"M. de Charny," repeated the king, "it is little honorable for a gentleman to be taken in the act of theft."
"Of theft?" murmured Charny.
"Yes, sir, to kneel before the wife of another is a theft; and when this woman is a queen, his crime is called high treason!"
The count was about to speak, but the queen, ever impatient in her generosity, forestalled him.
"Sire," said she, "you seem in the mood for evil suspicions and unfavorable suppositions, which fall falsely, I warn you; and if respect chains the count's tongue, I will not hear him wrongfully accused without defending him." Here she stopped, overcome by emotion, frightened at the falsehood she was about to tell, and bewildered because she could not find one to utter.
But these few words had somewhat softened the king, who replied more gently, "You will not tell me, madame, that I did not see M. de Charny kneeling before you, and without your attempting to raise him?"
"Therefore you might think," replied she, "that he had some favor to ask me."
"A favor?"
"Yes, sire, and one which I could not easily grant, or he would not have insisted with so much less warmth."
Charny breathed again, and the king's look became calmer. Marie Antoinette was searching for something to say, with mingled rage at being obliged to lie, and grief at not being able to think of anything probable to say. She half hoped the king would be satisfied, and ask no more, but he said:
"Let us hear, madame, what is the favor so warmly solicited, which made M. de Charny kneel before you; I may, perhaps, more happy than you, be able to grant it."
She hesitated; to lie before the man she loved was agony to her, and she would have given the world for Charny to find the answer. But of this he was incapable.
"Sire, I told you that M. de Charny asked an impossible thing."
"What is it?"
"What can one ask on one's knees?"
"I want to hear."
"Sire, it is a family secret."
"There are no secrets from the king—a father interested in all his subjects, who are his children, although, like unnatural children, they may sometimes attack the honor and safety of their father."
This speech made the queen tremble anew.
"M. de Charny asked," replied she, "permission to marry."
"Really," cried the king, reassured for a moment. Then, after a pause, he said, "But why should it be impossible for M. de Charny to marry? Is he not noble? Has he not a good fortune? Is he not brave and handsome? Really, to refuse him, the lady ought to be a princess, or already married. I can see no other reason for an impossibility. Therefore, madame, tell me the name of the lady who is loved by M. de Charny, and let me see if I cannot remove the difficulty."
The queen, forced to continue her falsehood, replied:
"No, sire; there are difficulties which even you cannot remove, and the present one is of this nature."
"Still, I wish to hear," replied the king, his anger returning.
Charny looked at the queen—she seemed ready to faint. He made a step towards her and then drew back. How dared he approach her in the king's presence?
"Oh!" thought she, "for an idea—something that the king can neither doubt nor disbelieve." Then suddenly a thought struck her. She who has dedicated herself to heaven the king cannot influence. "Sire!" she cried, "she whom M. de Charny wishes to marry is in a convent."
"Oh! that is a difficulty; no doubt. But this seems a very sudden love of M. de Charny's. I have never heard of it from any one. Who is the lady you love, M. de Charny?"
The queen felt in despair, not knowing what he would say, and dreading to hear him name any one. But Charny could not reply: so, after a pause, she cried, "Sire, you know her; it is Andrée de Taverney."
Charny buried his face in his hands; the queen pressed her hand to her heart, and could hardly support herself.
"Mademoiselle de Taverney? but she has gone to St. Denis."
"Yes, sire," replied the queen.
"But she has taken no vows."
"No, but she is about to do so."
"We will see if we can persuade her. Why should she take the vows?"
"She is poor," said the queen.
"That I can soon alter, madame, if M. de Charny loves her."
The queen shuddered, and cast a glance at the young man, as if begging him to deny it. He did not speak.
"And I dare say," continued the king, taking his silence for consent, "that Mademoiselle de Taverney loves M. de Charny. I will give her as dowry the 500,000 francs which I refused the other day to you. Thank the queen, M. de Charny, for telling me of this, and ensuring your happiness."
Charny bowed like a pale statue which had received an instant's life.
"Oh, it is worth kneeling again for!" said the king.
The queen trembled, and stretched out her hand to the young man, who left on it a burning kiss.
"Now," said the king, "come with me."
M. de Charny turned once, to read the anguish in the eyes of the queen.
CHAPTER LXXXI.
ST. DENIS.
The queen remained alone and despairing. So many blows had struck her that she hardly knew from which she suffered most. How she longed to retract the words she had spoken, to take from Andrée even the chance of the happiness which she still hoped she would refuse; but if she refused, would not the king's suspicions reawaken, and everything seem only the worse for this falsehood? She dared not risk this—she must go to Andrée and confess, and implore her to make this sacrifice; or if she would only temporize, the king's suspicions might pass away, and he might cease to interest himself about it. Thus the liberty of Mlle. de Taverney would not be sacrificed, neither would that of M. de Charny; and she would be spared the remorse of having sacrificed the happiness of two people to her honor. She longed to speak again to Charny, but feared discovery; and she knew she might rely upon him to ratify anything she chose to say. Three o'clock arrived—the state dinner and the presentations; and the queen went through all with a serene and smiling air. When all was over she changed her dress, got into her carriage, and, without any guards, and only one companion, drove to St. Denis, and asked to see Andrée. Andrée was at that moment kneeling, dressed in her white peignoir; and praying with fervor. She had quitted the court voluntarily, and separated herself from all that could feed her love; but she could not stifle her regrets and bitter feelings. Had she not seen Charny apparently indifferent towards her, while the queen occupied all his thoughts? Yet, when she heard that the queen was asking for her, she felt a thrill of pleasure and delight. She threw a mantle over her shoulders, and hastened to see her; but on the way she reproached herself with the pleasure that she felt, endeavoring to think that the queen and the court had alike ceased to interest her.
"Come here, Andrée," said the queen, with a smile, as she entered.
CHAPTER LXXXII.
A DEAD HEART.
"Andrée," continued the queen, "it looks strange to see you in this dress; to see an old friend and companion already lost to life, is like a warning to ourselves from the tomb."
"Madame, no one has a right to warn or counsel your majesty."
"That was never my wish," said the queen; "tell me truly, Andrée, had you to complain of me when you were at court?"
"Your majesty was good enough to ask me that question when I took leave, and I replied then as now, no, madame."
"But often," said the queen, "a grief hurts us which is not personal; have I injured any one belonging to you? Andrée, the retreat which you have chosen is an asylum against evil passions; here God teaches gentleness, moderation and forgiveness of injuries. I come as a friend, and ask you to receive me as such."
Andrée felt touched. "Your majesty knows," said she, "that the Taverneys cannot be your enemies."
"I understand," replied the queen; "you cannot pardon me for having been cold to your brother, and, perhaps, he himself accuses me of caprice."
"My brother is too respectful a subject to accuse the queen," said Andrée, coldly.
The queen saw that it was useless to try and propitiate Andrée on this subject; so she said only, "Well, at least, I am ever your friend."
"Your majesty overwhelms me with your goodness."
"Do not speak thus; cannot the queen have a friend?"
"I assure you, madame, that I have loved you as much as I shall ever love any one in this world." She colored as she spoke.
"You have loved me; then you love me no more? Can a cloister so quickly extinguish all affection and all remembrance? if so, it is a cursed place."
"Do not accuse my heart, madame, it is dead."
"Your heart dead, Andrée? you, so young and beautiful."
"I repeat to you, madame, nothing in the court, nothing in the world, is any more to me. Here I live like the herb or the flower, alone for myself. I entreat you to pardon me; this forgetfulness of the glorious vanities of the world is no crime. My confessor congratulates me on it every day."
"Then you like the convent?"
"I embrace with pleasure a solitary life."
"Nothing remains which attracts you back to the world?"
"Nothing!"
"Mon dieu!" thought the queen; "shall I fail? If nothing else will succeed, I must have recourse to entreaties; to beg her to accept M. de Charny—heavens, how unhappy I am!—Andrée," she said, "what you say takes from me the hope I had conceived."
"What hope, madame?"
"Oh! if you are as decided as you appear to be, it is useless to speak."
"If your majesty would explain——"
"You never regret what you have done?"
"Never, madame."
"Then it is superfluous to speak; and I yet hoped to make you happy."
"Me?"
"Yes, you, ingrate; but you know best your inclinations."
"Still, if your majesty would tell me——"
"Oh, it is simple; I wished you to return to court."
"Never!"
"You refuse me?"
"Oh, madame, why should you wish me?—sorrowful, poor, despised, avoided by every one, incapable of inspiring sympathy in either sex! Ah, madame, and dear mistress, leave me here to become worthy to be accepted by God, for even He would reject me at present."
"But," said the queen, "what I was about to propose to you would have removed all these humiliations of which you complain. A marriage, which would have made you one of our great ladies."
"A marriage?" stammered Andrée.
"Yes."
"Oh, I refuse, I refuse!"
"Andrée!" cried the queen, in a supplicating voice.
"Ah, no, I refuse!"
Marie Antoinette prepared herself, with a fearfully-palpitating heart, for her last resource; but as she hesitated, Andrée said, "But, madame, tell me the name of the man who is willing to think of me as his companion for life."
"M. de Charny," said the queen, with an effort.
"M. de Charny?"——
"Yes, the nephew of M. de Suffren."
"It is he!" cried Andrée, with burning cheeks, and sparkling eyes; "he consents——"
"He asks you in marriage."
"Oh, I accept, I accept, for I love him."
The queen became livid, and sank back trembling, whilst Andrée kissed her hands, bathing them with her tears. "Oh, I am ready," murmured she.
"Come, then!" cried the queen, who felt as though her strength was failing her, with a last effort to preserve appearances.
Andrée left the room to prepare. Then Marie Antoinette cried, with bitter sobs, "Oh, mon Dieu! how can one heart bear so much suffering? and yet I should be thankful, for does it not save my children and myself from shame?"
CHAPTER LXXXIII.
IN WHICH IT IS EXPLAINED WHY THE BARON DE TAVERNEY GREW FAT.
Meanwhile Philippe was hastening the preparations for his departure. He did not wish to witness the dishonor of the queen, his first and only passion. When all was ready, he requested an interview with his father. For the last three months the baron had been growing fat; he seemed to feed on the scandals circulating at the court—they were meat and drink to him. When he received his son's message, instead of sending for him, he went to seek him in his room, already full of the disorder consequent on packing. Philippe did not expect much sensibility from his father, still he did not think he would be pleased. Andrée had already left him, and it was one less to torment, and he must feel a blank when his son went also. Therefore Philippe was astonished to hear his father call out, with a burst of laughter, "Oh, mon Dieu! he is going away, I was sure of it, I would have bet upon it. Well played, Philippe, well played."
"What is well played, sir?"
"Admirable!" repeated the old man.
"You give me praises, sir, which I neither understand nor merit, unless you are pleased at my departure, and glad to get rid of me."
"Oh! oh!" laughed the old man again, "I am not your dupe. Do you think I believe in your departure?"
"You do not believe? really, sir, you surprise me."
"Yes, it is surprising that I should have guessed. You are quite right to pretend to leave; without this ruse all, probably, would have been discovered."
"Monsieur, I protest I do not understand one word of what you say to me."
"Where do you say you go to?"
"I go first to Taverney Maison Rouge."
"Very well, but be prudent. There are sharp eyes on you both, and she is so fiery and incautious, that you must be prudent for both. What is your address, in case I want to send you any pressing news?"
"Taverney, monsieur."
"Taverney, nonsense! I do not ask you for the address of your house in the park; but choose some third address near here. You, who have managed so well for your love, can easily manage this."
"Sir, you play at enigmas, and I cannot find the solution."
"Oh, you are discreet beyond all bounds. However, keep your secrets, tell me nothing of the huntsman's house, nor the nightly walks with two dear friends, nor the rose, nor the kisses."
"Monsieur!" cried Philippe, mad with jealousy and rage, "will you hold your tongue?"
"Well, I know it all—your intimacy with the queen, and your meetings in the baths of Apollo. Mon Dieu! our fortunes are assured forever."
"Monsieur, you cause me horror!" cried poor Philippe, hiding his face in his hands. And, indeed, he felt it, at hearing attributed to himself all the happiness of another. All the rumors that the father had heard, he had assigned to his son, and believed that it was he that the queen loved, and no one else; hence his perfect contentment and happiness.
"Yes," he went on, "some said it was Rohan; others, that it was Charny; not one that it was Taverney. Oh, you have acted well."
At this moment a carriage was heard to drive up, and a servant entering, said, "Here is mademoiselle."
"My sister!" cried Philippe.
Then another servant appeared, and said that Mademoiselle de Taverney wished to speak to her brother in the boudoir. Another carriage now came to the door.
"Who the devil comes now?" muttered the baron; "it is an evening of adventures."
"M. le Comte de Charny," cried the powerful voice of the porter at the gate.
"Conduct M. le Comte to the drawing-room; my father will see him; and I will go to my sister—What can he want here?" thought Philippe, as he went down.
CHAPTER LXXXIV.
THE FATHER AND THE FIANCÉE.
Philippe hastened to the boudoir, where his sister awaited him. She ran to embrace him with a joyous air.
"What is it, Andrée?" cried he.
"Something which makes me happy. Oh! very happy, brother."
"And you come back to announce it to me."
"I come back for ever," said Andrée.
"Speak low, sister; there is, or is going to be, some one in the next room who might hear you."
"Who?"
"Listen."
"M. le Comte de Charny," announced the servant.
"He! oh, I know well what he comes for."
"You know!"
"Yes, and soon I shall be summoned to hear what he has to say."
"Do you speak seriously, my dear Andrée?"
"Listen, Philippe. The queen has brought me suddenly back, and I must go and change my dress for one fit for a fiancée." And saying this, with a kiss to Philippe, she ran off.
Philippe remained alone. He could hear what passed in the adjoining room. M. de Taverney entered, and saluted the count with a recherché though stiff politeness.
"I come, monsieur," said Charny, "to make a request, and beg you to excuse my not having brought my uncle with me, which I know would have been more proper."
"A request?"
"I have the honor," continued Charny, in a voice full of emotion, "to ask the hand of Mademoiselle Andrée, your daughter."
The baron opened his eyes in astonishment—"My daughter?"
"Yes, M. le Baron, if Mademoiselle de Taverney feels no repugnance."
"Oh," thought the old man, "Philippe's favor is already so well-known, that one of his rivals wishes to marry his sister." Then aloud, he said, "This request is such an honor to us, M. le Comte, that I accede with much pleasure; and as I should wish you to carry away a perfectly favorable answer, I will send for my daughter."
"Monsieur," interrupted the count, rather coldly, "the queen has been good enough to consult Mademoiselle de Taverney already, and her reply was favorable."
"Ah!" said the baron, more and more astonished, "it is the queen then——"
"Yes, monsieur, who took the trouble to go to St. Denis."
"Then, sir, it only remains to acquaint you with my daughter's fortune. She is not rich, and before concluding——"
"It is needless, M. le Baron; I am rich enough for both."
At this moment the door opened, and Philippe entered, pale and wild looking.
"Sir," said he, "my father was right to wish to discuss these things with you. While he goes up-stairs to bring the papers I have something to say to you."
When they were left alone, "M. de Charny," said he, "how dare you come here to ask for the hand of my sister?" Charny colored. "Is it," continued Philippe, "in order to hide better your amours with another woman whom you love, and who loves you? Is it, that by becoming the husband of a woman who is always near your mistress, you will have more facilities for seeing her?"
"Sir, you pass all bounds."
"It is, perhaps; and this is what I believe, that were I your brother-in-law, you think my tongue would be tied about what I know of your past amours."
"What you know?"
"Yes," cried Philippe, "the huntsman's house hired by you, your mysterious promenades in the park at night, and the tender parting at the little gate."
"Monsieur, in heaven's name——"
"Oh, sir, I was concealed behind the baths of Apollo when you came out, arm in arm with the queen."
Charny was completely overwhelmed for a time; then, after a few moments, he said, "Well, sir, even after all this, I reiterate my demand for the hand of your sister. I am not the base calculator you suppose me; but the queen must be saved."
"The queen is not lost, because I saw her on your arm, raising to heaven her eyes full of happiness; because I know that she loves you. That is no reason why my sister should be sacrificed, M. de Charny."
"Monsieur," replied Charny, "this morning the king surprised me at her feet——"
"Mon Dieu!"
"And she, pressed by his jealous questions, replied that I was kneeling to ask the hand of your sister. Therefore if I do not marry her, the queen is lost. Do you now understand?"
A cry from the boudoir now interrupted them, followed by another from the ante-chamber. Charny ran to the boudoir; he saw there Andrée, dressed in white like a bride: she had heard all, and had fainted. Philippe ran to where the other cry came from; it was his father, whose hopes this revelation of the queen's love for Charny had just destroyed; struck by apoplexy, he had given his last sigh. Philippe, who understood it, looked at the corpse for a few minutes in silence, and then returned to the drawing-room, and there saw Charny watching the senseless form of his sister. He then said, "My father has just expired, sir; I am now the head of the family; if my sister survive, I will give her to you in marriage."
Charny regarded the corpse of the baron with horror, and the form of Andrée with despair. Philippe uttered a groan of agony, then continued, "M. de Charny, I make this engagement in the name of my sister, now lying senseless before us; she will give her happiness to the queen, and I, perhaps, some day shall be happy enough to give my life for her. Adieu, M. de Charny——" and taking his sister in his arms, he carried her into the next room.
CHAPTER LXXXV.
AFTER THE DRAGON, THE VIPER.
Oliva was preparing to fly, as Jeanne had arranged, when Beausire, warned by an anonymous letter, discovered her and carried her away. In order to trace them, Jeanne put all her powers in requisition—she preferred being able to watch over her own secret—and her disappointment was great when all her agents returned announcing a failure. At this time she received in her hiding-place numerous messages from the queen.
She went by night to Bar-sur-Aube, and there remained for two days. At last she was traced, and an express sent to take her. Then she learnt the arrest of the cardinal. "The queen has been rash," thought she, "in refusing to compromise with the cardinal, or to pay the jewelers; but she did not know my power."
"Monsieur," said she to the officer who arrested her, "do you love the queen?"
"Certainly, madame."
"Well, in the name of that love I beg you to conduct me straight to her. Believe me, you will be doing her a service."
The man was persuaded, and did so. The queen received her haughtily, for she began to suspect that her conduct had not been straightforward. She called in two ladies as witnesses of what was about to pass.
"You are found at last, madame," said the queen; "why did you hide?"
"I did not hide, madame."
"Run away, then, if that pleases you better."
"That is to say, that I quitted Paris. I had some little business at Bar-sur-Aube, and, to tell the truth, I did not know I was so necessary to your majesty as to be obliged to ask leave for an absence of eight days."
"Have you seen the king?"
"No, madame."
"You shall see him."
"It will be a great honor for me; but your majesty seems very severe towards me—I am all trembling."
"Oh, madame, this is but the beginning. Do you know that M. de Rohan has been arrested?"
"They told me so, madame."
"You guess why?"
"No, madame."
"You proposed to me that he should pay for a certain necklace; did I accept or refuse?"
"Refuse."
"Ah!" said the queen, well pleased.
"Your majesty even paid 100,000 francs on account."
"Well, and afterwards?"
"Afterwards, as your majesty could not pay, you sent it back to M. Bœhmer."
"By whom?"
"By me."
"And what did you do with it?"
"I took it to the cardinal."
"And why to the cardinal instead of to the jewelers, as I told you?"
"Because I thought he would be hurt if I returned it without letting him know."
"But how did you get a receipt from the jewelers?"
"M. de Rohan gave it to me."
"But why did you take a letter to them as coming from me?"
"Because he gave it to me, and asked me to do so."
"It is, then, all his doing?"
"What is, madame?"
"The receipt and the letter are both forged."
"Forged, madame!" cried Jeanne, with much apparent astonishment.
"Well, you must be confronted with him to prove the truth."
"Why, madame?"
"He himself demands it. He says he has sought you everywhere, and that he wishes to prove that you have deceived him."
"Oh! then, madame, let us meet."
"You shall. You deny all knowledge of where the necklace is?"
"How should I know, madame?"
"You deny having aided the cardinal in his intrigues?"
"I am a Valois, madame."
"But M. de Rohan maintained before the king many calumnies, which he said you would confirm."
"I do not understand."
"He declares he wrote to me."
Jeanne did not reply.
"Do you hear?" said the queen.
"Yes, madame."
"What do you reply?"
"I will reply when I have seen him."
"But speak the truth now."
"Your majesty overwhelms me."
"That is no answer."
"I will give no other here;" and she looked at the two ladies. The queen understood, but would not yield; she scorned to purchase anything by concession.
"M. de Rohan," said the queen, "was sent to the Bastile for saying too much; take care, madame, that you are not sent for saying too little."
Jeanne smiled. "A pure conscience can brave persecution," she replied; "the Bastile will not convict me of a crime I did not commit."
"Will you reply?"
"Only to your majesty."
"Are you not speaking to me?"
"Not alone."
"Ah! you fear scandal, after being the cause of so much to me."
"What I did," said Jeanne, "was done for you."
"What insolence!"
"I submit to the insults of my queen."
"You will sleep in the Bastile to-night, madame!"
"So be it; I will first pray to God to preserve your majesty's honor."
The queen rose furiously, and went into the next room.
"After having conquered the dragon," she said, "I can crush the viper!"
CHAPTER LXXXVI.
HOW IT CAME TO PASS THAT M. BEAUSIRE WAS TRACKED BY THE AGENTS OF M. DE CROSNE.
Madame de la Motte was imprisoned as the queen had threatened, and the whole affair created no little talk and excitement through France. M. de Rohan lived at the Bastile like a prince: he had everything but liberty. He demanded to be confronted with Madame de la Motte as soon as he heard of her arrest. This was done. She whispered to him, "Send every one away, and I will explain." He asked this, but was refused; they said his counsel might communicate with her. She said to this gentleman that she was ignorant of what had become of the necklace, but that they might well have given it to her in recompense for the services she had rendered the queen and the cardinal, which were well worth a million and a half. The cardinal turned pale on hearing this repeated, and felt how much they were in Jeanne's power. He was determined not to accuse the queen, although his friends endeavored to convince him that it was his only way to prove his innocence of the robbery. Jeanne said that she did not wish to accuse either the queen or the cardinal, but that, if they persisted in making her responsible for the necklace, she would do so to show that they were interested in accusing her of falsehood. Then M. de Rohan expressed all his contempt for her, and said that he began to understand much of Jeanne's conduct, but not the queen's. All this was reported to Marie Antoinette. She ordered another private examination of the parties, but gained nothing from it. Jeanne denied everything to those sent by the queen; but when they were gone she altered her tone, and said, "If they do not leave me alone I will tell all." The cardinal said nothing, and brought no accusations; but rumors began to spread fast, and the question soon became, not "Has the queen stolen the necklace?" but "Has she allowed some one else to steal it because she knew all about her amours?" Madame de la Motte had involved her in a maze, from which there seemed no honorable exit; but she determined not to lose courage. She began to come to the conclusion that the cardinal was an honest man, and did not wish to ruin her, but was acting like herself, only to preserve his honor. They strove earnestly but ineffectually to trace the necklace. All opinions were against Jeanne, and she began to fear that, even if she dragged down the queen and cardinal, she should be quite overwhelmed under the ruins she had caused; and she had not even at hand the fruits of her dishonesty to corrupt her judges with. Affairs were in this state when a new episode changed the face of things. Oliva and M. Beausire were living, happy and rich, in a country house, when one day Beausire, going out hunting, fell into the company of two of the agents of M. de Crosne, whom he had scattered all over the country. They recognized Beausire immediately, but, as it was Oliva whom they most wanted, they did not arrest him there, but only joined the chase. Beausire, seeing two strangers, called the huntsman, and asked who they were. He replied that he did not know, but, if he had permission, would send them away. On his questioning them, they said they were friends of that gentleman, pointing to M. Beausire. Then the man brought them to him, saying, "M. de Linville, these gentlemen say they are friends of yours."
"Ah, you are called De Linville now, dear M. Beausire!"
Beausire trembled; he had concealed his name so carefully. He sent away the huntsman, and asked them who they were.
"Take us home with you, and we will tell you."
"Home?"
"Yes; do not be inhospitable." Beausire was frightened, but still feared to refuse these men who knew him.
CHAPTER LXXXVII.
THE TURTLES ARE CAGED.
Beausire, on entering the house, made a noise to attract Oliva's attention, for, though he knew nothing about her later escapades, he knew enough about the ball at the Opera, and the morning at M. Mesmer's, to make him fear letting her be seen by strangers. Accordingly, Oliva, hearing the dogs bark, looked out, and, seeing Beausire returning with two strangers, did not come to meet him as usual. Unfortunately the servant asked if he should call madame. The men rallied him about the lady whom he had concealed; he let them laugh, but did not offer to call her. They dined; then Beausire asked where they had met him before. "We are," replied they, "friends of one of your associates in a little affair about the Portuguese embassy."
Beausire turned pale.
"Ah!" said he: "and you came on your friend's part?"
"Yes, dear M. Beausire, to ask for 10,000 francs."
"Gentlemen," replied Beausire, "you cannot think I have such a sum in the house."
"Very likely not, monsieur; we do not ask for impossibilities. How much have you?"
"Not more than fifty or sixty louis."
"We will take them to begin with."
"I will go and fetch them," said Beausire. But they did not choose to let him leave the room without them, so they caught hold of him by the coat, saying:
"Oh no, dear M. Beausire, do not leave us."
"But how am I to get the money if I do not leave you?"
"We will go with you."
"But it is in my wife's bedroom."
"Ah," cried one of them, "you hide your wife from us!"
"Are we not presentable?" asked the other. "We wish to see her."
"You are tipsy, and I will turn you out!" said Beausire.
They laughed.
"Now you shall not even have the money I promised," said he, emboldened by what he thought their intoxication; and he ran out of the room.
They followed and caught him; he cried out, and at the sound a door opened, and a woman looked out with a frightened air. On seeing her, the men released Beausire, and gave a cry of exultation, for they recognized her immediately who resembled the Queen of France so strongly.
Beausire, who believed them for a moment disarmed by the sight of a woman, was soon cruelly undeceived.
One of the men approached Oliva, and said:
"I arrest you."
"Arrest her! Why?" cried Beausire.
"Because it is M. de Crosne's orders."
A thunderbolt falling between the lovers would have frightened them less than this declaration.
At last Beausire said, "You came to arrest me?"
"No; it was a chance."
"Never mind, you might have arrested me, and for sixty louis you were about to leave me at liberty."
"Oh no, we should have asked another sixty; however, for one hundred we will do so."
"And madame?"
"Oh, that is quite a different affair."
"She is worth two hundred louis," said Beausire.
They laughed again, and this time Beausire began to understand this terrible laugh.
"Three hundred, four hundred, a thousand—see, I will give you one thousand louis to leave her at liberty!"
They did not answer.
"Is not that enough? Ah, you know I have money, and you want to make me pay. Well, I will give you two thousand louis; it will make both your fortunes!"
"For 100,000 crowns we would not give up this woman. M. de Rohan will give us 500,000 francs for her, and the queen 1,000,000. Now we must go. You doubtless have a carriage of some kind here; have it prepared for madame. We will take you also, for form's sake; but on the way you can escape, and we will shut our eyes."
Beausire replied, "Where she goes, I will go; I will never leave her."
"Oh, so much the better; the more prisoners we bring M. de Crosne, the better he will be pleased."
A quarter of an hour after, Beausire's carriage started, with the two lovers in it. One may imagine the effect of this capture on M. de Crosne. The agents probably did not receive the 1,000,000 francs they hoped for, but there is reason to believe they were satisfied. M. de Crosne went to Versailles, followed by another carriage well guarded. He asked to see the queen, and was instantly admitted. She judged from his face that he had good news for her, and felt the first sensation of joy she had experienced for a month.
"Madame," said M. de Crosne, "have you a room here where you can see without being seen?"
"Oh yes—my library."
"Well, madame, I have a carriage below, in which is some one whom I wish to introduce into the castle unseen by any one."
"Nothing more easy," replied the queen, ringing to give her orders.
All was executed as he wished. Then she conducted M. de Crosne to the library, where, concealed from view behind a large screen, she soon saw enter a form which made her utter a cry of surprise. It was Oliva, dressed in one of her own favorite costumes—a green dress with broad stripes of black moirée, green satin slippers with high heels, and her hair dressed like her own. It might have been herself reflected in the glass.
"What says your majesty to this resemblance?" asked M. de Crosne, triumphantly.
"Incredible," said the queen. She then thought to herself, "Ah! Charny; why are you not here?"
"What does your majesty wish?"
"Nothing, sir, but that the king should know."
"And M. de Provence see her? shall he not, madame?"
"Thanks, M. de Crosne, you hold now, I think, the clue to the whole plot."
"Nearly so, madame."
"And M. de Rohan?"
"Knows nothing yet."
"Ah!" cried the queen; "in this woman, doubtless, lies all his error."
"Possibly, madame; but if it be his error it is the crime of some one else."
"Seek well, sir; the honor of France is in your hands."
"Believe me worthy of the trust. At present, the accused parties deny everything. I shall wait for the proper time to overwhelm them with this living witness that I now hold."
"Madame de la Motte?"
"Knows nothing of this capture. She accuses M. de Cagliostro of having excited the cardinal to say what he did."
"And what does M. de Cagliostro say?"
"He has promised to come to me this morning. He is a dangerous man, but a useful one, and attacked by Madame de la Motte, I am in hopes he will sting back again."
"You hope for revelations?"
"I do."
"How so, sir? Tell me everything which can reassure me."
"These are my reasons, madame. Madame de la Motte lived in the Rue St. Claude, and M. de Cagliostro just opposite her. So I think her movements cannot have been unnoticed by him; but if your majesty will excuse me, it is close to the time he appointed to meet me."
"Go, monsieur, go; and assure yourself of my gratitude."
When he was gone the queen burst into tears. "My justification begins," said she; "I shall soon read my triumph in all faces; but the one I most cared to know me innocent, him I shall not see."
M. de Crosne drove back to Paris, where M. de Cagliostro waited for him. He knew all; for he had discovered Beausire's retreat, and was on the road to see him, and induce him to leave France, when he met the carriage containing Beausire and Oliva. Beausire saw the count, and the idea crossed his mind that he might help them. He therefore accepted the offer of the police-agents, gave them the hundred louis, and made his escape, in spite of the tears shed by Oliva; saying, "I go to try and save you." He ran after M. de Cagliostro's carriage, which he soon overtook, as the count had stopped, it being useless to proceed. Beausire soon told his story; Cagliostro listened in silence, then said, "She is lost."
"Why so?" Then Cagliostro told him all he did not already know—all the intrigues in the park.
"Oh! save her," cried Beausire; "and I will give her to you, if you love her still."
"My friend," replied Cagliostro, "you deceive yourself; I never loved Mademoiselle Oliva; I had but one aim—that of weaning her from the life of debauchery she was leading with you."
"But——" said Beausire.
"That astonishes you—know that I belong to a society whose object is moral reform. Ask her if ever she heard from my mouth one word of gallantry, or if my services were not disinterested."
"Oh, monsieur! but will you save her?"
"I will try, but it will depend on yourself."
"I will do anything."
"Then return with me to Paris, and if you follow my instructions implicitly, we may succeed in saving her. I only impose one condition, which I will tell you when I reach home."
"I promise beforehand. But can I see her again?"
"I think so, and you can tell her what I say to you." In two hours they overtook the carriage containing Oliva, and Beausire bought for fifty louis permission to embrace her, and tell her all the count had said. The agents admired this violent love, and hoped for more louis, but Beausire was gone. Cagliostro drove him to Paris.
We will now return to M. de Crosne.
This gentleman knew a good deal about Cagliostro, his former names, his pretensions to ubiquity and perpetual regeneration, his secrets in alchemy and magnetism, and looked upon him as a great charlatan.
"Monsieur," said he to Cagliostro, "you asked me for an audience; I have returned from Versailles to meet you."
"Sir, I thought you would wish to question me about what is passing, so I came to you."
"Question you?" said the magistrate, affecting surprise. "On what?"
"Monsieur," replied Cagliostro, "you are much occupied about Madame de la Motte, and the missing necklace."
"Have you found it?" asked M. de Crosne, laughing.
"No, sir, but Madame de la Motte lived in the Rue St. Claude——"
"I know, opposite you."
"Oh, if you know all about Oliva, I have nothing more to tell you."
"Who is Oliva?"
"You do not know? Then, sir, imagine a young girl very pretty, with blue eyes, and an oval face, a style of beauty something like her majesty, for instance."
"Well, sir?"
"This young girl led a bad life; it gave me pain to see it; for she was once in the service of an old friend of mine, M. de Taverney—but I weary you."
"Oh no, pray go on."
"Well, Oliva led not only a bad life, but an unhappy one, with a fellow she called her lover, who beat and robbed her."
"Beausire," said the magistrate.
"Ah! you know him. You are still more a magician than I am. Well, one day when Beausire had beaten the poor girl more than usual, she fled to me for refuge; I pitied her, and gave her shelter in one of my houses."
"In your house!" cried M. de Crosne in surprise.
"Oh! why not? I am a bachelor," said Cagliostro, with an air which quite deceived M. de Crosne.
"That is then the reason why my agents could not find her."
"What! you were seeking this little girl? Had she then been guilty of any crime?"
"No, sir, no; pray go on."
"Oh! I have done. I lodged her at my house, and that is all."
"No, sir, for you just now associated her name with that of Madame de la Motte."
"Only as neighbors."
"But, sir, this Oliva, whom you say you had in your house, I found in the country with Beausire."
"With Beausire? Ah! then I have wronged Madame de la Motte."
"How so, sir?"
"Why just as I thought I had hopes of reforming Oliva, and bringing her back to an honest life, some one carried her away from me."
"That is strange."
"Is it not? And I firmly believed it to be Madame de la Motte. But as you found her with Beausire, it was not she, and all her signals and correspondence with Oliva meant nothing."
"With Oliva?"
"Yes."
"They met?"
"Yes, Madame de la Motte found a way to take Oliva out every night."
"Are you sure of this?"
"I saw and heard her."
"Oh, sir, you tell me what I would have paid for with one thousand francs a word. But you are a friend of M. de Rohan?"
"Yes."
"You ought to know how far he was connected with this affair."
"I do not wish to know."
"But you know the object of these nightly excursions of Madame de la Motte and Oliva?"
"Of that also I wish to be ignorant."
"Sir, I only wish to ask you one more question. Have you proofs of the correspondence of Madame de la Motte and Oliva?"
"Plenty."
"What are they?"
"Notes which Madame de la Motte used to throw over to Oliva with a cross-bow. Several of them did not reach their destination, and were picked up either by myself, or my servants, in the street."
"Sir, you will be ready to produce them, if called upon?"
"Certainly; they are perfectly innocent, and cannot injure any one."
"And have you any other proofs of intimacy?"
"I know that she had a method of entering my house to see Oliva. I saw her myself, just after Oliva had disappeared, and my servants saw her also."
"But what did she come for, if Oliva was gone?"
"I did not know. I saw her come out of a carriage at the corner of the street. My idea was that she wished to attach Oliva to her, and keep her near her."
"And you let her do it?"
"Why not? She is a great lady, and received at court. Why should I have prevented her taking charge of Oliva, and taking her off my hands?"
"What did she say when she found that Oliva was gone?"
"She appeared distressed."
"You suppose that Beausire carried her off?"
"I suppose so, for you tell me you found them together. I did not suspect him before, for he did not know where she was."
"She must have let him know herself."
"I think not, as she had fled from him. I think Madame de la Motte must have sent him a key."
"Ah! what day was it?"
"The evening of St. Louis."
"Monsieur, you have rendered a great service to me and to the state."
"I am happy to hear it."
"You shall be thanked as you deserve. I may count on the production of the proofs you mention?"
"I am ready, sir, to assist justice at all times."
As Cagliostro left, he muttered, "Ah, countess! you tried to accuse me—take care of yourself."
Meanwhile, M. de Breteuil was sent by the king to examine Madame de la Motte. She declared that she had proofs of her innocence, which she would produce at the proper time; she also declared, that she would only speak the truth in the presence of the cardinal. She was told that the cardinal laid all the blame upon her. "Tell him then," she said, "that I advise him not to persist in such a foolish system of defense."
"Whom then do you accuse?" asked M. Breteuil.
"I accuse no one," was her reply.
A report was spread at last that the diamonds were being sold in England by M. Reteau de Villette. This man was soon found and arrested, and brought over and confronted with Jeanne. To her utter confusion, he acknowledged that he had forged a receipt from the jewelers, and a letter from the queen at the request of Madame de la Motte. She denied furiously, and declared that she had never seen M. Reteau. M. de Crosne produced as witness a coachman, who swore to having driven her, on the day named, to the house of M. Reteau. Also, one of the servants of M. de Cagliostro deposed to having seen this man on the box of Jeanne's carriage on the night that she came to his master's house. Now, Jeanne began to abuse the count, and accused him of having inspired M. de Rohan with the ideas inimical to the royal dignity. M. de Rohan defended him, and Jeanne at once plainly accused the cardinal of a violent love for the queen. M. de Cagliostro requested to be incarcerated, and allowed to prove his innocence publicly. Then the queen caused to be published all the reports made to the king about the nocturnal promenades, and requested M. de Crosne to state all that he knew about it. This public avowal overturned all Jeanne's plans, and she denied having assisted at any meetings between the queen and the cardinal. This declaration would have cleared the queen, had it been possible to attach any credence to what this woman said. While Jeanne continued to deny that she had ever been in the park, they brought forward Oliva at last, a living witness of all the falsehoods of the countess. When Oliva was shown to the cardinal the blow was dreadful. He saw at last how infamously he had been played upon. This man, so full of delicacy and noble passions, discovered that an adventuress had led him to insult and despise the Queen of France; a woman whom he loved, and who was innocent. He would have shed all his blood at the feet of Marie Antoinette to make atonement. But he could not even acknowledge his mistake without owning that he loved her—even his excuse would involve an offense; so he was obliged to keep silent, and allow Jeanne to deny everything. Oliva confessed all without reserve. At last Jeanne, driven from every hold, confessed that she had deceived the cardinal, but declared that it was done with the consent of the queen, who watched and enjoyed the scene, hidden behind the trees. To this story she kept; the queen could never disprove it, and there were plenty of people willing to believe it true.
CHAPTER LXXXVIII.
THE LAST HOPE LOST.
Here the affair therefore rested, for Jeanne was determined to share the blame with some one, as she could not turn it from herself. All her calculations had been defeated by the frankness with which the queen had met, and made public, every accusation against her.
At last Jeanne wrote the following letter to the queen:
"MADAME,
"In spite of my painful position and rigorous treatment, I have not uttered a complaint; all that has been tried to extort avowals from me has failed to make me compromise my sovereign. However, although persuaded that my constancy and discretion will facilitate my release from my present position, the friends of the cardinal make me fear I shall become his victim. A long imprisonment, endless questions, and the shame and despair of being accused of such crimes, begin to exhaust my courage, and I tremble lest my constancy should at last give way. Your majesty might end all this by a few words to M. de Breteuil, who could give the affair in the king's eyes any color your majesty likes without compromising you. It is the fear of being compelled to reveal all which makes me beg your majesty to take steps to relieve me from my painful position. I am, with profound respect,
"Your humble servant,
"JEANNE DE LA MOTTE."
Jeanne calculated either that this letter would frighten the queen, or, what was more probable, would never reach her hands, but be carried by the messenger to the governor of the Bastile, where it could hardly fail to tell against the queen. She then wrote to the cardinal:
"I cannot conceive, monseigneur, why you persist in not speaking plainly. It seems to me that your best plan would be to confide fully in our judges. As for me, I am resolved to be silent if you will not second me; but why do you not speak? Explain all the circumstances of this mysterious affair, for if I were to speak first, and you not support me, I should be sacrificed to the vengeance of her who wishes to ruin us. But I have written her a letter which will perhaps induce her to spare us, who have nothing to reproach ourselves with."
This letter she gave to the cardinal at their last confrontation. He grew pale with anger at her audacity, and left the room. Then Jeanne produced her letter to the queen, and begged the Abbé Lekel, chaplain of the Bastile, who had accompanied the cardinal, and was devoted to him, to take charge of it and convey it to the queen. He refused to take it. She declared that if he did not she would produce M. de Rohan's letters to the queen. "And take care, sir," added she, "for they will cause his head to fall on the scaffold."
At this moment the cardinal reappeared.
"Madame," said he, "let my head fall, so that I have the satisfaction of seeing also the scaffold which you shall mount as a thief and a forger. Come, Abbé." He went away, leaving Jeanne devoured with rage and disappointment at her failures at every turn.
CHAPTER LXXXIX.
THE BAPTISM OF THE LITTLE BEAUSIRE.
Madame de la Motte had deceived herself on all points, Cagliostro upon none. Once in the Bastile, he saw a good opportunity for working at the ruin of the monarchy, which he had been trying to undermine for so many years. He prepared the famous letter, dated from London, which appeared a month after. In this letter, after attacking king, queen, cardinal, and even M. de Breteuil, he said, "Yes, I repeat, now free after my imprisonment, there is no crime that would not be expiated by six months in the Bastile. They ask me if I shall ever return to France? Yes, I reply, when the Bastile becomes a public promenade. You have all that is necessary to happiness, you Frenchmen; a fertile soil and genial climate, good hearts, gay tempers, genius, and grace. You only want, my friends, one little thing—to feel sure of sleeping quietly in your beds when you are innocent."
Oliva kept her word faithfully to Cagliostro, and uttered no word that could compromise him. She threw all the blame on Madame de la Motte, and asserted vehemently her own innocent participation in what she believed to be a joke, played on a gentleman unknown to her. All this time she did not see Beausire, but she had a souvenir of him; for in the month of May she gave birth to a son. Beausire was allowed to attend the baptism, which took place in the prison, which he did with much pleasure, swearing that if Oliva ever recovered her liberty he would make her his wife.
CHAPTER XC.
THE TRIAL.
The day at last arrived, after long investigations, when the judgment of the court was to be pronounced. All the accused had been removed to the Conciergerie, to be in readiness to appear when called on. Oliva continued to be frank and timid; Cagliostro, tranquil and indifferent; Reteau, despairing, cowardly, and weeping; and Jeanne, violent, menacing, and venomous. She had managed to interest the keeper and his wife, and thus obtain more freedom and indulgences.
The first who took his place on the wooden stool, which was appropriated for the accused, was Reteau, who asked pardon with tears and prayers, declared all he knew, and avowed his crimes. He interested no one; he was simply a knave and a coward. After him came Madame de la Motte. Her appearance produced a great sensation; at the sight of the disgraceful seat prepared for her, she, who called herself a Valois, threw around her furious looks, but, meeting curiosity instead of sympathy, repressed her rage. When interrogated, she continued, as before, to throw out insinuations, stating nothing clearly but her own innocence. When questioned as to the letters which she was reported to have said passed between the queen and the cardinal, she answered that she did not wish to compromise the queen, and that the cardinal was best able to answer this question himself. "Ask him to produce them," said she; "I wish to say nothing about them." She inspired in nearly all a feeling of distrust and anger. When she retired, her only consolation was the hope of seeing the cardinal in the seat after her; and her rage was extreme when she saw it taken away, and an armchair brought for his use. The cardinal advanced, accompanied by four attendants, and the governor of the Bastile walked by his side. At his entrance he was greeted by a long murmur of sympathy and respect; it was echoed by loud shouts from without—it was the people who cheered him. He was pale, and much moved. The president spoke politely to him, and begged him to sit down. When he spoke, it was with a trembling voice, and a troubled and even humble manner. He gave excuses rather than proofs, and supplications more than reasons, but said little, and seemed to be deserted by his former eloquence. Oliva came next. The wooden stool was brought back for her. Many people trembled at seeing this living image of the queen sitting there as a criminal. Then Cagliostro was called, but almost as a matter of form, and dismissed immediately. The court then announced that the proceedings were concluded, and the deliberations about to begin. All the prisoners were locked for the night in the Conciergerie. The sentence was not pronounced till the following day. Jeanne seated herself early at the window, and before long heard a tremendous shouting from the crowd collected to hear the sentence. This continued for some time, when she distinctly heard a passer-by say, "A grand day for the cardinal!" "For the cardinal," thought Jeanne; "then he is acquitted;" and she ran to M. Hubert, the keeper, to ask, but he did not know. "He must be acquitted!" she said; "they said it was a grand day for him. But I——"
"Well, madame," said he, "if he is acquitted, why should you not be acquitted also?"
Jeanne returned to the window. "You are wrong, madame," said Madame Hubert to her; "you only become agitated, without perfectly understanding what is passing. Pray remain quiet until your counsel comes to communicate your fate."
"I cannot," said Jeanne, continuing to listen to what passed in the street.
A woman passed, gaily dressed, and with a bouquet in her hand. "He shall have my bouquet, the dear man!" said she. "Oh, I would embrace him if I could!"
"And I also," said another.
"He is so handsome!" said a third.
"It must be the cardinal," said Jeanne; "he is acquitted."
And she said this with so much bitterness that the keeper said, "But, madame, do you not wish the poor prisoner to be released?"
Jeanne, unwilling to lose their sympathy, replied, "Oh, you misunderstand me. Do you believe me so envious and wicked as to wish ill to my companions in misfortune? Oh no; I trust he is free. It is only impatience to learn my own fate, and you tell me nothing."
"We do not know," replied they.
Then other loud cries were heard. Jeanne could see the crowd pressing round an open carriage, which was going slowly along. Flowers were thrown, hats waved; some even mounted on the steps to kiss the hand of a man who sat grave and half frightened at his own popularity. This was the cardinal. Another man sat by him, and cries of "Vive Cagliostro!" were mingled with the shouts for M. de Rohan. Jeanne began to gather courage from all this sympathy for those whom she chose to call the queen's victims; but suddenly the thought flashed on her, "They are already set free, and no one has even been to announce my sentence!" and she trembled. New shouts now drew her attention to a coach, which was also advancing, followed by a crowd; and in this Jeanne recognized Oliva, who sat smiling with delight at the people who cheered her, holding her child in her arms. Then Jeanne, seeing all these people free, happy, and fêted, began to utter loud complaints that she was not also liberated, or at least told her fate.
"Calm yourself, madame," said Madame Hubert.
"But tell me, for you must know."
"Madame."
"I implore you! You see how I suffer."
"We are forbidden, madame."
"Is it so frightful that you dare not?"
"Oh no; calm yourself."
"Then speak."
"Will you be patient, and not betray us?"
"I swear."
"Well, the cardinal is acquitted."
"I know it."
"M. de Cagliostro and Mademoiselle Oliva are also acquitted, M. Reteau condemned to the galleys——"
"And I?" cried Jeanne, furiously.
"Madame, you promised to be patient."
"See—speak—I am calm."
"Banished," said the woman, feebly.
A flash of delight shone for a moment in the eyes of the countess; then she pretended to faint, and threw herself into the arms of Madame Hubert. "What would it have been," thought she, "if I had told her the truth!"
"Banishment!" thought Jeanne; "that is liberty, riches, vengeance; it is what I hoped for. I have won!"
CHAPTER XCI.
THE EXECUTION.
Jeanne waited for her counsel to come and announce her fate; but, being now at ease, said to herself, "What do I care that I am thought more guilty than M. de Rohan? I am banished—that is to say, I can carry away my million and a half with me, and live under the orange trees of Seville during the winter, and in Germany or England in the summer. Then I can tell my own story, and, young, rich, and celebrated, live as I please among my friends."
Pleasing herself with these notions, she commenced settling all her future plans, the disposal of her diamonds, and her establishment in London. This brought to her mind M. Reteau. "Poor fellow!" thought she, "it is he who pays for all; some one must suffer, and it always falls on the humblest instrument. Poor Reteau pays now for his pamphlets against the queen; he has led a hard life of blows and escapes, and now it terminates with the galleys." She dined with M. and Madame Hubert, and was quite gay; but they did not respond, and were silent and uneasy. Jeanne, however, felt so happy that she cared little for their manner towards her. After dinner, she asked when they were coming to read her sentence.
M. Hubert said they were probably waiting till she returned to her room. She therefore rose to go, when Madame Hubert ran to her and took her hands, looking at her with an expression of so much pity and sympathy, that it struck her for a moment with terror. She was about to question her, but Hubert took her hand, and led her from the room. When she reached her own apartment, she found eight soldiers waiting outside; she felt surprised, but went in, and allowed the man to lock her up as usual. Soon, however, the door opened again, and one of the turnkeys appeared.
"Will madame please to follow me?" he said.
"Where?"
"Below."
"What for? What do they want with me?"
"Madame, M. Viollet, your counsel, wishes to speak to you."
"Why does he not come here?"
"Madame, he has received letters from Versailles, and wishes to show them to you."
"Letters from Versailles," thought Jeanne; "perhaps the queen has interested herself for me, since the sentence was passed. Wait a little," she said; "Till I arrange my dress." In five minutes she was ready. "Perhaps," she thought, "M. Viollet has come to get me to leave France at once, and the queen is anxious to facilitate the departure of so dangerous an enemy."
She followed the turnkey down-stairs, and they entered a room, which looked like a vault; it was damp, and almost dark.
"Sir," said she, trying to overcome her terror, "where is M. Viollet?"
The man did not reply.
"What do you want?" continued she; "have you anything to say to me? you have chosen a very singular place for a rendezvous."
"We are waiting for M. Viollet," he replied.
"It is not possible that M. Viollet should wish for me to wait for him here." All at once, another door, which Jeanne had not before observed, opened, and three men entered. Jeanne looked at them in surprise, and with growing terror. One of them, who was dressed in black, with a roll of papers in his hand, advanced, and said:
"You are Jeanne de St. Rémy de Valois, wife of Marie Antoine, Count de la Motte?"
"Yes, sir."
"Born at Fontette, on the 22d of July, 1756?"
"Yes, sir."
"You live at Paris, Rue St. Claude?"
"Yes, sir; but why these questions?"
"Madame, I am the registrar of the court, and I am come to read to you the sentence of the court of the 31st of May, 1786."
Jeanne trembled again, and now looked at the other two men; one had a gray dress with steel buttons, the other a fur cap on and an apron, which seemed to her spotted with blood. She drew back, but the registrar said, "On your knees, madame, if you please."
"On my knees?" cried Jeanne; "I, a Valois!"
"It is the order, madame."
"But, sir, it is an unheard-of thing, except where some degrading sentence has been pronounced; and banishment is not such."
"I did not tell you you were sentenced to banishment," said he gravely.
"But to what, then?"
"I will tell you, madame, when you are on your knees."
"Never!"
"Madame, I only follow my instructions."
"Never! I tell you."
"Madame, it is the order that when the condemned refuse to kneel, they should be forced to do it."
"Force—to a woman!"
"There is no distinction in the eyes of justice."
"Ah!" cried Jeanne, "this is the queen's doings; I recognize the hands of an enemy."
"You are wrong to accuse the queen; she has nothing to do with the orders of the court. Come, madame, I beg you to spare me the necessity of violence, and kneel down."
"Never!" and she planted herself firmly in a corner of the room.
The registrar then signed to the two other men, who, approaching, seized her, and in spite of her cries dragged her into the middle of the room. But she bounded up again.
"Let me stand," said she, "and I will listen patiently."
"Madame, whenever criminals are punished by whipping, they kneel to receive the sentence."
"Whipping!" screamed Jeanne; "miserable wretch, how dare you——"
The men forced her on her knees once more, and held her down, but she struggled so furiously that they called out, "Read quickly, monsieur, for we cannot hold her."
"I will never hear such an infamous sentence," she cried; and indeed she drowned his voice so effectually with her screams, that although he read, not a word could be heard.
He replaced his papers in his pocket, and she, thinking he had finished, stopped her cries. Then he said, "And the sentence shall be executed at the place of executions, Cour de Justice."
"Publicly!" screamed she.
"Monsieur de Paris, I deliver you this woman," said the registrar, addressing the man with the leathern apron.
"Who is this man?" cried Jeanne, in a fright.
"The executioner," replied the registrar.
The two men then took hold of her to lead her out, but her resistance was so violent that they were obliged to drag her along by force, and she never ceased uttering the most frantic cries. They took her thus into the court called Cour de Justice, where there was a scaffold and which was crowded with spectators. On a platform, raised about eight feet, was a post garnished with iron rings, and with a ladder to mount to it. This place was surrounded with soldiers. When she appeared, cries of "Here she is!" mingled with much abuse, were heard from the crowd. Numbers of the partisans of M. de Rohan had assembled to hoot her, and cries of "A bas la Motte, the forger!" were heard on every side, and those who tried to express pity for her were soon silenced. Then she cried in a loud voice, "Do you know who I am? I am of the blood of your kings. They strike in me, not a criminal, but a rival; not only a rival, but an accomplice. Yes," repeated she, as the people kept silence to kept listen, "an accomplice. They punish one who knows the secrets of——"
"Take care," interrupted the registrar.
She turned and saw the executioner with the whip in his hand. At this sight she forgot her desire to captivate the multitude, and even her hatred, and sinking on her knees she said, "Have pity!" and seized his hand; but he raised the other, and let the whip fall lightly on her shoulders. She jumped up, and was about to try and throw herself off the scaffold, when she saw the other man, who was drawing from a fire a hot iron. At this sight she uttered a perfect howl, which was echoed by the people.
"Help! help!" she cried, trying to shake off the cord with which they were tying her hands. The executioner at last forced her on her knees, and tore open her dress; but she cried, with a voice which was heard through all the tumult, "Cowardly Frenchmen! you do not defend me, but let me be tortured; oh! it is my own fault. If I had said all I knew of the queen I should have been——"
She could say no more, for she was gagged by the attendants: then two men held her, while the executioner performed his office. At the touch of the iron she fainted, and was carried back insensible to the Conciergerie when the crowd gradually dispersed.
CHAPTER XCII.
THE MARRIAGE.
On the same day at noon the king entered a drawing-room, where the queen was sitting in full dress, but pale through her rouge, and surrounded by a party of ladies and gentlemen. He glanced frequently towards the door. "Are not the young couple ready? I believe it is noon," he said.
"Sire, M. de Charny is waiting in the gallery for your majesty's orders," said the queen, with a violent effort.
"Oh! let him come in." The queen turned from the door. "The bride ought to be here also," continued the king, "it is time."
"Your majesty must excuse Mademoiselle de Taverney, if she is late," replied M. de Charny, advancing; "for since the death of her father she has not left her bed until to-day, and she fainted when she did so."
"This dear child loved her father so much," replied the king, "but we hope a good husband will console her. M. de Breteuil," said he, turning to that gentleman, "have you made out the order of banishment for M. de Cagliostro?"
"Yes, sire."
"And that De la Motte. Is it not to-day she is to be branded?"
At this moment, Andrée appeared, dressed in white like a bride, and with cheeks nearly as white as her dress. She advanced leaning on her brother's arm. M. de Suffren, leading his nephew, came to meet her, and then drew back to allow her to approach the king.
"Mademoiselle," said Louis, taking her hand, "I begged of you to hasten this marriage, instead of waiting until the time of your mourning had expired, that I might have the pleasure of assisting at the ceremony; for to-morrow I and the queen commence a tour through France." And he led Andrée up to the queen, who could hardly stand, and did not raise her eyes. The king then, putting Andrée's hand into Philippe's, said, "Gentlemen, to the chapel,"—and they began to move. The queen kneeled on her prie Dieu, her face buried in her hands, praying for strength. Charny, though pale as death, feeling that all eyes were upon him, appeared calm and strong. Andrée remained immovable as a statue; she did not pray—she had nothing to ask, to hope for, or to fear. The ceremony over, the king kissed Andrée on the forehead, saying, "Madame la Comtesse, go to the queen, she wishes to give you a wedding present."
"Oh!" murmured Andrée to Philippe, "it is too much; I can bear no more; I cannot do that."
"Courage, sister, one effort more."
"I cannot, Philippe; if she speaks to me, I shall die."
"Then, you will be happier than I, for I cannot die."
Andrée said no more, but went to the queen. She found her in her chair with closed eyes and clasped hands, seeming more dead than alive, except for the shudders which, shook her from time to time. Andrée waited tremblingly to hear her speak; but, after a minute, she rose slowly, and took from the table a paper, which she put into Andrée's hands. Andrée opened it, and read:
"Andrée, you have saved me. My honor comes from you; my life belongs to you. In the name of this honor, which has cost you so dear, I swear to you that you may call me sister without blushing. This paper is the pledge of my gratitude, the dowry which I give you. Your heart is noble and will thank me for this gift.
"MARIE ANTOINETTE DE LORRAINE D'AUTRICHE."
Andrée looked at the queen, and saw tears falling from her eyes; she seemed expecting an answer, but Andrée, putting the letter in the fire, turned and left the room. Then Charny, who was waiting for her, took her hand, and they, each pale and silent, left the room. Two traveling-carriages were in the courtyard; Andrée got into one, and then said:
"Sir, I believe you go to Picardy."
"Yes, madame."
"And I to where my mother lies dead. Adieu, monsieur."
Charny bowed, but did not reply, and Andrée drove off.
Charny himself, after giving his hand to Philippe, got into the other, and also drove off.
Then Philippe cried, in a tone of anguish, "My task is done!" and he too vanished.
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CHAPTER I.
THE SON OF GILBERT.
It was a winter night, and the ground around Paris was covered with snow, although the flakes had ceased to fall since some hours.
Spite of the cold and the darkness, a young man, wrapped in a mantle so voluminous as to hide a babe in his arms, strode over the white fields out of the town of Villers Cotterets, in the woods, eighteen leagues from the capital, which he had reached by the stage-coach, towards a hamlet called Haramont. His assured step seemed to indicate that he had previously gone this road.
Soon above him streaked the leafless boughs upon the grey sky. The sharp air, the odor of the oaks, the icicles and beads on the tips of branches, all appealed to the poetry in the wanderer.
Through the clumps he looked for the village spire and the blue smoke of the chimneys, filtering from the cottages through the natural trellis of the limbs.
It was dawn when he crossed a brook, bordered with yellow cress and frozen vines, and at the first hovel asked for the laborer's boy to take him to Madeline Pitou's home.
Mute and attentive, not so dull as most of their kind, the children sprang up and staring at the stranger, led him by the hand to a rather large and good-looking cottage, on the bank of the rivulet running by most of the dwellings.
A plank served as a bridge.
"There," said one of the guides nodding his head towards it.
Gilbert gave them a coin, which made their eyes open still more widely, and crossed the board to the door which he pushed open, while the children, taking one another's hand, started with all their might at the handsome gentleman in a brown cloth coat, buckled shoes and large cloak, who wanted to find Madeline Pitou.
Apart from them, Gilbert, for such was the young man's name, simply so for he had no other, saw no living things: Haramont was the deserted village he was seeking.
As soon as the door was open, his sight was struck by a scene full of charm, for almost anybody, and particularly for a young philosopher like our roamer.
A robust peasant woman was suckling a baby, while another child, a sturdy boy of four or five, was saying a prayer in a loud voice.
In the chimney corner, near a window or rather a hole in the wall in which was stuck a pane of glass, another woman, going on for thirty-five or six, was spinning, with a stool under her feet, and a fat poodle on an end of this stool.
Catching sight of the visitor the dog barked in a civil and hospitable manner just to show that he had not been caught napping. The praying boy turned, cutting the devotional phrase in two, and both females uttered an exclamation between joy and surprise.
"I greet you, good mother Madeline," said Gilbert with a smile.
"The gentleman has my name," she cried out with a start.
"As you notice; but please do not interrupt me. Instead of one babe at the breast, you are to have the pair."
In the rude country-made crib he laid his burden, a little boy.
What a pretty darling!" ejaculated the spinner.
"Quite a dear, yes, Aunt Angelique," said Madeline.
"Your sister?" inquired the visitor, pointing to the spinner who was also a spinster.
"No my man's sister."
"Yes, my auntie, my aunt 'Gelique," mumbled the boy, striking into the talk without being asked.
"Be quiet, Ange," rebuked his mother: "you are interrupting the gentleman."
"My business is very plain, good woman. The child you see is son of one of my master's farmers, the farmer being ruined. My master, his godfather, wants him brought up in the country to become a good workman, hale, and with good manners. Will you undertake this rearing?"
"But, master?——"
"Born yesterday and never nursed," went on Gilbert. Besides, this is the nursling which Master Niquet, the lawyer at Villers Cotterets, spoke to you about."
Madeline instantly seized the babe and supplied it with the nourishment it craved with a generous impetuosity deeply affecting the young man.
"I have not been misled," said he: "you are a good woman. In my master's name, I confide the child to you. I see that he will fare well here, and I trust he will bring into this cabin a dream of happiness together with his own. How much does Master Niquet pay you for his children?"
"Twelve livres a-month, sir: but he is rich, and he adds a few pieces for sugar and toys."
"Mother Madeline," replied Gilbert proudly, "this child will bring you twenty livres a-month, or two hundred and forty a-year."
"Lord bless us! I thank you kindly, master," said the peasant.
"And here is the first year's money down on the nail," went on Gilbert, placing ten fine gold coins on the table, which made the two women open their eyes and little Ange Pitou stretch out his devastating hand.
"But if the little thing should not live?" queried the nurse timidly.
"It would be a great blow—such a misfortune as seldom happens," responded the gentleman; "Here is the hire settled—are you satisfied?"
"Oh, yes, sir."
"Let us now pass to the future payments."
"Then we are to keep the child?"
"Probably, and be parents to it," said Gilbert, in a stifled voice and losing color.
"Dear, dear, is he an outcast?"
Gilbert had not expected such feeling and questions: but he recovered from the emotion.
"I did not tell you the whole truth," he said; "the poor father died on the shock of hearing that his wife gave up her life in bearing him the child."
The women wrung their hands with sympathy.
"So that the child can reckon on no love from his parents," continued Gilbert, breathing painfully.
At this point in tramped Daddy Pitou with a calm and jolly manner. His was one of those round and honest characters, overflowing with health and good will, such as Greuze paints in his natural domestic pictures. A few words showed him how matters stood. Out of good nature he understood things—even those beyond his comprehension.
Gilbert made it clear that the keep-money would be paid until the boy was a man and able to live alone with his mind and arm.
"All right," said Pitou, "I rather think we shall take to the kid, though he is a tiny creature."
"Look at that," said the women together, "he thinks it a little dear just like us."
"I should like you to come over to Master Niquet's where I will leave the money required so that you may be content and the child happy."
Gilbert took leave of the women and bent over the cradle in which the new-comer had ousted the rightful heir. He wore a sombre air.
"You look little like me," he muttered, "for you have the aspect of your proud mother, the aristocratic Andrea, daughter of Baron Taverney."
The trait broke his heart: he pressed his nails into his flesh to keep down the tears flowing from his aching breast. He left a kiss timid and tremulous on the babe's fresh cheek and tottered out. He gave half a louis to little Ange, who was stumbling between his legs, and shook hands with the women who thought it an honor. So many emotions oppressed the father of eighteen years that little more would have prostrated him. Pale and nervous, his brain was spinning.
"Let us be off," he said to Pitou, waiting on the sill.
"Master!" called out Madeline from the threshold: "his name—what did you say his name is?"
"Call him Gilbert," replied the young man with manly pride.
The business at the notary's was quickly done. Money was banked for the child's keep and bringing up as became a farmhand's offspring. For fifteen years education and training was to be given him, and the balance was to be devoted to fitting him in a trade or buying a plot of land. At his eighteenth year some two thousand livres were to be paid the nurse and her husband, who would have the other sum yearly from the intermediary.
As a reward Niquet was to have the interest of the funds.
Ten years passed and the Pitou woman, who had lost her husband while Ange was hardly able to remember him, felt herself dying. Three years before she had seen Gilbert, returned a man of twenty-seven, stiff, dogmatic of speech, cold at the outset. But his mask of ice thawed when he saw his son again, hearty, smiling and strong, brought up as he had planned. He shook the good widow's hand and said:
"Rely on me if ever in need."
He took the child away, went to see the tomb of Rousseau the philosopher, musician and poet, and returned to Villers Cotterets. Seduced by the good air and the praise of the Abbe Fortier's school for youth, he left Gilbert at that institution. He had thought highly of the tutor's philosophical mien; for philosophy was a great power at this revolutionary period and had glided into the bosom of the Church. He left him his address and departed for Paris.
Ange Pitou's mother knew these particulars.
At her dying hour she remembered the pledge of Gilbert to be the friend at need. It was a bright light. No doubt Providence had brought him to Haramont to provide poor Pitou with more than he lost in losing life and family.
Not able to write, she sent for the parish priest, who wrote a letter for her, and this was given to Abbe Fortier to be sent off by the post.
It was time, for she died next day.
CHAPTER II.
ANGE PITOU.
Ange was too young to feel the whole extent of his loss: but he divined that the angel of the hearth had vanished: and when the body was taken to the churchyard and interred, he sat down by the grave and replied to all pleadings for him to come away by saying that Mamma Madeline was there, that he never had left her and he would stay beside her now.
It was there that Dr. Gilbert, for Ange Pitou's future guardian was a physician, found him when he hastened to Haramont on receiving the dying mother's appeal.
Ange was very young when thus he saw the doctor for the first time. But, we know, youth can feel deep impressions, leaving everlasting memories. The previous passing of the young man of mystery through the cottage had impressed its trace. He had left welfare with the boy: every time Ange heard his mother pronounce the benefactor's name, it had been almost with worship. Finally, when he appeared, grown up, adorned with the title of Physician, joining to the past boons the future promises, Pitou had judged by his mother's gratitude that he ought himself be grateful. The poor lad, without clearly knowing what he was saying, faltered words of eternal remembrance, and profound thanks such as he had heard his mother use.
Therefore, as soon as he perceived the doctor coming among the grassy graves and broken crosses, he understood that he came at his mother's appeal and he could not say no to him as to the others. He made him no resistance except to turn his head to look backwards as Dr. Gilbert grasped his hand and led him from the cemetery.
A stylish cab was at the gates, into which the doctor made the poor boy step, and he was taken to the town tailor's, where he was fitted with clothes: they were made too large so that he would grow up to them. At the rate our hero grew this would not take long.
Thus equipped, Ange was walked in a quarter of the town called Pleux, where Pitou's pace slacked. He recalled this as being the abode of his Aunt Angelique, of whom he had preserved an appalling memory.
Indeed the old maid had no attractions for a boy who cherished true motherly affections: she was nearly sixty by this period. The minute practice of religion had brutalized her, and mistaken piety had twisted all sweet, merciful and humane feelings, so that she cultivated in their stead a natural dose of greedy intelligence, augmented daily by her association with all the prudes. She did not precisely live on public charity but besides the sale of linen thread hand-spun, and letting out chairs in the church, she received from kindly souls ensnared by her devout posturings, petty coin which she converted into silver and that into gold. Nobody suspected she accumulated them and she stuffed the gold in the cushion and frame of an old armchair in which she sat at work.
It was to this venerable relative's dwelling that Gilbert led little Pitou. We might say Big Pitou, for he was too large for his age.
Miss Rose Angelique Pitou, as they came up, was in a merry humor as she had just sent another gold piece to go and keep company with the rest of her hoard. She was going around her seat of revenue when the doctor and his ward appeared at the door, and she had to welcome the relic of her family.
The interview would have been affecting if it had not been so grotesque. The doctor, a man of keen observation, and physiognomist, read the character of the hypocritical old maid at a glance. With her long nose, thin lips and small bright eyes, she collected in one person cupidity, selfishness and hypocrisy.
As soon as the stranger stated his little text on the duty of aunts to take care of their nieces and nephews, she turned sour and replied that, whatever her love for her poor sister, and her interest in her dear little nephew, the slenderness of her means did not permit her, though she was godmother as well as aunt, to add to her expenses.
"It is this way, Master Gilbert; this would run me into six cents a day extra, for that lubberly boy would eat a pound of bread."
Ange screwed up his face, for he could tuck away a pound and a half at breakfast alone.
"This is saying nothing for his washing, for he is a dirty little chap."
Considering that Ange was a regular gipsy for burrowing after moles and climbing trees, this was true enough; but it is fair to say that he tore his clothes worse than he soiled them.
"Fie!" said Doctor Gilbert; "do you who understand the Christian virtues so well, make such close calculations about a nephew and an orphan?"
"Then the keeping of his clothes in repair," went on the miser, recalling the quantity of patches she had seen sewn by her sister on the knees, and seat of Master Ange's pants.
"In short," said the doctor, "you refuse to shelter your nephew in your house—the orphan boy who will have to beg for alms at the doors of others."
Mean as she was, she felt the disgrace befalling her as if she drove her next of kin to this step.
"No, I will take charge of him," she said.
"Good," said the doctor, delighted to find a moist spot in this desert.
"I will recommend him to the Augustin Monastery and have them take him as a boy of all work."
The doctor was a philosopher, we have mentioned; which means that he was the opponent of all the churchmen. He resolved to tear this recruit from the enemy with all the warmth that the Augustines would have shown to deprive him of a disciple.
"Well," he rejoined, sticking his hand in his deepest pocket, "since you are in so hard a position, dear Miss Angelique, that you are forced to send your nephew into beggary, I will find somebody else to take him and the sum I am going to set aside for his maintenance. I am obliged to return to America. Meanwhile I must apprentice the boy to some craft, which he can choose for himself. In my absence he will grow up and then we will see what to make of him. Kiss your good aunt good-bye, and let us try our luck elsewhere," concluded the doctor.
He had barely finished before Pitou rushed into his aunt's long, bony arms to exchange the hug which he wanted to be in token of eternal separation. But the mention of a sum of money and Gilbert's movements of putting his hand in his pocket for cash, with the chink of silver, set the warmth of greed up from her old heart.
"Lord, doctor, do not you know that nobody in all the wide world can love this poor lone, lorn thing like his own dear fond auntie?"
Entwining him with her long arms, she imprinted on his cheeks a couple of kisses so sour that they made his hair stand on end and then curl with a shriveling up.
"Just what I thought; but still you are too poor to do the proper thing."
"Nay, good Master Gilbert," said the pious dame, "forget not that we have the Father of the fatherless above and that He has promised that a swallow shall not be sold for a penny without its being spent for the orphan's share."
"The text may be so, but it nowhere says that the orphan is to be bound out as a servant. I am afraid to do with Ange as I suggested; it would be too dear for your slight resources."
"But with the sum you spoke of, in your pocket," said the old devotee, with her eyes rivetted on the place whence the chink had sounded.
"I would give it, assuredly, but only on condition that the boy should be brought up to some livelihood."
"I promise that," cried Aunt Angelique; "I vow it, as true as the sheep are tempered for the storm-wind." And she raised her skeleton hand to heaven.
"Well," replied Gilbert, drawing out a bag rounded with coin; "I am ready to deposit the funds, but you must sign a contract at Lawyer Niquet's."
Niquet was her own business man and she raised no objections.
A bargain was made for five years: Ange Pitou was to be brought up to some trade and boarded, etc., for two hundred livres to his aunt, a-year. The doctor paid down the money.
Next day he quitted Villers, after arranging matters with a farmer on some property of his, named Billet, whose acquaintance we shall make in good time.
Miss Pitou, pouncing on the first payment in advance of the maintenance fund, buried eight bright gold pieces in her armchair bottom.
With eight livres over, she put the small change waiting to make up the amount of a gold piece to be placed, when converted, in the peculiar savings-bank.
We noticed the scant sympathy Ange felt for his aunt; he had foreseen the sorrow, disappointment and tribulations awaiting him under her roof.
In the first place, as soon as the doctor had turned his back, there was no longer a question about his learning any trade. When the good notary made a remark on this agreement, the tender aunt rejoined that her nephew was too delicate to be put out to work. The lawyer had admired his client's sensitive heart and deferred the apprenticeship question for another year. He was only twelve so that it would not waste much valuable time.
While his aunt was ruminating how to evade the contract, Ange resumed his truant life in the woods, as led at Haramont: it was the same woods and hence the same life.
As soon as he had the best spots located for bird-catching, he made some birdlime and having a four-pound loaf under his arm, he went off into the forest for the whole day.
He had foreseen a storm when he came back at nightfall, but he expected to parry it with the proceeds of his skill.
He had not presaged how the tempest would fall. In fact, Aunt Angelique had ambushed herself behind the door to deal him a cuff, as he crept in which he recognized as inflicted by her hard hand. Happily he had a hard head, too, and though the blow staggered him, he had the sense left to hold out as a peace-offering and buckler the talisman he had prepared. It was a bunch of two dozen small birds.
"What is this?" challenged his aunt, continuing to grumble for form's sake but opening her eyes more widely than her mouth.
"Birds, you see, good Aunt Angelique," replied Pitou as she grabbed the lot.
"Good to eat?" questioned the old maid who was greedy in all her senses of the word.
"Redbreasts and larks—I should bet they are good to eat—but they are better to sell. They command a good price in the market."
Where did you steal them, you little rogue?"
"Steal? they ain't stolen—I took 'em at the pool in the woods. A fellow has only to set up limed twigs anywhere round the water and the silly birds get tangled; then you run up, wring their necks, and there you have them."
"Lime? do you catch birds with lime?" queried Angelique.
"Not mortar lime, bless your innocence, but birdlime; it is made by boiling down holly sap."
"I understand, but where did you get the money to buy holly sap?"
"I should be a saphead to buy that: one makes it."
"Ah, then these birds are to be had for the picking up?"
"Yes: any day; but not everyday, for, of course, you cannot catch on Tuesday those you caught on Monday."
"Very true," returned the aunt, amazed at the brightness her nephew was for once displaying: "you are right."
This unheard of approval delighted the boy.
"But, on the days when you ought not to go to the pools, you go elsewhere. When you are not catching birds, you snare hares. You can eat them, too, and sell the skins for two cents."
Angelique stared at her nephew who was coming out as a financier.
"Oh, I can do the selling!"
"Of course, just as Mother Madeline did," for Pitou had never supposed he was to enjoy the fruit of his hunting.
"When will you go snaring hares?" she asked eagerly.
"I will go snaring hares and rabbits when I have wire for snares."
"All right, make it."
"Oh, I cannot do that," Pitou said, scratching his head. "I must buy that at the store but I can weave the springes."
"What does it cost?"
"I can make a couple of dozen with four cents' worth, and it ought to catch half a dozen bunnies—and the snares are used over and over again—unless the gamekeepers seize them."
"Here are four cents," said Aunt Angelique, "go and buy wire and get the rabbits to-morrow."
Wire was cheaper in the town than at the village so that Ange got material for twenty-four snares for three cents; he brought the odd copper to his aunt who was touched by this honesty. For an instant she felt like giving him the cent but unfortunately for Ange, it had been flattened by a hammer and might be passed in the dusk for a twosous piece. She thought it wicked to squander a piece that might bring a hundred per cent, and she popped it into her pouch.
Pitou made the snares and in the morning asked mysteriously for a bag. In it she put the bread and cheese for his meals, and away he went to his hunting ground.
Meanwhile she plucked the robins intended for their dinner; she took a brace of larks to Abbe Fortier, and two brace to the Golden Ball innkeeper, who paid her three cents for them and ordered as many as she could supply at that rate.
She went home beaming: the blessing of heaven had entered the house with Ange Pitou.
"They are quite right who say a good action is never thrown away," she observed as she munched the robins, as fat as ortolans and delicate as beccaficoes.
At dark in walked Ange, with the rounded out bag on his shoulders; Aunt Angelique received him on the threshold but not with a slap.
"Here I am, with my bag," said he with the calmness of having well spent his day.
"And what have you in the bag?" cried the aunt, stretching out her hand in sharp curiosity.
"Beech-mast," replied Pitou. "It is this way. If Daddy Lajeunesse, the gamekeeper, saw me rambling without the bag he would want to know what I was lurking for and he would feel suspicion. But when he challenged me with the bag, I just answered him: 'I am gathering beechmast, father—it is not forbidden to gather mast, is it?' and not being forbidden, he could not do anything. So he said nothing except: 'You have a good aunt, Pitou; give her my compliments.'"
"So you have been collecting mast instead of catching rabbits," cried Aunt Angelique, angrily.
"No, no, I laid my snares under cover of mast-gathering: the old donkey saw me doing that and thought it right."
"But the game?" said the woman, bent on the first principle.
"The moon will be up at twelve and I will go and see how many I have snared."
"You will go into the woods at midnight?"
"Why, not? what is there to be afraid of?"
The woman was as amazed at Ange's courage as at the breadth of his speculations. But brought up in the woods, Ange was not to be scared at what terrifies the town boy.
So at midnight he set out, skirting the cemetery wall, for the innocent lad, never in his ideas offending anybody, had no more fear of the dead than of the living.
The only person he dreaded was Lajeunesse. So he made a turn round his house and stopped to imitate the barking of a dog so naturally that the gamekeeper's basset "Snorer," deceived by the provocation, replied with a full throat and came to the door to sniff the air.
Pitou ran on, chuckling, for if Snorer were home his master was surely asleep there, as the man and the dog were inseparable.
In the snares two rabbits had been strangled, Pitou stuffed them into the pockets of a coat made too long for him and now too small.
Greed kept the aunt awake, though she had lain down. She had reckoned on two brace of game.
"Only a pair," said Pitou. "It is not my fault that I have not done better but these are the cunningest rabbits for miles round."
Next day Pitou renewed his enterprises and had the luck to catch three rabbits. Two went to the tavern and one to Abbe Fortier, who recommended Aunt Angelique to the benevolent of the town.
Thus things went on for three or four months, the woman enchanted and Ange thinking life endurable. Except for his mother's loss, matters were such as at Haramont: he passed his time in rural pleasures.
But an unexpected circumstance broke the jar of illusion of the prude and stopped the nephew's trapping.
A letter from Dr. Gilbert arrived from New York. He had not forgotten his little ward on landing, but asked Master Niquet if his instructions had been followed and if young Pitou were learning the means to make his own living.
It was a pinch, for there was no denying that Ange was in first-rate health. He was tall and lank but so are hickory saplings, and nobody doubts their strength and elasticity.
The aunt asked a week to put in her reply; it was miserable for both. Pitou asked no better career than he was leading, but it was quiet at the time; not only did the cold weather drive the birds away but the snow fell and as it would retain footprints, he dared not go into the woods to lay traps and snares.
During the week the old maid's claws grew; she made the stripling so wretched that he was ready to take up any trade rather than be her butt any longer.
Suddenly a sublime idea sprouted in her cruelly tormented brain, where peace reigned again.
Father Fortier had two purses for poor students attached to his school, out of the bounty of the Duke of Orleans.
Angelique resolved to beg him to enter Ange for one of them. This would cost the teacher nothing, and to say nothing of the game on which the woman had been nourishing the doctor for half a year, he owed something to the church-seat letter.
Indeed, Ange was received without fee by the schoolmaster.
The old girl was delighted for it was the school of the district where Dr. Gilbert's son was educated. He paid fifty livres and Ange got in for nothing, but nobody was to let Sebastian Gilbert or any others know that.
Whether they guessed this or not, Ange was received by his school fellows with that sweet spirit of brotherhood born among children and perpetuated among "the grown ups," in other words with hooting and teasing. But when three or four of the budding tyrants made the acquaintance of Pitou's enormous fist and were trodden under his even more enormous foot, respect began to be diffused. He would have had a life a shade less worried than when under Angelique's wing; but Father Fortier in soliciting little children to come unto him, forgot to warn them that the hands he held out were armed with the Latin Rudiments and birch rods.
Little did the aunt care whether the information was flogged or insinuated mentally into her nephew. She basked in the golden ray from dreamland that in three years Ange would pass the examination and be sent to college with the Orleans Purse.
Then would he become a priest, when he would, of course, make his aunt his housekeeper.
One day a rough awakening came to this delusion. Ange crawled into the house as if shod in lead.
"What is the matter?" cried Aunt 'Gelique, who had never seen a more piteous mien. "Are you hungry?"
"No," replied Pitou dolefully.
The hearer was uneasy, for illness is a cause of alarm to good mothers and bad godmothers, as it forces expenses.
"It is a great misfortune," Pitou blubbered: "Father Fortier sends me home from school—so no more studies, no examination, no purse, no college——"
His sobs changed into howls while the woman stared at him to try to read in his soul the reason for this expulsion.
"I suppose you have been playing truant again," she said. "I hear that you are always roaming round Farmer Billet's place to catch a sight of his daughter Catherine. Fie, fie! very pretty conduct in a future priest!"
Ange shook his head.
"You lie," shrieked the old maid, with her anger rising with the growing certainty that it was a serious scrape. "Last Sunday you were again seen rambling in Lovers-Walk with Kate Billet."
It was she who fibbed but she was one who believed the end justified the means, and a whale-truth might be caught by throwing out a tub-lie.
"Oh, no, they could not have seen me there," cried Ange; "for we were out by the Orange-gardens."
"There, you wretch, you see you were with her."
"But this is not a matter that Miss Billet is concerned in," ventured Ange, blushing like the overgrown boy of sixteen that he was.
"Yes, call her 'Miss' to pretend you have any respect for her, the flirt, the jilt, the mincing minx! I will tell her father confessor how she is carrying on."
"But I take my Bible oath that she is not a flirt."
"You defend her, when you need all the excuses you can rake up for yourself. This is going on fine. What is the world coming to, when children of sixteen are walking arm in arm under the shade trees."
"But, aunt, you are away out—Catherine will not let me 'arm' her—she keeps me off at arms-length."
"You see how you break down your own denials. You are calling her Catherine, plain, now. Oh, why not Kate, or Kitty, or some such silly nickname which you use in your iniquitous familiarity? She drives you away to have you come nearer, they all do."
"Do they? there, I never thought of that," exclaimed the swain, suddenly enlightened.
"Ah, you will have something else to think of! And she," said the old prude, "I will manage all this. I will ask Father Fortier to lock you up on bread and water for a fortnight and have her put in a nunnery if she cannot moderate her fancy for you."
She spoke so emphatically that Pitou was frightened.
"You are altogether wrong, my good aunt," pleaded he, clasping his hands: "Miss Catherine has nothing to do with my misfortune."
"Impurity is the mother of all the vices," returned Angelique sententiously.
"But Impurity has nothing to do with my being turned out of school," objected the youth: "the teacher put me out because I made too many barbarisms and solecisms which prevent me of having any chance to win that purse."
"What will become of you, then?"
"Blest if I know," wailed Pitou, who had never looked upon priesthood, with Aunt 'Gelique as housekeeper as Paradise on earth. "Let come what Providence pleases," he sighed, lamentably raising his eyes.
"Providence, do you call it? I see you have got hold of these newfangled ideas about philosophy."
"That cannot be, aunt, for I cannot go into Philosophy till I have passed Rhetoric, and I am only in the third course."
"Joke away," sneered the old maid to whom the school-jargon was Greek. "I speak of the philosophy of these philosophers, not what a pious man like the priest would allow in his holy house. You are a serpent and you have been gnawing a file of the newspapers in which these dreadful writers insult King and Queen and the Church! He is lost!"
When Aunt Angelique said her ward was lost, she meant that she was ruined. The danger was imminent. She took the sublime resolution to run to Father Fortier's for explanation and above all to try to patch up the breach.
CHAPTER III.
A REVOLUTIONARY FARMER.
The departure of his aunt gave Pitou a quarter of an hour in tranquillity.
He wanted to utilize it. He gathered the crumbs of his aunt's meal to feed his lizards (he was a naturalist who was never without pets,) caught some flies for his ants and frogs, and opened the cupboard and bread-box to get a supply of food for himself. Appetite had come to him with the lonesomeness.
His preparations made for a feast, he went back to the doorway so as not to be surprised by the woman's return.
While he was watching, a pretty maid passed the end of the street, riding on the crupper of a horse laden with two panniers. One was filled with pigeons, the other with pullets. This was Catherine Billet, who smiled on Pitou, and stopped on seeing him.
According to his habit he turned red as a beet: with gaping mouth, he glared—we mean—admired Kate Billet, the last expression of feminine beauty to him. She looked up and down the street, nodded to her worshipper, and kept on in her way, Pitou trembling with delight as he nodded back.
Absorbed in his contemplation, he did not perceive his relative on the return from Fortier's. Suddenly she grabbed his hand, while turning pale with anger.
Abruptly roused from his bright dream by the electric shock always caused by Aunt Angelique's grasp, the youth wheeled and saw with horror that she was holding up his hand, which was in turn holding half a loaf with two most liberal smears of butter and another of white cheese applied to it.
The woman yelled with fury and Pitou groaned with fright. She raised her other claw-like hand and he lowered his head; she darted for the broom and the other dropped the food and took to his heels without any farewell speech.
Those two hearts knew one another and understood that they could not get on together any more.
Angelique bounced indoors and locked with a double turn of the key. The grating sound seemed a renewal of the tempest to the fugitive who put on the pace.
The result was an event the aunt was as far from expecting as the young man himself.
Running as though all the fiends from below were at his heels, Pitou was soon beyond the town bounds. On turning the burial-ground wall he bunked up against a horse.
"Good gracious," cried a sweet voice well-known to the flyer, "wherever are you racing so, Master Ange? You nearly made Younker take the bit in his teeth with the scare you gave us."
"Oh, Miss Catherine, what a misfortune is on me," replied Pitou, wide of the question.
"You alarm me," said the girl, pulling up in the mid-way; "What is wrong?"
"I cannot be a priest," returned the young fellow, as if revealing a world of iniquities.
"You won't," said the maid, roaring with laughter instead of throwing up her hands as Pitou expected. "Become a soldier, then. You must not make a fuss over such a trifle. Really, I thought your aunt had kicked the bucket."
"It is much the same thing, for she has kicked me out."
"Lor', no, for you have not the pleasure of mourning for her," observed Catherine Billet, laughing more heartily than before, which scandalized the nephew.
"You are a lucky one to be able to laugh like that, and it proves you have a merry heart, and the sorrows of others make no impression on you."
"Who tells you that I should not feel for you if you met a real grief?"
"Real? when I have not a feather to fly with!"
"All for the best," returned the peasant girl.
"But how about eating?" retorted Pitou; "a fellow must eat, and I am always sharp set."
"Don't you like to work?"
"What am I to work at?" whined he. "My aunt and Father Fortier have repeated a hundred times that I am good for nothing. Ah! if I had been bound prentice to a wheelwright or a carpenter, instead of their trying to make a priest of me. Upon my faith, Miss Catherine, a curse is on me!" said he with a wave of the hand in desperation.
"Alack!" sighed the girl who knew like everybody the orphan's melancholy tale: "there is truth in what you say, my poor Pitou. But there is one thing you might do."
"Do tell me what that is?" cried the youth, jumping towards the coming suggestion as a drowning man leaps for a twig of willow.
"You have a guardian in Dr. Gilbert, whose son is your schoolfellow."
"I should rather think he was, and by the same token I have taken many floggings for him."
"Why not apply to his father, who, certainly, will not shake you off?"
"That would be all right if I knew where to address him; but your father may know as he farms some of his land."
"I know that he sends some of the rent to America and banks the other part here at a notary's."
"America is a far cry," moaned Pitou.
"What, would you start for America?" exclaimed the maid, almost frightened at his courage.
"Me? Sakes! No, never! France is good enough for me if I could get enough to eat and drink."
"Very well," said she, falling into silence which lasted some time.
The lad was plunged into a thoughtful mood which would have much puzzled Teacher Fortier the logical man. Starting from Obscurity, the reverie brightened and then grew confused again, like lightning.
Younker had started in again for the walk home, and Pitou, with a hand on one basket, trudged on beside it. As dreamy as her neighbor, Catherine let the bridle drop with no fear about being run away with. There were no monsters on the highway and Younker bore no resemblance to the fabulous hippogriffs.
The walker stopped mechanically when the animal did, which was at the farm.
"Hello, is this you, Pitou?" challenged a strong-shouldered man, proudly stationed before a drinking pool where his horse was swilling.
"It is me, Master Billet."
"He's had another mishap," said the maid, jumping off the horse without any heed as to showing her ankles. "His aunt has sent him packing."
"What has he done to worry the old bigot this time?" queried the farmer.
"It appears that I am not good enough in Greek," said the scholar, who was lying, for it was Latin he was a bungler at.
"What do you want to be good at Greek for?" asked the broad-shouldered man.
"To explain Theocritus and read the Iliad. These are useful when you want to be a priest."
"Trash!" said Billet. "Do you need Greek and Latin? do I know my own language—can I read or write? but this does not prevent me plowing, sowing and reaping."
"But you, Master Billet, are a cultivator and not a priest: 'Agricole,' says Virgil——"
"Do not you think a farmer is on a level with a larned clerk—you cussed choir-boy? Particularly when the Agricoaler has a hundred acres of tilled land in the sun and a thousand louis in the shade?"
"I have always been told that a priest leads the happiest life: though I grant," added Pitou, smiling most amiably, "I do not believe all I hear."
"You are right, my boy, by a blamed sight—you see I can make rhymes, if I like to try. It strikes me that you have the makings in you of something better than a scholard, and that it is a deused lucky thing that you try something else—mainly at the present time. As a farmer I know which way the wind blows, and it is rough for priests. So then, as you are an honest lad and larned," here Pitou bowed at being so styled for the first time—"you can get along without the black gown."
Catherine, who was setting the chickens and pigeons on the ground, was listening with interest to the dialogue.
"It looks hard to win a livelihood," said the lad.
"What do you know how to do?"
"I can make birdlime and snare game. I can mock the birds' songs, eh, Miss Kate?"
"He can whistle like a blackbird."
"But whistling is not a trade," commented Billet.
"Just what I say to myself, by Jingo!"
"Oh, you can swear—that is a manly accomplishment, any how."
"Oh, did I? I beg your pardon, farmer."
"Don't mention it," said the rustic. "I rip out myself sometimes. Thunder and blazes!" he roared to his horse, "can't you be quiet? these devilish Percherons must always be grazing and jerking. Are you lazy," he continued to the lad.
"I don't know. I have never worked at anything but learning Greek and Latin, and they do not tempt me much."
"A good job—that shows that you are not such a fool, as I took you for," said Billet.
His hearer opened his eyes immeasurably; this was the first time he had heard this order of ideas, subversive of all the theories set up for him previously.
"I mean, are you easily tired out?"
"Bless you, I can go ten leagues and never feel it."
"Good, we are getting on; we might train you a trifle lower and make some money on you as a runner."
"Train me lower," said Pitou, looking at his slender figure, bony arms and stilt-like legs; "I fancy I am thin now as it is."
"In fact, you are a treasure, my friend," replied the yeoman, bursting into laughter.
Pitou was stepping from one surprise to another; never had he been esteemed so highly.
"In short, how are you at work?"
"Don't know; for I never have worked."
The girl laughed, but her father took the matter seriously.
"These rogues of larned folk," he broke forth, shaking his fist at the town, "look at them training up the youth in the way they should not go, in laziness and idleness. What good is such a sluggard to his brothers, I want to know?"
"Not much," said Pitou; "luckily I have no brothers."
"By brothers I mean all mankind," continued the farmer; "are not all men brothers, hey?"
"The Scripture says so."
"And equals," proceeded the other.
"That is another matter," said the younger man; "if I had been the equal of Father Fortier I guess he would not have given me the whip so often; if I were the equal of my aunt, she would not have driven me from home."
"I tell you that all men are brothers and we shall soon prove this to the tyrants," said Billet. "I will take you into my house to prove it."
"You will? but, just think, I eat three pounds of bread a day, with butter and cheese to boot."
"Pooh, I see you will not be dear to feed," said the farmer, "we will keep you."
"Have you nothing else to ask father, Pitou?" inquired Catherine.
"Nothing, miss."
"What did you come along for?"
"Just to keep you company."
"Well, you are gallant, and I accept the compliment for what it is worth," said the girl, "but you came to ask news about your guardian, Pitou."
"So I did. That is funny—I forgot it."
"You want to speak about our worthy Dr. Gilbert?" said the farmer, with a tone indicating the degree of deep consideration in which he held his landlord.
"Just so," answered Pitou; "but I am not in need now; since you house me, I can tranquilly wait till he returns from America."
"You will not have to wait long, for he has returned."
"You don't say so; when?"
"I cannot exactly say: but he was at Havre a week ago; for I have a parcel in my saddlebags that comes from him and was handed me at Villers Cotterets, and here it is."
"How do you know it is from him?"
"Because there is a letter in it."
"Excuse me, daddy," interrupted Catherine, "but you boast that you cannot read."
"So I do! I want folks to say: 'There is old Farmer Billet, who owes nothing to nobody—not even the schoolmaster: for he has made himself all alone.' I did not read the letter but the rural constabulary quarter-master whom I met there."
"What does he say—that he still is content with you?"
"Judge for yourself."
Out of a leather wallet he took a letter which he held to his daughter, who read:
"MY DEAR FRIEND BILLET: I arrive from America where I found a people richer, greater and happier than ours. This arises from their being free, while we are not. But we are marching towards this new era, and all must labor for the light to come. I know your principles, Friend Billet, and your influence on the farmers, your neighbors; and all the honest population of toilers and hands whom you lead, not like a king but a father.
"Teach them the principles of devotion and brotherhood I know you cherish. Philosophy is universal, all men ought to read their rights and duties by its light. I send you a little book in which these rights and duties are set forth. It is my work, though my name is not on the title-page. Propagate these principles, those of universal equality. Get them read in the winter evenings. Reading is the food of the mind as bread is that for the body.
"One of these days I shall see you, and tell you about a new kind of farming practiced in the United States. It consists, in the landlord and the tenant working on shares of the crop. It appears to me more according to the laws of primitive society and to the love of God.
"Greeting and brotherly feeling,
"HONORE GILBERT, Citizen of Philadelphia."
"This letter is nicely written," observed Pitou.
"I warrant it is," said Billet.
"Yes, father dear; but I doubt the quarter-master will be of your opinion. Because, this not only will get Dr. Gilbert into trouble, but you, too."
"Pooh, you are always scarey," sneered the farmer. "This does not hinder me having the book, and—we have got something for you to do, Pitou—you shall read me this in the evenings."
"But in the daytime?"
"Tend the sheep and cows. Let us have a squint at the book."
He took out one of those sewn pamphlets in a red cover, issued in great quantity in those days, with or without permission of the authorities. In the latter case the author ran great risk of being sent to prison.
"Read us the title, Pitou, till we have a peep at the book inside. The rest afterwards."
The boy read on the first page these words, which usage has made vague and meaningless lately but at that epoch they had a deep effect on all hearts:
"On the Independence of Man and the Freedom of Nations."
"What do you say to that, my lad?" cried the farmer.
"Why, it seems to me that Independence and Freedom are much of a muchness? my guardian would be whipped out of the class by Father Fortier for being guilty of a pleonasm.
"Fleanism or not, this book is the work of a real man," rejoined the other.
"Never mind, father," said Catherine, with the admirable instinct of womankind: "I beg you to hide the book. It will get you into some bad scrape. I tremble merely to look at it."
"Why should it do me any harm, when it has not brought it on the writer?"
"How do you know that, father? This letter was written a week ago, and took all that time to arrive from Havre. But I had a letter this morning from Sebastian Gilbert, at Paris, who sends his love to his foster-brother—I forgot that—and he has been three days without his father meeting him there."
"She is right," said Pitou: "this delay is alarming."
"Hold your tongue, you timid creature; and let us read the doctor's treatise?" said the farmer: "It will not only make you larned, but manly."
Pitou stuck the book under his arm with so solemn a movement that it completed the winning of his protector's heart.
"Have you had your dinner?" asked he.
"No, sir," replied the youth.
"He was eating when he was driven from home," said the girl.
"Well, you go in and ask Mother Billet for the usual rations and to-morrow we will set you regularly to work."
With an eloquent look the orphan thanked him, and, conducted by Catherine, he entered the kitchen, governed by the absolute rule of Mother Billet.
CHAPTER IV.
LONG LEGS ARE GOOD FOR RUNNING
IF NOT FOR DANCING.
Mistress Billet was a fat woman who honored her husband, delighted in her daughter and fed her field hands as no other housewife did for miles around. So there was a rush to be employed at Billet's.
Pitou appreciated his luck at the full value when he saw the golden loaf placed at his elbow, the pot of cider set on his right, and the chunk of mild-cured bacon before him. Since he lost his mother, five years before, the orphan had never enjoyed such cheer, even on a feast day.
He remembered, too, that his new duties of neatherd and shepherd had been fulfilled by gods and demigods.
Besides Mrs. Billet had the management of the kine and orders were not harsh from Catherine's mouth.
"You shall stay here," said she; "I have made father understand that you are good for a heap of things; for instance, you can keep the accounts——"
"Well, I know the four rules of arithmetic," said Pitou, proudly.
"You are one ahead of me. Here you stay."
"I am glad, for I could not live afar from you. Oh, I beg pardon, but that came from my heart."
"I do not bear you ill will for that," said Catherine; "it is not your fault if you like us here."
Poor young lambs, they say so much in so few words!
So Pitou did much of Catherine's work and she had more time to make pretty caps and "titivate herself up," to use her mother's words.
"I think you prettier without a cap on," he remarked.
"You may; but your taste is not the rule. I cannot go over to the town and dance without a cap on. That is all very well for fine ladies, who have the right to go bareheaded and wear powder on the hair."
"You beat them all without powder."
"Compliments again, did you learn to make them at Fortier's."
"No, he taught nothing like that."
"Dancing?"
"Lord help us—dancing at Fortier's! he made us cut capers at the end of the birch."
"So you do not know how to dance? Still you shall come along with me on Sunday, and see Master Isidor Charny dance: he is the best dancer of all the gentlemen round here."
"Who is he?"
"Owner of Boursiennes Manor. He will dance with me next Sunday."
Pitou's heart shrank without his knowing why.
"So you make yourself lovely to dance with him?" he inquired.
"With him and all the rest. You, too, if you like to learn."
Next day he applied himself to the new accomplishment and had to acknowledge that tuition is agreeable according to the tutor. In two hours he had a very good idea of the art.
"Ah, if you had taught me Latin, I don't believe I should have made so many mistakes," he sighed.
"But then you would be a priest and be shut up in an ugly old monastery where no women are allowed."
"That's so; well, I am not sorry I am not to be a priest."
At breakfast Billet reminded his new man that the reading of the Gilbert pamphlet was to take place in the barn at ten A.M. next day. That was the hour for mass, Pitou objected.
"Just why I pitch on it, to test my lads," replied the farmer.
Billet detested religious leaders as the apostles of tyranny, and seized the opportunity of setting up one altar against another.
His wife and daughter raising some remonstrance, he said that church was good enough for womanfolks, no doubt, and they might go and sleep away their time there; but it suited men to hear stronger stuff, or else the men should not work on his land.
Billet was a despot in his house; only Catherine ever coped with him and she was hushed when he frowned.
But she thought to gain something for Pitou on the occasion. She pointed out that the doctrines might suffer by the mouthpiece; that the reader was too shabby for the phrases to make a mark. So Pitou was agreeably surprised when Sunday morning came round to see the tailor enter while he was ruminating how he could "clean up," and lay on a chair a coat and breeches of sky blue cloth and a long waistcoat of white and pink stripes. At the same time a housemaid came in to put on another chair opposite the first, a shirt and a neckcloth; if the former fitted, she was to make half-a-dozen.
It was the day for surprises: behind the two came the hatter who brought a three-cocked hat of the latest fashion so full of style and elegance that nothing better was worn in Villers Cotterets.
The only trouble was that the shoes were too small for Ange: the man had made them on the last of his son who was four years the senior of Pitou. This superiority of our friend made him proud for a space, but it was spoilt by his fear that he would have to go to the ball in his old shoes—which would mar the new suit. This uneasiness was of short duration. A pair of shoes sent for Father Billet were brought at the same time and they fitted Pitou—a fact kept hidden from Billet, who might not like his new man literally stepping into his own shoes.
When Pitou, dressed, hatted, shod and his hair dressed, looked at himself in the mirror, he did not know himself. He grinned approvingly and said, as he drew himself up to his full height:
"Fetch along your Master Charnys now!"
"My eyes," cried the farmer, admiring him as much as the women when he strutted into the main room: "you have turned out a strapper, my lad. I should like Aunt Angelique to see you thus togged out. She would want you home again."
"But, papa, she could not take him back, could she?"
"As long as he is a minor—unless she forfeited her right by driving him out."
"But the five years are over," said Pitou quickly, "for which Dr. Gilbert paid a thousand francs."
"There is a man for you!" exclaimed Billet: "just think that I am always hearing such good deeds of his. D'ye see, it is life and death for him!" and he raised his hand to heaven.
"He wanted me to learn a trade," went on the youth.
"Quite right of him. See how the best intentions are given a twist. A thousand francs are left to fit a lad for the battle of life, and they put him in a priest's school to make a psalm-singer of him. How much did your aunt give old Fortier?"
"Nothing."
"Then she pocketed Master Gilbert's money?"
"It is likely enough."
"Mark ye, Pitou, I have a bit of a hint to give you. When the old humbug of a saint cracks her whistle, look into the boxes, demijohns and old crocks, for she has been hiding her savings. But to business. Have you the Gilbert book?"
"Here, in my pocket."
"Have you thought the matter over, father?" said Catherine.
"Good actions do not want any thought," replied the farmer. "The doctor bade me have the book read and the good principles sown. The book shall be read and the principles scattered."
"But we can go to church?" ventured the maid timidly.
"Mother and you can go to the pew, yes: but we men have better to do. Come alone, Pitou, my man."
Pitou bowed to the ladies as well as the tight coat allowed and followed the farmer, proud to be called a man.
The gathering in the barn was numerous. Billet was highly esteemed by his hired men and they did not mind his roaring at them as long as he boarded and lodged them bounteously. So they had all hastened to come at his invitation.
Besides, at this period, the strange fever ran through France felt when a nation is going to go to work. New and strange words were current in mouths never pronouncing them. Freedom, Independence, emancipation, were heard not only among the lower classes but from the nobility in the first place, so that the popular voice was but their echo.
From the West came the light which illumined before it burnt. The sun rose in the Great Republic of America which was to be in its round a vast conflagration for France by the beams of which frightened nations were to see "Freedom" inscribed in letters of blood.
So political meetings were less rare than might be supposed. Apostles of an unknown deity sprang up from heaven knows where, and went from town to town, disseminating words of hope. Those at the head of the government found certain wheels clogged without understanding where the hindrance lay. Opposition was in all minds before it appeared in hands and limbs, but it was present, sensible, and the more menacing as it was intangible like a spectre and could be premised before it was grappled with.
Twenty and more farmers, field hands, and neighbors of Billet were in the barn.
When their friend walked in with Pitou, all heads were uncovered and all hats waved at arms-length. It was plain that these men were willing to die at the master's call.
The farmer explained that the book was by Dr. Gilbert which the young man was about to read out. The doctor was well-known in the district where he owned much land, while Billet was his principal tenant.
A cask was ready for the reader, who scrambled upon it, and began his task.
Common folks, I may almost say, people in general, listen with the most attention to words they do not clearly understand. The full sense of the pamphlet escaped the keenest wits here, and Billet's as well. But in the midst of the cloudy phrases shone the words Freedom, Independence and Equality like lightnings in the dark, and that was enough for the applause to break forth:
"Hurrah for Dr. Gilbert!" was shouted.
When the book was read a third through, it was resolved to have the rest in two more sessions, next time on the Sunday coming, when all hands promised to attend.
Pitou had read very well: nothing succeeds like success. He took his share in the cheers for the language, and Billet himself felt some respect arise for the dismissed pupil of Father Fortier.
One thing was lacking to Ange, that Catherine had not witnessed his oratorical triumph.
But Billet hastened to impart his pleasure to his wife and daughter. Mother Billet said nothing, being a woman of narrow mind.
"I am afraid you will get into trouble," sighed Catherine, smiling sadly.
"Pshaw, playing the bird of ill-omen again. Let me tell you that I like larks better than owls."
"Father, I had warning that you were looked upon suspiciously."
"Who said so?"
"A friend."
"Advice ought to be thanked. Tell me the friend's name?"
"He ought to be well informed, as it is Viscount Isidor Charny."
"What makes that scented dandy meddle with such matters? Does he give me advice on the way I should think? Do I suggest how he should cut his coat? It seems to me that it would be only tarring him with the same brush."
"I am not telling you this to vex you, father: but the advice is given with good intention."
"I will give him a piece, and you can transmit it with my compliments. Let him and his upper class look to themselves. The National Assembly is going to give them a shaking up; and the question will be roughly handled of the royal pets and favorites. Warning to his brother George, the Count of Charny, who is one of the gang, and on very close terms with the Austrian leech."
"Father, you have more experience than we, and you can act as you please," returned the girl.
"Indeed," said Pitou in a low voice, "why does this Charny fop shove in his oar anyhow?" for he was filled with arrogance from his success.
Catherine did not hear, or pretended not, and the subject dropped.
Pitou thought the dinner lasted a long time as he was in a hurry to go off with Catherine and show his finery at the rustic ball. Catherine looked charming. She was a pretty, black-eyed but fair girl, slender and flexible as the willows shading the farm spring. She had tricked herself out with the natural daintiness setting off all her advantages, and the little cap she had made for herself suited her wonderfully.
Almost the first of the stray gentlemen who condescended to patronize the popular amusement was a young man whom Pitou guessed to be Isidor Charny.
He was a handsome young blade of twenty-three or so, graceful in every movement like those brought up in aristocratic education from the cradle. Besides, he was one of those who wear dress to the best harmony.
On seeing his hands and feet, Pitou began to be less proud over Nature's prodigality towards him in these respects. He looked down at his legs with the eye of the stag in the fable. He sighed when Catherine wished to know why he was so glum.
But honest Pitou, after being forced to own the superiority of Charny as a beauty, had to do so as a dancer.
Dancing was part of the training, then: Lauzum owed his fortune at court to his skill in a curranto in the royal quadrille. More than one other nobleman had won his way by the manner of treading a measure and arching the instep.
The viscount was a model of grace and perfection.
"Lord 'a' mercy," sighed Pitou when Catherine returned to him; "I shall never dare to dance with you after seeing Lord Charny at it."
Catherine did not answer as she was too good to tell a lie; she stared at the speaker for he was suddenly becoming a man: he could feel jealousy.
She danced three or four times yet, and after another round with Isidor Charny, she asked to be taken home; that was all she had come for, one might guess.
"What ails you?" she asked as her companion kept quiet; "why do you not speak to me?"
"Because I cannot talk like Viscount Charny," was the other's reply. "What can I say after all the fine things he spoke during the dances?"
"You are unfair, Ange; for we were talking about you. If your guardian does not turn up, we must find you a patron."
"Am I not good enough to keep the farm books?" sighed Pitou.
"On the contrary, with the education you have received you are fitted for something better."
"I do not know what I am coming to, but I do not want to owe it to Viscount Charny."
"Why refuse his protection? His brother the Count, is, they say, particularly in favor at the court, and he married a bosom friend of the Queen Marie Antoinette. Lord Isidor tells me that he will get you a place in the custom-house, if you like."
"Much obliged, but as I have already told you, I am content to stay as I am, if your father does not send me away."
"Why the devil should I," broke in a rough voice which Catherine started to recognize as her father's.
"Not a word about Lord Isidor," whispered she to Pitou.
"I—I hardly know—I kind o' feared I was not smart enough, stammered Ange.
"When you can count like one o'clock, and read to beat the schoolmaster, who still believes himself a wise clerk. No, Pitou, the good God brings people to me, and once they are under my rooftree, they stick as long as He pleases."
With this assurance Pitou returned to his new home. He had experienced a great change. He had lost trust in himself. And so he slept badly. He recalled Gilbert's book; it was principally against the privileged classes and their abuses, and the cowardice of those who submitted to them. Pitou fancied he began to understand these matters better and he made up his mind to read more of the work on the morrow.
Rising early, he went down with it into the yard where he could have the light fall on the book through an open window with the additional advantage that he might see Catherine through it. She might be expected down at any moment.
But when he glanced up from his reading at the intervention of an opaque body between him and the light, he was amazed at the disagreeable person who caused the eclipse.
This was a man of middle age, longer and thinner than Pitou, clad in a coat as patched and thread-bare as his own—for Pitou had resumed his old clothes for the working day—while thrusting his head forward on a lank neck, he read the book with as much curiosity as the other felt relish—though it was upside down to him.
Ange was greatly astonished. A kind smile adorned the stranger's mouth in which a few snags stuck up, a pair crossing another like boar's fangs.
"The American edition," said the man snuffling up his nose, "In octavo, 'On the Freedom of Man and the Independence of Nations. Boston, 1788.'"
Pitou opened his eyes in proportion to the progress of the unknown reader, so that when he had reached the end his eyes were at the utmost extent.
"Just so, sir," said Pitou.
"This is the treatise of Dr. Gilbert's?" said the man in black.
"Yes, sir," rejoined the young man politely.
He rose as he had been taught that he must not sit in a superior's presence and to simple Ange everybody was a superior. In rising something fair and rosy attracted his attention at the window: it was Catherine come down at last, who was making cautionary signs to him.
"I do not want to be inquisitive, sir, but I should like to know whose book this is?" remarked the stranger pointing at the book without touching it as it was between Pitou's hands.
Pitou was going to say it belonged to Billet, but the girl motioned that he ought to lay claim to it himself. So he majestically responded:
"This book is mine."
The man in black had seen nothing but the book and its reader and heard but these words. But he suspiciously glanced behind: swift as a bird, Catherine had vanished.
"Your book?"
"Yes; do you want to read it—'Avidus legendi libri' or 'legendie historiae?'"
"Hello! you appear much above the condition your clothes beseem," said the stranger: "'Non dives vestitu sed ingenio'—— and it follows that I take you into custody."
"Me, in custody?" gasped Pitou at the summit of stupefaction.
At the order of the man in black, two sergeants of the Paris Police seemed to rise up out of the ground.
"Let us draw up a report," said the man, while one of the constables bound Pitou's hands by a rope and took the book into his own possession, and the other secured the prisoner to a ring happening to be by the window.
Pitou was going to bellow, but the same person who had already so influenced him seemed to hint he should submit.
He submitted with a docility enchanting the policemen, and the man in a black suit in particular. Hence, without any distrust, they walked into the farmhouse where the two policemen took seats at a table while the other—we shall know what he was after presently.
Scarcely had the trio gone in than Pitou heard the voice:
"Hold up your hands."
He raised them and his head as well, and saw Catherine's pale and frightened face: in her hand she held a knife.
Pitou rose on tiptoe and she cut the rope round his wrists.
"Take the knife," she said, "and cut yourself free from the ringbolt."
Pitou did not wait for twice telling but found himself wholly free.
"Here is a double-louis," went on the girl; "you have good legs. Make away. Go to Paris and warn the doctor."
She could not conclude for the constables appeared again as the coin fell at Pitou's feet. He picked it up quickly. Indeed the armed constables stood on the sill for an instant, astounded to see the man free whom they had left bound. But as at the dog's least stir the hare bolts, at the first move of the police, Pitou made a prodigious leap and was on the other side of the hedge.
They uttered a yell which brought out the corporal, who held a little casket under the arm. He lost no time in speech-making but darted after the escaped one. His men followed his example. But they were not able to jump the hedge and ditch, like Pitou, and were forced to go roundabout.
But when they got over, they beheld the youth five hundred paces off on the meadow, tearing away directly to the woods, a quarter of a league distant, which he would gain in a short time.
He turned at this nick, and perceiving the enemy take up the chase, though more for the name of the thing than any hope of overtaking him, he doubled his speed and soon dashed out of sight in the thicket.
He had the wind as well as the swiftness of the buck, and he ran for ten minutes as he might for an hour. But judging that he was out of danger, by his instinct, he stopped to breathe, listen and make sure that he was quite alone.
"It is incredible what a quantity of incidents have been crammed into three days," he mused.
He looked alternately at his coin and the knife.
"I must find time to change the gold and give Miss Catherine a penny for the knife, for fear it will cut our friendship. Never mind, since she bade me go to Paris, I shall go."
On making out where he was, he struck a straight line over the heath to come out on the Paris highroad.
CHAPTER V.
WHY THE POLICE AGENT CAME WITH THE CONSTABLES.
About six that morning a police-agent from the capital, accompanied by two inferior policemen, had arrived at Villers Cotterets where they presented themselves to the police justice, and asked him to tell them where Farmer Billet dwelt.
Five hundred paces from the farmhouse the corporal, as the exempt's rank was in the semi-military organization of the police of the era, perceived a peasant working in the field, of whom he inquired about his master.
The man pointed to a horseman a quarter of a league off.
"He won't be back till nine," he said; "there he is inspecting the work. He comes in for breakfast, then."
"If you want to please your master, run and tell him a gentleman from town is waiting to see him."
"Do you mean Dr. Gilbert?"
"Run and tell him, all the same."
No sooner was he notified than Billet galloped home but when he entered the room where he expected to see his landlord under the canopy of the large fireplace, none were there but his wife, sitting in the middle, plucking ducks with all the care such a task demands. Catherine was up in her room, preparing finery for Sunday, from the pleasure girls feel in getting ready for fun.
"Who asked for me?" demanded Billet, stopping on the threshold and looking round.
"Me," replied a flute-like voice behind him.
"Turning, the yeoman beheld the police-agent and his two myrmidons.
"How now? what do you want?" he snarled, making three steps backwards.
"Next to nothing, dear Master Billet," replied the unctuous speaker: "we have to make a search in your premises, that is all."
"A search, hey?" repeated Billet, glancing at his gun, on hooks over the mantelpiece. "Since we had a National Assembly," he said, "I thought citizens were no longer exposed to proceedings which smack of another age and style of things. What do you want with a peaceable and loyal man?"
Policemen are alike all the world over in their never answering questions of their victims; some bewail them while clapping on the iron cuffs, searching them or pinioning; they are the most dangerous as they appear to be the best. The fellow who descended on Farmer Billet was of the hypocritical school, those who have a tear for those they overhaul, but they never let their hands be idle to dash away the tear.
Uttering a sigh, this man waved his hand to his acolytes, who went up to Billet. He jumped back and reached out for his musket.
But his hand was turned aside from the doubly dangerous weapon to him who made use of it and her whose pair of slight hands was strong with terror and mighty with entreaty.
It was Catherine who had rushed to the spot in time to save her father from the crime of rebellion to justice.
After this first outburst, Billet made no further resistance.
The police agent ordered him to be locked up in one of the ground floor rooms which he had noticed to be barred, though Billet, who had the grating done, had forgotten the precaution. Catherine was placed in a first-floor room and Mrs. Billet was shoved into the kitchen as inoffensive. Master of the fort, the Exempt set to searching all the furniture.
"What are you doing?" roared Billet who saw through the keyhole that his house was turned out of windows.
"Looking, as you see, for something we cannot find," replied the police officer.
"But you may be robbers, burglars, scoundrels!"
"Oh, you wrong us, master," rejoined the fellow through the door; "we are honest folk like yourself—only we are in the wages of the King and we have to obey his orders."
"His Majesty's orders," repeated the farmer: "King Louis XVI. gives you orders to rummage my desk and turn my things upside down? When the famine was so dreadful last year that we thought of eating our horses; when the hail on the thirteenth of July two years back cut our wheat to chaff—his Majesty never bothered about us. What has happened at my farm at present for him to concern himself—never having seen or known me?"
"You will please excuse me," said the man, opening the door a little and warily showing a search-warrant issued by the Chief of Police but as usual commencing with "In the King's Name"—"His Majesty has heard about you, old fellow; though he may not personally know you, do not kick at the honor he does you, and try to receive properly those whom he sends in his royal name."
With a polite bow and a friendly wink, the chief policeman slammed the door, and recommenced the ferreting.
Billet held his tongue and with folded arms, trod the room: he felt he was in the men's power. The searching went on silently. These men seemed fallen from the skies. No one had seen them but the farm-hand who had pointed out the way to the farmhouse. In the yard the watch-dogs had not barked; the leader of the expedition must be a celebrated man in his line and not making his first arrest.
Billet heard his daughter wailing in the room overhead. He recalled her prophetic words, for he had no doubt that the investigation was caused by the doctor's book.
Nine o'clock struck, and Billet could count his hired men returning for their morning meal from the fields. This made him comprehend that, in case of conflict, he could have numbers of not law on his side. This made the blood boil in his veins. He had not the temper to bear inaction any longer and grasping the door he gave it such a shaking by the handle that with such another he would send the lock flying.
The police opened it at once and confronted the farmer, threatening and upright before the house turned inside out.
"But, to make it short, what are you looking for?" roared the caged lion: "Tell me, or by the Lord Harry of Navarre, I swear I'll thump it out of you."
The flocking in of the farm lads had not escaped the corporal's alert eye; he reckoned them and was convinced that, in case of a tussel, he could not crow on the battlefield.
With more honeyed politeness than before, he sneaked up to the speaker and said as he bowed to the ground:
"I am going to tell you, Master Billet, though it goes dead against the rules and regulations. We are looking for a subversive publication, and incendiary pamphlet put on the back list by the Royal Censors."
"A book in the house of a farmer who cannot read?"
"What is there amazing in that, when you are friend of the author and he sent you a copy?"
"I am not the friend of Dr. Gilbert but his humble servant," replied the other. "To be his friend would be too great an honor for a poor farmer like me."
This unreflected reply, in which Billet betrayed himself by confessing that he not only knew the author, which was natural being his landlord, but the book—assured victory to the officer of the law. This man drew himself up to his full height, with his most benignant air, and smiling as he tapped Billet on the shoulder, so that he seemed to cleave his head in twain, he said:
"You have let the cat out of the bag. You have been the first to name Gilbert, whose name we kept back out of discretion."
"That's so," muttered the farmer. "Look here, I will not merely own up but—will you stop pulling things about if I tell you where the book is?"
"Why, certainly," said the chief making a sign to his associates; "for the book is the object of the search. Only," he added with a sly grin, "don't allow you have one copy when you have a dozen."
"I swear, I have only the one."
"We are obliged to get that down to a certainty by the most minute search, Master Billet. Have five minute's farther patience. We are only poor servants of justice, under orders from those above us, and you will not oppose honorable men doing their duty—for there are such in all walks of life."
He had found the flaw in the armor: he knew how to talk Billet over.
"Go on, but be done quickly," he said, turning his back on them.
The man closed the door softly and still more quietly turned the key: which made Billet snap his fingers: sure that he could burst the door off its hinges if he had to do it.
On his part the policeman waved his fellows to the work. All three in a trice went through the papers, books and linen. Suddenly, at the bottom of an open clothespress, they perceived a small oak casket clamped with iron. The corporal pounced on it as a vulture on its prey. By the mere view, by his scent, by the place where it was stored, he had divined what he sought, for he quickly hid the box under his tattered mantle and beckoned to his bravoes that he had accomplished the errand.
At that very moment Billet had come to the end of his patience.
"I tell you that you cannot find what you are looking for unless I tell you," he called out. "There is no need to 'make hay' with my things. I am not a conspirator, confound you! Come, get this into your noddles. Answer, or, by all the blue moons, I will go to Paris and complain to the King, to the Assembly and to the people."
At this time the King was still spoken of before the people.
"Yes, dear Master Billet, we hear you, and we are ready to bow to your excellent reasons. Come, let us know where the book is, and, as we are now convinced that you have only the single copy, we will seize that and get away. There it is in a nutshell."
"Well, the book is in the hands of a lad to whom I entrusted it this morning to carry it to a friend's," said Billet.
"What is the name of this honest lad?" queried the man in black coaxingly.
"Ange Pitou; he is a poor orphan whom I housed from charity, and who does not know the nature of the book."
"I thank you, dear Master Billet," said the corporal, throwing the linen into the hole in the wall and closing the lid. "And where may this nice boy be, prithee?"
"I fancy I saw him as I came in, under the arbor by the Spanish climbing beans. Go and take the book away but do not hurt him."
"Hurt? oh, Master, you do not know us to think we would hurt a fly."
They advanced in the indicated direction, where they had the adventure with Pitou already described. Catherine had heard enough in the words about the doctor, the book, and the search-warrant, to save the innocent holder of the treasonable pamphlet.
Since the double errand of the police was fulfilled, the commander of the expedition was only too glad of the excuse to get far away. So he bounded on his men by his voice and example till they ran him into the woods. Then they came to a halt in the bushes. In the chase they were joined by two more policeman who had hidden on the farm with orders not to run up unless called.
"Faith, it is a good job the lad did not have the box instead of the book," said the organizer of the attack, "we would be obliged to take post-horses to catch up with him. Hang me if he is a man at all so much as a deer."
"But you have the prize, eh, Master Wolfstep?" said one of the subordinates.
"Certainly, comrade, for here it is," answered the police agent, to whom the nickname had been given for his sidelong "lope" or wolfish tread and its lightness.
"Then we are entitled to the promised reward, eh?"
"Ay, and here you are," said the captain of the squad, distributing gold pieces among them with no preference for those who had actively prosecuted the search and the others.
"Long live the Chief!" called out the men.
"There is no harm in your cheering the Chief," said Wolfstep: "but it is not he who cashes up this trip. It is some friend of his, lady or gentleman, who wants to keep in the background."
"I wager that he or she wants that little box bad," suggested one of the hirelings.
"Rigoulet, my friend," said the leader, "I have always certified that you are a chap full of keenness; but while we wait for the gift to win its reward, we had better be on the move. That confounded countryman does not look easily cooled down, and when he perceives the casket is missing, he may set his farm boys on our track; and they are poachers capable of keeling us over with a shot as surely as the best Swiss marksmen in his Majesty's forces."
This advice was that of the majority, for the five men kept on along the forest skirts out of sight till they reached the highroad.
This was no useless precaution for Catherine had no sooner seen the party disappear in pursuit of Pitou than, full of confidence in the last one's agility, who would lead them a pretty chase, she called on the farm-men to open the door.
They knew something unusual was going on but not exactly what.
They ran in to set her free and she liberated her father.
Billet seemed in a dream. Instead of rushing out of the room, he walked forth warily, and acted as if not liking to stay in any one place and yet hated to look on the furniture and cupboards disturbed by the posse.
"They have got the book, anyway?" he questioned.
"I believe they took that, dad, but not Pitou, who cut away? If they are sticking to him, they will all be over at Cayelles or Vauciennes by this time."
"Capital! Poor lad, he owes all this harrying to me."
"Oh, father, do not bother about him but look to ourselves. Be easy about Pitou getting out of his scrape. But what a state of disorder! look at this, mother!"
"They are low blackguards," said Mother Billet: "they have not even respected my linen press."
"What, tumbled over the linen?" said Billet, springing towards the cavity which the corporal had carefully closed but into which, opening it, he plunged both arms deeply. "It is not possible!"
"What are you looking for, father?" asked the girl as her father looked about him bewildered.
"Look, look if you can see it anywhere: the casket! that is what the villains were raking for."
"Dr. Gilbert's casket?" inquired Mrs. Billet, who commonly let others do the talking and work in critical times.
"Yes, that most precious casket," responded the farmer thrusting his hands into his mop of hair.
"You frighten me, father," said Catherine.
"Wretch that I am," cried the man, in rage, "and fool never to suspect that. I never thought about the casket. Oh, what will the doctor say? What will he think? That I am a betrayer, a coward, a worthless fellow!"
"Oh, heavens, what was in it, dad?"
"I don't know; but I answered for it to the doctor on my life and I ought to have been killed defending it."
He made so threatening a gesture against himself that the women recoiled in terror.
"My horse, bring me my horse," roared the madman. "I must let the doctor know—he must be apprised."
"I told Pitou to do that."
"Good! no, what's the use?—a man afoot. I must ride to Paris. Did you not read in his letter that he was going there? My horse!"
"And will you leave us in the midst of anguish?"
"I must, my girl, I must," he said, kissing Catherine convulsively: "the doctor said: 'If ever you lose that box, or rather if it is stolen from you, come to warn me the instant you perceive the loss, Billet, wherever I am. Let nothing stop you, not even the life of man.'"
"Lord, what can be in it?"
"I don't know a bit. But I do know that it was placed in my keeping, and that I have let it be snatched away. But here is my nag. I shall learn where the father is by his son at the college."
Kissing his wife and his daughter for the last time, the farmer bestrode his steed and set off towards the city at full gallop.
CHAPTER VI.
ON THE ROAD.
Pitou was spurred by the two most powerful emotions in the world, love and fear. Panic bade him take care of himself as he would be arrested and perhaps flogged; love in Catherine's voice had said: "Be off to Paris."
These two stimulants led him to fly rather than run.
Heaven is infallible as well as mighty: how useful were the long legs of Pitou, so ungraceful at a ball, in streaking it over the country, as well as the knotty knees, although his heart, expanded by terror, beat three to a second. My Lord Charny, with his pretty feet and little knees, and symmetrically placed calves, could not have dashed along at this gait.
He had gone four leagues and a half in an hour, as much as is required of a good horse at the trot. He looked behind: nothing on the road; he looked forward; only a couple of women.
Encouraged, he threw himself on the turf by the roadside and reposed. The sweet smell of the lucerne and marjoram did not make him forget Mistress Billet's mild-cured bacon and the pound-and-a-half of bread which Catherine sliced off for him at every meal. All France lacked bread half as good as that, so dear that it originated the oft repeated saying of Duchess Polignac that "the poor hungry people ought to eat cake."
Pitou said that Catherine was the most generous creature in creation and the Billet Farm the most luxurious palace.
He turned a dying eye like the Israelites crossing the Jordan towards the east, where the Billet fleshpots smoked.
Sighing, but starting off anew, he went at a job-pace for a couple of hours which brought him towards Dammartin.
Suddenly his expert ear, reliable as a Sioux Indian's, caught the ring of a horseshoe on the road.
He had hardly concluded that the animal was coming at the gallop than he saw it appear on a hilltop four hundred paces off.
Fear which had for a space abandoned Pitou, seized him afresh, and restored him the use of those long if unshapely legs with which he had made such marvellous good time a couple of hours previously.
Without reflecting, looking behind or trying to hide his fright, Ange cleared the ditch on one side and darted through the woods to Ermenonville. He did not know the place but he spied some tall trees and reasoned that, if they were on the skirts of a forest, he was saved.
This time he had to beat a horse; Pitou's feet had become wings.
He went all the faster as on glancing over his shoulder, he saw the horseman jump the hedge and ditch from the highway.
He had no more doubts that the rider was after him so that he not only doubled his pace but he dreaded to lose anything by looking behind.
But the animal, superior to the biped in running, gained on him, and Pitou heard the rider plainly calling him by name.
Nearly overtaken, still he struggled till the cut of a whip crossed his legs, and a well-known voice thundered:
"Blame you, you idiot—have you made a vow to founder Younker?"
The horse's name put an end to the fugitive's irresolution.
"Oh, I hear Master Billet," he groaned, as he rolled over on his back, exhaustion and the lash having thrown him on the grass.
Assured of the identity he sat up, while the farmer reined in Younker, streaming with white froth.
"Oh, dear master," said Pitou, "how kind of you to ride after me. I swear to you that I should come back to the farm late. I got to the end of the double-louis Miss Catherine gave me. But since you have overtaken me, here is the gold, for it is your'n, and let us get back."
"A thousand devils," swore the yeoman, "we have a lot to do at the farm, I don't think. Where are the sleuth-hounds?"
"Sleuth hounds?" repeated Pitou, not understanding the nickname for what we call detective police officer's, though it had already entered into the language.
"Those sneaks in black," continued Billet, "if you can understand that better."
"Oh, you bet that I did not amuse myself by waiting till they came up."
"Bravo, dropped them, eh?"
"Flatter myself I did."
"Then, if certain what did you keep on running for?"
"I thought you were their captain who had taken to horse to have me."
"Come, come you are not such a dunderhead as I thought. As the road is clear, make an effort, get up behind me on the crupper and let us hurry into Dammartin. I will change horses at Neighbor Lefranc's, for Younker is done up, so we can push ahead for Paris."
"But I do not see what use I shall be there," remonstrated Pitou.
"But I think the other way. You can serve me there, for you have big fists, and I hold it for a fact that they are going to fall to hitting out at one another in the city."
Far from charmed by this prospect, the lad was wavering when Billet caught hold of him as of a sack of flour and slung him across the horse.
Regaining the road, by dint of spur, cudgel and heel, Younker was sent along at so fair a gait that they were in Dammartin in less than half an hour.
Billet rode in by a lane, not the main road, to Father Lefranc's farm, where he left his man and horse in the yard, to run direct into the kitchen where the master, going out, was buttoning up his leggings.
"Quick, quick, old mate, your best horse," he hailed him before he recovered from his astonishment.
"That's Maggie—the good beast is just harnessed. I was going out on her."
"She'll do; only I give fair warning that I shall break her down most likely."
"What for, I should like to know?"
"Because I must be in Paris this evening," said the farmer, making the masonic sign of "Pressing danger."
"Ride her to death, then," answered Lefranc; "but give me Younker."
"A bargain."
"Have a glass of wine?"
"Two. I have an honest lad with me who is tired with traveling this far. Give him some refreshment."
In ten minutes the gossips had put away a bottle and Pitou had swallowed a two-pound loaf and a hunk of bacon, nearly all fat. While he was eating, the stableman, a good sort of a soul, rubbed him down with a wisp of hay as if he were a favorite horse. Thus feasted and massaged, Pitou swallowed a glass of wine from a third bottle, emptied with so much velocity that the lad was lucky to get his share.
Billet got upon Maggie, and Pitou "forked" himself on, though stiff as a pair of compasses.
The good beast, tickled by the spur, trotted bravely under the double load towards town, without ceasing to flick off the flies with her robust tail, the strong hairs lashing the dust off Pitou's back and stinging his thin calves, from which his stockings had run down.
CHAPTER VII.
THE FIRST BLOOD.
Night was thickening as the two travelers reached La Villette, a suburb of Paris. A great flame rose before them. Billet pointed out the ruddy glare.
"They are troops camping out," said Pitou; "Can't you see that, and they have lighted campfires. Here are some, so that there may naturally be more over yonder."
Indeed, on attentively looking on the right, Father Billet saw black detachments marching noiselessly in the shadow of St. Denis Plain, horse and foot. Their weapons glimmered in the pale starry light.
Accustomed to see in the dark from his night roaming in the woods, Pitou pointed out to his master cannon mired to the hubs in the swampy fields.
"Ho, ho," muttered Billet: "something new is going on here. Look at the sparks yonder. Make haste, my lad."
"Yes, it is a house a-fire. See the sparks fly," added the younger man.
Maggie stopped; the rider jumped off upon the pavement and going up to a group of soldiers in blue and yellow uniforms, bivouacking under the roadside trees, asked:
"Comrades, can you tell me what is the matter in Paris?"
The soldiers merely replied with some German oaths.
"What the deuce do they say?" queried Billet of his brother peasant.
"All I can tell is that it is not Latin," replied the youth, trembling greatly.
"I was a fool to apply to the Kaiserlicks (Kaiserlich, Imperial Austrian grenadiers)?" muttered Billet, in his curiosity still standing in the middle of the road.
"Bass on mit your vay," said an officer, stepping up; "Und bass bretty tam queeck, doo!"
"Excuse me, captain," said the farmer, "but I want to go into Paris."
"Vat next?"
"As I see you are between me and the turnpike bars, I feared I would not be let go by."
"Yah, you gan by go."
Remounting, Billet indeed got on. But it was only to run in among the Bercheny Hussars, swarming in La Villette. This time, as they were his own countrymen, he got along better.
"Please, what is the news from Paris?" he asked.
"Why, it's your crazy Parisians, who want their Necker, and fire their guns off at us, as if we had anything to do with the matter." So replied a hussar.
"What Necker? have they lost him?" questioned Billet.
"Certainly, the King has turned him out of office."
"That great man turned out?" said the farmer with the stupor of a priest who hears of a sacrilege."
"More than that, he is on the way to Brussels at present."
"Then it is a joke we shall hear some laughing over," cried Billet in a terrible voice, without thinking of the danger he ran in preaching insurrection amid twelve or fifteen thousand royalist sabres.
Remounting Maggie, he drove her with cruel digs of the heel up to the bars. As he advanced he saw the fire more plainly; a long column rose from the spot to the sky. It was the barrier that was burning. A howling and furious mob with women intermixed, yelling and capering as usual more excitedly than the men, fed the flames with pieces of the bars, the clerk's office and the custom-house officers' property.
On the road, Hungarian and German regiments looked on at the devastation, with their muskets grounded, without blinking.
Billet did not let the rampart of flame stop him: but urged Maggie through smoke and fire. She bravely burst through the incandescent barrier; but on the other side was a compact crowd stretching from the outer town to the heart of the city, some singing, some shouting:
"To arms!"
Billet looked what he was, a good farmer coming to town on his business. Perhaps he roared "Make way there!" too roughly, but Pitou tempered it with so polite a "Make way, if you please!" that one appeal corrected the other. Nobody had any interest in staying Billet in attending to his business and they let him go through.
Maggie had recovered her strength from the fire having singed her hide and all this unusual clamor worried her. Billet was obliged to hold her in now, in the fear of crushing the idlers classed before the town gate and the others who were as curiously running from the gates to the bars.
Somehow or other they pushed on, till they reached the boulevard, where they were forced to stop.
A procession was marching from the Bastile to the Royal Furniture Stores, the two stone knots binding the enclosure of Paris to its girth. This broad column followed a funeral barrow on which were placed two busts, one covered with crape, the other with flowers; the one in mourning was Necker's, the Prime Minister and eminently the Treasurer, dismissed but not disgraced; the flower-crowned bust was the Duke of Orleans', who had openly taken the Swiss financier's part.
Billet, asking, learned that this was popular homage to the banker and his defender.
The farmer was born in a country where the Orleans family had been venerated for a century and more. He belonged to the Philosophical sect and consequently regarded Necker not only as a great minister but an apostle of humanity.
There was ample to fire him. He jumped off his horse without clearly knowing what he was about and mingled with the throng, yelling:
"Long live the Duke of Orleans! Necker forever!"
Once a man mixes with a mob his individual liberty disappears. He was the more easily carried on as he was at the head of the party.
As they kept up the shouting, "Long live Necker—no more foreign troops—down with the outlandish cutthroats!" he added his lusty voice to the others.
Any superiority is always appreciated by the masses. The shrill, weak voice of the Parisian, spoilt by wine bibbing or want of proper food, was nowhere beside the countryman's fresh, full and sonorous roar, so that without too much jostling, shoving and knocking about, Billet finally reached the litter.
In another ten minutes, one of the bearers, whose enthusiasm had been too great for his strength, gave up his place to him.
Billet, you will observe, had got on.
Only the propagator of Gilbert's doctrines a day before, he was now one of the instruments in the triumph of Necker and the Duke of Orleans.
But he had hardly arrived at his post than he thought of Pitou and the borrowed horse. What had become of them?
While nearing the litter, Billet looked and, through the flare of the torches accompanying the turn-out, and by the lamps illumining all the house windows, he beheld a kind of walking platform formed of half a dozen men shouting and waving their arms. In the midst it was easy to discern Pitou and his long arms.
He did what he could to defend Maggie, but spite of all the horse was stormed and was carrying all who could clamber on her back and hang on to the harness and her tail. In the enlarging darkness she resembled an elephant loaded with hunters going for the tiger. Her vast neck had three or four fellows established on it, howling: "Three cheers for Orleans and Necker—down with the foreigners!"
To which Pitou answered: "All right, but you will smother Maggie among ye."
The intoxication was general.
For an instant Billet thought of carrying help to his friend and horse but he reflected that he would probably lose the honor of bearing the litter forever if he gave it up; he bethought him also of the bargain made with Lefranc about swapping the horses, and anyhow, if the worst happened, he was rich enough to sacrifice the price of a horse on the altar of his country.
Meanwhile the procession made way: turning to the left it went down Montmarte Street to Victoires Place. Reaching the Palais Royale, a great throng prevented its passing on, a number of men with green leaves stuck in their hats who were halloaing:
"To arms!"
Were these friends or foes? Why green cockades, green being the color of Count Artois, the King's youngest brother?
After a brief parley all was explained.
On hearing of Necker's removal from office, a young man had rushed out of the Foy Coffeehouse, jumped on a table in the Palais Royale Gardens, and flourishing a pistol, shouted:
"To arms!"
All the loungers in the public strolling grounds took up the call.
All the foreign regiments in the French army were gathered round the capital. It looked like an Austrian invasion, as the regimental names grated on French ears. Their utterance explained the fear in the masses. The young man named them and said that the Swiss troops, camped in the Champs Elysées, with four field pieces, were going to march into the city that night, with Prince Lambesq's Dragoons to clear the way. He proposed that the town defender should wear an emblem different from theirs and, plucking a horse-chestnut leaf, stuck it in his hat. All the beholders instantly imitated him so that the three thousand persons stripped the Palais Royale trees in a twinkling.
In the morning the young man's name was unknown but it was celebrated that night; it was Camille Desmoulins.
Men recognized one another in the crowd, shook hands in token of brotherhood and all joined in with the procession.
At Richelieu Street corner Billet looked back and saw the disappearance of Maggie; the increase of curiosity during the halt was such that more had been added to the poor animal's burden and she had sunk under the surcharge.
The farmer sighed. Then collecting his powers, he called out to Pitou three times like the ancient Romans at the funeral of their king; he fancied a voice made reply out of the bowels of the earth but it was drowned in the confused uproar, ascending to heaven partly cheers and partly threatening.
Still the train proceeded. All the stores were closed; but all windows were open, and thence fell encouragement on the marchers farther to frenzy them.
At Vendome Square, an unforeseen obstacle checked the march.
Like the logs rolling in a freshet which strike up against the piles of a bridge and rebound, the leaders recoiled from a detachment of a Royal German Regiment. These were dragoons, who, seeing the mob surge into the square from St. Honore Street, relaxed the reins of their chargers, impatient at having been curbed since five o'clock, and they dashed on the people at full speed.
The bearers of the litter received the first shock, and were knocked down when it was overthrown. A Savoyard, before Billet, was the first to rise. He picked up the effigy of Prince Orleans, and fixing it on the top of his walking stick, waved it above his head, crying: "Long live the Duke of Orleans!" whom he had never seen, and "Hurrah for Necker!" whom he did not know from Adam.
Billet was going to do the same with Necker's bust, but he was forestalled. A young dandy in elegant attire had been watching it, the easier for him than Billet as he was not burdened with the barrow poles, and he sprang for it the moment it reached the ground.
Up it went on the point of a pike, and, set close to the other, served as rallying-point for the scattered processionists.
Suddenly a flash lit up the square. At the same instant bang went the report, and the bullets whistled. Something heavy struck Billet in the forehead so that he fell, believing that he was killed. But as he did not lose his senses, and felt no hurt except pain in the head, he understood that at the worst he was merely wounded. He slapped his hand to his brow and perceived it was but a bump there, though his palm was smeared with blood.
The well-dressed stripling in front of the farmer had been shot in the breast; it was he who was slain and his blood that had splashed Billet. The shock the latter felt was from Necker's bust, falling from want of a holder, on the farmer's head.
He uttered a shout, half rage, half horror.
He sprang aloof from the youth, writhing in the death-gasp. Those around fell back in like manner, and the yell which he gave, repeated by the multitude, was prolonged in funeral echoes to the last groups in St. Honore Street.
This shout was a new proof of revolt. A second volley was heard: and deep gaps in the throng showed where the projectiles had passed.
What indignation inspired in Billet, and what he did in the gush of enthusiasm, was to pick up the blood-spattered bust, wave it over his head, and cheer with his fine manly voice in protest at the risk of being killed like the patriotic fop dead at his feet.
But instantly a large and vigorous hand came down on the farmer's shoulder and so pressed him that he had to bow to the weight. He tried to wrest himself from the grasp, but another fist, quite as strong and heavy, fell on his other shoulder. He turned, growling, to learn what kind of antagonist was this.
"Pitou?" he cried.
"I am your man—but stop a little and you will see why."
Redoubling his efforts he brought the resisting man to his knees and flat on his face. Scarcely was this done than a second volley thundered. The Savoyard bearing the Orleans bust came down in his turn, hit by a ball in the thigh.
Then they heard iron on the paving stones—the dragoons charged for the second time. One horse, furious and shaking his mane like the steed in the Apocalypse, jumped over the unhappy Savoyard, who felt the chill of a lance piercing his chest as he fell on Billet and Pitou.
The whirlwind rushed to the end of the street, where it engulfed itself in terror and death! Nothing but corpses strewed the ground. All fled by the adjacent streets. The windows banged to. A lugubrious silence succeeded the cheers and the roars of rage.
For an instant Billet waited, held by the prudent peasant; then, feeling that the danger went farther away, he rose on one knee while the other, like the hare in her form, pricked up his ear only without raising his head.
"I believe you are right, Master," said the young man; "we have arrived while the soup is hot."
"Lend me a hand."
"To help you out of this?"
"No: the young exquisite is dead, but the Savoyard is only in a swoon, I reckon. Help me get him on my back. We cannot leave so plucky a fellow here to be butchered by these cursed troopers."
Billet used language going straight to Pitou's heart; he had no answer but to obey. He took up the warm and bleeding body and loaded it like a bag of meal on to the robust farmer's back. Seeing St. Honore Street looked clear and deserted, he took that road to the Palais Royale with his man.
CHAPTER VIII.
PITOU DISCOVERS HE IS BRAVE.
The street appeared void and lonesome to Billet and his friend because the cavalry in chase of the Hyers, had gone through the market and scattered after them in the side streets; but as the pair got nearer the Palais Royale, calling out in a hoarse voice by instinct "Revenge!" men began to appear in doorways, up cellars, out of alleys, from the carriage gateways, mute and frightened at the first, but, when assured that the horse-soldiers had gone on, forming the procession anew, they repeated in a low tone, but soon in a loud one: "Revenge!"
Pitou marched behind the farmer, carrying the Savoyard's cap.
Thus the mournful and ghastly cortege arrived on Palais Royale Place, where a concourse, drunk with wrath, were holding council and soliciting the French troops to help them against the foreign ones.
"What are these men in uniform?" inquired Billet, in front of a company, standing under arms, to bar the road from the Palace main doors to Chartres Street.
"The French Guards," answered several voices.
"Oh," said the countryman, going nearer and showing the body of the Savoyard which was lifeless now: "are you Frenchmen and let us be murdered by foreigners?"
The guardsmen shrank back a step involuntarily.
"Dead?" uttered several.
"Dead—murdered, along with lots more by the Royal German dragoons. Did you not hear the charging cry, the shots, the sword-slashes and the shrieks of the defenseless?"
"Yes," shouted two or three hundred voices: "the people were cut down on Vendome Square."
"And so are you the people," shouted Billet to the soldiers: "It is cowardice of you to let your brothers be hacked to pieces."
"Cowardice?" muttered some of the men in the ranks, threateningly.
"Yes, I said Cowardice, and I say it again. Look here," Billet went on, taking three steps towards the point where the protest had risen, "perhaps you will shoot me down to prove that you are not cowards?"
"That is all very good," said a soldier; "you are a honest, blunt fellow, my friend, but you are citizens and you do not understand that soldiers are bound by orders."
"Do you mean to say?" said Billet, "that if you receive orders to fire on us, unarmed men, that you, the successors of the Guards who, at Fontenoy, bade the English shoot first,—would do that?"
"I wager I would not," said the soldier.
"Nor I, nor I," echoed several of his comrades.
"Then stop the others firing on us," continued Billet: "To let the Royal Germans cut our throats is tantamount to doing it yourselves."
"The dragoons, here come the dragoons!" yelled many at the same time as the gathering began to retire over the square to get away up Richelieu Street.
At a distance but approaching, they heard the clatter of heavy cavalry.
"To arms, to arms," cried the runaways.
"Plague on you," said Billet, throwing down the dead Savoyard, "Lend us your guns if you will not use them."
"Hold on till you see whether we won't use them," said the soldier whom Billet had addressed, as he snatched back the musket which the farmer had torn from his grip. "Bite your cartridges, boys—and make the Austrians bite the dust if they interfere with these good fellows."
"Ay, they shall see," said the soldiers, carrying their hands from the cartridge-boxes to their mouths.
"Thunder," muttered Billet, stamping his foot: "why did I not bring my old duck-gun along? But one of these pesky Austrians may be laid out and I can get his carbine."
"In the meantime," said a voice, "taking this gun—it is ready loaded."
A stranger slipped a handsome fowling-piece into Billet's hands.
At this very instant, the dragoons rushed into the square, upsetting everybody they ran against.
The officer commanding the French Guards came out three steps to the front.
"Halloa, you gentlemen of the heavy dragoons," he called out. "Halt, please."
Whether the cavalry did not hear him, or did not want to hear him, or, again, were carried on by the impetus of a charge too violent to check, the Germans wheeled by a half-turn to the right and trampled down an old man and a woman who disappeared under the hoofs.
"Fire," roared Billet, "why don't you fire?"
He was near the officer and the order might have been taken as coming from him. Anyway, the French Guards carried their muskets to the shoulder, and delivered a volley which stopped the dragoons short.
"Here, gentlemen of the Guards," said a German officer, coming before the squadron thrown into disorder, "do you know you are firing on us?"
"Yes, by heaven we know it, and you shall know it, too." So Billet retorted, taking aim at the speaker and dropping him with the shot.
Thereupon the reserve rank of the Guards made a discharge and the Germans, seeing that they had trained soldiery to deal with and not citizens who broke and fled at the first shot, pulled round and made off for Vendome Square in the midst of a formidable outburst of hoots and cheers of triumph so that some horses broke loose and smashed their heads against the store shutters.
"Hurrah for the French Guards!" shouted the multitude.
"Hurrah for the Guards of the Country!" said Billet.
"Thank you," said a soldier, "we are given the right name and christened with fire."
"I have been under fire, too," said Pitou, "and it is not as dreadful as I imagined it."
"Now, who owns this gun?" queried Billet, examining the rifle which was a costly one.
"My master," answered the man who had lent him it, and who wore the Orleans livery. "He thinks you use it too handsomely to have to return it."
"Where is your master?" demanded the farmer.
The servant pointed to a half-open blind behind which the prince was watching what happened.
"Is he with us, then?"
"With heart and soul for the people," replied the domestic.
"In that case, three cheers again for the Duke of Orleans!" said the farmer. "Friends the Duke of Orleans is on our side—three cheers for the duke!"
He pointed upwards and the prince showed himself for an instant while he bowed three times to the shouting; short as was the appearance it lifted enthusiasm to the utmost.
"Break open the gunsmith's," shouted a voice in the turbulence.
"Let us go to the Invalid Soldiers Hospital," added some old veterans. "General Sombreuil has twenty thousand muskets there."
"And to the City Hall!" exclaimed others: "Flesselles, Provost of the Traders, has the keys for the town guards' armory and he must give them up."
"To the Hall!" bellowed a fraction of the assemblage.
All flowed away in one or the other of the three directions called out.
During this time the dragoons had rallied around Baron Bezenval and Prince Lambesq on Louis XV. Square.
Billet and Pitou were unaware of this as they followed none of the parties and were left pretty well alone on Palais Royale Square.
"Well, where are we off to, dear Master Billet?" inquired Ange Pitou.
"I should like to follow the crowd," replied the other: "not to the gunmakers', as I have a first-rate gun, but to the City Hall or the military Asylum. Still, as we came to town not to fight, but to learn Doctor Gilbert's address. I think we ought to go to Louis-the-Great's College, where his son is. When I shall have got through with the doctor, we can jump back into the chafing-dish."
His eyes flashed lightnings.
"This course seems logical to me," observed the young peasant.
"So take some weapon, gun or sword, from those beer drinkers lying there," said the farmer, pointing to half-a-dozen dragoons on the pave, "and let us go to the college."
"But these weapons are not mine, but the King's," objected Pitou.
"They are the people's," corrected Billet, whereupon the other who knew the speaker was incapable of wronging a man to the extent of a mustard-seed, went up to the nearest corpse with multiplied caution, and making sure he was lifeless, he took his musket, cartridge-box and sabre.
He wanted to take his hamlet but had his doubts about the defensive armor being "confisticatable" like the offensive arms; while deliberating he listened towards Vendome Square.
"It seems to me that the Royal Germans are coming back again," he said.
Indeed a troop of horse was heard coming at the walking gait.
"Quick, quick, they are returning," said Pitou.
"Billet looked around to see what means of resistance were offered, but the place was almost deserted.
"Let us be off," said he.
He went down Chartres Street, followed by Pitou who dragged the sabre after him by the scabbard-straps, not knowing how it ought to be hooked up till Billet showed him.
"You looked like a traveling-tinker," he said.
On Louis XV. Square they met the column, started off to go over the river to the Invalides but stopped short. The bridges and the Champs Elysées were blocked.
"Try the Tuileries Garden bridge," suggested Billet.
It was quite a simple proposition; the mob accepted it and followed Billet: but swords shining half way to the Gardens indicated that cavalry intercepted the march to that bridge.
"These confounded dragoons are everywhere," grumbled the farmer.
"I believe we are caught," said his friend.
"Nonsense, five or six thousand men are to be caught, and we are that strong."
The dragoons came forward, slowly, but it was an advance.
"The Royale Street is left us," said Billet; "come this way, Ange."
But a line of soldiers shut this street up.
"It looks as though you were right," said the countryman.
"Alas!" sighed Ange, who had followed him like his shadow.
All his regret at not being wrong was shown in the single word by the tone it was spoken in.
By its clamor and motion the mob showed that it was no less sensible than he about the quandary all were in.
Indeed, by a skillful manœuvre, Prince Lambesq had encircled the rioters in a bow of iron, the cord being represented by the Tuileries garden-wall, hard to climb over, and the drawbridge railing, almost impossible to force. Billet judged that the position was bad. Still, being a cool fellow, full of resources when the emergency rose, he looked round him. Seeing a pile of lumber by the riverside, he said:
"I have a notion, Pitou; come along."
Billet went up to a beam and took up one end, making a nod to his followers as much as to say, "Take your end of it."
Pitou was bent on helping his leader without questioning: he had such trust in him that he would have gone down into sheol without grumbling on the length of the road or how the heat increased as they got on. The pair returned to the waterside walk, carrying a burden which half a dozen ordinary men would have sunk under.
Strength is always an object of admiration to the crowd. Although very closely packed, way was made for the peasants. Catching an idea of the work ahead, some men walked before the joist-carriers, calling out: "Clear the way, there!"
"I say, Father Billet, are we to make a long job of this?" asked Pitou when they had gone some thirty strides.
"Up to that gateway."
"I can go it," replied the young man laconically, as he saw it was about as much farther and the crowd, having an inkling of the plan, cheered them.
Besides, some helped to carry and the beam went on much more rapidly. In five minutes they stood before the gates.
"Now, then, heave and all together," said Billet.
"I understand," said Pitou. "This is what the ancient Romans called a battering-ram."
The piece of timber set going, was banged with a terrible blow against the gate lock.
The military on guard within the gardens, ran to check this inroad. But at the third swing the gates yielded, and the multitude flowed into the dark gap.
By the movement, Prince Lambesq perceived that the netted rioters had found an outlet. Rage mastered him to see his prisoners escape. He started his horse forward to learn what was the matter, when his men, thinking he was leading a charge, followed him closely. The horses were heated with their recent work, and could not be restrained. Thirsting for retaliation for their check on Palais Royale Square, the men did not probably try hard to restrain them.
The prince, seeing that it was impossible to stop the movement, let himself be carried away, and a shriek of frightful intensity from women and children rose to heaven as a claim for its vengeance.
A dreadful scene took place in the gloom. The victims went mad with pain while they who charged were mad with fury.
A kind of defense was organized and chairs were flung at the cavalry. Struck on the head, Prince Lambesq replied with a sword cut, without thinking that he was striking the innocent for the guilty. An old man was sent to the ground. Billet saw this and he uttered a shout. At the same time he took aim with his rifle and the prince would have been killed but for his horse having reared at the very instant. It received the bullet in the neck and died instantly.
The fallen Prince was believed slain, and the dragoons rushed into the Tuileries Gardens, firing their pistols at the fugitives.
But they, having plenty of room, dodged behind the trees.
Billet tranquilly reloaded his fowling-piece.
"You are right, Pitou, we have come to town on time," he said.
"And I think I am becoming brave," remarked Pitou, standing the pistol fire of a horseman and spilling him out of the saddle with his musketoon; "it is not so hard as I thought."
"That's so," replied the other, "but useless bravery is bravado. Come along, and don't let your sword trip you up."
"Wait for me, Father Billet, for I do not know Paris like you do; and without you, I shall go astray."
"Come, come," said the farmer, leading him along the river terrace until they had distanced the troops advancing by the quays as rapidly as they could to help the Lambesq Dragoons, if needed.
At the end of the terrace, he sat on the parapet and jumped down on the embankment running along the river. Pitou did the same.
CHAPTER IX.
"TO THE BASTILE!"
Once on the river edge, the two countrymen, spying arms glitter on the Tuileries Bridge, in all probability, not in friendly hands, lay down in the grass beneath the trees, and held a council.
The question was, as laid down by the elder, whether they ought to stay where they were, in comparative safety, or return into the action. He waited for Pitou's opinion.
Pitou had grown in the farmer's estimation, from the learning he had shown down in the country and the bravery he showed this evening. Pitou instinctively felt this, but he was naturally so humble that he was only the more grateful to his friend.
"Master," he said, "it is clear that you are braver and I less of a coward than was supposed by ourselves. Horace the poet, a very different character from you, flung down his weapons and took to his heels at the first conflict he was in. This proves that I am more courageous than Horace, with my musket, cartridge-box and sword to show for it. My conclusion is that the bravest man in the world may be killed by a bullet. Ergo, as your design in quitting the farm was to come to Paris on an important errand——"
"By all that is blue, the casket!"
"You have hit it; and for nothing else."
"Then, if you are killed, the business will not come off."
"Quite so. When we shall have seen the doctor, we will return to politics as a sacred duty."
"Come on then, to the college where is Sebastian Gilbert," said Billet, rising.
"Let us go," added Pitou, rising but reluctantly so soft was the grass. Besides good Pitou was sleepy.
"If anything happens me, you must know what to say to Dr. Gilbert in my stead. But be mute."
Ange was not saying anything, for he was dozing.
"If I should be mortally wounded you must go to the doctor and say—Bless me, the boy's asleep——"
Indeed, Pitou was snoring where he had sunk down again.
"After all, the college will be shut at this hour," thought Billet; "we had better take a rest."
Dawn appeared when they had slept three hours; but the day did not bring any change in the warlike aspect of Paris.
Only, there were no soldiers to be seen. The populace were everywhere. They were armed with quickly made pikes, guns of which most knew not the use, and old time weapons of which the bearers admired the ornamentation. After the military had been withdrawn they had pillaged the Royal Storage Magazines. Towards the City Hall a crowd rolled a couple of small cannon. At the Cathedral and other places the general alarm was rung on the big bells. Out from between the flagstones, so to say, oozed the lowest of the low, legions of men and women, if human they were, pale, haggard, and ill-clad, who had been yelling "Bread!" the night before, but howled for "Weapons!" now.
Nothing was more sinister than these spectres who had been stealing into the capital from all the country round during the last few months. They slipped silently through the bars and installed themselves in the town like ghouls in a cemetery.
On this day all France, represented in the capital by these starvelings, called out to the King: "Make us free!" while howling to heaven: "Feed us."
Meanwhile Billet and his pupil were proceeding to the college. On the way they saw the barricades growing up, with even children lending a hand and the richest like the poorest contributing some object that would build the wall. Among the crowds Billet recognized one or two French Guardsmen by their uniform, who were drilling squads and teaching the use of firearms, with the women and boys looking on.
The college was insurrection also. The boys had driven out the masters and were attacking the gates to get out with threats which terrified the tearful principal.
"Who of you is Sebastian Gilbert?" demanded Billet in his stentor's voice after regarding the intestine war.
"I am he," replied a boy of fifteen, of almost girlish beauty, who was helping three or four schoolfellows to bring up a ladder with which to scale the wall as they could not force the lock. "What do you want of me?"
"Are you going to take him away?" asked the head teacher, alarmed by the sight of two armed men one of whom, the speaker, was covered with blood.
The boy was also looking at them without recognizing his foster-brother who had grown out of all reason since he left him and was farther disguised by the martial harness.
"Take away Dr. Gilbert's son into that infernal rumpus?" said the yeoman: "Expose him to some ugly blow? oh, dear, no."
"You see, you mad fellow, Sebastian, that your friends do not approve of your attempt," said the principal. "For these gentlemen do appear to be your friends. Aid me, gentlemen, and ye, my children, obey me, when I command, and entreat."
"Keep my mates if you will," replied young Gilbert with a firmness marvellous at his age: "but I must go forth. I am not in the position of these; my father has been arrested and is imprisoned—he is in the tyrant's power."
"Yes, yes," shouted the boys; "Sebastian is right; they have locked up his father, and as the people are opening the prisons, they must set his father free."
"Eh? have they arrested Dr. Gilbert?" roared the farmer, shaking the gates: "Death of my life! little Catherine was right."
"Yes, they have taken away my father," continued little Gilbert, "and that is why I want to get a gun and fight till I deliver my father."
This plan was hailed by a hundred shrill voices: "Yes, give us weapons—let us fight."
At this, the mob outside the gates ran at them to give the scholars passage. The principal threw himself on his knees to supplicate both parties, crying:
"Friends, friends, spare tender youth!"
"Spare them? of course we will," said an old soldier: "they will be just the chaps to form a cadet corps with."
"But they are a sacred deposit entrusted to me by their parents," continued the head teacher; "I owe my life to them, so, in heaven's name, do not take away my lambs."
Hooting from both sides of the wall killed his doleful entreaties.
Billet stepped forward, and interposed between the soldiers and the mob and the schoolboys.
"The old gentleman is right," he said. "The youngsters are a sacred trust. Let men go and fight and get knocked over, that is their duty, but children are the seed for the future."
A disapproving murmur was heard.
"Who grumbles?" demanded the farmer; "I am sure it is not a father. Now, I am a father; I have had two men killed in my arms this last night; it is their blood on my breast—see!"
He showed the stains to the assemblage with a grand gesture electrifying all.
"Yesterday, I was fighting at the Palais Royale and in the Tuileries Garden," resumed the farmer; "and this lad fought by my side; but then he has no father or mother: and besides he is almost a man grown."
Pitou looked proud.
"I shall be fighting again to-day; but I do not want anybody to say the Parisians could not thrash the enemy until they brought the children to help them."
"The man's right," chorussed the soldiers and women. "No children in the fighting. Keep them in."
"Oh, thank you, sir," said the head master to Billet, trying to shake hands with him through the bars.
"And above all take good care of Gilbert," said the latter.
"Keep me in? I tell you they shall not," cried the boy, livid with anger as he struggled in the grasp of the school servants.
"Let me go in, and I undertake to quiet him."
The crowd divided and let the farmer and Pitou go into the schoolyard. Already three or four French Guards and a dozen other soldiers instinctively stood sentry at the gates and prevented the young insurgents from bolting out.
Billet went straight up to Sebastian and taking his fine white hands in his large, horny ones, said:
"Sebastian, do you not know Farmer Billet, who farms your father's own land?"
"Yes, sir, I know you now."
"And this lad with me?"
"It must be Ange Pitou."
Pitou threw himself on the other's neck, blubbering with joy.
"If they have taken away your father, I will bring him back. I, and the rest of us. Why not? yesterday we had a turn-up with the Austrians and we saw the flat of their backs."
"In token of which here is a cartridge-box one of them has no farther use for," added Ange.
"Will we not liberate his father?" cried Billet to the mob, who shouted an assent.
"But my father is in the Bastile," said Sebastian, shaking his head in melancholy. "None can take the Bastile." "What were you going to do then, had you got out?"
"I should have gone under the Bastile walls and when my father was out walking on the ramparts, where they tell me the prisoners come for an airing, I should have shown myself to him."
"But if the sentinels shot you when they caught you making signs to a prisoner?"
"I should have died under my father's eyes."
"Death of all the devils, you are a bad boy. To want to get killed under your father's eyes! To make him die of grief in his cell when he has nobody but you to live for, and one he loves so well. Plainly you have no good heart, Sebastian."
"A bad heart," whimpered Pitou as Billet repulsed the boy.
While the boy was musing sadly, the farmer admired the noble face, white and pearly; the fiery eye, fine and ironical mouth, eagle nose and vigorous chin, revealing nobility of race and of spirit.
"You say your father has been put in the Bastile? why?" he inquired.
"Because he is a friend of Washington and Lafayette; has fought with the sword for the Independence of America; and with the pen for France; is known in the Two Worlds as a hater of tyranny: because he has cursed this Bastile where others were suffering—and now he is there himself."
"How long since?"
"He was arrested the moment he landed at Havre; at least at Lillebonne, for he wrote me a letter from the port."
"Don't be cross, my boy: but let me have the points. I swear to deliver your father from the Bastile or leave my bones at the foot of its walls."
Sebastian saw that the former spoke from the bottom of his heart and he replied:
"He had time at Lillebonne to scribble these words in pencil in a book:
"'SEBASTIAN: I am taken to the Bastile. Patience, Hope and Labor. 7th July, 1789. P. S.—I am arrested for Liberty's cause. I have a son at Louis-the-Great College, Paris. The finder of this book is begged to bear this note on to my son Sebastian Gilbert, in the name of humanity.'"
"And the book?" inquired Billet, breathless with emotion.
"He put a gold piece in the book, tied a string round it, and threw it out of the window. The Parish Priest found it and picked out a sturdy fellow among his flock, to whom he said:
"'Leave twelve francs with your family who are without bread. With the other twelve go carry this book to Paris, to a poor boy whose father has been taken away from him because he loves the people too well.' The young man got in yesterday at noon: he handed me the book and thus I knew of the arrest."
"Good, this makes me friends with the priests again!" exclaimed Billet. "A pity they are not all built on this pattern. What about the peasant?"
"He went back last evening, hoping to carry his family the five francs he had saved on the journey."
"How handsome of him," said Billet. "Oh, the people are good for something, boy."
"Now, you know all: you promised if I told you, to restore me my father."
"I said I should or get killed. Now show me that book."
The boy drew from his pocket a copy of Rousseau's "Social Contract."
Billet kissed where the doctor's hand had traced the appeal.
"Now, be calm," he said: "I am going to fetch your father from the Bastile."
"Madman," said the principal, grasping his hands; "how will you get at a prisoner of state?"
"By taking the Bastile," replied the farmer.
Some guardsmen laughed and the merriment became general.
"Hold on," said Billet, casting his blazing glance around him. "What is this Bogey's Castle, anyhow?"
"Only stones," said a soldier.
"And iron," said another.
"And fire," concluded a third. "Mind you do not burn your fingers, my hero."
"Yes, he'll get burnt," cried the crowd.
"What," roared the peasant, "have you got no pickaxes, you Parisians, that you are afraid of stone walls? no bullets for you to shrink from steel? no powder when they fire on you? You must be cowards, then, dastards; machines fit for slavery. A thousand demons! Is there no man with a heart who will come with me and Pitou to have a go at this Bastile of the King? I am Billet, farmer in the Ile-de-France section, and I am going to knock at that door. Come on!"
Billet had risen to the summit of sublime audacity. The enflamed and quivering multitude around him shouted:
"Down with the Bastile!"
Sebastian wished to cling to Billet, but he gently put him aside.
"Your father bade you hope and have patience while you worked. Well, we are going to work, too—only the other name for our work is slaying and destroying."
The youth did not say a word, but hiding his face in his hands he went off into spasms which compelled them to take him into the sick ward.
"On, to the Bastile!" called out Billet.
"To the Bastile," echoed Pitou.
"To the Bastile," thundered three thousand persons, a cry which was to become that of the entire population of Paris.
CHAPTER X.
BLOWING HOT AND COLD.
It was on the morning of the fourteenth of July that Billet opened oratorical fire against the monument which had for five centuries weighed like an incubus on the breast of France—a rock of Sisyphus. Less confident than the Titan in her power, France had never thought to throw it off.
The Bastile was the seal of feudalism on the brow of Paris.
The King was accounted too good to order people to be beheaded; but he sent people into the Bastile. Once there a man was forgotten, isolated, sequestered, buried alive, annihilated. He stayed there till the monarch remembered him, and kings have so many new matters to think of that they often forget the old ones.
There were twenty other Bastiles in France, the name being general for prison, so that, to this day, the tramp on the dusty road speaks of the "Steel," without perhaps knowing that the title of ignominy referred to the great French Statesprison.
The fortress by the St. Antoine Gate was the Bastile pre-eminently. It was alone worth all the others.
Some of the prisoners were perhaps great criminals; but others like Latude had done nothing to merit thirty years' captivity.
He had fallen in love with Lady Pompadour, the King's mistress, and wrote her a note which caused his imprisonment for a life-time.
It was not for nothing that the Bastile was hated by the people.
It was hated like a living thing—a monster like the dragoons who defy a people till a champion rises, like Billet, to show them how to attack it.
Hence one may comprehend Sebastian's hopeless grief at his father being incarcerated in the Bastile.
Hence Billet's belief that he would never be liberated but by being plucked forth.
Hence the popular transport may be felt when the shout rose of "Down with the Bastile!"
But it was, as the soldiers said, an insane project to think of capturing the King's Prison-Castle.
The Bastile had a garrison, artillery and provisions. The walls were fifteen feet thick at the top and forty at the base.
The governor was Count Launay, who had thirty thousand pounds of gunpowder in the magazine, and had promised in case of annoyance to blow up the fort and with it all that part of Paris.
Nevertheless Billet marched forward, but he did not have to do any shouting.
Liking his martial mien, the multitude felt he was one of their kind, and commenting on his words and bearing, it followed him, increasing like the flowing tide.
When Billet came out on St. Michel's quay, he had behind him more than three thousand men, armed with hatchets, cutlasses, pikes and guns.
All were shouting: "On, to the Bastile!"
Billet was making the reflections which his knowledge of the stronghold warranted, and the vapor of his enthusiasm faded gradually.
He saw clearly that the enterprise was sublime though insane.
That was easy to understand by the awed expression of those to whom he had first broached the project of taking the Bastile.
But he was only the more fortified in his resolve. But he understood that he had to answer to these mothers and fathers, girls and children, for the lives of those whom he was leading, and that he was bound to take all the precautions possible.
He commenced by collecting his followers at the City Hall.
He appointed lieutenants to control the flock—of wolves.
"Let me see," said Billet to himself; "there is more than one power in France. There are two—the head of the chief city, for one, and may be another yet."
He entered the City Hall, asking for the Chief civic magistrate. It was the Traders' Provost Flesselles.
"My lord de Flesselles," he repeated; "a noble and no friend of the people?"
"Oh, no, he is a sensible man."
Billet went up the stairs into the ante-chamber where he met an usher, who came up to him to see what he wanted.
"Speech with Lord Flesselles," replied Billet.
"Can't sir," answered the man. "He is completing the list for the militia which the City is to raise."
"Capital!" rejoined Billet; "I am also organizing a militia, and as I have three thousand men ready under arms, I am worth a Flesselles who is only going to get his together. Let me speak with him, and right off. If you like, just look out of the window at my soldiers."
One rapid glance on the waterside was enough for the servant who hastened to notify the Traders' Provost, to whom, as emphasis to his message, he pointed out the army.
This sight inspired respect in the provost for the man commanding them: he left the council and came into the ante-room. Perceiving Billet, he smiled at guessing the kind of man he must be.
"Were you wanting me?" he challenged.
"If you are Provost Flesselles," responded Billet.
"Yes; how can I serve you? please, be quick, for I am very busy."
"How many powers do you acknowledge in France, my Lord Provost?" queried Billet.
"Hem, that is just how one looks at it," replied the politician. "If you ask Bailly the Mayor he will say 'The National Assembly.' If Lord Dreux, he would say only one—'the King.'"
"And which is yours between the two?"
"Neither one, but the nation, at present," rejoined Flesselles, playing with his ruffles.
"Ah, the nation," repeated the farmer.
"Those gentlemen waiting below there with the wood-choppers and carving-knives; the nation, all the world to me."
"You may be right and there was no mistake in their warranting you to me as a knowing man."
"Which of the three powers do you belong to?" inquired the trimmer, bowing.
"Faith, when there is a question for the Grand Spirit and the angels, I apply to the Fountain—head."
"You mean the King? What for?"
"To ask for the release of Dr. Gilbert who is in the Bastile."
"He is one of those pamhleteers I believe," said the aristocratic one saucily.
"A lover of mankind."
"That is all one. My dear M. Billet, I believe you have little chances of obtaining such a favor from the King. If he put the doctor in his Bastile, he had reasons for it."
"All right," returned Billet; "he shall offer his reasons and I will match them with mine?"
"My dear sir, the King is so busy that he will not receive you."
"Oh, if he will not let me in, I shall walk in without his leave or licence."
"But you will find Lord Dreux Breze at the door who will put you away from it. It is true he failed to do that with the National Assembly in a body; but that failure will only the more put him on his mettle and he will take his revenge out of you."
"Then I will apply to the National Assembly."
"The way to Versailles is cut off."
"I will have my three thousand men with me.
"Have a care, my dear fellow, for you will meet on the road four or five thousand Swiss soldiers and two or three thousand Austrians who will make mincemeat of your forces; in a twinkling you will be swallowed."
"What the deuse am I to do, then?"
"Do what you like: but rid me of your three thousand tatterdemalions who are cracking the flagstones with thumps of their halberds, and smoking. In the vaults are seven or eight thousand pounds of gunpowder and a spark may send us all flying to the Eternal Throne."
"In that case, turning this over in my mind," said the farmer, "I will not trouble the King or the Assembly, but call in the nation and take the Bastile myself."
"With what?"
"With the powder you have kindly told me is stored in your cellar."
"You don't tell me that?" sneered Flesselles.
"That is the very thing. The cellar keys, my lord."
"Hello, you are joking," faltered the gentleman.
"I never joke," returned Billet, grasping the provost by the collar with both hands. "Let me have the keys or I shall sling you out to my tatterdemalions who know how to pick pockets."
Flesselles turned pale as death. His lips and teeth closed so convulsively but his voice did not alter in tone from the ironical one adopted.
"To tell you the truth, sir, you do me assistance in ridding me of this combustible," he said; "So I will hand you over the keys as you desire. Only do not forget that I am your first magistrate, and that if you are so unfortunate as to handle me roughly before others as you have done, catching me privately in an unguarded time, you will be hanged within the hour by the city guards. Do you persist in removing this powder?"
"I do, and will divide it out myself right away."
"Let us have this clear, then: I have business here for an other quarter of an hour and if it makes no difference to you, I should prefer the distribution to go on during my absence. It has been foretold me that I should die of a violent death, but I own to having a deep repugnance to being blown into the air."
"You shall have the time but do me a favor in return. Come to this window, that I may make you popular."
"Much obliged: in what manner?"
"You shall see. Friends," he called out, as the two stood at the window, "you want to take the Bastile?"
"Ay, ay," replied the thousands of voices.
"But we want powder? now, here is the provost who gives us all there is in the City Hall cellars. Thank him, boys!"
"Long live the provost—Flesselles forever!" roared the mob.
"Now, my lord; there is no need for me to collar you before the crowd or when alone," said Billet: "for if you do not give the powder, the people—or the nation as you call it—will tear you to pieces."
"Here are the keys: your way of asking for anything allows no refusing."
"This encourages me," said Billet, who was meditating.
"Hang it all, have you more to ask?"
"Yes; if you know Governor Launay."
"Of the Bastile? he is a friend of mine."
"In that case, you cannot wish evil to befall him. To prevent that, ask him to give up the prison to me or at least the prisoner Gilbert."
"You cannot hope that I have any such influence?"
"That is my lookout—all I want is an introduction to him."
"My dear M. Billet, I must warn you that if you enter the Bastile, it will be alone, and it is likely that you will never come out again. Still I will give you a passport into the Bastile, on one condition, that you do not ask me another for the moon. I have no acquaintances lunatics."
"Flesselles," shrilled a harsh voice behind the speaker, "if you continue to wear two faces—one laughing with the aristocrats and the other smiling on the people, you will be signing your own passport in a day or two to the other world whence none return."
"Who speak thus?" cried the provost, turning to the ill-favored man who interrupted.
"I, Marat."
"The surgeon Marat, the philosopher," said Billet.
"Yes, the same Marat," continued Flesselles; "who as a medical man ought to attend to the insane; he will have his hands full in France at this moment."
"Provost Flesselles," replied the sombre surgeon, "this honest citizen asks a passport to Governor Launay. I would point out that you are not only keeping him waiting but three thousand other honest citizens."
"Very well; he shall have it."
Going to a table, he passed his hand over his forehead before writing with the other a few rapid lines in ink.
"Here is your introduction," he said, presenting it to the countryman.
"I do not know how to read," said Billet.
"Give it to me and I will do so," said Marat; and he saw that the pass was couched in these words:
"GOVERNOR: We, Provost of Traders of Paris, send you M. Billet to confer on the welfare of the city.
14th July, 1789.
FLESSELLES.
"All right, let me have it," said Billet.
"Oh, you think it good enough?" sneered Marat; "Wait for the provost to add a postscript, which will improve it."
He went over to the provost, who was leaning one closed hand on the table and regarding with a scornful air not only the two men who were the jaws of a vice which enclosed him, but a third, whose breeches were torn, standing before the doorway, with a musketoon in his fist.
This was Pitou who followed his friend and was ready to execute any order of his.
"I suggest the following postscript to improve the paper," said Marat.
"Speak."
Marat laid the paper again on the table and pointing with his crooked finger to the place for the addendum, he dictated:
"Citizen Billet being under flag of truce, I confide his life to your honor."
Flesselles looked at the cunning face as if he had a strongest desire to smash it with a blow than do what he was counselled.
"Do you hesitate?" demanded the surgeon.
"No, for at the most, you only ask what is fair," replied the other, writing as proposed.
"Still, gentlemen, I want you to bear in mind that I do not answer for the envoy's safety."
"But I will," said Marat, taking the paper from his hands: "for your liberty is here to answer for his—your head will guarantee his. There is your pass, my brave Billet."
Flesselles called for his coach and said loudly:
"I suppose, my friends, you are asking nothing more?"
"No," replied the two together.
"Am I to let him pass?" asked Pitou.
"My young friend," said the gentleman, "I should like to observe that you are rather too insufficiently clad to stand guard at my door. If you feel constrained to do it, at least sling your cartridge-box round and stand with your back to the wall."
"Am I to let him go?" asked Pitou again, looking at the speaker as if he did not relish the jest.
"Yes," Billet said.
"Perhaps you are wrong to let him go," said Marat as Pitou stepped aside; "he was a good hostage to hold: but in any case, be he where he may, I can lay hands on him, never fear."
"Labrie," said Flesselles to his valet, as he got into his carriage, "they are going to serve out the powder. If the City Hall goes up in an explosion I should like to be well out of the reach of splinters. Tell the coachman to whip up smartly."
The vehicle rolled under the covered way and came out on the square before some thousands of spectators. The Provost feared that his departure might be misinterpreted and taken for a flight. So he leaned out of the window and said loudly:
"Drive to the National Assembly!"
This earned him a cheer. Up on the balcony, outside, Marat and Billet heard the order.
"My head to his, that he is not going to the Assembly but to the King," commented the surgeon.
"Had he not better be stopped?" said the farmer.
"No," replied the other with a hideous grin. "Be easy: go where he may, and however quickly, we shall travel more quickly than he. Now, let us get out that powder!"
"Out with the powder," said Billet.
Flesselles was right in saying there were eight thousand pounds of gunpowder in the vaults.
Marat and Billet walked in the first with a lantern which they hung to a beam. Pitou mounted guard at the door.
The powder was in twenty-pound kegs; men were stationed in a line and the kegs were passed out, hand to hand. There was a brief confusion as it was not known what was the amount and some feared they could not get any if they did not scramble for it. But Billet had selected his lieutenants on his own model, with leg-of-mutton fists, and the distribution went on with much order.
Each man received half a pound of powder, which would fire thirty or forty shots.
But when everybody had powder it was discovered that guns were short. Only some five hundred men had them.
While the powder was being dealt out, some of the unarmed went into a council chamber where a debate was proceeding. It was about the national guards of which the usher had mentioned a word to Billet. It was settled that the force should consist of forty-eight thousand men. The army existed only on paper and yet they were wrangling about who should have the command.
In the midst of this dispute in rushed the weaponless men. The people had formed an army of their own but they wanted arms.
At this moment was heard the arrival of a carriage: it was Flesselles', for they would not let him pass though he had shown the royal order for him to go to Versailles: and he was brought back to the Hall by main force.
"Arms, arms," they yelled at him as soon as they saw him.
"No arms here, but there must be some at the Arsenal," he replied.
So five thousand men ran over to the Arsenal to find it was bare. They returned howling to the City Hall. The provost had no firearms or he would not tell of them. He packed them off to the Old Carthusian Monastery, but it was empty too. Not so much as a pocket pistol rewarded them.
Meanwhile Flesselles, learning that Marat and Billet were still busy getting out the powder, suggested sending a deputation to Governor Launay to induce him to draw in the cannon. He had made the populace howl dreadfully on the evening before by running out his guns through the embrasures. Flesselles hoped that by having them taken in, the people would be satisfied and settle down.
The deputation was starting when the arm-seekers came back enraged.
On hearing their vociferations, Billet and Marat came up out of the underground.
On a lower balcony the provost was trying to quiet the multitude. He proposed a resolution that the wards should forge fifty thousand pikes. The people were jumping at the offer.
"Truly this fellow is playing with us," said the surgeon.
He turned to his new friend, saying:
"Go and get to work at the Bastile. In an hour I shall be sending you twenty thousand muskets with a man to each butt."
At first blush Billet had felt great confidence in this leader, whose name was so popular as to have reached him down in the country. He never thought to ask him how he was going to get them. He noticed a priest in the crowd working lustily and though he had no great confidence in the cloth he liked this one to whom he confided the serving out of the amunition.
Marat jumped upon a stone horseblock. The uproar was indescribable.
"Silence," he called out; "I am Marat and I want to speak."
Like magic all was hushed and every eye was turned upon the orator.
"You want arms to take the Bastile? come with me to the Invalides where are twenty-five thousand stand of arms, and you shall have them."
"To the Invalides!" shouted the throngs.
"Now," continued Marat to Billet, "you be off to the Bastile but stay—you may want help before I come."
He wrote on a leaf of his tablets "From Marat," and tore this out to give it to Billet, who smiled to see that it also bore a masonic sign. He and Marat belonged to the Order of the Invisibles over which presided Balsamo-Cagliostro, and his work was what they were prosecuting.
"What am I to do with a paper having no name or address?" inquired the peasant.
"My friend has no address; but his name is well-known. Ask the first workingman you come across for the People's Spokesman, Gonchon."
"Gonchon—fix that on your mind, Pitou."
"Gonchon, or Gonchonius, in Latin," repeated Pitou; "I shall retain it."
"To the Invalides," yelled the voices with increasing ferocity.
"Be on your way," said Marat, "and may the spirit of Liberty march by your side!"
"Now, then, brothers, on to the Invalides," shouted Marat in his turn.
He went off with more than twenty thousand men, while the farmer took away some six hundred in his train, but they were armed. As the two leaders were departing, the provost appeared at a window, calling out:
"Friends, why do I see the green cockade in your hats, when it is the color of Artois, though it may also be that of Hope? Don't look to be sporting the colors of a prince."
"No, no," was the chorus, with Billet's loudest of the voices.
"Then, change it, and as if you must wear a color, take that good old Paris town, our mother, blue and red, my friends."
(Later, General Lafayette, making the criticism that Blue and Red were the Orleans colors also, and perhaps having the stars and stripes of the Republic he had fought for in his mind, suggested the addition of white, saying that "The Red, White and Blue, would be a flag that would go round the world.")
With approving words, everybody tore off the leaves and trampled them underfoot, while they called for ribbons. As if by enchantment all windows opened, and there was a rain of red and blue ribbons. But this was scant supply for a thousand only. Aprons, silk dresses, tapes, scarves, all sorts of tissues were torn into strips and twisted up into rosettes, streamers, favors and ties, with which decorations the improvised army of Billet went its road.
It had recruits on the line: all the side streets of the St. Antoine or working quarter sent the warmest blooded and strongest of its sons. They reached in good order Lesdigures Street, where a number of folk were staring at the Bastile towers, their red brick ruddy in the setting sunshine. Some were calm, some saucy.
In the instant the arrivals of reinforcements changed the multitude in aspect and mood: they were the drumcorps, a hundred French Guards who came down the main avenue, and Billet's rough fellows upwards of twelve thousand strong. The timid grew bold, the calm were excited, and the pert were menacing.
"Down with the cannon," howled twenty thousand throats as twice as many fists were shaken at the brazen pieces stretching their necks over the crenelations.
At that very time, as though the fortress governor obeyed the injunction, the gunners came out to the pieces and retired them until they were no longer visible from below. The throngs clapped hands, thinking they were a power because they had apparently been obeyed.
The sentries continued to pace up and down the ramparts, with alternations of the Swiss and the Veterans.
After the shout of "Down with the cannons!" that of "Draw back the Swiss!" arose, in continuation of "Down with the Germans!" of the evening before.
But the Swiss continued all the same to march up and down to meet the French Invalides.
One of the shouters was impatient, and having a gun, he fired on a sentinel: the bullet struck the grey stone wall a foot above the cornice of the tower, above the soldier's head: it left a white mark, but the man did not halt—did not do much as turn his head.
A great hubbub rose around the firer of the first shot at the Bastile: it was the signal for a mad and unheard-of attack; the tumult had more dread in it than rage; many did not understand that to fire on a royal prison was incurring the death penalty.
CHAPTER XI.
THE PRISON GOVERNOR.
Billet looked at the mossgrown edifice, resembling the monsters of fable covered with scales. He counted the embrasures where the great guns might be run out again and the wall-guns which opened their ominous eye to peer through the loopholes. He shook his head, recalling Flesselles' words.
"We'll never get in," he muttered.
"Why never?" questioned a voice at his elbow.
Turning, he saw a wild-looking beggar, in rags, but with eyes glittering like stars in their hollow sockets.
"Because it is hard to take such a pile by main strength."
"Taking the Bastile is not a matter of strength," replied the mendicant, "but an act of faith: have as little faith as a grain of mustard-seed and yet you can overturn a mountain. Believe we can do it, and—Good night, Bastile!"
"Wait a bit," muttered Billet, fumbling for Marat's recommendation in his pocket.
"Wait," reiterated the vagabond, mistaking his mind: "Yes, I can understand you being willing to wait, for you are a farmer, and have always had more than enough to make you fat. But look at my mates: the deaths-heads and raw-bones surrounding us; see their veins dried up, count their bones through the holes in their tatters, and ask them if they know what waiting in patience means?" >
"This man speaks glibly, but he frightens me," remarked Pitou.
"He does not frighten me," replied Billet. Then turning to the stranger, he went on: "I say, patience, because in a quarter-hour yet we shall do."
"I can't call that much," answered the vagrant smiling, "but how much better off will we be then?"
"I shall have visited the Bastile by then," rejoined the farmer-revolutionist. "I shall know how strong the garrison is and the governor's intention—I shall in short have a glimpse of how we can get in."
"It will do, if you see how to get out."
"Well, as to that, if I do not come out, I know a man who will fetch me out."
"Who is he?"
"Gonchon, the People's Spokesman, their orator, their Mirabeau."
"You don't know him," said the man, his eyes flashing fire. "So, how do you make that out?"
"I am going to know him. I was told that the first person I addressed on Bastile Square would take me to him: you are on the spot, lead me to him."
"What do you want of him?"
"To hand him this paper from Surgeon Marat, whom I have just left at the City Hall, whence he was marching to the Invalides to get muskets for his twenty thousand men."
"In this case, hand over the paper. I am Gonchon. Friends," added the vagabond as Billet drew back a step, "here is a chap who does not know me and asks if I am really Gonchon."
The mass burst into laughter; it seemed impossible that their favorite should not be known to all.
"Long life to Gonchon!" was the shout.
"There you are," said Billet, passing the paper to him.
"Mates," said the popular leader, having read, and slapping the bearer on the shoulder, "this is a brother, whom Marat recommends. So you may rely on him. What is your name, Pal?"
"Billet."
"My name is Ax—do you see? between us I hope we shall cut something!"
The mob laughed at the ominous pun.
"Ay, somebody will get cut!" was the cry, "How are we to set about it?"
"We are going right into there," answered Gonchon, pointing to the building.
"That is the right kind of talk," said the farmer; "How many have you, Gonchon?"
"Thirty skeletons."
"Thirty thousand of yours, and twenty coming from the Soldiers' Hospital, ten thousand here; more than enough to succeed if we are to succeed."
"We shall," replied the beggar king.
"I believe you. Get your men in hand while I go in and summon the governor to surrender. If he should, so much the better as it will spare bloodshed; if not, the blood will fall on his head and it is bad luck these times. Ask those German dragoons who hewed down the inoffensive."
"How long will you be engaged with the governor?"
"As long as I can make it, so as to have the castle invested thoroughly; if possible, the moment I come out, begin the onset."
"Enough said."
"You don't distrust me?" said the countryman, holding out his hand to the city ragamuffin.
"I, distrust you?" replied the other, shaking with his emaciated hand the plump one of the farmer with a vigor he had not expected; "Wherefore? With a word or a sign, I could have you ground into dust though you were sheltered by yon towers, which to-morrow will exist not. Were you protected by those soldiers, who will be our dead-meat or we shall be theirs! Go ahead and rely on Gonchon as he does on Billet!"
Convinced, the farmer walked towards the Bastile gateway, while his new comrade proceeded towards the dwellings, under cheers for "The People's Mirabeau!"
"I never saw the other Mirabeau," thought Pitou, "but ours is not handsome."
"Towards the city, the Bastile presented two twin towers, while its two sides faced where the canal runs to-day. The entrance was defended by an outpost house, two lines of sentinels and two draw-bridges over moats.
After getting over these obstacles, one reached the Government Yard, where the governor's residence was.
Hence a corridor led to the ditches: another entrance also leading to the ditches, had a drawbridge, a guardhouse, and an iron grating as portcullis.
At the first entry they stopped Billet but he showed the Flesselles introduction and they did not turn him back. Perceiving that Pitou followed him, as he would have locked steps with him and marched up to the moon, he said:
"Stay outside: if I do not return it will be well for somebody to be around to remind the people that I went in."
"Just so; how long shall I wait?"
"An hour."
"What about the casket?" inquired the youth.
"If I do not come out, if Gonchon does not take the Bastile, or if, having taken it, I am not to be found—tell Dr. Gilbert, who may be found—that men from Paris stole the box he entrusted to me five years ago; that on arriving in town I learnt he was put in the Bastile whence I strove to rescue him but left my skin, which was entirely at his service."
"Very good, Father Billet," said the peasant; "it is rather long and I am afraid of forgetting it."
"I will repeat it."
"Better write it," said a voice hard by.
"I cannot write," rejoined Billet.
"I can, for I am clerk to the Chatelet Prison. My name is Maillard, Stanislaus Maillard."
He was a man of forty-five, tall and slim, grave, and clad in black as became such a functionary; he drew a writing-case from his pocket containing writing materials.
"He looks devilish like an undertaker," muttered Pitou.
"You say," said the clerk, imperturbably writing, "that men from Paris took from your dwelling a casket entrusted to you by Dr. Gilbert? that is an offense, to begin with."
"They belonged to the Paris Police."
"Infamous theft," said Maillard. "Here is your memorandum, young man," he added, giving the note to Ange; "if he be slain, it is to be hoped that both of us will not. I will do it if you both go down."
"Thank you," said Billet, giving his hand to the clerk who grasped it with more power than one might accredit to the meager frame.
"So I may rely on you?"
"As on Marat, and Gonchon."
"Such triplets are not born everyday," thought Pitou, who only said: "Be prudent, Father Billet!"
"Do not forget that the most prudent thing in France is courage," said the farmer with his blunt eloquence, sometimes startling in his rough body.
He passed the first line of sentinels, while Pitou backed out. At the bridge he had to parley, but it was lowered on his showing his pass, and the iron grating was raised. Behind the portcullis was the governor.
This inner yard was the prisoners' exercise ground. Eight giant towers guarded it: no window opened into it. The sun never penetrated its well-like circuit where the pavement was damp, almost muddy.
Here, a clock, the face upheld by chained captives in carving, dropped the seconds like water oozing through a ceiling on the dungeon slabs. At the bottom of this pit, the prisoner, lost in the stony gulf, would glance up at the inexorable nakedness and sue to be led back into his cell.
Governor Launay was about fifty years of age; he wore a grey linseywoolsey suit this day; it was crossed by a red sash of the Order of St. Louis, and he carried a swordcane. He was a bad man: Linguet's Memoirs had just shown him up in a sad light and he was hated almost as much as the jail. His father had been governor before him.
The officers here were on the purchase system, so that the officials tried to make all the money they could squeeze out of the prisoners and their friends. The governor, chief warder, doubled his 60,000 francs appointments by extortion.
In the way of meanness Launay out-did his foregoers: he may have had to pay more highly for the post than his father and so had to put on the screw to retrieve his outlay. He fed his household out of the prisoners' rations; he reduced the firing allowance and doubled the hire of furniture. Maybe he foresaw that he was not to enjoy the berth long.
He had the right to pass a hundred casks of wine into Paris free of duty. He sold it to a wine-shopkeeper who got in the best vintage and supplied him for the prisoners with vinegar.
The latter had one relief, one pleasure—a little garden made on a bastion where they got a whiff of sweet air and saw flowers and grass and sunshine. He let this out to a truck-gardener, robbing the prisoners for fifty livres a-year.
On the other hand he was yielding to rich captives: he let one furnish his room in his own style and have any visitors he liked.
For further particulars see "The Bastile Unveiled."
For all this Launay was brave.
He might be pale, but he was calm, although the storm had raged against him from the previous evening. He felt aware of the riot becoming a revolt for the waves broke at the foot of his castle wall.
It is true that he had four cannon and a garrison of old soldiers and Swiss—with only one unarmed man confronting him. For Billet had handed his fowling-piece to Ange on entering the stronghold.
He understood that a weapon might get him into trouble beyond the barrier.
With a glance he remarked everything; the governor's calm and menacing attitude; the Swiss ranked in the guardhouses; the Veterans on the platforms, and the silent bustle of the artillerists loading up their caissons with ammunition.
The sentinels had their muskets on their shoulders and their officers carried drawn swords.
As the commander stood still, Billet was obliged to go to him. The grating closed behind the people's parliamentarian with an ugly grinding of metal on metal which made him shudder to the marrow, brave though he was.
"What do you want again?" challenged Launay.
"Again" took up Billet. "It seems to me that this is the first time you have seen me, so that you cannot be very tired of me."
"I was told you come from the City Hall and I have just had a deputation from there to get me to promise not to open fire. I promised that much and so I had the guns drawn in."
"I was on the square as you did so, and I——"
"You thought I was giving way to the calls of the crowd?"
"It looked that way," replied the farmer.
"Did I not tell you that they would believe me just such a coward?" said Launay, turning round to his officers. "Who do you come from then?" he demanded of Billet.
"I come on behalf of the people," rejoined the visitor proudly.
"That is all very well," sneered Launay, smiling; "but you must have shown some other warrant, for otherwise you would not have passed the first dead-line of sentries."
"True, I have a pass from your friend Flesselles."
"Flesselles? why do you dub him my friend?" exclaimed the prison warden, looking at the speaker to read to the bottom of his mind. "How do you conclude that he is a friend of mine?"
"I supposed as much."
"Is that all? never mind. Let us see your safe-conduct."
Billet presented the paper which Launay read more than once in order to catch a hidden meaning or concealed lines; he even held it up to the light to see if there was secret writing.
"Is that all? are you perfectly sure? nothing by word of mouth in addition?"
"Not a bit."
"Strange!" said Launay, plunging his glance by a loophole on Bastile Square. "Then tell me your want and be quick."
"The people want you to give up the Bastile."
"What do you say?" cried Launay, turning quickly as if he must be mistaken in his hearing.
"I summon you in the people's name to give up the Bastile."
"Queer animals the people," sneered Launay, snapping his fingers. "What do they want with the Bastile?"
"To demolish it."
"Why, what the mischief is the Bastile to the people? is any common man ever shut up herein? why, the people ought to bless every stone of the Bastile. Who are locked up here? philosophers, learned men, aristocrats, statesmen, princes—all the enemies of the dregs."
"This only proves that the people are not selfish and want to do good to others."
"It is plain that you are not a soldier, my friend," said the other with a kind of pity.
"It is true and come fresh from the country."
"For you do not know what the Bastile is: come with me and I will show you."
"He is going to pull the spring of some trap which will open beneath my feet," thought the adventurer, "and then good-bye, Old Billet!"
But he was intrepid and did not wince as he prepared to accede to the invitation.
"In the first place," continued Launay, "it is well to know that I have enough powder in the store to blow up the castle and lay half the suburbs in ashes."
"I knew that," was the tranquil reply.
"Do you see these cannon? They rake this gallery, which is defended by a guardhouse, and by two ditches only to be crossed by draw-bridges; lastly there is a portcullis."
"Oh, I am not saying that the Bastile will be badly defended, but that it will be well attacked."
"To proceed: here is a postern opening on the moats: observe the thickness of the walls. Forty feet here and fifteen above. You see that though the people have nails they will break against such walls."
"I am not saying that the people will demolish the Bastile to master it but that, having mastered it, they will demolish it," said the leader of the revolutionists.
"Let us go upstairs," said the governor, leading up thirty steps, where he paused to say: "This embrasure opens on the passage by which you would be bound to come. It is defended by one rampart gun, but it enjoys a fair reputation. You know the song:
"'Oh, my sweet-voiced Sackbut, I love your dear song?'"
"Certainly, I have heard it, but I do not think this a time to sing it, or anything else."
"Stay; Marshal Saxe called this gun his Sackbut, because it sang the only music he cared anything for. This is a historical fact. But let us go on."
"Oh," said Billet when upon the tower top, "you have not dismounted the cannon, but merely drawn them in. I shall have to tell the people so."
"The cannon were mounted here by the King's command and by that alone can they be dismounted."
"Governor Launay," returned Billet, feeling himself rise to the level of the emergency, "the true sovereign is yonder and I counsel you to obey it."
He pointed to the grey-looking masses, spotted with blood from the night's battling, and reflecting the dying sunlight on their weapons up to the very moats.
"Friend, a man cannot know two masters," replied theroyalist, holding his head up haughtily: "I, the Governor of the Bastile, know but one: the Sixteenth Louis, who put his sign-manual at the foot of the patent which made me the commander over men and material here."
"Are you not a French citizen?" demanded Billet warmly.
"I am a French nobleman," said the Count of Launay.
"True, you are a soldier, and speak like one."
"You are right," said the gentleman bowing. "I am a soldier and carry out my orders."
"Well, I am a citizen," went on Billet, "and as my duty as such is opposed to yours as the King's soldier, one of us must die. He who fulfills his orders or his duties."
"That is likely, sir."
"So you are determined to fire on the people?"
"Not unless I am fired at. I pledged myself to that effect to Lord Provost Flesselles' deputation. You see the guns have been retired, but at the first shot, I will roll one—say this one—forward out of the embrasure with my own hands, train it and point it, and fire with the slow-match you see there."
"If I believed that," said Billet, "before you could commit such a crime——"
"I have told you that I am a soldier and know nothing outside my orders."
"Then, look!" said Billet, drawing Launay to the gap in the battlements and pointing alternately in two different directions—the main street from the town and the street through the suburbs, "behold those who will henceforth give you orders."
Launay saw two black, dense, roaring bodies, undulating like snakes, with head and bodies in sight but the rearmost coils still waving onwards till lost in the hollows of the ground. All the bodies of these immense reptiles glittered with the scales. These were the two armies to which Billet had given the Bastile as the meeting-place, Marat's men and Gonchon's beggars. As they surged forward they brandished their weapons and yelled blood-curdling cries.
At the sight Launay lost color and said as he raised his cane:
"To your guns!" Then, threatening Billet, he added: "You scoundrel, to come here and gain time under pretence of a parley, do you know that you deserve death?"
Billet saw the attempt to draw the sword from the cane and pierce him; he seized the speaker by the collar and waistband as swift as lightning, and raising him clear off the ground, he replied:
"And you deserve to be hurled down to the bottom of the ditch to be smashed in the mud. But, never mind, thank God I can fight you in another manner."
At this instant, an immense howl, a universal one, rose in the air like a whirlwind, as Major Losme appeared on the platform.
"Oh, sir, for mercy's sake," he said to Billet: "Show yourself for the people there believe something has happened you and they call for you."
Indeed, the name of Billet, set afloat by Pitou, ascended on the clamor.
The farmer let go Launay who replaced the blade in the stick. The three men hesitated for a moment while the innumerable cries of vengeance and menace arose.
"Show yourself, sir," said Launay, "not because the noise frightens me but to prove that I have acted fairly."
The farmer thrust his head out of the porthole, waving his hand.
At this sight the populace burst with cheering: it was in a measure Revolution standing up in Billet's stead as this man of the lowest ranks trod the Bastile turret like a master.
"That is well, sir," went on Launay. "Now all is ended between us; you have no further business here. They ask for you below; go down."
Billet appreciated this moderation on the part of a man who had him in his power: he went down by the same stairs, the governor following. The major remained up there as the governor had whispered some orders to him.
It was evident that Count Launay had but one wish, that the bearer of the flag of truce should be his active enemy as soon as possible.
Without speaking a word the envoy crossed the yard, where he saw the cannoniers were at their pieces and the lintstocks were lighted and smoking. He stopped before them.
"Friends," he cried, "remember that I came to your commander to stay the shedding of blood, but that he refused me."
"In the King's name, be off from here!" said Launay, stamping his foot.
"Have a care," retorted the farmer: "I am ordered out in the King's name but I shall return in that of the People. Speak out," he added, turning to the Swiss, "who are you for?"
The foreign soldiers were silent. Launay pointed to the iron door. But Billet attempted a final effort.
"Governor, in the name of the nation, in the name of your brothers!"
"Brothers? is that what you call them who are bellowing 'Down the Bastile, and Death to the Governor?' they may be brothers of yours, but surely they are none of mine."
"In humanity's, then!"
"Humanity—which urges you to come a hundred thousand strong against one hundred hapless soldiers immured in these walls and cut their throats?"
"But by giving up the Bastile you save their lives."
"And I lose my honor."
Billet was hushed, for the soldierly argument crushed him; but again he addressed the soldiers, saying:
"Surrender, friends, while it is yet time; in another ten minutes it will be too late."
"I will have you shot unless you are out of this instantly," thundered Launay, "as true as I am a noble."
Billet stopped an instant, folded his arms in token of defiance and, crossing glances for the last time with the exasperated governor, walked forth.
CHAPTER XII.
STORMING THE BASTILE.
Under the burning July sun the crowds awaited, shuddering with fever. Gonchon's men had joined in with Marat's, the suburbs hailing each other as brothers. Gonchon was at the head of his patriots but Marat had disappeared.
The scene on the open place was terrifying.
On seeing Billet the cheering was tremendous.
"He is a brave man," said Billet to Gonchon, "or rather I should say he is stubborn. He will not surrender the Bastile but will sustain the siege."
"Do you think he will hold out long?"
"To death."
"All right, he shall have that."
"But how many men will be killed by us?" said the farmer, no doubt fearing that he had not the right usurped by generals, kings and emperors, those who take out licenses to kill and maim.
"Rubbish," said Gonchon; "there are too many, since we have not enough for half the population. Is not that about the size of it, boys?" he asked of the bystanders.
"Yes, yes," was the reply in sublime abnegation.
"But the moat?" queried Billet.
"It need be filled up in only one place," responded the beggar's leader: "and I calculate that we could choke it up altogether, eh, lads?"
The friends answered unanimously in the affirmative.
"Have it so," said Billet, overpowered.
At this moment, Launay appeared on a terrace, followed by Major Losme and two or three other officers.
"Commence," shouted Gonchon.
The governor turned his back on him.
Gonchon might have put up with a threat but he would not bear contempt: he lifted his gun and fired at him. A man near him fell. Instantly a hundred, nay, a thousand gunshots sounded, as if it were awaited as a signal, and the grey towers were striped with white.
A few seconds' silence succeeded this discharge, as if the assailants were frightened at what they had done.
Then a gush of flame lost in a cloud of smoke crowned the crest of one tower. A detonation thundered. Shrieks of pain were heard in the throngs closely pressed. The first cannonshot had been fired by the royalists, the first blood shed.
The battle between people and Bastile was begun.
An instant previously menacing, the multitudes felt something like terror. By defending itself with so little of its weapons the Bastile seemed impregnable. In this period of concession the majority had no doubt supposed that they would always have their way.
That was a mistake: this cannonshot fired into them gave the measure of the Titanic work they had undertaken.
A firing of muskets, well aimed, from the platform, immediately followed.
The fresh silence was broken by renewed screams, groans and a few complaints. But nobody thought to flee, and had the thought struck any one, he must have been ashamed seeing the numbers.
Indeed all the thoroughfares were streams of human beings: the square an immense sea, with each billow a human head; the eyes flamed and the mouths hurled curses.
In a trice all the windows on the square were filled with sharpshooters who fired, though out of range. If a soldier appeared at a loophole or an embrasure, a hundred barrels were leveled at him, and the hail of bullets chipped away the edge of the stone angle shielding him.
But soon they were tired of firing at insensible stone: they wanted the flesh to aim at, and to see the blood spirt.
Everybody shouted ideas of an assault. Billet, weary of listening, caught up an ax from a carpenter's hand, and rushed forward, in the midst of a shower of missiles, striking down the men around him like a scythe lays the grain, till he reached a small guardhouse before the first drawbridge. While the grapeshot was hurling and whistling about him, he hacked at the chains till down came the bridge.
During the quarter of an hour that this insane enterprise went on, the lookers-on held their breath. At each volley they expected to see their champion laid low. Forgetting their own danger, they thought solely of that the audacious worker ran. When the drop came down,they uttered a loud whoop and dashed into the first yard.
The rush was so unexpected, rapid and impetuous that no resistance was made.
The frenziedly joyful cheers announced the first advantage to Launay. Nobody noticed that a man had been mangled under the bridge.
Then, as if at the depth of a cavern, the four guns, pointed out to Billet by the governor, were shot off with a dreadful crash and all the outer yard was swept clear. The iron hurricane cleft a long swath of blood through the mass; on the path lay ten or twelve dead and double as many wounded.
Billet had stood on the guardhouse roof to reach the chain well up; he slid down where he found Pitou, who had reached the spot he knew not how. The young man had a quick eye, a poacher's habit. He had seen the gunners step up to the touchhole with the lighted matches, and seizing his patron by the coat, he had pulled him back behind a corner of the wall which sheltered both from the cannonade.
From this period on, the war was real. The tumult was alarming; the onslaught murderous; ten thousand gunshots poured upon the fort at risk of slaying the assaulters with the garrison. To cap all, a field-piece brought up by the French Guardsmen, added its boom to the cracking of small arms.
The frightful uproar intoxicated the amateur fighters and began to daunt the besieged who felt that they could never raise a commotion equal to this deafening them. The officers saw that their soldiers were weakening: they had to snatch their muskets from them and fire themselves.
At this juncture, amid the roar of great guns and smaller ones, and the shouting, as the mob were rushing forward to carry away the injured and dead on litters, a little body of citizens appeared calm and unarmed at the yard entrance. It was a deputation of electors from the City Hall. They were sacrificing life under protection merely of the white flag before and after them to indicate they came to parley.
Wishing to stop the effusion of blood, after hearing that the attack had commenced, they forced Flesselles to renew negotiations with the governor. In the name of the city, they summoned the governor of the citadel to cease firing, and to receive in the place a hundred of the town guards to guarantee his safety, the garrison's and the inhabitants.
The deputies called this out as they marched along. Frightened by the magnitude of the task they had set themselves, the people were ready to accept the proposal, seeing, too, the dead and wounded carried by. If Launay accepted the partial defeat they would be content with a half-victory.
At sight of them, the inner-yard firing ceased; they were beckoned to approach and they scrambled over the corpses, slipped in gore and held their hands out to the maimed. Under their shelter the others grouped. The injured and lifeless were borne out, streaking the marble flags with broad purple stains.
Firing ceasing on the fort side, Billet went out to get his party to refrain. At the doors he met Gonchon, without arms, exposing his naked breast like a man inspired, calm as though invulnerable.
"What has become of the deputation?" he inquired.
"It has got in," replied Billet. "Cease firing."
"It is useless; he will not give in," said the beggar leader, with the same certainty as if he had been gifted with reading the future.
"No matter; respect the usages of war, since we have become soldiers."
"I do not mind," said Gonchon; "Elie, Hullin, go," he said to two men who seemed to rule the crowd together with him: "Do not let a shot be fired till I say so."
At the voice the two darted away, cleaving the throng, and soon the sound of the musketry dying away, stopped entirely.
During the short rest the wounded were attended to; they were upwards of forty. Two o'clock struck: they had been hammering away two hours, from noon. Billet had returned to the front where Gonchon found him. His impatience was visible as he watched the iron grating.
"What is wrong?" asked the farmer.
"All is lost if the Bastile is not taken in two hours," was the beggar's reply.
"How so?"
"Because the royal court will learn what we are at. It will send us Bezenval's Switzers and Lambesq's heavies, who will help catch us between three fires."
Billet was forced to confess the truth in the prospect. At length the deputies appeared: by their woe-begone aspect it was clear their errand had failed.
"What did I tell you?" cried the popular orator, gladly; "What was foretold by Balsamo and Cagliostro will come to pass. The accursed fortress is doomed. To arms, boys, to arms," he yelled without waiting for the deputies to relate their doings, "the commandment refuses."
In fact, scarcely had the governor read Flesselles' letter introducing the party than he brightened up in the face and exclaimed, instead of yielding to the proposition:
"You Parisian gentlemen wanted the fight and it is too late to draw back."
The citizens had protested and persisted in picturing the horrors which the defense would entail. But he would heed nothing and finishing by saying to them what he had told Billet a couple of hours anteriorly:
"Begone or I will have you shot."
The citizens were glad to get out of it.
Launay took the offensive this time. He was wild with impatience. Before the deputation crossed the threshold, the Sackbut of Marshal Saxe played its tune: three men fell—one dead and two wounded, the latter being a French guardsman and the other one of the flag-of-truce bearers. At sight of this victim, whose errand made him sacred, carried away smothered in blood, the fury of the numbers was exalted once more.
Gonchon's aid-de-camps had returned to take their places by his side; but each had run home to change his dress. Elie had been the Marquis Conflans' running-footman and his livery resembled a Hungarian officer's uniform. Elie put on the uniform he had worn when an officer of the Queen's own Regiment, and this gave more confidence to the masses with the thought that the army was on their side.
The firing recommenced more fiercely than before.
At this Major Losme approached his superior. He was a brave and honorable soldier, but he had some manhood left him and he saw with pain what had happened and foresaw with more pain what would occur.
"You know we have no food," he said.
"I know that," answered Launay.
"And we have no order to hold out."
"I ask your pardon, Military Governor of the Bastile, but I am the governor of it in all respects; my order is to shut the doors and I hold the keys."
"My lord, keys are to open locks as well as fasten them. Have a care that you do not get the garrison massacred without saving the castle. That will be two triumphs for the revolters in one day. Look at the men we kill—they spring up again from the pavement. This morning only three thousand were there: three hours ago, there were six. Now they are over sixty thousand and to-morrow they will number a hundred thousand. When our cannon are silenced, and that will be the upshot, they will be strong enough to pull down the Bastile with their bare hands."
"You do not speak like the military governor of the Bastile, Major Losme."
"I speak like a Frenchman, my lord. I say that his Majesty having given us no special order—and the Provost of the Traders having made us a very acceptable proposition, to introduce a hundred Civil Guards into the castle—you might avoid the misery I foresee by acceding to Provost Flesselles' proposition."
"In your opinion, the City of Paris is a power we ought to obey?"
"Yes, in the absence of special royal order."
"Then, read, Major Losme," said the prison chief, leading his lieutenant aside into a corner.
On the small sheet of paper which he let him read, was written:
"Hold out firmly: I will amuse the Parisians with Cockades and promises. Before day is done, Bezenval will send you reinforcements.
FLESSELLES."
"How did this advice reach you?" inquired the major.
"In the letter the deputies carried. They thought they were bearing a desire for the Bastile to be surrendered, and it was the order to defend it that they handed me."
The major bent his head.
"Go to your post and do not quit it till I command you sir," continued Launay. Losme obeying, he coldly folded up the paper, replaced it in his pocket, and went over to the cannoniers to advise them to aim true and fire low. They obeyed like the major.
But the fortalice's fate was settled. No human power could delay the accomplishment.
To every cannonshot the reply was "We mean to have the Bastile!"
While voices claimed it, arms were not idle.
Pitou's and Billet's arms and voices were among those asking most energetically and working most efficaciously.
Each worked according to his character. Courageous and confident as the bulldog, Billet had run at the enemy, heedless of shot and steel. Pitou, prudent and circumspect as the fox, endowed to the highest degree with self-preservation, utilized all his faculties to watch danger and anticipate it. His sight knew the most deadly embrasures, and distinguished the least move of the bronze tube to enter it. He could guess the exact moment when the rampart-gun was about to fire through the portcullis. His eyes having done their office, he made his limbs work for their owner.
Down went his shoulders and in went his chest, so that his frame offered no more surface than a board seen edgewise.
In these moments, of the filling-out Pitou, thin only in the legs, nothing remained but the geometrical expression of a straight line.
He chose a spot where the masonry shaped out cavities and projections so that his head was shielded by a stone, his heart by another and his knees by still another slab. Nowhere could a mortal wound be got in on him.
He fired a shot now and then, to relieve his feelings and because Billet told him to "blaze away." But he had nothing but wood and stone before him.
For his part he kept begging his friend not to expose himself to the firing. "There goes the Sackbut," or "I hear a hammer coming down."
Despite these injunctions the farmer executed prodigies of daring and energy, all in pure waste, till the idea struck him to go along the woodwork of the bridge and chop the chains of the second one, as he had done with the first.
Ange howled for him to stay and seeing that howls were useless, he followed him, from cover, saying
"Dear Master Billet, your wife will be a widow if you get killed."
The Swiss thrust their guns through the loopholes by which the Sackbut was fired to try to pick off the daring fellow who was making the chips fly off their bridge.
Billet called on his single gun to answer the Sackbut, but when the latter fired, the other artillerists retreated and the farmer was left alone to serve the cannon. This again drew Pitou out of his refuge.
"Master," he sued, "in the name of Catherine! think if you are done for, that Catherine will be an orphan."
Billet yielded to his plea, and because he had a new idea.
He ran out on the square, holloaing.
"A cart!"
"Two carts," added Pitou, "thinking you cannot have too much of a good thing."
Ten carts were immediately trundled through the multitude.
"Dry hay and straw!" shouted Billet.
"Straw and hay," repeated Pitou.
Like a flash, two hundred men brought each a truss of straw or half a bale of hay. Others brought dry fodder on litters. They were obliged to call out that they had ten times more than was wanted. In an hour they would have smothered the Bastile.
Billet put himself in the rails of a bush-cart, laden with hay, and pushed it before him instead of dragging it.
Pitou did the same with another, without knowing why but thinking the farmer's example was worthy of imitation.
Elie and Hullin guessed what the farmer proposed; they supplied themselves with carts and pushed them into the prison yard.
Scarcely did they enter than small shot and canister received them but the hay and straw deadened the bullets and slugs and only a few rattled on the wheels and shafts. None of the assailants were touched.
As soon as this discharge was fired, two or three hundred musketmen dashed on behind the cart-pushers and lodged under the sloping shed of the bridge itself, under cover of the moving breastwork.
There Billet pulled out a scrap of paper, and flint and steel; he wrapped up a pinch of gunpowder in the paper, struck a light and ignited it and shoved the flaring piece into the heap of hay. Others took lighted wisps and scattered the flames. It caught the pentroof and the four blazing carts set fire to beams high up and sneaked along the bridge supports.
To put out the fire the garrison would have to come out and to show oneself was to court death.
The glad cheer, started in the yard, was caught up on the square where the smoke was seen above the towers. Something fatal to the besieged was surmised to be going on.
Indeed the redhot chains drew out and snapped from the ringbolts. The half-broken bridge fell, smoking and sending up sparks.
The firemen came up with their engines, but the governor ordered them to be fired upon though the prison might be thus burned over the garrison's heads.
The old French soldiers refused. The Swiss were willing, but as they were not artillerists they could not work the carriage-guns. These had to be abandoned.
On the other side, seeing that the cannonade ceased, the French Guards resumed their field-piece work and with the third ball sent the portcullis flying.
The governor had gone upon the tower to see if the promised succor was arriving when he suddenly found himself enwrapped in smoke. He ran downstairs and ordered the gunners to keep up the firing. The refusal of the French Veterans exasperated him.
On hearing the portcullis smashed in, he recognized that all was lost.
He was fully aware that he was hated. He guessed that there was no safety for him. During the whole of the action, he had cherished the thought of burying himself under the ruins of his castle.
As soon as he acknowledged that all resistance was useless, he snatched a lintstock from an artillerist and precipitated himself towards the powder magazine.
"The powder, the powder!" shrieked twenty terrified voices.
On seeing the governor with the burning match they divined his intention. Two soldiers crossed their bayonets before his breast at the very instant when he opened the ammunition-storeroom door.
"You may kill me," he said, "but you cannot do that so quickly that I shall not have had time to toss this brand into one of the open kegs. Then, all of us, besieged and besiegers, go up!"
The soldiers stopped with the steel at his breast, but he was still their commander and commanded, for he held the lives of all in his hands. His movement rivetted everybody to their place.
The assailants perceived that something extraordinary was going on. They peered into the yard and saw the governor threatening and being threatened.
"Hark to me," said he, "as true as I have death in my grasp for all of you, I will fire the powder if one of you dare step within this yard."
The hearers might fancy the earth quaked beneath their feet.
"What do you want?" several voices gasped with the accent of a panic.
"An honorable capitulation."
As the assailants could not fully comprehend the extent of Launay's despair and did not believe his speech, they began to enter, Billet at the head. But he suddenly turned pale and trembled, for he had thought of Dr. Gilbert. It little mattered to the farmer whether the Bastile was torn down or blown up; but at any price the arch-revolutionist must live, the pupil of Balsamo, his successor, perhaps, at the head of the Invisibles.
"Stop," shouted Billet, "for the sake of the prisoners!"
Elie and Hullin, and their men, who had not shrank from death on their own behalf, recoiled, white and trembling like he had.
"What do you want?" they demanded of the governor, renewing the question his garrison had put to him.
"Everybody must retire," replied Count Launay. "I will listen to no proposition while there is an intruder inside the Bastile walls."
"But you will take advantage of our withdrawal to repair damages," remonstrated Billet.
"If the capitulation be refused, you will find things in the same condition; you there, I at this door, on the faith of a nobleman!"
Some shook their heads.
"Is there any here who doubt a nobleman?" questioned the count.
"No, no, nobody," rejoined five hundred voices.
"Bring me pen, ink and paper," continued the governor. "That is well," he went on as his orders were executed. "Now, retire!" he said to the assaulters.
Billet, Elie and Hullin set the example, and all followed them.
Launay laid the match by his side and began to write the terms of surrender on his knee. The French Veterans and the Swiss, aware that their safety was at stake, silently looked at him in superstitious terror. When he turned, before writing the document out fair, all the yards were clear.
In a twinkling all the concourse outside had learnt what was proceeding. As Losme had said, it was the population which issued from beneath the flagstones and pavement. Not only workmen and beggars, the homeless and the imperfectly clad, but citizens of the better classes. Not only men but women and children. Each had a weapon and uttered a war-cry.
From spot to spot, amid groups, was seen a woman, disheveled, wringing her hands and waving her arms, howling curses at the giant of stone: it was a mother, a wife or a sweetheart whose dearest one had been incarcerated in its flanks.
But since a short space the giant had ceased to vomit flame and scowl in the smoke; the fire was extinct and the whole mute as a tomb. On the blackened walls the bullet grazes stood out white and were above count; everybody had wanted to leave his mark on the granite brow of his personification of tyranny.
They could hardly believe that the Bastile was about to be turned over to them; that its governor would surrender.
In the midst of this general doubt, as none ventured to congratulate another, and all waited in silence, a letter stuck on a spearpoint was seen thrust through a loophole.
Between the despatch and the besiegers was the great moat deep and wide and full of water.
Billet called for a plank, but three were too short, and the fourth, while long enough, was ill adjusted. Still he balanced himself as well as he could and unhesitatingly risked himself on the bending bridge.
All in dumbness fixed their eyes on the man who seemed suspended over the stagnant water, while Pitou, quivering, sat on the brink and hid his face.
All of a sudden, when Billet was two-thirds over, the plank shifted, and throwing up his arms he fell in the moat where he sank out of sight.
Pitou uttered a roar and dived after his master like a Newfoundland dog.
A man went right out on the plank, without hesitation, choosing the same road as Billet: it was Stanislas Maillard, the prison clerk. On reaching the point beneath which he saw two men struggling, he looked, but seeing that they could swim ashore, he continued his way.
In half a minute he was across and took the letter off the pike.
With the same tranquil nerve and steadiness of gait, he passed back over the plank.
But at the very second when all crowded round him to read the message, a hail of bullets rained down from the battlements at the same time as a tremendous report was heard.
From all breasts a cry arose, one announcing that the people meant to have revenge.
"Trust the tyrants again," said Gonchon.
Nobody cared any more about capitulations, the powder, the prisoners or himself—nothing was wanted but retaliation and the besiegers strewed into the yards not by hundreds but by thousands. The only thing preventing them entering still faster was not the muskets but the narrowness of the doorways.
On hearing the firing, the two soldiers who had not gone away from their commander, jumped at him and a third set his foot on the slow-match, and crushed it out. Launay drew the sword hidden in his cane and tried to stab with it but it was wrenched off from him and broken, while in his grip.
He was convinced that he could do no more, and he waited for his doom.
The mobs rushing in met the soldiers, holding out their hands to them—and so the Bastile was not taken under a surrender but by assault.
This came from the royal castle having ceased to enclose inert matter: latterly the King had shut up human brain there and the spirit had burst the vessel.
The people entered at the breach.
As for the treacherous volley fired in the midst of silence during the suspension of hostilities, and unforeseen, impolitic and deadly aggression, it will never be known who gave the order, inspired it and accomplished it.
There are moments when the future of a nation is exactly poised in the scales of Fate. One of the plates bears up the other, even while each party thinks his side will make the other kick the beam. An invisible hand has flung into the dish a dagger or a pistol and all changes. The only cry heard is:
"Woe to the vanquished!"
CHAPTER XIII.
DOWN IN THE DUNGEONS.
While the multitude poured, roaring with delight and anger at the same time, into the yards of the prison, two men were floundering in the ditch: Billet and Pitou. The latter was keeping up the other whom no bullet or blow had struck, but the fall had a trifle stunned him. Ropes were thrown to them and poles thrust down.
In five minutes they were rescued, and were hugged and carried in triumph, muddy though they were.
One gave Billet a drink of brandy, another crammed the younger peasant with bread and sausage. A third dried them off and led them into the sunshine.
Suddenly an idea or rather a memory crossed the good farmer's mind: he tore himself from the friendly arms and ran towards the fort.
"The prisoners, help the prisoners!" he shouted.
"Yes, the prisoners," repeated Pitou, darting into the tower after his leader.
Only thinking of the jailers, the mob now shuddered on remembering the captives. The cries were reiterated. A fresh flood of assailants burst any remaining barriers and seemed to enlarge the flanks of the prison to expand it with liberty.
A frightful scene was presented to Billet and his friend. The mob crowded into the court, enraged, drunken and furious. The first soldier falling under hand was torn to pieces.
Gonchon looked on quietly, no doubt thinking that popular wrath is like a great river, doing more mischief if one tries to dam it than if letting it make its course. On the contrary, Elie and Hullin leaped in between defenders and attackers; they prayed and supplicated, vociferating the holy lie that the soldiers were promised their lives.
Billet and Pitou's arrival was reinforcement to them.
Billet whom they were revenging, was alive; not even hurt; the plank had swerved underfoot and he was clear with a mud bath, that was all.
The Swiss were most detested: but they were not to be found. They had time to put on overalls and smockfrocks of dull linen, and they passed off as servants.
With sledges the invaders broke the captive images on the clock face. They raced up to the turret tops to kick the cannon which had belched death on them. They laid hands on the stones and endeavored to dislodge them.
When the first of the conquerors were seen on the battlements, all without, below, a hundred thousand or so, cast up an immense clamor.
It spread over Paris, and flew over France like a swiftwinged eagle:
"The Bastile is taken!"
At this news, hearts melted, eyes were moist with tears of gladness, and hands clasped; no longer were there opposition parties or inimical castes, for all Parisians understood that they were brothers and all men that they were free.
A million of men mutually embraced.
Billet and Pitou wanted no part in the rejoicing, they sought the liberation of the prisoners.
Traversing Government yard, they passed near a man in grey clothes, calmly leaning on a gold-headed cane: it was the governor, quietly waiting for his friends to save him or his foes to lay him low.
Billet recognized him at sight, and uttered an outcry. He walked straight up to him. Launay knew him again, also; but folded his arms and looked at Billet as much as to say:
"Is it you who will deal me the first stab?"
"If I speak to him," thought the farmer, "they will know him, and then he will be killed."
Yet how would he find Dr. Gilbert in this chaos? how wrest from the Bastile the grim secret enshrouded in its womb? Launay understood all this heroic hesitation and scruple.
"What do you want?" asked he, in an undertone.
"Nothing," rejoined Billet, pointing out that the doorways are doorless all the way to the street, "nothing; but I should like to find Dr. Gilbert."
"No. Three, Bertaudiere Tower," replied the count in a gentle voice, almost softened, but he would not flee.
At this juncture a voice behind Billet pronounced these words:
"Halloa, here is the governor!"
The voice was as emotionless as though spoken by no being of this world but every syllable was a dagger-blade cruelly dug into Launay's bosom. The voice was Gonchon's.
At the denunciation, as if from an alarm bell ringing, all the men athirst for vengeance, started and turned their flaring eyes on Launay at whom they flung themselves.
"He is lost, unless we can save him," said Billet to Elie and Hullin.
"Help us," they answered.
"I must stay here, as I have a task to do."
In a flash, Launay was taken up by numerous hands and carried out.
Elie and his comrade hurried after, calling: "Stop, he was promised his life for surrendering."
This was not true, but the sublime falsehood rushed from both of the noble hearts. In a second the governor, followed by the pair, disappeared in the corridor opening on the square, amid shouts:
"Take him to the City Hall!"
As a living prey Launay was in the eyes of most equal to the dead prey, the prison, overrun.
Strange was the sight of this sad and silent edifice, for four centuries threaded solely by the warden and his turnkeys, become the strolling ground of any tatterdemalion: the crowd roamed over the garden, up and down the stairs, buzzing like a swarm of bees, and filling the granite hive with bustle and uproar.
Billet for an instant watched Launay, carried rather than dragged, seeming to hover over the multitude. But he was gone in a space. Billet sighed and looking round him and seeing Pitou, said as he darted towards a tower:
"The Third Bertaudiere."
A trembling jailer was in the way.
"Here you are, captain," he answered: "but I have not the keys, they were taken from me."
"Brother, lend me your ax," said Billet of a neighbor.
"I give it you, for it is not wanted now we have taken the old den."
Grasping the weapon, Billet dashed into a stairway, conducted by the warder. The latter stopped before a door.
"This is No. Three, Bertaudiere Tower," said he.
"Is the prisoner here, Dr. Gilbert?"
"Don't know the names."
"Only put here a few days ago?"
"Don't know."
"Well, I shall," rejoined the farmer, attacking the door with the ax.
It was of oak, but the splinters flew freely under the chops of the vigorous yeoman. In a short time one could peep into the room. Billet looked in at the cleft. In the beam of light from a grated window in the yard a man was visible in the cell, standing a little back, holding one of his bedslates, he was in the attitude of defense, ready to knock down any one intruding.
Spite of his long beard, pale face and his hair being close cropped, Billet recognized Gilbert.
"Doctor, doctor, is it you? It is Billet who calls, your friend."
"Are you here, Billet, here?"
"Yes, yes, that's Billet, right here!" shouted the crowd; "we are here, in the Bastile, for we have taken it. You are free!"
"The Bastile is taken and I am free?" repeated the doctor.
Running both hands through the bars of the door he shook it so forcibly that the hinges and lock-bolt seemed likely to shoot out of the pockets. One of the split panels, shattered by Billet, fell clean out and was left in the prisoner's hands.
"Wait, wait," said the rescuer, seeing that such another exertion would exhaust the man's powers, too much excited; "wait."
He redoubled his blows. Through the gap the prisoner could be seen, fallen on his stool, pale as a sceptre and incapable of moving the broken beam again with which he had tried like a Samson to shake the Bastile down.
"Billet," he kept on saying.
"And me with him, doctor, poor Pitou, whom you must remember from having placed me for board and lodging at Aunt Angelique's—I came along to get you out."
"But I cannot get through that crack," objected the prisoner.
"We will widen it," cried the bystanders.
In a common effort each brought his effort to bear: while one inserted a crowbar between the wall and the door-jamb, another got a purchase on the lock with the lever, and others put their shoulders to the woodwork; the oak gave a last crack, and the stones scaled off, so that by the removed door and the crumbling stone, the torrent plunged within the prison.
Gilbert was soon in the arms of his friends.
Gilbert, who was a little peasant boy on the Taverney estate, where he conceived an undying and life-long passion for his master's daughter Andrea, was now a man of thirty-five. Philip of Taverney, who tried to kill him in a cave in the Azores Islands because he had accomplished the love-design of his existence in giving Andrea the title of mother to little Sebastian Gilbert, would not recognize him he left bathed in blood. Pale without sickliness, with black hair and steady though animated eyes, one could tell that he, like his teacher Balsamo-Cagliostro, was endowed with the power of magnetism. As he could now mesmerize Andrea, he could mentally master most men.
When his gaze was idle, it did not wander in vacancy but retired into his meditations and became the gloomier and deeper.
His nose was straight, coming down from the brow in a direct line: it surmounted a disdainful lip, showing the dazzling enamel of his teeth.
Commonly he was clad with Quaker-like simplicity; but it approached elegance from its extreme primness. His stature, above the middle height, was well formed; and we have seen how strong he could be when he roused all his nervous force.
Although a week in jail, he had taken the usual care of himself. Though his beard had grown long, it was combed out and set off his clear skin, indicating by its length, not his neglect but the refusal of a razor or a shave.
After thanking Billet and Pitou, he turned to the crowd in the cell. As if he recovered all his command in a twinkling, he said:
"Then the long looked-for day has come! I thank you, all my friends, and I thank the Eternal Spirit which watches over the liberty of peoples."
He held out his hands, but they shrank from touching them, so lofty was his glance, and his voice so dignified as of a superior man.
Leaving the dungeon, he walked out before them all, leaning on the farmer and the country boy.
After Gilbert's first impulse of gratitude and friendship, a second had established the first distance between him and the subordinates.
At the door, Gilbert stopped, dazzled by the sunshine.
He stopped, folded his arms, and said as he gazed upwards:
"Hail, beautiful Liberty! I saw you spring into life in the New World, and we are old friends and battlefield comrades. Hail!"
The smile he wore showed that the cheers of a free people were not a novelty to him.
"Billet," he said, after collecting his thoughts, "Have the people overcome despotism?"
"They have."
"And you came to liberate me? how did you know of my arrest?"
"Your son told me this morning."
"Poor Emile-Sebastian! have you seen him? is he at peace in the school?"
"I left him being carried to the sick ward as he had a fit. He was wild because we would not let him have a share in the fighting to get you out."
The physician smiled, for the boy was his hope, and had borne himself as he hoped.
"I said that as you were in the Bastile we would have to take the Bastile," went on the farmer, "and now we have taken it. But that is not all: the casket is stolen which you entrusted to me."
"Stolen by whom?"
"By men wearing black, who broke into the house under guise of seizing the pamphlet which you sent me; locking me up in a room, they searched the whole house and found the casket."
"Yesterday? then there is a coincidence between my arrest and this purloining. The same person caused this arrest and abstraction. I must know whom. Where are the books of the jail?" demanded the doctor, turning round to the jailer who kept close.
"In Government yard," replied he. "Oh, master, let me go with you or say a good word to these gentlemen who will otherwise knock me about."
"Just so," replied Gilbert; "Friends, I want you not to do any harm to this poor fellow who only did his duty in opening doors and locking them; he was always gentle with the prisoners."
"Good," cried the voices all round, as they surrounded him in respect mingled with curiosity; "he need not be scared, but can come along."
"Thank you, sir," said the jailer; "but we had better make haste, for they are burning the papers."
"Then there is not an instant to be lost," cried the physician. "To the Archives."
He darted off towards the office, drawing the mob with him, at the head of which still marched Billet and Pitou.
CHAPTER XIV.
THE TRIANGLE OF LIBERTY.
At the door of the Register Hall they had made a bonfire of the documents.
One of the first feelings of the masses after a victory is for destruction, unfortunately. The memorials of the prison were turned out of the large room, where the records of all the prisoners since a hundred years back were kept higgledy piggledy. The mob shut up the papers with anger, seeming to think that they gave the prisoners freedom by annulling the warrants.
Gilbert, assisted by Pitou, looked at the registers, but the present year's was missing. Though a calm and cool man, the doctor stamped his foot with impatience while he turned blanched.
At this Pitou spied a boy, such a little hero as always pops up in the reign of King Mob, who was carrying on his head the volume to throw it into the fire. With his long legs he soon overtook him. It was the register for 1789. The deal did not take long, for Ange announced himself as one who had captured the place and explained that a prisoner wanted the book. The boy gave it up with the comforting remark that there were lots more where it came from.
Pitou opened the book and on the last page he saw the entry:
"This day, ninth of July, 1789, enters Dr. Gilbert, a most dangerous writer of public matters and philosophy: keep in solitary confinement."
He carried the register to the physician. It was of course what he sought. Looking whence the order emanated, he exclaimed:
"The warrant to arrest me signed by my friend Necker? then there must be some trick played on him."
"Necker your friend?" ejaculated the crowd, for the name had great influence over them.
"Yes, my friend, and I upheld him. I am convinced that he is ignorant of my being in prison. But I will go and find him, and——"
"He is not at Versailles," said Billet, "but at Brussels; he is exiled."
"His daughter lives in the country out by St. Ouen," suggested one of the throng, whom Gilbert thanked without seeing who it was.
"Friends," he said, "in the name of history, who will find the condemnation of tyranny in these papers, cease such devastation, I entreat you. Demolish the Bastile, stone by stone, till not a trace remains, but respect documents and books, for the light of the future is in them."
The multitude had scarce heard the rebuke than its high intelligence gauged he was correct.
"The doctor is right," cried a hundred voices; "no more spoiling. Let us take these papers to the City Hall."
A fireman who had brought a small hand-engine into the fort, with half a dozen comrades, directed the horse-butt at the fire which was about to repeat a conflagration of books like that of Alexandria, and they put it out.
"At whose request were you arrested?" inquired the farmer.
"Just what I was looking for but the name is blank. I shall learn," he added after brief meditation.
Tearing out the leaf concerning himself, he folded it up and pocketed it.
"Let us be off, friends," said he, "we have no farther business here."
"It is easier to say, let us go, than manage it," remarked the countryman.
Indeed, the concourse, entering the Castle by all openings, choked up the doorways. They had liberated eight prisoners, including Gilbert. Four excited no interest; they had been locked up on a charge of forging a bank draft, without any evidence, which leads to the premise that it was a false charge; they had been in jail only two years. The next was Count Solange, a man of thirty, who was in rapture: he hugged his liberators, exalted their victory and related his captivity.
Arrested in 1782, and shut up in Vincennes Castle on a blank warrant obtained by his father, he had been transferred to the Bastile, where he remained five years without having seen a magistrate or being examined once: his father had died two years back, and nobody asked after him. Had not the Bastile been captured, he would probably have died there unasked for.
White was another wretch; he was sixty years old and jabbered incoherent words with a foreign accent. To the many questions he replied that he was ignorant how long he had been detained and for what cause. He remembered he was a kinsman of Chief of Police Sartines. A turnkey recalled having seen Lord Sartines enter White's cell and force him to sign a power of attorney. But the prisoner had utterly forgotten the incident.
Tavernier was the oldest of all. He had been ten years imprisoned in another states prison before coming to the Bastile for thirty years; he was in his ninetieth year, white in beard and hair; his eyes were so used to the gloom that he could not bear the light. When they broke open his dungeon, he did not understand what they wanted to do. When they spoke of liberty, he shook his head. When finally they said the Bastile was taken by the people, he cried:
"What will Louis XV. say?"
White was crazed, but Tavernier was an idiot.
The delight of the rest was terrible to view, so close was it to alarm; it called for vengeance.
Two or three were almost ready to expire, amid the hubbub of thousands of voices, having never heard two speaking at the same time while in the prison. They had become accustomed to the slow and odd sounds of wood cracking with dampness, or the death-watch cricket, or the spider weaving its web, or the frightened rat gnawing his Majesty's prisonwalls.
As Gilbert appeared, the resolution was unanimously adopted that the rescued ones should be carried in triumph through the town.
Gilbert wished to elude this ovation but he could not do so, as he was recognized as well as Billet and his comrade.
"To the City Hall!" shouted everybody, and Gilbert was taken up on the shoulders of twenty fellows. In vain did Gilbert resist, and Billet and Pitou shower punches and cuffs on their brothers-in-arms; joy and enthusiasm had made the people's hide tough. Fisticuffs, digs with the elbow or thrusts with musket butts, all seemed soft as strokings and only enhanced their glee.
A spear was stuck in a table and Gilbert placed on it to be carried. Thus he was above the level of the sea of heads, undulating from the Bastile to St. John's Arcade, a stormy sea which transported the delivered captives amid billows crested with bloody swords, bayonets and pikes.
At the same time another sea roiled terribly and irresistibly, a group closely serried around the prisoner Launay.
Around him the shouts were as loud and hearty as for the liberated prisoners, but they were of death not of triumph.
Gilbert, from his elevated stand, did not lose an incident of the horrible occurrence. Alone, among all his fellow captives, he enjoyed the fulness of his faculties, because five days' imprisonment was but a black speck in his career. His eye had not had time to be dimmed by the Bastile's darkness.
Usually fighting makes men hardhearted only during the action. Men coming out of the fire with their own lives intact, feel kindly towards their foes.
But in great popular uprisings, such as France had seen many from the Jacquerie or Peasants' Outbreak in 1358, those whom fear kept in the rear during the conflict, but were irritated by the turbulence, are ferocious cowards who seek after the victory to redden their hands in the blood of those they dared not face in the combat. They take their share in the reprisal.
Since he was dragged out of his castle the march of the governor was a dolorous one.
Elie, protected by his uniform and the part he had taken in the assault, marched at the head, having taken Launay's life under his special care: he was admired for the manner in which he had borne himself. On his swordpoint he carried the letter which Launay had passed out of the prison loophole to be taken by Maillard. After him came the Tax-Commissioners Guards, carrying the keys of the royal fortress; then, Maillard, bearing the Bastile flag; then, a young man who bore on a pike the Bastile's rules and regulations, an odious rescript by virtue of which many a tear had been made to flow.
Lastly came the governor, protected by Hullin and three or four others, but almost covered in with shaking fists, flourished blades and brandished pikeheads.
Beside this column, almost parallel, rolling up St. Antoine Street, leading from the main avenue to the River Seine, was to be distinguished another, no less awful and menacing, dragging Major Losme, whom we saw struggle against his superior for a space but succumb under the determination to resist to the last.
He was a kind, good and brave man who had alleviated many miseries within the jail, but the general public did not know this. On account of his showy uniform many took him to be the governor. The latter, clothed in grey, having torn off the embroidery and the St. Louis scarf, was shielded by some doubt from those who did not recognize him.
This was the spectacle which Gilbert beheld with his gloomy, profound and observant glance, amid the dangers foreseen by his powerful organization.
On leaving the Bastile, Hullin had rallied his own friends the surest and most devoted, the most valiant soldiers of the day; these four or five tried to second his generous design of shielding the governor. Impartial history had preserved the names of three: Arne, Chollat and Lepine.
These four, with Hullin and Maillard in advance, attempted to defend the life for which a hundred thousand were clamoring.
A few French Grenadiers, whose uniform had become popular within three days, clustered round them. They were venerated by the mob.
As long as his generous defenders could do it they beat off the blows aimed at Count Launay; but he could not evade the hooting, the insults and the curses.
At Jouy Street corner, all the grenadiers had been brushed aside. Not the crowd's excitement, but the calculation of murderers may have had something to do with this; Gilbert had seen them plucked away as beads are flipped off a string.
He foresaw by this that the victory would be tarnished by bloodshed; he tried to get off the table but iron hands held him to it. In his impotence he sent Billet and Pitou to the defense of the governor, and obeying his voice they made efforts to reach the threatened one. His protectors stood in strong need of reinforcement. Chollat, who had eaten nothing since the evening before, fell with exhaustion, though he tried to struggle on: had he not been assisted, he would have been trodden under foot. His falling out of line made a breach in the living wall.
A man darted in by this crevasse in the dyke and clubbing his musket, delivered a crushing blow at the governor's bared head.
Lepine saw the mace descending and had time to throw his arms around Launay and receive the blow on his own forehead. Stunned by the shock and blinded by the blood, he staggered back and when he recovered, he was twenty paces apart from the prisoner.
This was the moment when Billet fought his way up, towing Pitou after him, like a steamship-of-war bringing up a sailing man-of-war into action.
He noticed that what marked Launay out was his being without a hat: he snatched off his own and put it on the count's head.
The latter turned and recognized him.
"I thank you," he said, "but whatever you do you cannot save me."
"If I can get you inside the City Hall, I will answer for all," said Hullin.
"Yes, but can you do it?" said the victim.
"God helping us, we'll try it."
They might hope this as they reached the City Hall Square, It was packed with men with their arms bared to the pit, waving swords and spears. The rumor had run along that they were bringing the Bastile Governor and his major, and they were waiting for them like a pack of wolfhounds held back from breaking up the quarry.
As soon as they saw the party they rushed at it. Hullin saw that this was going to be the supreme peril and final struggle. If he could only get the governor up the steps and inside the building, he would save him.
"Help, Elie, and Millard, all men who hold our honor dear!" he shouted.
Elie and Maillard forged onward but the mob closed in behind them and they were isolated. The crowd saw the advantage it had won, and made a furious effort. Like a gigantic boa, it wound its coils round the knot: Billet was taken off his feet and swept away with Pitou, who stuck to him. The same whirlwind made Hullin reel on the steps where he fell. He rose but was forced down anew, and Launay fell with him this time.
He stayed down; up to the last he did not murmur or beg for mercy, but he cried in a hoarse voice:
"Do not at least keep me lingering, tigers that you are. Slay me outright."
Never had he issued an order executed more promptly than this prayer: in one instant, armed hands flourished round his stooped head. Fists and plunging blades were seen: and then a head severed from the trunk rose disgustingly on the tip of a pike; it had preserved its cold and scornful smile.
This was the first head lopped off by the Revolution.
Gilbert had foreseen the atrocity: he had tried again to dart to the rescue but a hundred hands held him down. He turned his head and sighed.
This head was lifted with its eyes glaring, up to the window where Flesselles stood, surrounded and supported by the electors—as if to bid him a last farewell. It would be hard to say which was the paler, his face or the corpses.
All at once a deafening uproar burst from where the headless body lay. In searching it, in the vest pocket, was found the note addressed to him by the Provost of the Traders, the one he had shown to Losme. It will be remembered as in these terms:
"Hold out firmly; I will amuse the Parisians with cockades and promises. Before day is done, Bezenval will send you reinforcements.
FLESSELLES."
A horrible yell of blasphemy rose from the pavement to the window where the writer stood. Without divining the cause, he understood the threat and threw himself back. But he had been seen and was known to be within; the rush for him was so universal that even the bearers of Dr. Gilbert left him to join the hunters.
Gilbert sought to enter with them to protect Flesselles. He had not run up three steps before he felt himself pulled back by the coatskirts. He turned to shake off the hand but saw they were of Billet and Pitou.
From the higher standpoint he overlooked the square.
"What is going on over there?" he inquired, pointing towards a spot of commotion.
"Come, doctor, come," said the two countrymen together.
"The butchers," said the doctor.
At that instant Major Losme fell, struck down by a hatchet; in their hatred the people confounded the persecutor of the prisoners with the merciful warden.
"Let us begone," said the physician, "for I begin to be ashamed that such murderers let me out."
"Do not say that, doctor," reproved Billet, "those who stormed the Bastile are not the cutthroats yonder."
As they descended the steps which he had mounted to try to help Flesselles, the throng which had flowed through the doorway, was hurled forth. In the midst of the battling gathering one man was struggling.
"Take him to the Palais Royal," vociferated the thousands.
"Yes, my friends, yes, my good friends, to the Palais Royal," gasped this wretch.
But the human inundation rolled towards the river as though it intended to drown him.
"Another they mean to murder," shouted Gilbert; "let us try to save him at any rate."
But he had hardly got the words out of his mouth before a pistol-shot resounded; Flesselles disappeared in the smoke.
Gilbert covered his eyes, cursing the multitude, great but unable to remain pure, and sullying the victory by a triple murder.
When he took his hands from his eyes, he beheld three heads on pike points: Flesselles', Launay's and Losme's. One rose on the City Hall steps, another in the mouth of Tixeranderie Street and the last in Pelletier Street, so that the trio formed a triangle. He remembered the sign in the Order of the Invisibles.
"Oh, Balsamo," he muttered, "is this the emblem of Liberty?"
And sighing, he fled up Vannerie Street, dragging Billet and Pitou with him.
CHAPTER XV.
THE YOUNG VISIONARY.
Meeting with a public conveyance, the doctor got into it with Billet and Pitou, and they went to Louis-the-Great College, where Sebastian was still in the sick ward.
The principal received the doctor with deep regard as he knew him to be the foremost pupil of the physicians and chemists, Cabanis and Condorcet.
He imparted his fears, as well to the doctor as to the parent of his pupil, that the boy was too much given to moody fits.
"You are right," said Gilbert, "gravity in a boy is a token of lunacy or weakness."
While Pitou was being refreshed in the principal's residence and Billet shared a bottle with the gentleman himself, the physician conferred with his son.
"I ask you about your health," said the father to the pallid, nervous youth, "and you answer that you are well. Now I ask you if your reserve towards your schoolfellows arises from pride and I hope you will answer, no."
"Be encouraged, father," said Sebastian, "It is neither pride nor ill health, but sorrow. I have a dream which frightens me and yet it is not a terror. When a little boy, I had such visions."
"Ah?"
"Two or three times I was lost in the woods, following this phantom."
Gilbert looked at the speaker in alarm.
"It was thus, father dear: I would be playing with the other children of the village when I saw nothing; but when I left them, I heard the rustle of a silk dress as if some one wearing it were going away from me; I would thrust out my hands to seize it but grasp nothing but air. But as the sound diminished, the vision appeared, more and more distinct. This cloudy vapor would gradually assume a human shape. It was a woman's, who glided rather than walked, and grew the more clear as it was buried in the woody depths.
"A strange, weird, irresistible spell drew me on in the woman's steps. I pursued her with extended arms, mute like she was. Often I tried to call her but my lips would not emit a sound; I pursued without ever overtaking, until the prodigy announcing her coming was reproduced for her departure. She became misty and faded away. Spent with weariness, I would drop on the sward, where she had disappeared. Pitou would find me there, sometimes not till the following day."
Gilbert looked at the youth with increasing disquiet. His fingers were fixed on his pulse. Sebastian seemed to understand his father's feelings.
"Do not be uneasy about it," said he; "I know that it is a phantasm."
"What did this woman look like?"
"Majestic as a queen."
"Have you seen her lately?"
"I have seen her here—that is, in the garden reserved for the teachers. I saw her glide from our grounds into that garden. And one day when Master Berardier, pleased with my composition, asked me to state a favor, I got leave to stroll in this garden. She appeared to me."
"Strange hallucination," thought Gilbert; "yet not so remarkable in the child of a mesmeric medium. Who do you think this woman is?"
"My mother."
Gilbert turned pale and clasped his hand to his heart as though to staunch a re-opening wound. "But this is all a dream and I am almost as crazed as you."
"It may be all a dream," said the youth with pensive eye, "but the reality of the dream exists. I have seen the lady alive, in a magnificent equipage drawn by four horses, in Satory Woods near Versailles, on the last holiday when we were taken out there. I nearly swooned on seeing her, I do not know why. For she could not be my mother, who is dead, and she is the same as the vision."
He remarked the giddiness of his father who ran his hand over his brow, and he was frightened by his white face.
"I see I am wrong to tell you such nonsense," he said.
"Oh, no, speak all you can on the subject and we shall try to cure you," responded the doctor.
"Why? I am born to musing: it takes up half my time. I love this ghost though it avoids me and seems sometimes to repulse me. Do not expel it: I should else be all alone when you are on your travels or return to America."
"I hope we shall not part," he said to his boy whom he embraced: "for I want to take you on my journeys."
"Was my mother fair?" inquired the youth.
"Very," was answered in the doctor's stifled voice.
"And did she love you as much as I do?" continued the child.
"Sebastian, never speak her name to me!" cried the physician, kissing him a last time and bounding out of the garden.
Instead of following him, the boy dropped on a bench, disconsolate.
In the yard Gilbert found Billet and Pitou, refreshed by the feast of the principal, to whom the doctor recommended special care of his son, and the three men got into the hack again.
CHAPTER XVI.
THE PHYSICIAN FOR THE STATE.
On the way back to Paris, Gilbert stopped at St. Ouen to see Necker's daughter. He had a suspicion that the financier had not gone to Brussels as everybody was led to think. Indeed, it was at Madam de Stael's country house that he was concealed, awaiting events. He made no difficulty in supplying his friend with a letter of introduction to the King.
Armed with this, the doctor, leaving Billet and Pitou in a pretty hotel of Paris where the farmer usually stayed, hurried to Versailles.
It was half past ten but Versailles could not sleep now. It was agitated about how the King would take the insult of the Bastile being captured. It was not a slap in the face like Mirabeau's refusal to obey the order of the King to vacate the Assembly-rooms, but a death-blow.
The palace and surrounding sites were packed with troops, but Gilbert managed to reach the Bulls-eye Chamber where Necker's letter passed him into the royal presence.
The doctor examined in silence the pilot given to France in stormy weather, whom he had not seen for many long years.
For the physiognomist who had studied under Lavater, the magnetiser who had read the future with Balsamo, the philosopher who had meditated with Rousseau, the traveler who had reviewed many peoples, all in this short, stout man signified degeneracy, impotence and ruin.
When Louis had read the introduction he dismissed all attendants with a wave of the hand not devoid of majesty.
"Is it true," said he, "that you are the author of the Memoirs on Administration and Politics, which much struck me? you are young for such a work?"
"I am thirty-two, but study and misfortune age a man; treat me as an old one."
"Why are you so slow to present yourself to me?"
"Because I had no need to speak to your Majesty what I could freely and easily write."
"But you ought to have been informed that I was kindly towards you," observed the monarch, suspiciously.
"Your Majesty alludes to my audacity in requesting him, in token of having read my work with gratification, to show a light in his own study window? I saw that, and was gladdened, but your Majesty offered a reward, and I want none."
"Any way you come like a true soldier when the action is on. But I am not used to meet those who do not haste when recompense is offered."
"I deserve none. Born a Frenchman, loving my land, jealous of its prosperity, confounding my individuality with that of its thirty millions of men, I work for them in toiling for myself. A selfish man deserves no recompense."
"Excuse me, you had another reason. You thought the state of events serious and held back——"
"For a more serious one? Your Majesty guesses correctly."
"I like frankness," said the King, reddening, for he was nervous. "So, you predicted ruin for the sovereign and you wanted to be out of the reach of the flying splinters."
"No, Sire, since I hasten towards the danger."
"You come fresh from Necker and you naturally speak like him. Where is he?"
"Ready at hand to obey your orders."
"All for the best, for I shall require him," returned Louis with a sigh. "In politics, nobody should sulk. A plan may be good and fail from accidents."
"Sire, your Majesty reasons admirably," said Gilbert, coming to his aid; "but the main thing now is to see into the future clearly; as a physician, I speak bluntly at crises."
"Do you attach much importance to the riot of yesterday?"
"It is not riot, but revolution."
"And would you have me treat with rebels and murderers? Their taking the Bastile by force was an act of rebellion; their slaying of Launay, Losme and Flesselles, murder."
"They should be held apart; those who stormed the Bastile were heroes; those who murdered those gentlemen, butchers."
"You are right, sir," said the King, his lips blanching after a transient blush and perspiration appearing on his brow. "You are indeed a physician, or rather a surgeon for you cut into the tender flesh. But let us return to the subject. You are Dr. Gilbert, who wrote those articles?"
"Sire, I consider it is a great happiness that my name is retained in your memory. It must not have sounded new when spoken a week ago in your hearing. I mean that when I was arrested and put in the Bastile. I always understood that no arrest is made of any importance without the King being advised."
"You in the Bastile?" cried the astonished King.
"Here is the order to lock me up. Put in prison six days ago by the royal order, I was released by the grace of the people at three o'clock this day. Did not your Majesty hear the cannon? they broke the doors down to let me out."
"Ah, I should be glad if I might say the cannon was not fired on royalty at the same time as the Bastile." Thus the King muttered.
"Oh, Sire, do not take a prison as the emblem of the monarchy. Say on the contrary that you are glad the Bastile is taken; for, I trust, no such injustice as I was the victim of will be henceforth committed in the name of the ruler who is kept ignorant of it."
"But there must be some cause for your arrest."
"None that I am aware of, Sire; I was arrested as soon as I landed and imprisoned—that is all there is in it."
"Really, sir," said the monarch mildly, "is there not selfishness in your dilating on your troubles when I want my own dealt with?"
"I only need a word: did your Majesty have anything to do with my arrest?"
"I was unaware of your return to this kingdom."
"I am happy for this reply. I may loudly say that your Majesty is defamed when evil is attributed to you, and cite myself as example."
"You put balm on the wound, Doctor," said the other, smiling.
"Oh, Sire, I will liberally anoint it; and I will cure it, I promise. But you must strongly wish the healing done. But, before pledging yourself too deeply, I should like you to notice the note on the prison record."
The King frowned to read: "At the Queen's request."
"Have you incurred the Queen's disfavor?" he inquired.
"Sire, I am sure that her Majesty knows me less than yourself."
"But you must have committed some misdeed, for people are not put in the Bastile for nothing."
"Humph, several in this situation, have come out."
"If you run over your life——"
"I will do so, out aloud: but do not be uneasy, it will not take long. Since sixteen I have toiled without repose. The pupil of Rousseau, the companion of Joseph Balsamo, the friend of Lafayette and Washington, since I quitted France, I have not a fault to reproach myself with, not a wrongful deed. Since heaven gave me the charge of bodies, I have shed my blood for mankind and staunched its flow in others. Thousands live to bless my labors."
"In America you worked with the innovators and propagate their principles by your writings."
"Yes, Sire, I forgot this claim on the gratitude of monarchs and peoples."
This silenced the King.
"Sire, you know my life now; I have offended and injured nobody, queen or beggar; and I humbly ask your Majesty why I was imprisoned."
"I will speak to the Queen about it. Do you believe that the warrant to arrest and imprison came directly from her Majesty?"
"I do not believe this; I rather presume that her Majesty countersigned it. But when a queen approves, she commands."
"Countess of Charny," read the King on the record sheet; "is it she who wanted you imprisoned? why, what have you done to poor Charny?"
"Before this morning I never heard of any lady of that title."
"Charny," muttered the King, musing, "virtue, goodness, chastity in person!"
"You see, they have put me in prison in the name of the Christian Graces," remarked Gilbert, laughing.
"Oh, I will have this cleared up," said the King, and ringing the bell he bade the servant bring the Countess of Charny into his presence.
CHAPTER XVII.
THE COUNTESS OF CHARNY.
Gilbert had retired into a window recess, while the King paced the Bulls-eye Hall, called on account of a round window in the wall, thinking now of public matters, then of his visitor's persistence though nothing but news from Paris ought to have enchained him.
Suddenly the door opened and the lady entered, dressed in the extreme of the showy and fantastic fashion of Marie Antoinette and her court.
She was lovely, this Countess Charny, with a peerless figure and her hand was aristocratic to the utmost with which she played with a small cane.
"She, Andrea Taverney!" muttered Gilbert, involuntarily shrinking behind the curtains.
"My lady, I ask your presence for a little information," began the monarch, seeing nothing of Gilbert's emotion.
"I am ready to satisfy your Majesty." The voice attracted the doctor who came a little forward.
"A week ago, or so, a blank letter under the royal seal was delivered to Minister Necker," went on the King, "for the arrest——"
Gilbert had his eye on the lady, who was pale, feverish and fretful as if bent under the weight of a secret.
"This warrant was applied for by your ladyship and countersigned by the Queen. I say this to refresh your memory. Why do you not say something, countess?"
"It is true, your Majesty," she faltered, in a feverish abstraction, "I wrote for the letter, filled up the blanks, and the Queen backed it."
"Will you please tell me what crime the person committed for whom the measure was taken?" demanded Louis.
"Sire, I may not do that, but I shall say the crime was great."
"Then you should do so to the object," continued the King; "what you refuse the King Louis XVI., you cannot Doctor Gilbert."
He stepped aside to discover the doctor, who opened the curtains and appeared as pale as the staggering lady. She tossed her head backwards as if going to swoon, and only kept her footing by aid of a table. She leaned on it in dull despair, like one whom a snake bite was filling with poison.
"My lady, let me put the question to you which the King addressed," said Gilbert.
Andrea's lips moved but no sound struggled forth.
"What did I do to you, lady, that your order threw me into a hideous dungeon?"
The voice made her leap as if it tore the very soul in her.
Suddenly lowering her cold gaze on him, she replied:
"Sir, I do not know you."
But while she was speaking the mesmerist stared at her with so much fixedness and his glance was so charged with invincible boldness that her own lost lustre under his.
"Countess, you see what this abuse of the royal signature leads to," gently reproved the monarch; "you confess you do not know this gentleman, who is a renowned physician, a learned man, whom you can blame in no way,——"
Andrea darted a withering glance at Gilbert, who bore it calmly and proudly.
"I am saying that it is wicked to visit on the innocent the faults of another. I know you have not a bad heart," he hastened to add, for he was trembling lest he offended his wife's favorite, "and that you would not pursue anybody in your hatred unless he merited it: but you will understand that such mistakes must not be made in the future. Doctor," he went on, turning to the other hearer, "these things are the fault of our period rather than of persons. We are born in corruption and we shall die in it. But we are going to try to make matters better, in which work I expect you to join us, dear doctor."
He stopped, thinking he had said enough to please both parties. If he had spoken thus at a Parliamentary session, he would have been applauded; but his audience of two personal enemies little heeded his conciliatory philosophy.
"But," recommenced Gilbert, "while not knowing me, you knew another Gilbert, whose crime weighs upon his Namesake. It is not my place to question the lady; will your Majesty deign to inquire of her ladyship what this infamous man did?"
"Countess, you cannot refuse so just a request."
"The Queen must know, since she authorized the arrest," said Andrea evasively.
"But it is not enough that the Queen should be convinced," said the sovereign, "it is necessary that the King also should know. The Queen is what she is, but I am the King."
"Sire, the Gilbert for whom the warrant was intended committed a horrible crime sixteen years ago."
"Will your Majesty please inquire what age this Gilbert is to-day?"
"He may be thirty-two," replied Andrea.
"Sire, then the crime was done by a boy, not a man, and does he not deserve some indulgence who has for sixteen years deplored his boyish crime?"
"You seem to know him? has he committed no other crime than this sin of youth?" demanded the King.
"I am less indulgent to him than others, but I can say that he reproaches himself with none other."
"Only with having dipped his pen in poison and written odious libels!"
"Sire, please ask my lady if the real cause of the arrest and committal of this Gilbert was not to enable his enemies—particularly one enemy—to get possession of a certain casket containing papers possibly compromising a great lady of the court?"
Andrea shuddered from head to foot.
"Countess, what casket is this?" inquired the King, who noticed the plain pallor and agitation of the lady.
"No more shifting and subterfuges," cried Gilbert, feeling that he was master of the situation. "Enough falsehoods on both sides. I am Gilbert of the crime, the libels, the casket, and you the real great lady of the court. I take the King as the judge. Accept him and we will tell our judge, under heaven and the King will decide."
"Tell his Majesty what you please, but I shall say nothing more—for I do not know you," responded the haughty lady.
"And the casket? you do not know about that?"
"No more than of you."
But she shook with the effort to make this denial, like a statue rocking at the base.
"Beware," said the doctor, "you cannot have forgotten that I am the pupil of Balsamo-Cagliostro the Magician, who has transmitted to me the power he had over you. Once only, will you answer the question? My casket?" then, lifting his hand, full of threatening, he thundered: "Nature of steel, heart of adamant, bend, melt, shatter under the irresistible pressure of my will! You shall speak, Andrea, and none, King or any powers less than heaven's, shall subtract you from my sway. You shall unfold your mind to the august witness and he shall read what you hid in the black recesses of your soul. Sire, you shall know all through her who refuses to speak. Sleep, Andrea Taverney, Countess of Charny, sleep and speak, for I will it."
Hardly were the words uttered before the woman, stopped short in beginning a scream, held out her arms for support as if struck by blindness. Finding none, she fell into the King's arms and he placed her in a chair.
"Ha!" exclaimed he, trembling like herself, "I have heard about hypnotism but never saw an exhibition. Is not this magnetic sleep to which you oblige her to succumb, doctor?"
"Yes, my lord. Take her hand, and ask her why she had me arrested."
Astounded by the scene, Louis receded but, interested, he did as directed. As Andrea resisted, the magnetizer touched the crown of her head with his palm, saying;
"Speak, I will it."
She sighed and her arms fell; her head sank back and she wept.
"Ugh, I hate you," she hissed.
"Hate away, but speak."
"So, countess," said the King, "you wanted to arrest and imprison the doctor?"
"Yes."
"And the casket?"
"How could I leave that in his hands?" muttered the lady, in a hollow voice.
"Tell me about that," said the King forgetting etiquette and kneeling beside the countess.
"I learnt that Gilbert, who had in sixteen years been twice back in France, purposed another voyage, to settle here. Chief of Police Crosne informed me that he had on a previous return bought an estate at Villers Cotterets: that his farmer enjoyed his trust, and I suspected that the casket with his papers was at his house."
"How could you suspect that?"
"I—I went to Mesmer's and had myself put into a trance, when, my own medium, I wrote down the revelations I wanted."
"Wonderful," exclaimed the Sovereign.
"I went to Chief Crosne and he lent me his best man, one Wolfstep, who brought me the casket."
"Where is it?" cried Gilbert. "No lying—where is my casket?"
"In my rooms at Versailles," said Andrea, trembling nervously and bursting into tears. "Wolfstep is waiting for me here by appointment since eleven."
Twelve was striking.
"Where is he?"
"Standing in the waiting room, leaning on the mantleshelf. The casket is on the table before him. Oh, haste! Count Charny, who was not to return before to-morrow, will be back to-night on account of the events. He is at Sevres now. Get Wolfstep away for fear my lord will see him."
"Your Majesty hears? This casket belongs to me. Will the King please order it to be returned to me?"
"Instantly."
Placing a screen before the countess, Louis called the officer on duty and gave him orders what to do.
This curiosity of a monarch whose throne was being undermined to a purely physical problem, would make those smile who expected him to be engrossed with politics.
But he concentrated himself on this private speculation and returned to see the mesmerizer and the medium.
In the mesmeric slumber Andrea's wondrous beauty was displayed in its entire splendor. She who had in her youth enthralled Louis XV. now enchanted his successor.
Gilbert turned his head away, sighing: he could not resist the prompting to give his adored this degree of supernal beauty; and now more unhappy than Pygmalion, for he knew how insensible was the lovely statue, he was frightened by his own work.
Gilbert knew how to own his ignorance, like all superior men. He knew what he could do, but not the wherefore.
"Where did you study the art? under Mesmer?" asked the King.
"I saw the most astonishing phenomena ten years before that German came into France. My master was a more amazing man, superior to any you can name, for I have seen him execute surgical operations of incredible daring. No science was unknown to him. But I ought not to utter his name before your Majesty."
"I should like to hear it, though it was Satan's itself."
"My lord, you honor me almost with a friend's confidence in speaking thus. My master was Baron Balsamo, afterwards Count Cagliostro."
"That charlatan!" exclaimed Louis, blushing, for he could not help remembering the plot of the Diamond's Necklace, in which Cagliostro had figured as friend of Cardinal Rohan and consequently enemy of Marie Antoinette. The King believed his wife but the world thought that she had participated in the fraud on the court jewelers. We have related the story according to our lights in the volume of this series entitled "The Queen's Necklace."
"Charlatan?" repeated Gilbert warmly. "You are right. The name comes from the Italian word meaning to patter, to talk freely—and no one was more ready than Cagliostro to talk instructively where the seed would fall on fruitful ground."
"This Cagliostro whom you praise was a great enemy of kings," observed Louis.
"Rather say of queen's," retorted Gilbert.
"In the trial of Prince Rohan, his conduct was equivocal."
"Sire, then as ever he fulfilled his mission to mankind. He may have acted mistakenly then. But I studied under the physician and philosopher, not under the politician."
"Well, well," said the King, suffering under the wound to his person and his pride; "we are forgetting the countess who is in pain."
"I will awaken her presently, for here is the casket coming."
In fact the messenger was arriving with the small box which he handed to the King. He nodded his satisfaction and the officer went out.
"Sire, it is my casket: but I would remark that it contains papers damning to the countess and——"
"Carry it away unopened, sir," said the monarch coldly. "Do not awaken the lady here, I detest shrieks, groans, noise."
"She will awaken wherever you suggest her removal."
"In the Queen's apartments will be best."
"How long will it take?"
"Ten minutes."
"Awaken in fifteen minutes," ordered the mesmerizer to the lady.
Two guardsmen entered and carried out the countess, seated on the chair.
"My lady fainted here," said the King to the officer, "bear her to the Queen."
"What can I do for you, Dr. Gilbert?" he asked when they were alone.
"I wish to be honorary house physician to your Majesty. It is a position which will do nobody umbrage and is more of trust than emolument and lustre."
"Granted! Good-by, Dr. Gilbert. Remind me affectionately to Necker. Bring me supper," he added, for nothing could make the King forget a meal.
CHAPTER XVIII.
THE QUEEN AT BAY.
While the King was learning to fight Revolution like a philosopher, and recreate himself with a spiritualistic seance, the Queen was rallying the combative around her in her rooms.
She sat at a table, with priests, courtiers, generals and her ladies surrounding her. At the doorways young officers, full of ardor and courage, rejoiced in the riots which gave them a chance to show their military gifts as at a tourney under view of their queens of beauty.
The Queen was no longer the sweet girl whom we saw in our work entitled "Balsamo the Magician," or the fair princess who went to Mesmer's Baths, with Princess Lamballe: but the haughty and imperious Queen who was neither Marie Antoinette, nor Queen of France, but the Austrian Eagless.
She looked up as Prince Lambesq arrived, dusty, splashed, his boots torn and his sabre bent so as not to be sheathed properly.
"Well, my lord," she said, "You come from Paris. What are the people doing?"
"Killing and burning."
"From madness or malice?"
"From ferocity."
"Nay, prince," she replied, after meditating: "the people are not ferocious. Hide nothing from me. Is it delirium or hate?"
"I believe it is hate at the point of delirium."
"Against me?"
"What does it matter?" said Dreux Breze, stepping forward. "The people may hate any one, saving your Majesty."
The Queen did not notice the flattery.
"The people," replied Lambesq, "are acting in hatred of—all above them."
"Good, that is the truth at last?" exclaimed the royal lady resolutely; "I feel that is so."
"I am speaking as a soldier," continued the cavalrist.
"Speak so. What is to be done?"
"Nothing."
"What?" cried she, emboldened by the protest from among the gold-laced coat and gold-hilted sword wearers, "nothing? do you, a Lorraine prince, tell this to the Queen of France when the people are killing and burning?"
A fresh murmur, this time approbative, hailed her speech. She turned, embraced all the gathering with flaring eyes, and tried to distinguish whose flamed the most brightly, thinking they would be the most loyal.
"Do nothing," repeated the prince, "for the Parisians will cool down if not irritated—they are warlike only when teased. Why give them the honors of a war and the risks of a battle? Keep tranquil, and in three days Paris will not talk about the matter."
"But the Bastile?"
"Shut the doors and trap all those who are inside."
Some laughs sounded among the groups.
"Take care, prince," said the lady; "now you are going to the other extreme, and too much encouraging me."
With a thoughtful mien, she went over to where her favorite, the Countess of Polignac, was in a brown study on a lounge. The news had frightened the lady; she smiled only when the Queen stood before her and that was a faint and sickly smile like a wilted lily.
"What do you say to this, countess?"
"Nothing," and she shook her head with unspeakable discouragement.
"Heaven help us, our dashing Diana is afraid," said the Queen, bending over her, "we want our intrepid Countess Charny here. It seems to me that we need her to cheer us up."
"The countess was going out when the King sent for her," explained an attendant.
Then only did Marie Antoinette perceive the isolation and stillness around her. The recent strange and unheard-of events had hit Versailles hard, making the hardest hearts tender, more by astonishment than fear. The sovereign understood that she must lift up these disheartened spirits.
"As nobody suggests any advice, I shall act on my own impulse," she said: "The people are not wicked but led astray." Everybody drew nearer. "They hate us because they do not know us; let us go up to them."
"To punish," interposed a voice, "for they know we are their masters, and to doubt us is a crime."
"Oh, baron," she said, recognizing Bezenval; "do you come to give us good advice?"
"I have given it."
"The King will punish, but as a kind father does."
"He loveth well who chasteneth soundly," replied the noble.
"Are you of this thinking, prince?" she asked of Lambesq. "The populace have committed assassinations——"
"Which they call retaliation," observed a sweet, fresh voice which made the Queen turn.
"Yes, but that is where their error lies, my dear Lamballe, so we shall be indulgent."
"But," resumed the princess with her bland voice, "before one talks of punishment one ought to be sure of winning the victory, methinks."
A general outcry rose against this piece of good sense from the noble lips.
"Not vanquish—with the Swiss troops—and the Germans—and the Lifeguards?"
"Do you doubt the army and the nobility?" exclaimed a young man in Bercheny Hussian uniform, "have we deserved such a slur? Bear in mind, royal lady, that the King can put in battle array forty thousand men, throw them into Paris by the four sides and destroy the town. Forty thousand proven soldiers are worth half a million of Parisian rioters."
The young lieutenant, emboldened to be the mouthpiece of his brother officers, stopped short on seeing how far his enthusiasm had carried him. But the Queen had caught enough to feel the scope of his outburst.
"Do you know the state of affairs, sir?" she inquired.
"I was in the riots yesterday," was his confused reply.
"Then, do not fear to speak. Let us have details."
The lieutenant stepped out, though he colored up.
"My Lords of Bezenval and Lambesq know them better than I," he said.
"Continue, young sir; it pleases me to hear them from you. Under whose orders are these forty thousand men?"
"The superiors are the two gentlemen I named; under whom rule Prince Conde, Narbonne-Fritzlar and Salkenaym. The park of artillery on Montmartre could lay that district in ashes in six hours. At its signal to fire, Vincennes would answer. From four quarters as many corps of ten thousand troops could march in, and Paris would not hold out twenty-four hours."
"This is plain speaking at least, and a clear plan. What do you say to this, Prince Lambesq?"
"That the young gentleman is a perfect general!"
"At least, he is a soldier who does not despair," said the Queen, seeing the lieutenant turn pale with anger.
"Thank your Majesty," replied the latter. "I do not know what your Majesty will decide, but I beg her to count me with the other forty thousand men, including the captains, as ready to die for her."
With these words he courteously saluted the general, who had almost insulted him. This courtesy struck the Queen more than the pledge of devotedness.
"Your name, sir?" said she.
"Viscount Charny," he responded.
"Charny," repeated Marie Antoinette, blushing in spite of herself; "any relation to Count Charny?"
"I am his brother, lady," bowing more lowly than before.
"I might have known that you were one of my most faithful servitors," said she, recovering from her tremor and looking round with confidence, "by the first words you spoke. I thank you, viscount; how comes this to be the first time I have the pleasure of seeing you at court?"
"My eldest brother, head of the family, ordered me to stay with the army, and I have only been in Versailles twice during seven years on the regimental roll-call."
She let a long look dwell on his face.
"You resemble your brother," she remarked. "I shall scold him for having waited for you to present yourself at court."
Electrified by this greeting to their young spokesman, the officers exaggerated their devotion to the royal cause and from each knot burst expressions of heroism able to conquer the whole of France.
These cries flattered Marie Antoinette's secret aspirations, and she meant to profit by them. She saw herself, in perspective, the leader of an immense army, and rejoiced over the victory against the civilians who dared to rebel. Around her, ladies and gentlemen, wild with youth, love and confidence, cheered their brilliant hussars, heavy dragoons, terrible Switzers, and thunderous cannoniers, and laughed at the home-made spikes fastened on clothes-poles, without dreaming that on these coarse spears were to be carried the noblest heads of the realm.
"I am more afraid of a pike than a musket," murmured Princess Lamballe.
"Because it is uglier, my dear Therese," said the Queen. "But you need not be alarmed. Our Parisian pikemen are not worth the famous spearmen of Moat, and the good Swiss of this day carry guns much superior to the spears of their forefathers. Thank God, they can fire true with them!"
"I answer for that," said Bezenval.
Lady Polignac's disheartenment had no effect beyond saddening her royal mistress. The enthusiasm increased among the rest of the gathering, but was damped when the King, coming in abruptly, called for his supper!
The simple word chilled the assemblage. She hoped that he did it to show how cool he was; but in fact, the son of Saint Louis was hungry. That was all.
The King was served on a small table in the Queen's sitting-room. While she was trying to revive the fire, he devoured. The officers did not think this gastronomical exercise worthy of a hero, and looked on as little respectful as they dared to be. The Queen blushed, and her fretfulness was displayed in all her movements. Her fine, nervy, and aristocratic nature could not understand the rule of matter over mind. She went up to him, asking what orders he had to give.
"Oh, orders," he said, with his mouth full: "Will you not be our Egeria in the pinch?"
"My lord, Numa was a peaceful King. But at present we think a belligerent one is wanted, and if your Majesty wants to model himself on an antique pattern, be Romulus if not Tarquin."
"Are these gentlemen all bellicose, too?" he asked with a tranquillity almost beatific.
But his eyes were bloodshot with the animation of the meal and they thought it was courage.
"Yes, Sire, war?" they chorussed.
"Gentlemen, you please me greatly by showing that I may rely upon you in case of need. But I have a Council and an appetite. The former advises me what to do, the other what I have done, to do."
And he chuckled while he handed the "Officer of the King's Mouth" the picked bones and chewed rejecta of his repast on the gold-fringed napkin.
A murmur of choler and stupor ran through the ranks of the nobles who were eager to shed their blood for the monarch. The Queen turned aside and stamped her foot. Prince Lambesq came up to her, saying:
"Your Majesty sees that the King thinks like me that to wait is the best course. It is prudence, and though not my strong card the best to keep in hand for the final rubber in the game we play."
"Yes, my lord, it is a highly necessary virtue," replied she, biting her lip till the blood came.
She was roused from her torpor by the sweet voice of Countess Jules Polignar who came up with her sister-in-law Diana, to propose that, as she and her party were hated by the people as the favorites of the Queen, they should be allowed to go out of the kingdom. At first the Queen would not hear of the sacrifice, but she saw that fear was at the bottom of it, and that the King's aunt Adelaide, had suggested it.
"You are right," she answered; "you run dangers from the rage of a people who are uncurbed. I cannot accept the devotion which prompts you to stay. I wish, I order you to depart."
She was choking with emotions mastering her in spite of her heroism, when the King's voice suddenly sounded in her ear. He was at the dessert.
"Madam," he said, "some one is in your rooms to see you, I am told."
"Sire," she answered, abjuring all thoughts but of royal dignity, "you have orders to give. Here are Lords Lambesq, Bezenval and the Marshal Duke Broglie. What orders for your generals?"
"What do you think of this matter, duke?" he inquired hesitatingly of old Broglie.
"Sire, if you retire your troops, the Parisians will say they daunted them: if you let them stand they will have to defeat them."
Lambesq shook his head, but Bezenval and the Queen applauded.
"Command the forward march," went on the duke.
"Very well, since you all wish it, let it be march!" said the King.
"But at this moment a note was passed to the Queen who read:
"Do not be in a hurry! I await an audience." It was Count Charny's writing.
"Is my lord Charny waiting?" she asked of the messenger.
"Yes; dusty and, I believe, bloody with hard riding."
"Please to await me a moment," said the Queen to Broglie and the others, as she hurried into her private apartments.
CHAPTER XIX.
THE QUEEN'S FAVORITE.
On entering her boudoir, the Queen beheld the writer of the missive.
Count George Oliver Charny was a tall man of thirty-five, with a strong countenance warning one of his determination. His bluish grey eyes, quick and piercing as the eagle's, his straight nose, and his marked chin, all gave his physiognomy a martial expression, enhanced by the dashing elegance with which he wore his uniform of Lieutenant in the Royal Lifeguards.
His hands were still quivering under the torn lace ruffles: his sword had been so bent as to fit the sheath badly.
He was pacing the room, a prey to a thousand disquieting thoughts.
"My Lord Charny," cried Marie Antoinette, going straight up to him. "You, here?"
Seeing that he bowed respectfully, according to the regulations, however, she dismissed her servant, who shut the door.
Hardly giving it the time to close, the lady grasped the nobleman's hand with force, and said:
"Why have you come here, count?"
"Because I believe it my duty."
"No; your duty was to flee from Versailles; to do as agreed. To obey me; to act like all my friends—who are afraid of my ill fortune. Your duty is to sacrifice nothing for me; to keep away from me."
"Who keeps away from you?"
"The wise. Whence come you?"
"From Paris, boiling with excitement, intoxicated and bathed in blood."
The Queen covered her face with her hands.
"Alas, not one, not even you, brings me good news from that quarter."
"In such a time ask but one thing of the messengers: truth."
"You have an upright soul, my friend, a brave heart. Do not tell me the truth, at present, for mercy's sake. You arrive when my heart is breaking; for the first time my friends overwhelm me with this truthfulness always used by you. It is impossible for me to trifle with it any longer: it flashes out in everything. In the red sky, the air filled with ominous sounds, the courtiers' faces, now pale and serious. No, count, for the first time in your life, do not tell me the truth."
"Your Majesty is ailing?"
"No, but come and sit beside me. George, your brow is burning."
"A volcano is raging there."
"Your hand is cold," for she was pressing it between hers.
"My heart has been touched by the chill of death," he replied.
"Poor George! I told you we had best forget. Let me no longer be the Queen, hated and threatened; but just the woman. What is the realm, the universe to me, whom one loving heart suffices?"
The count went down on one knee and kissed the hem of her dress with the reverence of the ancients for a goddess.
"Oh, count, my only friend, do you know what Countess Diana is doing?"
"Leaving the country," returned Charny.
"He guesses rightly," muttered the Queen, "how could he tell that?"
"Oh, goodness—anything can be surmised at this hour."
"But if flight is so natural, why do not you and your family take it?"
"I do not do so, in the first place, because I have pledged myself not only to your Majesty, but to myself, not to leave you during the storm. My brothers stay, as they regulate their movements by mine: and my wife remains because she loves your Majesty most sincerely, I believe."
"Yes, Andrea has a most noble heart," said the lady with visible coldness.
"That is why she will not quit Versailles," replied Charny.
"It follows that I shall always have you near me," went on the Queen, in the same glacial tone, awarded to prevent the hearer telling whether she felt disdain or jealousy.
A witness could have divined this secret, however, from their manner in this privacy.
Meeting romantically, without either knowing the other's quality, Marie Antoinette and George Charny had fallen in love with each other. The royal dame had left the passion swell to the highest point, when the King had surprised the pair in dangerous intimacy. There was only one way to save her reputation: she blurted out the first name of a lady that occurred to her, and protested that the count was at her knees sueing for this lady to be his wife, with the royal approval.
The Queen had named Andrea Taverney, her companion, and the King, his suspicions dismissed, consented that she should be withdrawn from the convent where she had taken refuge, to fulfill the pretendedly wish of Charny. Was it religion that impelled her, or love on her own side for Charny? It was love, for she eagerly accepted the proffered hand, and the wedding took place, all the more as she had had the misfortune to learn that she was used as the cover for the royal amour.
But at the churchdoor they separated and had dwelt apart ever since.
Had she been truly a wife, the experiment of Dr. Gilbert might have failed, for mesmerism succeeds best with the single.
"Your Majesty," resumed the count, "made me Lifeguards lieutenant at Versailles, and I should not have quitted my post only you ordered me to guard the Tuileries Palace, You called it a necessary exile. Your Majesty knows that the countess neither approved nor disapproved, as she was not consulted."
"True," observed the other, still cold.
"I now believe my place is here," proceeded the officer with intrepidity: "I have broken my orders and come, hoping it will not displease you. Whether Lady Charny fears the course of events and goes away or not, I remain by the Queen, unless you break my sword: then, being unable to die in your presence, I can be killed at your door or on the pavement without."
He spoke so royally and plainly these simple words straight from the heart that the sovereign fell from her high pride, behind which she had hidden a feeling more human than royal.
"Count, never utter that word, never say you will die for me, as I feel that you will do so."
"I must say so, for the time comes when those who love monarchs must die for them—I fear so."
"What gives you this fatal presentiment, my lord?"
"Alas", returned the nobleman, "at the time of the American War, I was fired like others with the fever of independence thrilling society. I also wish to take a hand in the liberation of the slaves of Great Britain, as was said in those days, and I became a Free Mason, an Invisible like the Lafayettes and Lameths, under the redoubtable Balsamo, the King-Destroyer. Do you know the aim of that secret society? the wrecking of thrones. Its motto: 'Trample down the Lilies,' expressed in Latin as 'Lilia Pedibus Destrue!' in three letters for the initiated: 'L. P. D.' I retired with honor when I learnt this, but for one who shrank, twenty took the oath. What happens to-day is merely the first act of a grand tragedy which has been rehearsed during twenty years in the darkness. I have recognized the Bounden brothers at the head of the men who govern at the City Hall, occupy the Palais Royal, and took the Bastile. Do not cheat yourself; these accomplished deeds are no accidents, but Revolution planned long beforehand."
"Do you believe this, dear friend?" sobbed Marie Antoinette.
"Do not weep, but understand," said the count.
"Understand that I, the Queen, born mistress of thousands of men, subjects created to obey, must look on at them revolting and killing my friends—No, never will I understand this."
"You must, madam: for you have become the enemy of these subjects as soon as obedience weighed upon them, and while they are lacking the strength to devour you, they are testing their teeth on your friends, whom they detest as much as you, more than you."
"Perhaps you think they are right, Master Philosopher?" sneered the Austrian.
"Alas, yes, they are right," replied the Lifeguards Lieutenant, in his bland, affectionate voice, "for when I idly rode along the street, with handsome English horses, in a gold-laced suit, and my servants wearing more gold braid than would have kept three families, your people, twenty-five thousand wretches without daily bread, asked me to my teeth what use was I, who set up as a man above his fellow-men?"
"You serve them, my lord," said the Queen, grasping the count's swordhilt, "with this blade, which your fathers used as heroes on many a celebrated battlefield. The French nobility shielded the masses in war times; they won their gold by losing their blood. Do not you ask what use you are, George, while you, a brave man, swing the sword of your fathers."
"Do not speak of the nobles' blood," returned the count, "the commoners have blood to shed also; go and see the streams of it on Bastile Square. Go and count their dead in the gutters and know that those hearts, now ceased to beat, throbbed as nobly as a knight's when your cannon thundered against them. They sang in the showers of grapeshot while handling unfamiliar weapons, and the oldest grenadiers would not make a charge with that lightness. Lady and Queen, do not look at me with that angry eye, I beseech you. What matters to the heart whether it is clad in steel or rags? The time is come to think of this: you have no longer millions of slaves, or subjects, or mere men in France—but soldiers."
"Who will fight against me?"
"Yes, for they fight for Liberty and you stand between them and that goddess."
A long silence succeeded the words, and the woman was first to break it.
"You have spoken the truth which I begged you to keep back," she said.
"Because it is before you, veiled, seen distorted, but there. You may sleep to forget it, but it sits on your bedside and it will be the phantom in your dreams as it is the reality of your waking moments."
"I know one sleep it will not trouble," said she, proudly.
"I do not fear that kind more than your Majesty—I may desire it as much," said the count.
"Oh, you think it our only refuge?"
"Yes: but we must not hurry towards it. We shall earn it by our exertions during the day of storm."
They were sitting beside each other, but a gulf divided them; their thoughts so diverged.
"A last word, count," said Marie Antoinette, "swear to me that you came back solely on my account? that Lady Charny did not write to you? I know that she was going out—to meet you? swear that you have not come back for her sake!"
At this was heard a slight tapping at the door.
It was the servant to announce that the King had finished supper. Charny frowned with wonder.
"Tell his Majesty," said the Queen without sitting apart from her favorite, "that I have news from the capital, and will impart to him. Continue," she added to Charny: "the King having supped must be given time to digest."
This interruption had not weakened the woman's jealousy as a loving one, or as a queen.
"Your Majesty asks if I came back on account of my wife?" he asked as soon as the door was closed. "Do you forget that I am a man of my word and the engagement I made?"
"It is the oath that goads me, for in immolating yourself to my happiness, you give grief to a fair and noble woman—a crime the more."
"You exaggerate. Be it enough that I keep my word. Call it not a crime what was born of chance and necessity. We have both deplored this union which shielded the Queen's good fame. I have been obliged to submit to it these four years."
"Yes, but do you believe that I do not see your sorrow and chagrin translated under the form of the deepest respect?" reproached the Queen.
"For mercy's sake, do me justice for what you see me do; for if I have not yet suffered and made others suffer enough, I might double the burden without rising to the level of the gratitude I owe you eternally."
His speech had irresistible power like all emanating from a sincere and impassioned heart.
"Yes, yes, I know all, and I am wrong. Forgive me. But if you worship some secret idol to whom you offer a mystic incense, if you cherish one adored woman—I dare not utter the words, they frighten me lest the syllables should scatter through the air and vibrate on my ear—oh, if one exists, keep her hidden from all; and do not forget that you have a fair and youthful wife, who should be publicly encompassed with cares and assiduity; she should lean on your arm and on your heart."
Charny frowned so that the pure lines of his visage were altered for a space.
"What are you seeking? that I should depart from the Countess of Charny? you are silent—that is your meaning. I am ready to obey you, but reflect that she is alone in the world. Andrea is an orphan, her father the baron having died last year, like a good old nobleman of the former time who did not wish to see the present. Her brother, the Knight of Redcastle, only appears once a-year at court to bow to your Majesty, kiss his sister, and go away without anybody knowing whither. Reflect, madam, that this lady of Charny, might be called unto God as a maiden, without the purest of the angels surprising in her mind any womanly memory."
"Yes, I know your Andrea is an angel on earth, and deserves to be loved. That is why I think the future will be hers when it flees from me. No, no; but I am not speaking like a queen. I forget myself, but there is a voice in my heart singing of love and happiness, while without roars war, misery and death. It is the voice of my youth which I have outlived. Forgive one, Charny, who is no longer young, and will smile, and love no more."
The unhappy woman pressed her long, thin fingers to her burning eyes and tears, regal diamonds more becoming than the finest in the Diamond Necklace, trickled between them.
"Oh, order me to quit you, but do not let me see you weep," pleaded the count, again falling on one knee.
"The dream is over," said Marie Antoinette, rising.
With a witching movement she tossed back her thick, powdered tresses, unrolling down her white and swanline neck.
"I shall afflict you no more. Let us drop such folly. Is it odd that a woman should be so weak when a queen stands in such need of comfort? Let us talk of serious matters—such as you bear from Paris."
"From Paris, madam, where I witnessed the ruin of royalty."
"This is serious with a vengeance. You call a successful revolt the ruin of royalty? Because the Bastile is taken, Lord Charny, do you say royalty is abolished? You do not reflect that the Bastile has been built but in the Fourteenth Century while royalty struck in its roots six thousand years ago all over the globe."
"I would I could deceive," said the lieutenant sadly, "and proclaim consoling news instead of saddening your Majesty. Unfortunately the instrument gives forth no other sounds than it was shaped to send."
"Stay, I will set you to a cheerier tune! though I am but a woman. You say the Parisians have revolted. In what proportion?"
"Twelve out of fifteen: the calculation is easy. The populace stand in that proportion to the classes, the other two fifteenths being the nobility and the clergy."
"But six of the rate are women, and——"
"Women and children are not the least of your foes. You are proud and courageous yourself, do not omit the women and the children. One day you may reckon them as demons."
"What do you mean, count?"
"Do you not know the part the women and children play in civil commotions? I will tell you and you will own that a woman is equal two soldiers."
"Are you mad, my lord?"
"Had you seen your sex at the taking of the Bastile," he said with a mournful smile: "hounding the men on to arm themselves, while under the fire, threatening with their naked fist your Swiss soldiers caparisoned for war, yelling maledictions over the slain in a voice which made the living bound unto death. Had you seen them boiling pitch, rolling cannon, giving the fighting men cartridges and the more timid a kiss with the cartridges! Do you know that as many women as men dashed across the Bastile draw-bridges, and that if its stones are coming down now, the picks are wielded by female hands? Oh, my lady, you must include the women, and the children who cast the bullets, sharpen the swords and hurl paving-stones from the roofs. The bullet cast by a boy will kill your best general from afar; the sword he sharpened will hamstring your finest war-horse; the blind pebble from this David's sling will put out the eye of your Dragoon Samson and your Lifeguards Goliath.
"Count the old men, too, for they who have no strength to swing the sabre, serve as buckler for the active fighters. At the taking of the Bastile old men were on hand: they stood so that the younger ones could rest their guns on their shoulder so that the balls of your Switzers might be buried in the useless old body, the rampart of the able man. Include them among your foes, for they have been relating in the chimney corner for ever so many years, what affronts their mothers endured, the poverty of the estates over which the nobles hunted, the shame of their caste humbled under feudal privileges. When the sons took up the gun, they found it loaded with the curses of the aged as well as with powder and shot. In Paris now, women and children as well as the men are cheering for liberty and independence. Count them all as eight hundred thousand warriors."
"Three hundred Spartans vanquished Xerxes' army," retorted the Queen.
"Yes, but the Spartans are nearly a million and it is your army that is Xerxes."
"Oh, I would rather be hurled from the throne," she cried, as she rose with clenched fists and face flaming with shame and ire, "I would rather your Parisians hewed me to pieces, than hear from a Charny, one of my supporters, such speech as this!"
"Charny would not so address your Majesty unless every drop of blood in his veins were worthy of his sires and given to you."
"Then let us march upon Paris and let us die together!"
"Shamefully, without any battle," said the noble. "We shall not fight but disappear entirely like Philistines. March on Paris? when, as soon as we enter within her walls, all the houses will tumble down upon us, like the Red Sea waves overwhelming Pharaoh, and you will leave a cursed name, and your children will be hunted down like wolf-cubs."
"How must I fall, pray tell me, count?" demanded the sovereign haughtily; "teach me."
"As a victim," was the answer, "like a Christian queen, smiling and forgiving those who strike you. If I had five hundred thousand like myself, I might say, Let us have at them this night, and to-morrow you would sleep in the Tuileries, the throne conquered!"
"Woe is me! you despair on whom was set my final hope."
"I despair because all France thinks like Paris, and your army if victorious in the capital, will be engulfed by the other towns. Have courage enough, my lady, to sheathe the sword."
"Is this why I have gathered brave men around me? why I breathed courage into them?" wailed the Queen.
"If you are not of my opinion, madam, order, and we march at once to Paris! Speak."
So much devotion was in this offer that the hearer was appalled. She threw herself disconsolate on a sofa, where she struggled for a long time with her pride.
"Count," she said at length, "I shall remain inactive as you desire. I am not cross, though I have one thing to scold you for. I only learn by chance that you have a brother in the military service."
"Valence is in Bercheny's Hussars, yes, madam."
"Why have you never spoken of the young man? he deserves a higher grade in the regiment."
"He is young and inexperienced; he is not fit to command. If your Majesty deigned to lower your view upon me, a Charny, that is no reason for me to elevate my family at the expense of brave gentlemen worthier than brothers of mine."
"You have other brothers?"
"Isidore is another; two ready to die for your Majesty."
"Does he need nothing?"
"Nothing; we are lucky enough to place not merely life but wealth at your Majesty's feet."
As he spoke, the Queen thrilled with this delicate probity; a moan from the next room aroused them.
Rising, the Queen ran to the door, opened it and screamed loudly. She saw a woman writhing on the carpet in dreadful spasms.
"It is the countess, your wife," she faltered. "Can she have overheard us?"
"No," said he, "otherwise, she would have let us know that she could hear us."
He sprang towards Andrea and caught her up in his arms. Two paces off, the Queen stood, pale and cold, but trembling with anxiety.
CHAPTER XX.
THE TRIO OF LOVE.
Without knowing who was helping her, Andrea began to recover consciousness but instinctively she knew help had come. At length, with open but ghostly eyes, she stared at Charny without yet recognizing him. She pushed him away, with a scream, then.
The Queen averted her eyes although she ought to have played the woman's part of comforter. She cast off her sister instead of supporting her.
"Pardon her, my lady," said Charny, again taking his wife in his strong arms, "but something out of the way causes this. My lady is not subject to fainting fits and this is, I believe, the first time she has had one in your presence."
"She must have felt much pain," returned the Queen, going back to her first impression that Andrea had overheard them.
"No doubt," said the count, "and you might let me have her carried to her own rooms."
The Queen rang a bell; but at the first tinkle Andrea stiffened in a culvulsion and screamed in delirium:
"Oh, our Gilbert!"
The Queen shuddered to hear the name and the astonished count placed his wife on a sofa.
The servant who ran at the call was dismissed.
Queen and nobleman looked at each other as the sufferer seemed with closed eyes to have another fit. Charny, kneeling by her, had hard work to keep her on the lounge.
"I think I know this name," said Marie Antoinette, "from its not being the first time the countess has used it."
But as though the recollection was a menace, Andrea opened her eyes and made an effort by which she stood up. Her first intelligent glance was fondly upon Charny, who was now upright. As if this involuntary manifestation of her mind was unworthy her Spartan soul, she turned her gaze only to meet the Queen's. She bowed at once.
"Good heavens, what is the matter?" inquired the count: "you alarm me, for you are usually so brave and strong—to be prey to such a swoon."
"Such dreadful things have happened at Paris where you were, that if men are trembling at them, women may be excused for fainting. I am so glad you came away from the city."
"Is it on my account that you felt so ill?" queried the noble.
"Why, certainly, count," said Marie Antoinette as the lady made no sound. "Why do you doubt it? The countess is not a Queen; she has a right to be afraid for those she loves."
"Oh, madam," rejoined Charny, perceiving jealousy in the slur, "I am sure that the countess feels more fear for her sovereign than for herself."
"Still, why do we find you in the swoon in the next room?" inquired the royal lady.
"I cannot tell, for I am ignorant, but in this life of fatigue and terror, led these three days, a woman's fainting is natural enough, meseems."
"True," said the Queen, knowing that Andrea could not be driven out of her defenses.
"For that matter, your Majesty has weeping eyes," retorted the countess, with that recovered calmness which was the more embarrassing as it was pure effort of her will and was felt to be a screen over her real feelings.
Charny thought he perceived the same ironical tone that had marked the Queen's speaking a while ago.
"It is not astonishing," reproved he, with slight sternness to which his voice was unaccustomed, "that a queen should weep who loves her people and knows that their blood had flowed."
"Happily God hath spared yours," said Andrea, as coldly and impenetrably as ever.
"But her Majesty is not in question. We are talking about you. You have been frightened?"
"I, frightened?"
"You cannot deny you were in pain; has some mishap befallen you? Is there anybody you want to complain of—this Gilbert, whom you mentioned, for example?"
"Did I utter that name?" said Andrea with such a tone of dread that the count was more startled by the outcry than by the swoon. "Strange, for I did not know it, till the King mentioned it as that of a learned physician, freshly arrived from America, I believe, and who was friendly there with General Lafayette. They say he is a very honorable man," concluded Andrea with perfect simplicity.
"Then why this emotion, my dear?" said the Queen; "you spoke this Gilbert's name as though it were wrung from you by torture."
"Very likely. When I went into the royal study, I beheld a stern man clad in the grim black, who was narrating the most sombre and horrid things—with frightful realism, the murders of Flesselles and Launay. I was frightened and dropped insensible. I may have spoken in my spell and the name of Gilbert would be uttered."
"It is likely," said Charny, evidently disposed to let the discussion drop. "At least you are recovered now?"
"Completely."
"I have only one thing to entreat," said the Queen to her Lifeguardsman. "Go and tell the generals to camp where their troops are stationed and the King will issue orders to-morrow."
The count bowed but darted an affectionately anxious look on Andrea which the Queen remarked.
"Will you not return to the King with me?" inquired she of the countess.
"Oh, no," replied the latter eagerly; "I beg leave to retire."
"Oh, the King has been pleasant but you would rather not see him again? I understand. You may go, and let the count carry out his instructions."
She glanced at the lord as much as to say: "Return soon!"
And his look replied: "As soon as possible."
Andrea, with a heaving and oppressed bosom, watched her husband's movements, but as soon as he had disappeared, her forces failed her and the Queen had to run to her with the smelling salts as she sank on a stool, apologizing for the breach of etiquette in sitting in the royal presence.
The feeling between the pair was strange. The Queen seemed to have affection for her attendant and the latter respect for her mistress, but they were like enemies at times.
"You know, dear countess, that etiquette is not made for you. But you have nothing to say to me about this Dr. Gilbert, whose sight made so profound an impression on you?"
The woman had reflected in an instant. Whatever the relation between the Queen, who was suspected of having paramours, and the King, perhaps not so gullible as he looked, Marie Antoinette might draw from her royal consort the particulars of the mesmeric trance in which Gilbert had thrown the Lady of Charny. Better her relation than the King's.
With the energy of lunacy, she ran from one door to another, fastened them all, and when assured that nobody could hear or see, she flung herself on her knees before her mistress.
"Save me, in heaven's name, save me!" she wailed: "and I will tell you everything!"
CHAPTER XXI.
THE QUEEN AND HER MASTER.
Andrea's confession was a long one for it was not until eleven at night that the royal boudoir door opened, and on the sill was seen the Countess of Charny, kissing her mistress's hand.
She went away with weeping eyes but the Queen's were scorching, as she paced her room.
She gave order that she was to be disturbed on no account unless for news from Paris.
At the supposition that Charny had at last perceived that his wife was still young and fair, the Queen found that misfortune is nothing to a heart-chagrin.
But in the midst of her feverish torment came the cruel consolation. According to Andrea's confession she had been wronged in a mesmeric trance and Gilbert had humbled her pride forever. Somewhere was the visible token of her defeat—like a trophy of his shameful triumph, the young man had borne away in the wintry night the offspring of the occult love of the gardener's boy for his suzerain's daughter!
She could not but be wonderstricken at the magical combination of wayward fortune, by which a peasant lad had been made to love the fine lady who was to be the favorite of the Queen of France.
"So the grain of dust has been lifted up to glitter like the diamond in the lustre of the skies," she mused.
Was not this lowborn lover the living symbol of what was happening at the time, a man of the people swaying the politics of a great empire, one who personified, by privilege of the evil spirit who soared over France, the insult to its nobility and the attack on royalty by the plebeians?
While shuddering, she wanted to look upon this monster who by a crime had infused his base blood into the aristocratic blue: who had caused a Revolution that he should be delivered from the castle; it was his principles which had armed Billet, Gonchon, Marat, and the others.
He was a venomous creature and terrible; for he had ruined Andrea as her lover and wrecked the Bastile as the hater of kings.
She ought to know him to avoid him or the better to fight him. Better still to make use of him. At any price she must see him and judge him.
Two thirds of the night were passed in reverie before she sank into troubled slumber.
But even here the Revolution was her nightmare. She had a dream that she was walking in one of her German forests when a gnome seized her from behind a tree and she knew that it was Gilbert.
She shrieked and, waking, found Lady Tourzel, an attendant, by her pillow.
"The Queen is sick," she called out. "Fetch the doctor."
"What doctor is in waiting?" asked the Queen.
"Dr. Gilbert, the new honorary physician whom the King has appointed."
"You speak as if you knew him, and yet he has only been a week in this country from America, and only a day out of the Bastile?"
"Your Majesty, I read his writings, and I was so curious to see the author," said the lady, "that I had him pointed out to me as he was in his rooms."
"Ah! well, let him begin his duties. Tell him I am ailing and request his presence."
Surprised and profoundly affected, though he seemed but a little uneasy, Gilbert appeared before the Queen. With her aristocratic intelligence she read that he felt timid respect for the woman, tranquil audacity for the patient and no emotion whatever for the sovereign. She was vexed, too, that he could look so well in the black suit worn by the third class of society and one the Revolutionists chose.
The less provoking he was in bearing, the more her anger grew. She had fancied the man an odious character, one of the heroes of impudence whom she had often seen around her. She had represented as a Mirabeau, the man she hated next to Cardinal Rohan and General Lafayette, this author of Andrea's woes. He was guilty in her eyes for looking the gentleman. The proud Austrian conceived a wild hatred against one whom she thought had stolen the semblance of the rank he had no business to aspire to.
As he had not ceased to look at her while she was dismissing all her ladies, his persistency exasperated her like importunity.
"Well, sir," she snapped at him like a pistol-shot, "what are you doing in staring at me instead of telling what ails me?"
This furious apostrophe, accompanied with visual lightning, would have blasted any courtier into dropping at her feet and sueing for mercy though he was a hero, a marshal, or a demigod.
But Gilbert made answer quietly:
"The physician judges by the eyes in the first place, my lady. As your Majesty summoned me, I come not from idle curiosity but to obey your orders and fulfill my duty. As far as in my power lays, I study your Majesty."
"Am I sick?"
"Not in the usual meaning of the word, but your Majesty is superexcited."
"Why not say I am out of temper?" she queried with irony.
"Allow me to use the medical term, since I am a medical man called in."
"Be it so. Whence this superexcitement?"
"Your Majesty is too intelligent not to know that a man of medicine only judges the material state: he is not a wizard to sound at the first glance the mind of man."
"Do you mean to imply that at the second, or third time, you could not merely tell me my bodily ail but a mental one?"
"Possibly," returned Gilbert coldly.
She darted at him a withering look while he was simply staring at her with desperate fixedness. Vanquished, she tried to wrench herself away from what was alarming while fascinating, and she upset a stand so that a chocolate cup was smashed on the floor. He saw it fall and the cup shiver, but did not budge. The color flew to her brow, to which she carried her chilly hand; but she dared not direct her eyes again on the magnetizer.
"Under what master did you study?" she inquired, using a scornful tone more painful than insolence.
"I cannot answer without wounding your Majesty."
The Queen felt that he gave her an advantage and she leaped in at the opening like a lioness on a prey.
"Wound me?" she almost screamed. "I vow that you mistake. Dr. Gilbert, you have not studied the French language in as good sources as medicine, I fear. Members of my class are not wounded by inferiors, only tired."
"Excuse me, madam," he returned, "I forgot I was called in to a patient. You are about to stifle with excitement and I shall call your women to put you to bed."
She walked up and down the room, infuriated at being treated like a great child, and, turning, said:
"You are Dr. Gilbert? Strange—I have a girlish memory of one of your name. A boy who looked unkempt, tattered and torn like a little Jean Jacques Rousseau when a vagabond, who was delving the ground with the spade held in his dirty, crooked hands."
"It was I," replied the other calmly. "It was in 1772, that the little gardener's boy to whom you kindly allude, was earning his bread by working in the royal gardens of Trianon. That is seventeen years ago, and much has happened in that time. It needed no longer to make the wild boy a learned man: revolutionary eras are the forcing-beds of mind. Clear as your glance is, your Majesty does not see that the youth is a man of thirty; it is wrong to be astonished that little Gilbert, simple and uncouth, should have become a learned philosopher in the breath of two revolutions."
"Simple? perhaps we will recur to that on another occasion," said the Queen vindictively: "but let us have to do with the learned philosopher, the improved and perfect man whom I have under my eyes."
Gilbert did not notice the sneer though he knew it was a fresh insult.
"You are appointed medical attendant to the King," she continued: "it is clear that I have the welfare of my husband too near my heart to entrust his health to a stranger."
"I offered myself, madam," responded Gilbert, "and his Majesty accepted me without any doubts on my capacity and zeal. I am mainly a political physician, vouched for by Minister Necker. But if the King has need of my knowledge of the scalpel and drugs, I can be as good a healer as human science allows one of our race to be. But the King most wants, besides the good adviser and physician, a good friend."
"You, a friend of the King?" exclaimed the lady, with a new outbreak of scorn. "By virtue of your quackery and charms? have we gone back to the Dark Ages and are you going to rule France with elixirs and jugglery like a Faust?"
"I have no pretentions that way."
"Oh, why have you given that branch? you might, in the same way as you sent Andrea to sleep, put the monsters under a spell who howl and spit fire on our threshold."
This time Gilbert could not help blushing at the allusion to mesmerizing Andrea, which was of inexpressible delight to her who baited him as she believed she had left a wound.
"For you can send people to sleep," she pursued: "you no doubt have studied magnetism with those villains who make slumber a treacherous weapon and read our secrets in our sleep."
"Indeed, madam, I have studied magnetism under the wise Cagliostro."
"That teacher of moral theft, who taught his disciples how to rifle bodies and souls by his infamous practice!"
Gilbert understood all by this, and she shuddered with joy to the core at seeing him lose color.
"Wretch," she rejoiced, "I have stung him to the quick and the blood flows."
But the deepest emotions did not long hold the mesmerizer in their spell. Approaching the Queen who was rash enough to look up in her triumph and let her eyes be caught, he said:
"You are wrong to judge fellow-creatures so harshly. You denounce Cagliostro as a quack when you had a proof of his real science; when you were the Archduchess of Austria and first came to France. When I saw you at Taverney, did not that wonder-worker whom you decry show to your Majesty in a clear cup of water such a picture of your fate that you swooned away?"
Gilbert had not seen the forecast, but he knew from his master, no doubt, what Marie Antoinette had been shown. He struck so hard that she turned dreadfully pale.
"Yes," she said in a hoarse voice, "he showed me a hideous machine of bloodshed. But I do not yet know that such a thing exists."
"I know not that, but he cannot be denied the rank of sage who held such might over his fellow-beings."
"His fellows?" sneered the Queen.
"Nay, his power was so great that crowned heads sank beneath his level," went on Gilbert.
"Shame! I tell you that Cagliostro was a cowardly charlatan, and his mesmeric sleep a crime. In one case it resulted in a deed for which human justice, represented by me, shall seize the author and punish him."
"Madam, be indulgent for those who have sinned."
"Ho, ho! you confess then?"
She thought by the gentleness of his tone that he was imploring her mercy. Some forgot herself and looked at him to scorch him with her indignation.
But her glance crossed his only to melt like a steel blade on which the electric fluid falls and she felt her hatred change to fright, while she recoiled a step to elude coming wrath.
"Ah, madam, do you understand what the power is I had from the master whom you defamed? believe that if I were not the most respectful of your subjects, I could convince you by a terrible experiment. I might constrain you to write down with your own hands lines that would convince you when you read them at your release from the charm. But mark how solid is the patience and the generosity of the man whom you have been insulting, and whom you placed in the Bastile. You regret it was broken open because he was released by the people. And you will hate me, and continue to doubt when I relax the bond with which I hold you."
Ceasing to govern her with glances and magnetic passes, he allowed her to regain some self-control, like the bird in the vacuum, to whom a little air is restored.
"Send me to sleep—force me to speak or write while sleep-bound," cried the Queen, white with terror. "Have you dared? Do you know that your threat is high-treason? a crime punishable with death!"
"Do not cry out too soon. If I thus charmed you and forced you to betray your inmost secrets it would be with a witness by. He would repeat your revelations so as to leave you no doubt."
"A witness? but, think, sir, that a witness to such a deed would be an accomplice."
"A husband is not the accomplice to an experiment he favors on his wife."
"The King?" screamed Marie Antoinette with dread, revealing rather the wife than the medium reluctant to make a scene for the spiritualist: "fie, Dr. Gilbert!"
"The King, your natural defender, your sustainer," replied Gilbert quietly. "He would relate, when you were awakened, how respectful I was, while proud in proving my science on the most venerated of sovereigns."
He left her to meditate on the depth of his words.
"I see," she said at length, "you must be a mortal enemy——"
"Or a proven friend——"
"Impossible; friendship cannot dwell beside fear or distrust."
"Between subject and monarch, friendship cannot live but on the confidence the subject inspires. I have made the vow not to use my weapons but to repulse the wrongs done me. All for defense, nothing for offence!"
"Alas," moaned the Queen: "I see that you set a trap. After frightening the woman, you seek to rule the Queen."
"No, lady, I am not a paltry speculator. You are the first woman in whom I have found all feminine passions with all the dominant faculties of man. You can be a woman and a friend. I admire you and would serve you. I will do it without receiving aught from you—merely to study you. I will do more to show you how I serve you: if I am in the way send me forth."
"Send you hence," said she with gladness.
"But no doubt you will reflect that my power can be exercised from afar. It is true: but do not fear—I shall not employ it."
The Queen was musing, unable to reply to this strange man when steps were heard in the corridor.
"The King," she exclaimed.
"Then point out the door by which I may depart without being seen by him."
"Stay," she said.
He bowed, and remained impassible while she sought to read on his brow to what point triumph rose in him more plain than anger or disquiet.
"At least he might have shown his delight," she thought.
CHAPTER XXII.
THE PRIVATE COUNCIL.
Louis entered briskly but heavily as was his wont. His manner was busy and curious, strongly contrasting with the Queen's cold rigidity.
His high color had not left him. An early riser and proud of the heartiness he had imbibed with the morning breeze, he breathed noisily and set his foot vigorously on the floor.
"The doctor—what has become of the doctor?" he inquired.
"Good morning, Sire! how do you feel this morning? are you tired?"
"I have slept six hours, my allowance. I feel very well, and my head is clear. But you are a little pale. I heard you had sent for the new doctor."
"Here is Dr. Gilbert," said the Queen, standing aside from a window recess where the doctor had been screened by the curtains.
"But were you unwell that you sent for him?" continued the monarch: "You blush—you must have some secret, since you consult him instead of the regular doctors of the household. But have a care! Dr. Gilbert is one of my confidential friends, and if you tell him anything he will repeat it to me."
The Queen had become purple from being merely red.
"Nay, Sire," said Gilbert, smiling.
"What, has the Queen corrupted my friends?"
Marie Antoinette laughed one of those dry, half-suppressed laughs signifying that the conversation has gone far enough or it fatigues: Gilbert understood but the King did not.
"Come, doctor, since this amuses the Queen, let me hear the joke."
"I was asking the doctor why you called him so early. I own that his presence at Versailles much puzzles me," said the Queen.
"I was wanting the doctor to talk politics with him," said Louis, his brow darkening.
"Oh, very well," said she, taking a seat as if to listen.
"But we are not going to talk pleasant stuff; so we must go away to spare you an additional pang."
"Do you call business matters pangs?" majestically said the Queen. "I would like you to stay. Dr. Gilbert, surely you will not disobey me."
"But I want the doctor's opinion and he cannot give it according to his conscience if you are by us."
"What risk does he run of displeasing me by speaking according to his conscience?" she demanded.
"That is easy to understand, madam; you have your own line of policy, which is not always ours; so——"
"You would clearly imply that the Gilbert policy runs counter to mine?"
"It should be so, from the ideas your Majesty knows me to entertain," said Gilbert. "But your Majesty should know that I will speak the truth before you as plainly as to his Majesty."
"That is a gain," said Marie Antoinette.
"Truth is not always good to speak," observed the monarch.
"When useful?" suggested Gilbert.
"And the intention good," added the Queen.
"We do not doubt that," said King Louis. "But if you are wise, madam, you will leave the doctor free use of his language, which I stand in need of."
"Sire, since the Queen provokes the truth, and I know her mind is too noble and powerful to dread it, I prefer to speak before both my sovereigns."
"I ask it."
"I have faith in your Majesty's wisdom," said Gilbert, bowing to the lady. "The question turns on the King's glory and happiness."
"Then you were right to have faith in me. Commence, sir."
"Well, I advise the King to go to Paris."
A spark dropping into the eight thousand pounds of gunpowder in the City Hall cellars would not have caused the explosion of this sentence in the Queen's bosom.
"There," said the King who had been startled by her cry, "I told you so, doctor."
"The King," proceeded the indignant woman, "in a city revolted; among scythes and pitchforks, borne by the villains who massacred the Swiss, and murdered Count Launay and Provost Flesselles; the King crossing the City Hall Square and slipping in the blood of his defenders: you are insane to speak thus, sir!"
Gilbert lowered his eyes as in respect but said not a word. The King writhed in his chair as though on a red hot grid.
"Madam," said the doctor at last, "I have seen Paris, and you have not even been out of the palace to see Versailles, Do you know what Paris is about?"
"Storming some other Bastile," jeered the Queen.
"Assuredly not; but Paris knows there is another fortress between it and the King. The city is collecting the deputies of its forty-eight wards and sending them here."
"Let them come," said the Queen, with fierce joy. "They will be hotly received."
"Take care, madam, for they come not alone but escorted by twenty thousand National Guards."
"What is that?"
"Do not speak lightly of an institution which will be a power one day. It will bind and unbind."
"My lord," you have ten thousand men who are equal to these twenty thousand," said the Queen: "call them up to give these blackguards their chastisement, and the example which all this revolutionary spawn has need of. I would sweep them all away in a week, if I were listened to."
"How deceived you are—by others," said Gilbert, shaking his head, sadly. "Alas! think of civil war excited by a queen. Only one did so, and she went down to the grave with the epithet of the Foreigner."
"Excited by me? what do you mean? did I fire on the Bastile without provocation?"
"Pray, instead of urging violence, hearken to reason," interposed the King. "Continue," he said to Gilbert.
"Spare the King a battle with doubtful issue; these hates which grow hotter at a distance, these boastings which become courage on occasion. You may by gentleness soften the contact of this army with the palace. Let the King meet them. These twenty thousand are coming perhaps to conquer the King: let him conquer them, and turn them into his own body-guard; for they are the people."
The King nodded approval.
"But do you not know what will be said?" she cried, "that the King applauds what was done, the slaying of his faithful Switzers, the massacre of his officers, the putting his handsome city to fire and blood. You will make him dethrone himself and thank these gentlemen!"
A disdainful smile passed over her lips.
"No, madam, there is your mistake. This conduct would mean, there was some justice in the people's grievances. 'I come to pardon where they overstepped the dealing of wild justice. I am the King and the chief; the head of the French Revolution as Henry Fourth was head of the League and the nation. Your generals are my officers, your National Guards my soldiers; your magistrates my own. Instead of urging me on, follow me if you can. The length of my stride will prove that I lead in the footsteps of Charlemagne.'"
"He is right," the King said ruefully.
"Oh, Sire, for mercy's sake, do not listen to this man, your enemy."
"Her Majesty tells you what she thinks of my suggestion," said Gilbert.
"I think, sir, that you are the only person who has ever ventured to tell me the truth," commented Louis XVI.
"The truth? is that what you have told?" exclaimed the Queen. "Heaven have mercy!"
"Yes, madam," said Gilbert, "and believe me that it is the lamp by which the throne and royalty will be prevented rolling into the abyss."
He bowed very humbly as he spoke, to the Queen, who appeared profoundly touched this time—by his humility or the reasoning?
The King rose with a decisive air as though determined on realization. But from his habit of doing nothing without consulting with his consort, he asked:
"Do you approve?"
"It must be," was her rejoinder.
"I am not asking for your abnegation but support to my belief."
"In that case I am convinced that the realm will become the meanest and most deplorable of all in Christendom."
"You exaggerate. Deplorable, I grant, but mean?"
"Your ancestors left you a dreary inheritance," said Marie Antoinette sorrowfully.
"Which I grieve you should share," added Louis.
"Allow me to say, Sire, that the future may not be so lamentable," interposed Gilbert, who pitied the dethroned rulers; "a despotic monarchy has ceased, but a constitutional one commences."
"Am I the man to found that in France?" asked the King.
"Why not?" exclaimed the Queen, catching some hope from Gilbert's suggestion.
"Madam, I see clearly. From the day when I walk among men like themselves, I lose all the factitious strength necessary to govern France as the Louis before me did. The French want a master and one who will wield the sword. I feel no power to strike."
"Not to strike those who would rob your children of their estate," cried the Queen, "and who wish to break the lilies on your crown?"
"What am I to answer? if I answer No, I raise in you one of those storms which embitter my life. You know how to hate—so much the better for you. You can be unjust; I do not reproach you, for it is an excellent trait in the lordly. Madam, we must resign ourselves: it takes strength to push ahead this car with scythe-bladed wheels, and we lack strength."
"That is bad, for it will run over our children," sighed Marie Antoinette.
"I know it, but we shall not be pushing it."
"We can draw it back, Sire."
"Oh, beware," said Gilbert, deeply, "it will crush you then."
"Let him speak what the newspapers have been saying for a week past. At any rate he wraps up the bitterness of his free speech," said the King. "In short, I shall go to Paris."
"Who knows but you will find it the gulf I fear?" said the Queen in a hollow, irritated voice. "The assassin may be there with his bullet, who will know among a thousand threatening fists, which holds the dagger?"
"Fear nothing of that sort, they love me," said Louis.
"You make me pity you for saying that. They love you who slay and mangle and cut the throats of your representatives? The Governor of the Bastile was your image. They killed that brave and faithful servitor, as they would kill you in his stead. The more easy as they know you and that you would turn the other cheek to the smiter. If you are killed, what about my children?" concluded the Queen.
"Madam," struck in Gilbert, deeming it time he intervened, "the King is so respected that I fear that his entry will be like that of Juggernaut, under whose wheels the fanatics will throw themselves to be crushed. This march into Paris will be a triumphal progress."
"I am rather of the doctor's opinion," said the monarch.
"Say you are eager to enjoy this triumph," said the Queen.
"The King is right, and his eagerness proves the accuracy of his judgment on men and events. The sooner his Majesty is, the greater will be his triumph: by delay the gain may be lost. This promptness will change the King's position and make the act in some way his order. Lose time, Sire, and their demand will be an order."
"Not to-day, Master Gilbert," said the Queen, "to-morrow. Grant me till then, and I swear not to oppose the movement."
"But who knows what will happen meanwhile?" expostulated the King in despair. "Marie, you seem doomed to ruin me. The Assembly will send me some addresses which will rob me of all the merit in taking the first step."
Gilbert nodded.
"Better so," said the Queen with sullen fury, "refuse and preserve your regal dignity: go not to Paris but wage war from here; and if we must die here, let us fall like rulers, like masters, like Christians, who cling to their God as to their crown."
The King saw from her excitement that he must give way.
"But what do you expect between whiles?" he inquired: "A reinforcement from Germany? or news from town?"
It was a coat of mail which the King refused to wear, but her misapprehension of the monarch who knew he was not of the times when kings wore armor, cost a precious time.
Without other safeguard than Gilbert's breast, as the latter rode in the coach beside the monarch, the visit to Paris was made.
In the Queen's drive, in the Champs Elysées, Mayor Bailly offered him the city keys, saying:
"Sire, I bring your Majesty the keys of the good city. They are the same offered to Henry Fourth. He won his people, but the people have now won their King."
On the return, all having passed smoothly, crossing Louis XV. Place, a shot was fired from across the river and Gilbert felt a stroke. The bullet had hit one of his steel vest buttons and glanced off into the crowd and killed an unfortunate woman.
The King heard her scream and heard the shot.
"Burning powder in my honor?" he said.
"Yes, Sire," was Gilbert's easy reply.
It was never known what hand fired this regicidal shot which justified the Queen's fear that her husband would be assassinated.
While all was festivity at Paris, gloom settled down on Versailles at eventide. With darkness came its retinue of fears and sinister visions, when suddenly uproar was heard at the end of the town.
The Queen shuddered and ran to a window which she opened with her own hand.
A hussar came up to the palace; it was a lieutenant sent by Charny who had gone on towards Paris to get the news. He reported that the King was safe and sound, and that he would arrive shortly.
Taking her two children by the hand, Marie Antoinette went down and out upon the grand staircase, where were grouped the servants and the courtiers.
Her piercing eye perceived a woman in white leaning on the stone balustrade and eagerly looking into the shadows: it was Countess Andrea, enrapt in expectation of her husband so that she did not see her royal mistress, or disdained to notice her.
Whether she bore the Queen rancor or merely yearned to see her husband, it was a double stab for the beloved of Charny.
But she had determined on the righteous course: she trod her jealousy underfoot; she immolated her secret joys and wrath to the sanctity of the conjugal oath. No doubt from heaven was sent this salutary love to raise her husband and children above all else. Her pride, too, lifted her above earthly desires and she could be selfish without deserving blame.
As the coach came up, she descended the steps, and when its door was opened, and Louis stepped out, she did not notice how the grooms and footmen hastened to tear off the rosettes and streamers of the new popular colors with which Billet and Pitou and others of the throng had decorated the vehicle and horses.
With an outcry of love and delight the Queen embraced the King. She sobbed as though she had fully expected never again to see him.
In her impulse of an overburdened heart, she did not remark the hand-grasp the Charnys exchanged in the darkness.
As the royal children kissed their father, the elder boy spied the cockade reddened by the torchlight on his father's hat and exclaimed with his childish astonishment:
"Oh, papa, what is on your white cockade—blood?"
It was the national Red.
Spying it herself, the Queen plucked it off with profound disgust as the King stooped as if to kiss his daughter but really to hide his shame. The mad woman did not think that she was insulting the nation, which would repay her at an early day.
"Throw the thing away," she cried, casting it down the steps so that all the escort tramped over it.
This strange transition extinguished her phase of marital love. She looked round for Charny without appearing to do so; he had fallen back into the ranks like a soldier.
"I thank you, my lord," she said to him, at last: "you have kept your promise to restore the King to me unhurt."
"Who is that?" inquired the sovereign: "Oh, Charny? But where is Gilbert, whom I do not see?"
"Come to supper," said the Queen to change the subject; "Go to the countess, my Lord Charny, and bring her. We shall have a family supper party, to-night."
She was the Queen again; but still she was vexed that the count, who had been sad, should cheer up at the prospect of his wife being in the company.
CHAPTER XXIII.
WHY THE QUEEN WAITED.
A little calm succeeded at Versailles the political and mental tempests which we have chronicled.
The King breathed again: and consoled himself with his regaled popularity for what his Bourbon pride had suffered in truckling to the Paris mob. The Nobility prepared to flee or to resist. The people watched and waited.
Assured that she was the butt of all the slings and arrows of hatred, the Queen made herself as inconspicuous as possible: she knew that for her party she was the centre of all hopes.
Since the King went to Paris she had not seen Dr. Gilbert, but the chance was offered her when they met in the vestibule of the royal apartments.
"Going to the King?" she challenged as he bowed deeply. "As physician or counsellor?" she continued with a smile betraying some irony.
"As doctor; it is my day on duty," he replied.
She beckoned him to follow her into a little sideroom.
"You see, sir," she began, "that you were wrong the other day when you assured me that the King ran no risk of murder. A woman was killed by a shot aimed at him and striking you, without injury. Who told me so? gentlemen of the escort who saw your button fly."
"I do not believe it was a crime, or, if so, one to be imputed to the people," returned Gilbert, hesitatingly.
"Who are we to attribute it to, then?" she demanded, fixing her eyes upon him.
"I have been studying the masses some time," he responded: "when in fury the mobs tear and slay like a tiger; but in cold blood, they seek no go-betweens. They want to make the blood fly with their own claws and fangs."
"As witness, Foulon and his son-in-law Berthier Savigny, accused of complicity in the Great Grain Fraud, and ripped to pieces by the crowd? and Flesselles, slain by a pistol! But the accounts of their atrocious executions may be untrue, we crowned heads are so engirt by flatterers."
"Madam, you do not believe any more than I, that Flesselles was killed by the mob. Others of higher degree were more interested in his death. As for the King, those who love their country believe he is useful to it, and these stand between him and the assassin eagerly."
"Alas," said she, "there was a time when a good Frenchman would have expressed his sentiments in better terms than those. It was not possible then to love his country without loving his rulers."
Gilbert blushed and bowed, feeling the thrill at his heart which the Queen could impart in her periods of winning intimacy.
"Madam, I beg to boast that I love the monarchy better than many."
"Are we not at an era when it is not enough to say so, but actions should speak?"
"Madam, I was your enemy yesterday, when you had me imprisoned, and now I am your servant."
"But whence the change? it is not in your nature, doctor, to change your feelings, opinion and belief so readily. You are a man with a deep-rooted memory; you know how to lengthen out your vengeance. Tell me the aim of your change?"
"Madam, you reproach me with loving my country too dearly."
"You love it so as to stoop to serve me, the foreigner? no I am a Frenchwoman—I love my country. You smile—but it is my country. I have adopted it. German by birth, I am French through the heart; but I love France through the King and the respect due the God which consecrated me to it. But I understand you; it is not the same thing. You love France purely and simply for France's sake."
"Madam, I cannot be outspoken without disrespect," replied the doctor.
"Oh," she said, "dreadful is this epoch when men pretending to be honorable isolate two principles that should never be parted, and have always marched forward together: France and her King. Is there not a tragedy in which a queen, abandoned by all, is asked: What remains? and she answers 'I!' Well, like Medea, I am here—and we shall see the outcome."
She passed out, in vexation, leaving Gilbert in stupor. By her fiery breath she had blown aside a corner of the veil beyond which simmered the hell-broth of the Anti-Revolution.
"Let us look to ourselves," thought Gilbert, "the Queen is nursing a scheme."
"Plainly nothing can be done with this man," muttered the sovereign, regaining her rooms. "He is a strong one, but he lacks devotion."
Poor princess, to whom servility is thought to be devotion!
Marie Antoinette felt the weight upon her most when alone.
As woman and queen, she had nothing to lean upon or help her support the crushing burden.
Doubt or wavering was on either hand. Uneasy about their fortune, the sycophants fled. Her relatives and friends brooded on exile. The proudest of all, Andrea, gradually drew aside from her, body and soul.
The noblest and dearest man of all, Charny, was wounded by her fickleness and was a prey to doubt.
She who was instinct and sagacity themselves, was fretted by the crisis.
"This pure, unalloyed heart has not changed, but it is changing," she reasoned.
A dreadful conviction for the woman who loved with passion, and insupportable for one who loved with pride, as the Queen did Charny.
Being a man, all that George understood was that the Queen was unfairly jealous of his wife. Nothing pains a heart incapable of false play so much as to be suspected of it. Nothing so points attention on the person unjustly accused of inspiring an attachment than jealousy. The suspected one reflects. It looks from the jealous heart to the one believed to be its rival.
Indeed, how suppose that a noble and elevated creature should be vexed over a trifle? What has a lovely woman to be worried about? what, the powerful lady?
Charny knew that Andrea had been the bosom friend of the Queen, and wondered why their love had cooled and the confidante stood away. He had to look to her and the idol lost so much of the eye-adulation as Andrea gained. By her unfairness and anger Marie Antoinette told Charny that he must feel less a lover for her. He sought for the cause, and naturally whither the Queen was frowning.
He pitied Andrea, who had married him by royal command, and was but nominally his wife.
Marie Antoinette's burst of affection in receiving her husband on his return from Paris had opened the eyes of the count.
He began to steel himself against her, and she, while ill-treating him, resumed showering favor on Andrea.
The latter submitted, without astonishment but also with no gratitude. Long since, she reckoned herself as belonging to her royal mistress and she let the Queen do what she liked.
The result was a curious situation, such as women act and comprehend best.
Andrea felt all her husband underwent, and she pitied him and showed her pity, from her love being of the angelic kind which is not fed on hope.
This compassion led to a gentle approach. She tried to comfort George without letting him see that she needed the same consolation. This was done with that delicacy called womanly because the softer sex best practice it.
Marie Antoinette, trying to reign by dividing, saw she was on the wrong road, and was forcing together the souls which she wanted to keep aloof.
Hence, in the silence of night and the lonesomeness, she felt such wrestlings with Giant Despair as must give the spirit a high idea of its power since it can struggle with so vast a might.
She would have succumbed had it not been for the diversion of politics.
In her pride she ascribed her decay to the depreciation she had let herself as a woman suffer lately. In her active mind, to think was to act.
She set to work without losing a moment, but unfortunately the work was for her perdition.
Seeing that the Parisians had turned into soldiers and appeared to intend war, she resolved to show them what war really is.
For two months the King had been striving to retain some shred of royalty: with the peerage and Mirabeau, he had tried to neutralize the democratic spirit effacing it in France. In this strife the monarch had lost all his power and part of his popularity; the Queen had gained the nickname of "Lady Veto." She had been known as The Austrian, then as Lady Deficit, on account of the hole in the Treasury attributed to her generosity to her favorites; now, Lady Veto; she was to bear lastly the title of The Widow Capet.
After the conflict in which the Queen had endeavored to engage her friends by showing them that they were endangered with her, she remarked that only sixty thousand passports had been applied for by the higher classes, fleeing to foreign parts. This had struck the Queen.
She purposed her own escape, so as to leave the true royalists in France to wage a civil war. Her plan was not bad, and it must have succeeded had it not been for the evil genius who was plotting behind the Queen. Strange destiny! this woman who inspired great devotion, nowhere could attach discretion.
It was known all over town that she intended to take to wing before she had settled herself: and from that time it was impracticable.
Meanwhile, the Flanders Regiment, famous for its royalist fervor, arrived at Versailles, asked for by the town council, as the guarding of the palace exceeded their powers at command.
It made a solemn entrance into the court-town, and received an ovation from the courtiers, other soldiers, and a band of young nobles who had set up a company of their own with a special uniform, to which were joined the Knights of St. Louis, officers on the retired list and adventurers.
Only one black spot marred the sky: Liege had revolted against the Austrian Emperor and this made it difficult for him to succor the daughter whom he had wedded to his brother on the French throne.
After the Flanders Regiment had been welcomed, the Lifeguards officers voted to give them a dinner: it was fixed for the First of October. As the King had no politics to trouble him, since the new government took all business on themselves, he passed the days in hunting. The Queen was applied to for the dinner to take place in the palace. She let the guards officers have the theatre, which was boarded over to make more room, and a hall adjoining.
She shut herself up alone, save for her children and Andrea, sad and thoughtful, where the toasts and the clink of glasses should not disturb her.
At the palace gates a crowd peeped in and sniffed the air, puffing the fumes of roasts and wines, from the large dinner table. It was imprudent to let the hungry inhale the vapor of good cheer and the morose hear songs and cheers of hope and joy.
The feast went on without any interruption, however. At the second course the Colonel of the Flanders Regiment proposed the regular toasts of the Royal Family, which were hailed so loudly that the Queen may have heard the echoes in her refuge.
An officer stood up. He was a man of wit and courage who foresaw the issue of this banquet and was sincerely attached to the Royal Family; or else he was a plotter who tried to challenge the anti-popular opinion. He proposed the Health of the Nation.
It was hooted down, and the feast took its plain meaning—the torrent resumed its down-hill rush.
To forget the country might pass: but to insult it was too much; it would take revenge.
From that moment discipline was at an end: the privates hobnobbed with their superiors, and it was really a brotherly meeting.
What a pity that the unfortunate King and sorrowful Queen could not witness such a gathering!
Officious servants ran with exaggerated accounts of the festivities to Marie Antoinette and urged that she should go with the young heir to the throne by her side, in the monarch's absence.
"Madam, I entreat you to keep away," pleaded Count Charny. "I have come away from the scene; they are too excited to make it seemly for your Majesty."
She was in one of her sulky, whimsical moods and it suited her to tease Charny by going counter to his advice. She looked at him with disdain and was going to answer him tartly when he respectfully said:
"At least, see what the King says about it."
The King had just returned from hunting.
Marie Antoinette ran to meet him and dragging him with her, in his riding boots and dusty as he was, she led him away, without a glance at Charny, and crying:
"Come, my lord, to see a sight worthy of a King of France's regard!"
With her left hand, she led her son. The courtiers flowed before and after the trio: she reached the theatre doors just as the glasses were being emptied for the twentieth time to shouts of:
"God save the King! Long live the Queen!"
The applause burst like a mine exploding when the King and Queen and Prince Royal were seen on the floor. The drunken soldiers and heated officers waved their hats on their swords and shouted. The band began to play from the Opera of Richard Coeur-de-lion, Blondel's song of "Oh, Richard, oh, my King!" which so transparently alluded to the King in a kind of bondage that all voices took up the song.
The enthusiastic Queen did not see that the soldiers were intoxicated: the surprised King had too much good sense not to see more clearly, but he was weak and flattered by this reception, so that he let the general frenzy overcome him.
Charny, who had drunk nothing but water during the part of the banquet which he attended, stood pale at this participation of the Royal Family in what would now be a historical event by their presence.
But his apprehension was still greater when he saw his brother Valence, the hussar lieutenant, approach the Queen and speak to her when encouraged by a smile. It was consent, for she unpinned from her cap the cockade she was wearing and presented it to her imprudent Knight. It was not even a royal rosette, but that of Austria: the black insignia of the foreign foe! This was not rashness but treason to the country. So mad was the concourse that they to whom Valence Charny presented the black cockade, tore off their white ones and they who were wearing the tricolors trampled them under foot.
The exultation became so high that the august guests had pains to return to their rooms without trampling on those who prostrated themselves in their passageway.
All this might have been overlooked as the freak of an orgie, but after the Royal Family departed, the guests turned the banquet hall into a town taken by assault. The soldiers whooped and as the bugles blew the charge—against what enemy? the absent nation! they climbed the balconies where the ladies held over helping hands.
The first soldier to reach the boxes was a grenadier whom a nobleman decorated with the ribbon he was wearing in his buttonhole: the Order of Limburg, that is, of no value. But all the sham battle was fought under the Austrian colors while the national one was shouted down. Only a few dull protests were heard, drowned under the trumpet blasts, the hurrahs, and the music of the band. The tumult came menacingly to the crowd at the doors. Astonished at first, they were soon indignant as it was known that the tricolor had been spurned and the black streamer flaunted in its stead.
An officer of the National Guard had been badly beaten in the scuffle to uphold the honor of the latter, but it was not known that Charny, the Queen's favorite, had taken all the blame of the outrages on himself.
The Queen had returned to her rooms, dazed by the scene. A swarm of flatterers and adulators assailed her.
"See the true spirit of your troops," they said. "When the fury of the mob is bragged of, think how it would melt away in the blast of this wild ardor of the military for monarchical ideas."
She was still under the illusion that this fire would spread over the kingdom from the palace, at her will, when, next day, receiving the National Guard to whom she had promised to distribute their new flags, she made this address:
"I am happy to make this presentation. The Nation and the army ought to love the King, as we love them both. I was delighted with the rejoicing yesterday!"
At these words, emphasized by her glittering glance and sweetest voice, the crowd grumbled while the soldiers applauded noisily.
"She upheld us," said one party while the other muttered: "We are betrayed!"
"Am I not brave?" she asked of Charny who looked on with sorrow and listened with terror.
"To the point of folly," he replied with a deeply clouded face.
CHAPTER XXIV.
THE ARMY OF WOMEN.
The Queen was reposing after the day of felicitation. She had her janissaries around her, her cohort of young bravoes, and having reckoned up her foes, she was wishful for the onslaught.
Had she not the defeat of the Fourteenth of July, the Loss of the Bastile, to avenge?
She treated Andrea with the former friendship for a time deadened in her bosom. But Charny? she only looked where he was when she was forced to give him an order. But this was no spite against the family, for it was noticed that she paid special attention to young Valence Charny, the hussar who had been given her Austrian rosette at the officers' dinner.
Indeed, as he was crossing the gallery to announce to the Master of the Buckhound's that the King would go hunting that day, Marie Antoinette who came out of the chapel, perceived him and greeted him.
"The King goes hunting?" she repeated; "what a mistake when the weather is threatening—is it not, Andrea?"
"Yes," answered the lady of honor absently.
"Where will the chase be?"
"In Meudon Wood, my lady."
"Well, accompany him and watch over him."
At this moment the head of the Charnys appeared. He smiled to Andrea and remarked:
"That is advice which my brother will bear in mind during the dangers to the King as well as during his pleasures."
At the sound of the voice, for she had not seen him coming, Marie Antoinette started and rejoined with studied rudeness:
"I should have been astonished if that speech had come from any but your lordship, for it contains a foreboding."
Andrea saw her husband blanch, but he bowed without retort. He noticed her surprise that he bore it so patiently, for he quickly said:
"I am most unhappy that I can no longer speak to the Queen without offense."
"The 'No longer' was spoken with a fine actor's due stress on the important words in a line.
"Speech is only bad when the intention is so," snapped the Queen, through her teeth, locked with anger.
"The ear hears hostilely when the mind is hostile," was the repartie of Charny, more aptly than politely.
"I shall wait to reply till the Count of Charny is happier in his attacks," went on the Queen.
"And I shall wait to attack till the Queen's Most Excellent Majesty is more happy in servitors than lately."
Andrea grasped her husband's hand hastily and prepared to go out of the gallery with him, when a glance from her mistress retained her.
"In short, what does your husband have to say to me?" she inquired.
"Sent to Paris yesterday by the King, I found it in great turmoil."
"Yes, the Parisians are going to pull down the Bastile! The Dutch have taken Holland! Anything fresher, my lord?"
"It is true that they are pulling down the prison, but that affords them nothing but stones and they want for bread."
"Let them be hungry," said the Queen. "What are we to do in the matter since others rule the roost?"
"There was a day when the Queen was the first to be compassionate in times of general distress," said the count; "when she went up into the garrets and the prayers of those she helped rose from the garrets unto God."
"Yes, and I have been nicely repaid for this pity for others," returned the lady bitterly. "One of my worst miseries came from my going into a garret."
She alluded, of course, to the incident of the "Queen's Necklace," already described in this series.
"Because your Majesty was once deceived, is all humanity to be measured by that bushel? Oh, how our gracious lady was loved at that period!"
She darted a flaming look at him.
"To be brief," she said, "what is happening in the capital? Only tell me what you have actually seen, for I want to depend on the accuracy of your words."
"I saw people packed on the waterside waiting for the flour boats; others crowding the bakers' doors, waiting for bread. A famishing people—husbands watching their wives sadly, mothers mourning over their babes. Their fists were clenched and shaken in the direction of Versailles. Alas, I fear that the dangers which my brothers and I are ready to brave, and under which we may die, will not long be forthcoming——"
The Queen had leaned on a window sill and with a view of expressing unconcern, she looked out instead of towards the count. They saw her start, and she exclaimed:
"Andrea, who is this rider?—he seems by his speed to bear news in hot haste."
Andrea went up, but almost instantly retreated, turning pale, and gasped in reproach:
"To call me to see him?"
Charny had looked also, and he said:
"It is Dr. Gilbert."
"So it is," said Marie Antoinette in such a tone that it was not possible to tell whether she had or had not visited on Andrea her personal spite.
Gilbert arrived with the sequel to the ominous scenes which Charny described. The famished women had started for Versailles; they were escorted by ragamuffins willing to be shielded by their petticoats and ripe for any deeds.
"Seven or eight thousand women," repeated the Queen when Gilbert had delivered his message of coming woe. She spoke with scorn.
"But they have been reinforced to double that number on the way. They are hungry and come to ask bread of the King."
"Just what I feared," said Charny.
"What is to be done?"
"Prepare the King to receive them," suggested Gilbert.
"Why expose him?" she expostulated, with that bravery and personal consciousness of her traits and of her husband's weakness which ought not to be exhibited before strangers.
But were Charny and Gilbert strangers—one destined to guard the King, the other the Queen?
The count replied for both, having resumed all his command, for he had sacrificed his pride.
"Madam, Dr. Gilbert is right; the King is still loved, he will make a speech and disarm these furies."
"But who will apprise the King? he is in Meudon Woods and the ways may be blocked."
"Will your Majesty see in me not the courtier but the man of war?" returned the Count, simply. "A soldier is made to be slain."
He did not wait for an answer or to hear the sigh, but rapidly went out and, mounting a guardman's horse, sped away for Meudon.
The sky was menacing and rain began to dot the dust, but Versailles was filling with people who had heard a noise like approaching thunder.
The soldiers took up their muskets slowly and the horseguards got into the saddle with the hesitation of the soldier when his adversaries are beneath his notice.
What could be done against women who had thrown down their weapons on the road and had scarce the power to drag themselves into the town? Half way they had divided eight loaves found at Sevres—thirty-two pounds of bread among seven thousand!
Maillard had accompanied them and induced the last who were armed to lay aside their weapons at the first houses of the place. He suggested that they should sing "Long live Henry Fourth!" to show that they had no ill feelings against royalty. They sang in a feeble whine.
Great was the amazement at the palace, where the harpies and Furies were expected, to see the tottering singers, hunger giving the giddiness of intoxication, pressing their haggard, thinned, livid, blotched and dusty faces against the gilded bars of the gates, and hanging on by their bony hands. From the weird groups came wails and howls while the dull eyes emitted sparks.
Now and again the hands let go the bars to be brandished in threat or held out imploringly.
It was a gloomy sight.
"What do you want?" challenged St. Priest, Minister of Paris.
"Bread," was the cry.
"When you had but one master you were never hungry," he replied testily; "you see how you stand since you have twelve hundred."
He came away, yelled at while he ordered the gates to be kept closed. But they had soon to be opened to a deputation from Parliament which Maillard had obtained. Unfortunately, Valence Charny with the guards had ridden against the mob. Two women of the twelve with the deputation were wounded, to whom Charny who had returned to announce the arrival of the King, and Gilbert rushed to assist.
"Open the doors," called out the King. "A palace is a sanctuary—it must receive all callers."
"An asylum for all but the kings and queens," muttered Marie Antoinette.
Deputy Mounier spoke for the deputation while a flowergirl who had started this woman's war by beating the "fall in" on a drum, undertook to address the King. Unfortunately she was so weak that she fainted after gasping:
"Bread, my lord!"
"Help," cried the King.
Andrea ran up with her smelling bottle and Charny gave the Queen a reproachful glance for not having thought of this act.
Turning pale, she retired to her own rooms.
"Get the coaches ready," she said: "the King and I are going to Rambouillet."
Meanwhile the flowergirl, finding herself in the King's arms on coming to her senses, screamed with bashfulness and tried to kiss his hand.
"I will give you a kiss, my pretty one," he said; "you are well worth it."
"Oh, how good you are! so you will give the order that the grain shall come into Paris to stop the famine?"
"I will sign the order, my child," the King said, "though I am afraid it will do no good."
Sitting at a table he was about to write when a discharge of fire arms followed a solitary shot.
A second charge of cavalry had been made on the women and a man of their supporters had fired a gun to break the arm of Lieutenant Savonnieres of the Guards. He was going to strike a young soldier who was defending with naked hands a woman who had dropped behind him for protection. The bullets from the Lifeguards' carbines had killed one woman; the mob replied and two soldiers were knocked off their horses.
At the same time shouts of "Make room for the Guns!" were heard as the Men of St. Antoine's Ward dragged up three field-pieces which they levelled at the palace gates. Luckily the rain had damped the priming powder and the match.
Suddenly a whisper came to Gilbert without his knowing who spoke.
"General Lafayette is half an hour's march away and coming."
It was a valuable hint.
Gilbert ran and caught one of the horses of the dismounted guards, and as he dashed off the other followed his stable-companion. Hearing the hoofs, Gilbert thought he was pursued and looked back over his shoulder. He saw the animal caught by the reins and his throat cut; then the people fell on the carcase with knives and cut it up.
While Gilbert was racing to meet Lafayette, who arrived with the National Guards, the King was signing the acceptation of "the Resolution of the Rights of Man," for Mounier, and the older to let grain pass into Paris for Louison Champry the flowergirl.
As the first drum beats were heard of the National Guards entering Versailles, the King felt his arm respectfully touched: it was by Andrea.
"Sire, the Queen supplicates your Majesty not to wait for the Parisians, but take the head of your Lifeguards and the Flanders Regiment which will cut their way through."
"Is this your advice, Count Charny?"
"Yes, Sire, if without stopping, you cross the frontier; otherwise, you should stay."
The King shook his head; he stayed, not from having courage but because he had not strength to go.
"A runaway King," he muttered. "Tell the Queen to depart alone," he said to Andrea who went on her errand.
Five minutes afterwards the Queen came and stood by her husband's side.
"I have come to die with you," she said unaffectedly.
"How handsome she is now;" muttered Charny, but she heard him for she started.
"I believe, in all truth, that it is better to die than live!"
"Sire," said Dr. Gilbert, running in, "fear nothing now—General Lafayette is here."
The King did not like Lafayette, but there his feelings stopped, while the Queen hated him and let her hate be seen. She took three steps back, but the King stayed her with an imperative gesture.
The courtiers formed two groups; Charny and Gilbert stood next the King. Steps were heard up to the door of many persons, but all alone General Lafayette entered. As he did so, some voice exclaimed:
"Here comes Cromwell."
"No, sir," said the marquis smiling, "Cromwell would not have walked unguarded into the presence of Charles First!"
Louis XVI. turned to those imprudent friends who had made an enemy of the man hurrying to his relief.
"Count," he said to Charny, "I remain. Now that General Lafayette is here, there is nothing to fear. Retire the troops on Rambouillet. The National Guards will take the outposts and the Lifeguards the palace. Come, general, he said to Lafayette, "I have to confer with you. Come with us, Doctor." he added to Gilbert.
"We must get away to-day," thought the Queen, "to-morrow it will be too late."
As she was going to her own rooms, she was lighted by a red glare outside the palace; the mob had made a barbecue of the soldiers horses.
CHAPTER XXV.
THE NIGHT OF HORRORS.
The night went by quietly. At midnight the Queen had tried to go out to the Trianon Palace but the National Guards had refused to let her pass. When she spoke of feeling fear, they answered that she was safer here than any other place.
She felt encouraged indeed on her return home by having her most faithful guards around her. At the door was Valence Charny, leaning on the carbine used by the Lifeguards as well as the dragoons in those days. It was not the habit of the indoor guards to carry swords on duty. "Oh, it is you, Viscount, always faithful?" she said.
"Am I not at my post, where my brother set me, while he is by the King. He is the head of our family, and his place is to die before the head of the kingdom."
"Yes,"said the royal lady with marked bitterness, "you only have the right to die for the Queen."
"It will be a great honor for me if God permits me to accomplish that duty," said the young man bowing.
"What has become of the countess?" she asked, returning after making a step to go, for a suspicion had stung her in the heart.
"She came past, ten minutes ago, and is having her bed made in your Majesty's ante-chamber."
The Queen bit her lip: it was impossible to surprise the Charnys in default in matters of duty: "Thank you, sir," she said with a winning nod and wave of the hand, "for so well guarding the Queen. Thank your brother from me for so well guarding the King."
In the ante-room Andrea was respectfully awaiting her.
"I thank you as I have thanked the viscount, and your husband through him."
Andrea made a courtesy and moved aside for her to go by. The Queen did not ask her to follow, for this cold devotion which lasted unto death put her ill at ease.
Gilbert had gone away with General Lafayette who had been twelve hours on horseback and was ready to drop. At the gates they saw Billet, who had come with the National Guards, ready to follow Gilbert like a dog, to the end of the world.
All was quiet, we repeat, up to three in the morning.
Then arrived a second army from town. The other was composed of women and came for bread; this one came for vengeance and was composed of friends. The leaders were Marat, a hideous, long-legged hunchbacked dwarf named Verriere, who came to the surface from the mud when society was stirred, and the Duke of Aiguillon, disguised as a fishfog.
They came like camp-followers after a battle to fire and pillage.
There had been plenty of killing to do at the Bastile but no plunder, and they reckoned to make up for that at Versailles.
At half-past five in the morning, five or six hundred of this riff-raff forced or scaled the great gate: a sentinel had fired an alarm shot, which slew one of the assailants.
Divided as by a giant swordstroke, the plunderers broke into two gangs, one aiming at the royal plate; the other at the crown jewels. One stormed the Queen's apartments, the other made for the chapel where the King's were.
The sea rose like a high tide.
The guards of the King at that hour were the regular sentry watching at the door, and an officer who rushed out of the ante-chamber with a halberd snatched from the hands of the frightened Swiss porter.
"Who goes there?" challenged the sentinel three times, while leveling his carbine.
The officer knew what excitement would result from firearms being shot off there in the private apartments, so he beat up the gun with his halberd and barred the stairs with it clear across as he faced the intruders.
"What do you want?" he challenged them.
"Oh, dear, nothing of course," jeered several voices. "We are old friends of her Majesty, so let us pass."
"You are pretty friends to bring war here!"
There was no reply but an ominous laugh. A man seized the ax-headed spear and tried to wrest it from the officer and as he would not let go, he bit his hand. The officer tore the weapon away, shortened it so as to use it as an ax and split the cannibal's skull with one chop. But the violence of the blow broke the staff in two, made for ornament rather than use as it was.
The officer remained armed with two weapons in one, the ax and the spear. While he used both effectively, the sentinel opened the ante-chamber door and called for help. Half-a-dozen guardsmen ran out.
"To the rescue of Lord Charny, gentlemen," shouted the sentry.
Swords flashed in the light of a lamp in the lobby, and the assailants were given some work to do on either side of Charny. Cries of pain were heard and the blood spirted, while the ruffians rolled down the marble steps which they streaked with gore.
The ante-room door opened and the sentry called out:
"By order of the King, gentlemen, return."
The guards profited by the momentary confusion of these foes to execute the retreat, with Charny the last to enter the haven. The door was hardly closed behind him and the two large bolts shot into the sockets before a hundred blows sounded on it. But they piled up the furniture against it so that it would hold out for ten minutes.
During that time reinforcements might arrive.
Meanwhile the second gang had darted towards the Queen's apartments; but the stairs were narrow and only two can go up abreast. It was in the corridor that Valence Charny watched.
He fired when his challenge was not replied to.
The door opened and Andrea appeared, having heard the shot.
"Save her Majesty," cried the young man, "they are after her life. I am alone against fifty, but never mind, I shall hold the door as long as I can. Make haste!"
The assailants stole upon him and he banged the door to, shouting:
"Fasten the bolts! I shall live long enough to give the Queen time to flee."
Turning around he ran two wretches through with his bayonet.
The Queen had heard all this, and Andrea found her afoot when she entered her bedroom. Two of her ladies hastily dressed her, and urged her into the private way, while Andrea, always calm and indifferent to danger for herself, bolted each door by which they passed.
At the junction of the communication of the two royal apartments, a man was waiting. It was Charny, covered with blood.
"The King?" cried Marie Antoinette, on seeing this. "You promised to save him."
"He is saved," replied the count.
Looking through the doorways and not seeing among the members of the Royal Family and others, his wife, he was going to ask about her when a glance from the Queen stopped him. He had no need to speak for her gaze plunging into his heart had read his wish.
"Rest easy—she is coming," she said.
She ran to the little prince whom she took in her arms.
Closing the last door, Andrea came into the Bulls-eye Hall like the rest. She and her husband exchanged no word, their smiles were ample. Strange! those long parted hearts began to yearn for one another since danger surrounded them.
"The King is looking for you, madam," replied Charny to the Queen's inquiries: "he was going to your rooms by one corridor while you came to his by another."
They heard the assassins yelling: "Down with the Austrians! Death to Messalina! no more of Lady Veto! let us throttle her—let her hang!"
A couple of pistol-shots were heard at the same time and two holes were bored in the door. One bullet whizzed close to the young prince's head and buried itself in the hangings.
"Oh, heavens, we shall all die," screamed the Queen falling on her knees.
At a sign from Charny, the Lifeguardsmen formed a shelter for her and the royal children.
The King now joined them, pale of face and his eyes full of tears: he was calling for the Queen as she had for him. On seeing her, he ran into her arms.
"Saved," exclaimed she.
"By the count," replied the monarch, indicating Charny: "And has he saved you, too?"
"It was his brother," said she.
"My lord, we owe more to your family than we can ever repay," observed the sovereign.
The Queen blushed as she met Andrea's glance and turned her head aside. The blows on the door resounded.
"Gentlemen, we must hold the post for an hour," said the count. "It will take that time to kill us seven if we hold out stoutly. It is not likely that help will not have come for their Majesties."
With these words he caught hold of an immense sideboard and, his example being followed, a head of shattered furniture formed a wall in which the guards cut loopholes to shoot through. The Queen prayed over her children, stifled their wailing and tears.
The King retired into a closet adjoining, to burn papers which ought not to fall into strange hands. The door was chopped at till pieces fell off every instant, and through the gaps blood pikes were thrust and jagged bayonets which tried to dart death. At the same time, bullets found holes in the breastwork and furrowed the plaster on the gilded ceiling.
At length a bench on top of the sideboard fell down; the buffet lost one panel and bloody arms were plunged in through the orifice to make the crevice larger. The guards had burnt the last cartridge, though not vainly, for through the channel dead bodies were seen strewing the lobby. At the shrieks of the ladies who supposed death was to leap in at the breach, the King returned.
"Sire," said Charny, "shut yourself up with the Queen in the most remote room. Fasten all the doors after you. At each door let two of us stand. I ask to be the last and guard the last. I warrant we shall keep them off for two hours: they take forty minutes full to get through this."
The King hesitated; it seemed so shameful to step from room to room, closing doors on brave men left to die for him. He would not have drawn back but for the Queen. If she had not had her children with her she would have stayed beside him.
But, alas! king or subject, all have a flaw in the iron heart, through which pierces terror when boldness elopes.
The King was about to give the order to retreat when the arms were suddenly retracted, the spears and bayonets disappeared and the shouts and thwarts were silenced. In the instant of stillness all waited with parted lips, listening ears and held breath.
The tramp of regular troops was heard.
"The National Guard!" shouted Charny.
"My Lord Charny!" bellowed a hearty voice on the other side of the door.
"Farmer Billet," cried Charny as a well-known face showed itself. "Is it you, my friend?"
"Yes; my lord. Where is the King, and the Queen?"
"Here, safe and sound."
"God be thanked! This way, Dr. Gilbert!"
Two woman's hearts thrilled variously at this name: Andrea's and the Queen's. Charny, turning instinctively, saw both turn pale; he sighed as he shook his head.
"Open the doors, gentlemen," cried the King. "Here are friends."
The Lifeguardsmen hurried to tear down the remains of the barrier. During their work the voice of Marquis Lafayette was heard:
"Gentlemen of the National Guard, I pledged my word last night to the King that nothing appertaining to his Majesty should incur harm. If you allow his Lifeguards to be hurt, you break my word of honor, and I shall no longer be worthy of being your chief."
When the obstacles were removed, the two first persons seen were General Lafayette and Gilbert: a little to their left was Billet, delighted at having had a part in the King's deliverance. It was he who had gone and roused up the general for this deed.
"Long live the King—long live the Queen!" roared Billet. "Ah, if you had stayed in Paris this would not have happened."
"General, what do you advise?" asked the King of the marquis.
"I think you should show yourself at the window."
Gilbert nodded, and Louis walked straight to the window, opened it and stepped out on the balcony.
"Long live the King!" was the universal shout. "Come to Paris:" added others. While a few, but the most dreadful ones: "Let us have the Queen out here!"
All shivered; the King lost color as did Gilbert and Charny.
She looked at Lafayette, who said:
"Fear nothing!"
"All alone?" she questioned.
With the charming manners he preserved to old age, Marquis Lafayette gently detached the clinging children from their mother and urged them out upon the balcony. He offered his hand to Marie Antoinette, adding:
"If your Majesty will rely on me, all will go well."
He led her out on the balcony above the Marble Courtyard, a sea of enflamed human heads. The yell that burst forth at sight of the Queen was immense but none could say whether it was threat or joy. Lafayette bent and kissed her hand. This time, applause rent the air, for the meanest there did homage to beauty and womanhood.
"Strange people:" muttered the Austrian: "but what about my Lifeguards—can you do nothing for them?"
"Let me have one of them."
Charny drew back, for he had offered himself as the scapecat for the officers' revelry of the First October and he did not want amnesty. Andrea took his hand and also stood back. Again those two had understood each other; and the Queen flashed her eye. With panting bosom she gasped in a broken voice:
"Another."
A guardsman obeyed who had not his captain's reasons. Lafayette led him out on the balcony, put his own tricolored cockade in his hat and shook his hand.
"Bravo, Lafayette! the Lifeguards are not a bad sort."
A few voices remonstrated, but they were drowned by the cheers.
"All is over and the fine weather sets in," said the general. "For the calm not to be broken again, one final sacrifice is necessary. Come to Paris."
"General, you may announce that I shall depart for the capital in an hour, with the Queen and the rest of the Royal Family."
This order seemed to remind Charny of something he had forgotten and he sprang away with alacrity. The Queen followed him, both guided by tracks of blood. The Queen shut her eyes and groping for support met the hand of Charny, which led her on. Suddenly she felt him shudder.
"A dead man," she shrieked, opening her eyes.
"Will your Majesty excuse me taking away my arm? I find what I sought: the remains of my brother Valence."
Here lay the unfortunate young man whom the head of the Charnys had ordered to let himself be slain for the Queen's sake. He had punctiliously obeyed.
CHAPTER XXVI.
BILLET'S SORROW.
At the time when the Queen and her consort were leaving Versailles, never more to return under its roof, the following scene was taking place in one of its inner yards, damp with the rain which a bitter fall gale was beginning to dry up.
Over a dead body a man clad in black was bending: a man in the Royal Lifeguards uniform knelt on the other side. Three paces off stood a third person, with fixed eyes and closed hands.
The body was of a young man not more than twenty-three, all of whose blood seemed to have poured out through ghastly wounds in the head and chest. His furrowed and livid white breast appeared yet to heave with the disdainful breath of hopeless defense. The head thrown back and the mouth open in pain and anger, recalled the fine figure of speech of the Ancient Romans:
And with a long-drawn wail the spirit fled to the abode of shades.
The man in black was Gilbert: the Lifeguards officer, Count Charny; the bystander, Billet.
The corpse was Viscount Valence Charny's.
Gilbert regarded it with that fixed gaze which suspends the fleeing soul in the dying and seems in the dead, able to recall the fled one.
"Cold and rigid; he is dead, and really dead," he said at last.
Charny uttered a hoarse groan and pressing the corpse in his arms, emitted so heart-rending a sob that the physician shuddered and Billet went off a little to hide his head in a corner of the quadrangle. Suddenly the mourner raised the body, set it against the wall in a sitting posture and slowly came away, but looking to see if it would not revive and follow him.
Gilbert remained on one knee, resting his chin on his hand thoughtfully, appalled and motionless.
Then Billet quitted the nook and came to him, saying, as he no longer heard the wails of the count which had made his heart ache:
"Alas, Dr. Gilbert, this is really civil war, and what you foretold is coming to pass. Only, the trouble comes sooner than I believed and perhaps sooner then you calculated. I have seen villains slaughter wicked men: I have trembled in all my limbs and felt a horror for such monsters. But yet the men who were killed so far were worthless. Now, as you predicted, they are killing honest folk. They have killed Viscount Charny; I do not shudder but I grieve; I do not feel so much horror for the murderers as fear for myself. The young gentleman has been fouly done to death, for he was only a soldier and fought; he ought not to have been butchered."
He uttered a sigh from his vitals.
"To think that I knew him when a child," he continued: "I can see him now, riding along on his little grey pony, carrying bread round to the poor on behalf of his mother. He was a fine pink and white-faced child, with big blue eyes, who was always laughing.
"Well, it is queer! since I have seen him laying there, bleeding and disfigured, it is no longer as a corpse that I think of him, but as the pretty boy with the basket on his left arm and a purse in his right hand. Really, Dr. Gilbert, I believe that I have had enough of this kind of thing, and I do not care to see any more of it, for as all you foretold is a-coming true, I shall be seeing you die, and then——"
"Be calm, Billet," said the physician, shaking his head gently, "my hour has not struck."
"But mayhap mine has. Down yonder the harvest is rotting; the land is laying unplowed; and my family languishes whom I love, and ten times more fondly since I have seen this corpse for which his family will weep."
"What are you driving at, Billet? Do you suppose that I am going to pity your fate?"
"Oh, no," answered the farmer simply; "but as I must cry out when I am in pain, and as crying out leads to nothing, I want to relieve myself in my own way. In short, I want to go home on my farm, Master Gilbert."
"What, again?"
"Look ye, a voice down there is calling me home."
"That voice is prompting you to desertion, Billet."
"I am no soldier to desert, sir."
"What you want to do is worse than desertion in a soldier."
"I should like that explained, doctor."
"You come to Paris to overthrow an old house and you turn away before the building is down."
"For fear it will tumble on my friends, yes, doctor."
"Rather, to save yourself."
"Why, there is no law against taking care of Number One," said Billet.
"A pretty calculation! as if the stones might not bound in falling and rolling, and kill the runaway at a distance."
"Oh, you know I am not to be scared."
"Then you will remain, for I have need of you here, my dear Billet."
"My folks also have need of me at home."
"Billet, Billet, I thought you had agreed with me that a man has no home when he loves his country."
"I should like to know if you would talk like that if your son Sebastian lay there in that young gentleman's stead?"
He pointed to the corpse.
"Billet, a day will come when my son will see me laid out like that," was the stoical response.
"So much the worse for you, doctor, if he is as cold as you over it."
"I hope he will bear it better than me and be all the firmer from having had my example."
"Then you want to inure the youth to seeing blood flow. At his tender age, to be accustomed to fires, murders, gibbets, riots, night attacks; to see queens insulted and kings badgered; and when he is cool like you and steel like a sword-blade, do you expect he will love and respect you?"
"No; I do not want him to see any such sights, which is why I have sent him down to Villers Cotterets along with Ange Pitou though I almost regret it at present."
"You say you are sorry for it to-day, why to-day?"
"Because he would have seen the fable of the Lion and the Mouse put in action, which would be reality to him henceforth."
"What do you mean, Dr. Gilbert?"
"I say that he would have seen a brave and honest farmer come to town, one who can neither read nor write; who never dreamed that his life could have any influence, good or bad over the highest destinies: he would have seen that this man, who was about to quit Paris, as he wishes once more to do—contribute efficaciously towards saving the King, the Queen and the two royal children."
"How is this, Dr. Gilbert?" asked Billet, staring.
"How sublimely innocent you are! I will tell you. Did you not awake at the first noise in the night, guess that the tumult was a tempest about to break on the royal residence and run to arouse General Lafayette, for the general was sleeping."
"That was natural enough; he had been riding about for twelve hours; he had not been abed for four-and-twenty."
"You led him to the palace," continued Gilbert; "you led him into the thick of the scoundrels, crying: "Back, villains, the revenger is upon ye!" "
"That's right enough; I did that."
"Well, Billet, my friend, you see that you have great compensation; though you could not prevent this young gentleman from being butchered, you did perhaps stay the great crime of the slaughter of the royal family. Ingrate, would you leave your country's service just when such a mighty reward was yours?"
"But who would know anything about it when I never suspected it myself?"
"You and I, Billet; is not that enough?"
The farmer meditated for a while before he said as he held out his hand to the physician:
"I guess you are right, doctor. But, you know, man is a weak, selfish, unsteady creature; you are the only one who is just the other style. What made you so?"
"Misfortune," replied the other, with a smile filled with more grief than a sob.
"Lord, how singular—I thought misfortune soured a man."
"Weak men, yes."
"But if I were to meet misfortune and it was to make me wicked?"
"You may meet misfortune but you will never become wicked. I answer for that."
"Then," sighed Billet, "I shall stay and see the game out. But I shall show the white feather more than once, like this."
"But I shall be at hand to uphold you."
"So be it," said the farmer. Throwing a lazy look on Viscount Charny's body, which servants came to remove, he said: "What a vastly pretty boy he was, with his laughing eye, when he rode along on his little grey with the basket and the purse—poor little master Charny!"
Poor Billet! he had not the mesmerist's prophetic soul, and he could not dream what events we have to trace, now that the King and Queen have started to Paris to follow the road marked by the Revolution's redhot plowshare; now that Charny begins to see what a winsome and noble wife he has; now that our minor characters are standing out; now that poor Ange Pitou, quitting Paris with regret is going to play a grand part in the drama of his own country—our romance is but well on the way. We shall meet our dear old friends and alas! we shall fight our stubborn old enemies in the pages of the continuation to this book, under the title of "THE HERO OF THE PEOPLE."
THE END.
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BLACK ART EXPOSED (THE). —This book contains some of the most marvelous things in ancient and modern magic, jugglery, etc., ever printed, and has to be seen to be fully appreciated. Suffice it to say that any boy knowing the secrets it contains will be able to do things that will astonish all. 15 cents.
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BOILER-MAKER'S ASSISTANT (THE), and the Theoretical and Practical Boiler-Maker and Engineer's Reference Book. By Samuel Nicholls, Foreman Boiler-Maker. 1 vol. 12mo, extra cloth, $2.50.
COMPLETE FORTUNE TELLER AND DREAM BOOK. —This book contains a complete Dictionary of Dreams, alphabetically, with a clear interpretation of each dream, and the lucky numbers that belong to it. It includes Palmistry, or telling fortunes by the lines of the hand; fortune telling by the grounds in a tea or coffee cup; how to read your future life by the white of an egg; tells how to know who your future husband will be, and how soon you will be married; fortune-telling by cards; Hymen's lottery; good and bad omens, etc. 25 cents.
CONCERT EXERCISES FOR SUNDAY SCHOOLS. —5 cents each; 30 cents per dozen; per hundred, by mail, postpaid, $2.00 No. 1, THE CHRISTIAN'S JOURNEY. No. 2, THE STORY OF REDEEMING LOVE. (For Christmas.) No. 3, CHRIST IS RISEN. (Appropriate for Easter.) No. 4, WELCOME GREETING. (Appropriate for Children's Day.) No. 5, GOOD TIDINGS. (Appropriate for anniversaries and celebrations.)
LEISURE-HOUR WORK FOR LADIES. —Containing instructions for flower and shell work; Antique, Grecian and Theorem painting; Botanical specimens; Cone work; Anglo-Japanese work; Decalcomanie; Diaphame; Leather work; Modeling in clay; Transferring; Crayon drawing; Photograph coloring, etc., etc. A very complete book, and one that no young lady having spare time can afford to be without. 15 cents.
LOVER'S GUIDE (THE). —A book no lover should be without. It gives handkerchief, parasol, glove, and fan flirtations; also window and dining-room signaling; the language of flowers; how to kiss deliciously; love-letters, and how to write them, with specimens; bashfulness and timidity, and how to overcome them, etc., etc. 15 cents.
COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE; or, The Mysteries of Making Love Fully Explained.—This is an entirely new work on a most interesting subject. CONTENTS: First steps in courtship; Advice to both parties at the outset; Introduction to the lady's family; Restrictions imposed by etiquette; What the lady should observe in early courtship; What the suitor should observe; Etiquette as to presents; The proposal; Mode of refusal when not approved; Conduct to be observed by a rejected suitor; Refusal by the lady's parents or guardians; Etiquette of an engagement; Demeanor of the betrothed pair; Should a courtship be long or short; Preliminary etiquette of a wedding; Fixing the day; How to be married; The trousseau; Duties to be attended to by the bridegroom; Who should be asked to the wedding; Duties of the bridesmaids and groomsmen; Etiquette of a wedding; Costume of bride, bridesmaids, and bridegroom; Arrival at the church; The marriage ceremonial; Registry of the marriage; Return home, and wedding breakfast; Departure for the honeymoon; Wedding cards; Modern practice of "No cards;" Reception and return of wedding visits; Practical advice to a newly married couple. Price, 16 cents.
"DON'T MARRY" —At least until you have read our new book entitled "Don't Marry." Some marry too soon, others wait too long. This book will tell you how, when, and whom to marry; besides giving you valuable hints and helps not found in any other book. It contains 112 pages, paper cover, and is worth $10 to any one. Price, 25 cents.
DIARY OF A MINISTER'S WIFE. —By Almedia M. Brown. Complete edition, 12mo, 544 pages. Handsomely bound in cloth, with fine full-page illustrations, including portraits of Mrs. Minnie Hardscrabble, the minister's wife, from the facts and incidents in whose life the story was written; also Rev. John Hardscrabble, with three other characteristic engravings, which will amuse and interest every reader. Price, $1.50.
This popular book is also issued complete in two volumes in paper covers. Price, per volume, 25 cents.
DIARY OF A VILLAGE GOSSIP. —By Almedia M. Brown, author of "Diary of a Minister's Wife," etc., etc. 12mo, 293 pages. Paper cover, 25 cents; handsomely bound in cloth, $1.00.
MAGIC DIAL (THE). —By the use of which secret correspondence may be carried on without fear of detection. No one (even if provided with one of these dials) can decipher it. It is entirely new, and nothing like it has ever appeared. It is simple and reliable and can be used by any person. It will be mailed for 15 cents.
EDUCATING THE HORSE. —A new and improved system of Educating the Horse. Also a Treatise on Shoeing, with new and valuable Receipts for Diseases of Horses. CONTENTS: The great secret of Horse-Taming; How to throw a horse; the wild colt; to halter; break a colt; hitching colt in stall; how to handle a colt's feet; breaking and driving colts to harness; objects of fear; to train a horse to stand when getting into a carriage; balking horses; pulling at halter; to break horses from jumping; pawing in stall and kicking in harness; the runaway horse; shoeing; corns; to teach a horse to appear intelligent; to teach a horse how to dance, waltz, kiss you, shake hands, etc., etc.; cure of sore breasts, big head, big leg, fullness of blood, catarrh; loose bowels, corns, cough, inflammation of eye, brittle feet, sand crack in foot, founder (a sure cure), galled back, grease, inflammation of kidneys, worms, itch, nasal, gleet, over-reaching, staggers, botts, etc., etc.; concluding with rules and regulations for the government of trotting and racing. [symbol-Pointing Hand] No man who owns a horse can afford to do without this book. It is very thorough, complete and reliable, and well worth a dozen times the price asked for it. It contains matter not to be found in any other horse book. Price, 15 cents.
GRAND WONDER COLLECTION. —A wonderful offer. $3.00 worth of goods for only 50 cents! Everything is now very cheap, and people get a good deal more for their money than they used to, but we have no hesitation in saying that never before was so much offered for the money as is offered in this GRAND WONDER COLLECTION. It could not be done, only that we expect to sell thousands of them and are fully satisfied that each one sold will sell a dozen more.
The contents of the GRAND WONDER COLLECTION—comprising seven complete books in one—1. Old Secrets and New Discoveries. 2. Secrets for Farmers. 3. Laughing Gas. 4. The Swindlers of America. 5. Preserving and Manufacturing Secrets. 6. The Housewife's Treasure. 7. Fourteen Popular Songs, Words and Music.
☞ Any person ordering this collection and not fully satisfied, the money will be cheerfully refunded. Price, 50 cents.
MAGIC TRICK CARDS. —The Magician's Own Cards, for performing wonderful tricks. Every boy a magician! Every man a conjurer! Every girl a witch! Every one astonished! They are the most superior trick cards ever offered for sale, and with them you can perform some of the most remarkable illusions ever discovered.
Complete illustrated directions accompany each pack. They will be mailed, postpaid, sealed as a letter, for 15 cents a pack.
HEALTH HINTS. —A new book showing how to Acquire and Retain Bodily Symmetry, Health, Vigor, and Beauty. Its contents are as follows: Laws of Beauty—Air, Sunshine, Water, and Food—Work and Rest—Dress and Ornament—The Hair and its Management—Skin and Complexion—The Mouth—The Eyes, Ears, and Nose—The Neck, Hands and Feet—Growth and Marks that are Enemies of Beauty—Cosmetics and Perfumery.
Fat People.—It gives ample rules how Corpulency may be cured—the Fat made Lean, Comely and Active.
Lean People.—It also give directions, the following of which will enable Lean, Angular, Bony or Sharp Visaged People, to be Plump and Rosy Skinned.
Gray Hair.—It tells how Gray Hair may be Restored to its natural color without the aid of Dyes, Restorers or Pomades.
Baldness.—It gives ample directions for Restoring Hair on Bald Heads, as well as how to stop Falling of the Hair, how to Curl the Hair, etc.
Beard and Mustache.—It tells what Young Men should do to acquire a Fine, Silky and Handsome Beard and Mustache.
Freckles and Pimples.—It gives full directions for the Cure of Sunburn, Freckles, Pimples, Wrinkles, Warts, etc., so that they can be entirely removed.
Cosmetics.—This chapter, among other things, gives an Analysis of Perry's Moth and Freckle Lotion, Balm of White Lilies, Hagan's Magnolia Balm, Laird's Bloom of Youth, Phalon's. Enamel, Clark's Restorative for the Hair, Chevalier's Life for the Hair, Ayer's Hair Vigor, Professor Wood's Hair Restorative, Hair Restorer America, Gray's Hair Restorative, Phalon's Vitalia, Ring's Vegetable Ambrosia, Mrs. Allen's World's Hair Restorer, Hall's Vegetable Sicilian Hair Renewer, Martha Washington Hair Restorative, etc., etc. (no room for more), showing how the lead, etc., in these mixtures causes disease and oftentimes premature death. Price, 25 cents.
LOVE AND COURTSHIP CARDS. —Sparking, courting, and lovemaking all made easy by the use of these cards. They are arranged with such apt conversation that you will be able to ask the momentous question in such a delicate manner that the girl will not suspect what you are at. They may be used by two persons only, or they will make lots of fun for an evening party of young people. There are sixty cards in all, and each answer will respond differently to every one of the questions. Price, 30 cents.
MISS SLIMMENS' BOARDING-HOUSE. —By the author of "A Bad Boy's Diary." 16mo, 188 pages, with nine illustrations. Complete edition. Paper cover, 25 cents.
HOUSEWIFE'S TREASURE (THE). —A manual of information of everything that relates to household economies. It gives the method of making Jackson's Universal Washing Compound, which can clean the dirtiest cotton, linen or woolen clothes in twenty minutes without rubbing or harming the material. This recipe is being constantly peddled through the country at $5.00 each, and is certainly worth it. It also tells all about soap-making at home, so as to make it cost about one-quarter of what bar soap costs; it tells how to make candles by molding or dipping; it gives seven methods for destroying rats and mice; how to make healthy bread without flour (something entirely new); to preserve clothes and furs from moths; a sure plan for destroying house-flies, cockroaches, beetles, ants, bedbugs and fleas; all about house cleaning, papering, etc., and hundreds of other valuable hints just such as housekeepers are wanting to know. 25 cents.
HOW TO ENTERTAIN A SOCIAL PARTY. —A complete selection of Home Recreations. Profusely illustrated with fine wood-cuts, containing: Round Games and Forfeit Games; Parlor Magic and Curious Puzzles; Comic Diversions and Parlor Tricks; Scientific Recreations and Evening Amusements; The Blue Beard tableaux; Tableaux-vivant for acting; The play-room; Blind-man's buff; One old ox opening oysters; How do you like it? when do you like it? and where do you like it? Cross questions and crooked answers; Cupid's coming; Proverbs; Earth, air and water; Yes and no; Copenhagen; Hunt the hare, and a thousand other games.
Here is family amusement for the million. Here is parlor or drawing-room entertainment, night after night, for a whole winter. A young man with this volume may render himself the beau ideal of a delightful companion to every party. Price, 25 cents.
HOW TO WOO AND HOW TO WIN. —This interesting work contains full and interesting rules for the etiquette of courtship, with directions showing how to win the favor of the ladies; how to begin and end a courtship; and how love-letters should be written. It not only tells how to win the favor of the ladies, but how to address a lady; Conduct a courtship; "Pop the Question;" Write love-letters; All about the marriage ceremony; Bridal chamber; After marriage, etc. Price, 15 cents.
ODELL'S SYSTEM OF SHORTHAND. —By which the taking down of sermons, lectures, trials, speeches, etc., may be easily acquired, without the aid of a master. By this plan the difficulties of mastering this useful art are very much lessened, and the time required to attain proficiency reduced to the least possible limits. Price 15 cents.
HOW TO TALK AND DEBATE. —CONTENTS: Introduction; Laws of Conversation; Listening; Self-possession; Appreciativeness; Conversation, when confidential; The matter and the manner; Proper subjects; Trifles; Objectionable subjects; Politics; Rights of women; Wit and humor; Questions and negatives; Our own hobbies; The voice, how to improve; Speaking one's mind; Public speaking; How to make a speech; Opening a debate; Division of the subject; The affirmative; The reply, etc., etc. A really valuable book, and one that every man and woman, boy and girl should possess. 15 cents.
LIFE IN THE BACKWOODS. —A Guide to the successful Hunting and Trapping of all kinds of Animals. It gives the right season for trapping; how to make, set and bait all kinds of traps; traps for minks, weasels, skunks, hawks, owls, gophers, birds, squirrels, musk-rats, foxes, rabbits, raccoons, etc.; how to make and use birdlime. It gives the English secrets for catching alive all kinds of birds; it tells how to know the true value of skins, as well as how to skin all animals; deodorize, stretch, and cure them; to dress and tan skins, furs and leather; to tan with or without the wool or hair; to skin and stuff birds; baits and hooks for fishing; how to fish successfully without nets, lines, spears, snares, "bobs," or bait (a great secret), how to choose and clean guns; how to breed minks for their skins (hundreds of dollars can be made by any boy or young man who knows how to breed minks), etc.
This book is by an old trapper, for many years engaged in trapping in the Northwest, who has finally consented to publish and disclose these secrets. Persons living where wild animals exist, with some traps and the information contained in this book, can make money faster through the trapping season by giving their time and energies to the business than they can by seeking their fortunes in the gold regions or in oil speculations. This is at once the most complete and practical book now in the market. Price, 15 cents.
MODEL LETTER-WRITER (THE). —A comprehensive and complete guide and assistant for those who desire to carry on epistolary correspondence—containing instructions for writing letters of introduction; Letters of business; Letters of recommendation; Applications for employment; Letters of congratulation; Letters of condolence; Letters of friendship and relationship; Love-letters; Notes of invitation; Letters of favor, of advice, and of excuse, etc., etc., together with appropriate answers to each. This is an invaluable book for those persons who have not had sufficient practice to enable them to write letters without great effort. 15 cents.
NAPOLEON'S COMPLETE BOOK of Fate and Complete Fortune Teller.—This is the celebrated Oracle of Human Destiny consulted by Napoleon the First previous to any of his undertakings, and by which he was so successful in war, business, and love. It is the only authentic and complete copy extant, being translated into English from a German translation of an ancient Egyptian manuscript found in the year 1801 by M. Sonini, in one of the royal tombs near Mount Libycus, in Upper Egypt. This Oraculum is so arranged that any question on business, love, wealth, losses, hidden treasures, no matter what its nature, the Oraculum has an answer for it. It also shows how to learn of one's fate by consulting the planets. Price 15 cents.
OGILVIE'S HOUSE PLANS; OR HOW TO BUILD A HOUSE. —A neat new book, containing over thirty finely executed engravings of dwellings of all sizes, from two rooms up; also churches, barns, and out-houses in great variety.
This handy, compact, and very useful volume contains, in addition to the foregoing, plans for each floor in each and every dwelling of which an engraving is given. It has, also, valuable information relative to building, such as number of shingles required in a roof, quantity of plaster for a house, quantity of materials required for building a house, etc., etc., and much other information of permanent and practical value.
Any one of the plans is alone worth very much more than the price asked for the book. It is invaluable to every architect, builder, mason, or carpenter, and particularly do we urge all who anticipate erecting a new or remodeling an old dwelling to send for a copy, as its fortunate possessor may save hundreds of dollars by following the suggestions it contains. 25 cents.
HOW TO BEHAVE —Hand-book of Etiquette and Guide to True Politeness. CONTENTS: Etiquette and its uses; Introductions; Cutting acquaintances; Letters of introduction; Street etiquette; Domestic etiquette and duties; Visiting; Receiving company; Evening parties; The lady's toilet; The gentleman's toilet; Invitations; Etiquette of the ball-room; General rules of conversation; Bashfulness and how to overcome it; Dinner parties; Table etiquette; Carving; Servants; Traveling; Visiting cards; Letter writing; Conclusion. This is the best book of the kind yet published, and every person wishing to be considered well-bred, who wishes to understand the customs of good society, and to avoid incorrect and vulgar habits, should send for a copy. 15 cents.
MISS SLIMMENS' WINDOW. —Complete edition in one volume now ready. 16mo, 150 pages. Bound in heavy paper covers, with 13 illustrations. 25 cents.
OGILVIE'S HANDY MONITOR AND UNIVERSAL ASSISTANT, containing Statistical Tables of Practical Value for Mechanics, Merchants, Editors, Lawyers, Printers, Doctors, Farmers, Lumbermen, Bankers, Bookkeepers, Politicians and all classes of workers in every department of human effort, and containing a compilation of facts for reference on various subjects, being an epitome of matters Historical, Statistical, Biographical, Political, Geographical and general interest. 192 pages bound in paper, 25 cents.
No more valuable books has ever been offered containing so much information of practical value in everyday life.
OLD SECRETS AND NEW DISCOVERIES. —Containing Information of Rare Value for all Classes, in all Conditions of Society.
It Tells all about Electrical Psychology, showing how you can biologize any person, and, while under the influence, he will do anything you may wish him, no matter how ridiculous it may be, and he cannot help doing it.
It Tells how to Mesmerize. Knowing this, you can place any person in a mesmeric sleep, and then be able to do with him as you will. This secret has been sold over and over again for $10.
It Tells how to make persons at a distance think of you—something all lovers should know.
It Tells how you can charm those you meet and make them love you, whether they will or not.
It Tells how Spiritualists and others can make writing appear on the arm in blood characters, as performed by Foster and all noted magicians.
It Tells how to make a cheap Galvanic Battery; how to plate and gild without a battery; how to make a candle burn all night; how to make a clock for 25 cents; how to detect counterfeit money; how to banish and prevent mosquitoes from biting; how to make yellow butter in winter; Circassian curling fluid; Sympathetic or Secret Writing Ink; Cologne Water; Artificial honey; Stammering; how to make large noses small; to cure drunkenness; to copy letters without a press; to obtain fresh-blown flowers in winter; to make good burning candles from lard.
It Tells how to make a horse appear as though he was badly foundered; to make a horse temporarily lame; how to make him stand by his food and not eat it; how to cure a horse from crib or sucking wind; how to put a young countenance on the horse; how to cover up the heaves; how to make him appear as if he had the glanders; how to make a true-pulling horse balk; how to nerve a horse that is lame, etc., etc.—These horse secrets are being continually sold at one dollar each.
It Tells how to make the Eggs of Pharo's Serpents, which when lighted, though but the size of a pea, there issues from it a coiling, hissing serpent, wonderful in length and similarity to a genuine serpent.
It Tells how to make gold and silver from block tin (the least said about which the better). Also how to take impressions from coins. Also how to imitate gold and silver.
It Tells of a simple and ingenious method of copying any kind of drawing or picture. Also, more wonderful still, how to print pictures from the print itself.
It Tells how to perform the Davenport Brothers' "Spirit Mysteries." So that any person can astonish an audience, as they have done. Also scores of other wonderful things which there is no room to mention.
Old Secrets and New Discoveries is worth $5 to any person; but it will be mailed to any address on receipt of only 25 cents.
OUT IN THE STREETS. —By S. N. Cook. Price, 15 cents.
We take pleasure in offering the strictly moral and very amusing temperance drama entitled, "Out in the Streets," to all entertainment committees as one that will give entire satisfaction. The parts are taken by six male and six female characters.
PHUNNY PHELLOW'S GRAB BAG; or, Jolly Tid-Bits for Mirthful Mortals.—Josh Billings, Danbury News Man and Bret Harte rolled into one. It is not too much to say that the book contains the choicest humor in the English language. Its size is mammoth, containing more than one thousand of the raciest jests, comical hits, exhilarating stories, flowers of wit, excruciating jokes, uproarious poems, laughable sketches, darky comicalities, clowns' efforts, button-bursting conundrums, endmen's jokes, plantation humors, funny caricatures, hifalutin dialogues, curious scenes, cute sayings, ludicrous drolleries, peculiar repartees, and nearly 500 illustrations. 25 cents.
SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE (THE). —By John Cowan, M.D. A handsome 8vo, containing over 400 pages, with more than 100 illustrations, and sold at the following prices: English cloth, beveled boards, gilt side and back, $3.00; leather, sprinkled edges, $3.50; half turkey morocco, marbled edges, gilt back, $4.00.
SOME FUNNY THINGS said by Clever Children. Who is not interested in children? We are satisfied that this book will give genuine satisfaction to all who are interested in listening to the happy voices of children. This will show that humor is not confined to adult minds by any means. 64 pages, 10 cents.
PALLISER'S AMERICAN ARCHITECTURE; or, EVERY MAN A COMPLETE BUILDER. The Latest and Best Publication on Modern Artistic Dwellings and other Buildings of Low Cost. This is a new book just published, and there is not a Builder or any one intending to Build or otherwise interested in building that can afford to be without it. It is a practical work and everybody buys it. The best, cheapest and most popular work of the kind ever issued. Nearly four hundred drawings. A $5 book in size and style, but we have determined to make it meet the popular demand, to suit the times, so that it can be easily reached by all.
This book contains 104 pages, 11x14 inches in size, and consists of large 9x12 plate pages giving plans, elevations, perspective views, descriptions, owners' names, actual cost of construction, no guess work, and instructions HOW TO BUILD 70 Cottages, Villas, Double Houses, Brick Block Houses, suitable for city suburbs, town and country, houses for the farm and workingmen's homes for all sections of the country, and costing from $300 to $4,500; also Barns, Stables, School House, Town Hall, Churches and other public buildings, together with specifications, form of contract, etc., etc., and a large amount of information on the erection of buildings, selection of site, employment of Architects, etc., etc.
This book of 104 pages, as described above, will be sent by mail, postpaid to any address on receipt of price. Price, heavy paper cover, $1; handsomely bound in cloth, $2.
SECRETS FOR FARMERS. —This book tells how to restore rancid butter to its original flavor and purity; a new way of coloring butter; how largely to increase the milk of cows; a sure cure for kicking cows; how to make Thorley's celebrated condimental food for cattle; how to make hens lay every day in the year; it gives an effectual remedy for the Canada thistle; to save mice-girdled trees; a certain plan to destroy the curculio and peach-borer; how to convert dead animals and bones into manure; Barnet's certain preventive for the potato rot, worth $50 to,any farmer; remedy for smut in wheat; to cure blight in fruit trees; to destroy potatobug; to prevent mildew and rust in wheat; to destroy the cut-worm; home-made stump machine, as good as any sold; to keep cellars from freezing, etc., etc.
It is impossible to give the full contents of this valuable book here; space will not allow. Price, 25 cents.
SIDNEY'S STUMP SPEAKER. —Price, 15 cents.
A collection of Yankee, Dutch, French, Irish and Ethiopian Stump Speeches and Recitations, Burlesque Orations, Laughable Scenes, Humorous Lectures, Button-bursting Witticisms, Ridiculous Drolleries, Funny Stories, etc., etc.
SUNNYSIDE COLLECTION OF READINGS AND RECITATIONS, NO 1. —Compiled by J. S. Ogilvie. 12mo, 192 pages, paper cover, 25 cents. This book contains a choice collection of Readings and Recitations, which have been selected with great care, and are especially adapted for Day and Sabbath Schools, all adult and juvenile Organizations, Young People's Associations, Reading Clubs, Temperance Societies, and Parlor Entertainments. They comprise Prose and Poetry—Serious, Humorous, Pathetic, Comic, Temperance, Patriotic. All those who are interested in providing an entertainment should have this collection.
THE SUNNYSIDE COOK BOOK. —12mo, 250 pages. Paper cover, 25 cents; bound in cloth, 75 cents. This book is offered as one of the best and most complete books of the kind published. Not only are all the recipes practical, but they are economical and such as come within the reach of families of moderate income. It also contains valuable information in relation to home matters not found in any other publication. It also gives plain and easily understood directions for preparing and cooking, with the greatest economy, every kind of dish, with complete instruction for serving the same. This book is just the thing for a young housekeeper.
HOW TO GET MARRIED ALTHOUGH A WOMAN; OR, THE ART OF PLEASING MEN. By "A Young Widow." A new book that every woman will buy! The following table of contents indicates the character of the work and will also insure a large demand for it: Girls and Matrimony, The Girls Whom Men Like, The Girl Who Wins, The Girl Who Fails, Some Unfailing Methods, A Word of Warning, The Secret of the Widow's Power, Lady Beauty, The Loved Wife, etc., etc.
Every unmarried woman, and, indeed, every woman, will be interested in reading this book. It will be sent by mail, postpaid, to any address on receipt of 25 cents.
DO YOU EVER DREAM? And would you like to know the meaning of any or all of your dreams? If so, you ought to buy the OLD WITCHES' DREAM BOOK AND COMPLETE FORTUNE TELLER, which contains the full and correct interpretations of all dreams and their lucky numbers. Also Fortune Telling by cards, by the grounds in the coffee cup, how to discover a thief, to know whether a woman shall have the man she wishes, to know what fortune your future husband shall have, to see your future wife or husband. The Dumb Cake, together with charms, incantations etc., etc.
This is a book that every one that wishes to know what is going to happen ought to buy. It will be sent by mail, postpaid, to any address on receipt of 25 cents.
ADVICE TO WOMEN ON THE CARE OF THE HEALTH, BEFORE, DURING AND AFTER CONFINEMENT. By Florence Stacpoole, Diplomee of the London Obstetrical Society, and Lecturer to the National Health Society. This is one of the most valuable and practical books ever issued and should be in possession of every married woman. With this book no woman need have any fear in reference to childbirth and confinement. Paper cover, 50 cents.
THREE THOUSAND THINGS WORTH KNOWING.—By R. Moore, author of "Moore's Universal Assistant," 12mo, 410 pages. Price, paper cover, 50 cents; cloth, 75 cents. It contains Calculations, Processes, Trade Secrets, Rules, Legal Items, Business Forms, etc., in every Occupation, from the Household to the Manufactory.
A work of unequaled utility to every mechanic, farmer, merchant, business man, professional gentleman, and householder, as it embraces the main points in over 200 trades and occupations. It contains 410 pages and is illustrated.
Until this new edition was printed the book has always sold for $2.00. It is worth $5.00 to anyone.
WEDDING RING (THE). —This book contains a series of sermons delivered by Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage, D.D. No sermons ever delivered have created so great a sensation as this series. Hundreds of people could not get into the church to listen tothem.
If you are married, or expect to be, or if you have father, mother, brother, or sister, you should read this book. The sermons are not only on the relations between husband and wife, but on all the family relations. It tells how, when, and whom you should marry and gives good advice on all the relations of life.
The following is a table of contents: The Choice of a Wife; The Choice of a Husband; Clandestine Marriage; Matrimonial Harmony or Discord; Marital Duties; Costume and Morals; Duties of Wives to Husbands; Hotels versus Homes; The Domestic Circle; Sisters and Brothers; The Children's Patrimony; Motherhood; Trials of Housekeeping. Paper cover, 25 cents; cloth, 75 cents.
WOMAN; HER POWER AND PRIVILEGES. —This is a series of Twelve Sermons by Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage, and should be read by all who are interested in the home and family. The following is the table of contents:
Women Who Fight the Battle of Life Alone; Worldly Marriages; Broken Promises of Marriage; Dominion of Fashion; The Veil of Modesty; Wifely Ambitions; Good and Bad; Woman's Happiness—What Can and What Cannot Make a Woman Happy; The Grandmother; Woman's Opportunity; The Queen of Home; Parental Blunders; Christ the Song. Paper cover, 25 cents; cloth cover, 75 cents.
THE SUNNYSIDE SERIES. —This is a new series of paper-covered books. Price, 25 cents each, UNLESS OTHERWISE SPECIFIED.
1 THE SECRET SORROW. By Mrs. May Agnes Fleming.
2 FUNNY STORIES. Funny enough to make a horse laugh.
3 WITTY SAYINGS SELECTED FROM ALL SOURCES.
4 WHICH SHALL IT BE? By Mrs. M. B. W. Parrish.
5 HOW TO ENTERTAIN A SOCIAL PARTY.
6 OGILVIE'S HANDY MONITOR OF USEFUL FACTS.
7 THE SUNNYSIDE COOK BOOK. By Mrs. Jennie Harlan.
8 SUNNYSIDE COLLECTION OF READINGS AND RECITATIONS.
9 THE FUNNY WORLD. 125 illustrations.
10 LOOKING BEHIND. By Frederick Alva Dean.
11 A FORCED MARRIAGE. By Frederick W. Pearson.
12 THE VICTIM OF HIS CLOTHES. By Fielding and Burton.
13 ONE HUNDRED POEMS. By Jane A. Van Allen, A.M.
14 A DARK PLOT. By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr.
15 TWENTY-FIVE SERMONS ON THE HOLY LAND. By Talmage.
16 A MORAL INHERITANCE. By Lydia Hoyt Farmer.
17 MASTER AND MAN. By O. O. B. Strayer.
18 MARRIED FOR MONEY. By Mrs. May Agnes Fleming.
19 THE FUGITIVES OF PEARL HILL. By E. A. Young.
20 LIFE OF REV. T. DE WITT TALMAGE, D.D.
21 FUN ON DRAUGHT. A Comic Book. 10 cents.
22 A BASKET OF FUN. Cover Printed in 12 Colors.
23 FUNNY FELLOW'S GRAB BAG. Cover Printed in 12 Colors.
24 TWENTY GOOD STORIES. By Opie P. Read. 60 illustrations.
25 A DOUBLE LIFE. By Ella Wheeler Wilcox.
26 LOVE AND REBELLION. By Miss M. C. Keller.
27 "CY ROSS." By Mellen Cole.
28 HIS EVIL EYE. By Harry I. Hancock.
29 THE WIDDER DOODLE'S COURTSHIP. By Josiah Allen's Wife.
30 THE HANDY COOK BOOK. Price. 10 cents.
39 DON'T MARRY. By Hildreth.
40 A LITTLE NONSENSE.
41 JOSH BILLINGS' SPICE BOX.
42 THE WISEST MEN.
43 WIT AND WISDOM.
44 A TON OF JOKES.
45 SUNNYSIDE COLLECTION OF 300 SONGS. Words and Music.
46 EUREKA COLLECTION OF 300 SONGS. Words and Music.
47 "THE MAN." By Aspasia Hobbs. Price, 35 cents.
48 A WOMAN'S REVENGE. By Mrs. J. F. Reichhard.
49 A LOVELESS MARRIAGE. By Emma Howard Wight.
50 THE BAD BOY IN THE COUNTRY. By "Golden Rod."
51 HOW TO MANAGE A HUSBAND. By 150 Women.
52 THE OLD WITCH'S DREAM BOOK AND FORTUNE TELLER.
53 THE SCARLET LETTER. By Nathaniel Hawthorne.
54 A TON OF FUN. Price, 10 cents.
55 CASANOVA THE COURIER. By David Skaats Foster.
56 INSPECTOR HENDERSON, THE CENTRAL OFFICE DETECTIVE.
57 A PRINCE OF GOOD FELLOWS.
58 PHANTOM DAYS. By Geo. T. Welch. Price, 50 cents.
59 DOWN IN THE WORLD. By Florence Warden.
60 OGILVIE'S 110 NEW RECITATIONS AND READINGS, No. 1.
61 " " " " " No. 2.
62 " " " " " No. 3.
63 " " " " " No. 4.
64 " " " " " No. 5.
65 " " " " " No. 6.
66 " " " " " No. 7.
67 PHILIP MEYER'S SCHEME. By Luke A. Hedd.
68 OLD SECRETS AND NEW DISCOVERIES.
69 FIFTEEN HUNDRED CONUNDRUMS. Price, 15 cents.
70 THE COMIC COOK BOOK. By Fred. H. Curtiss. Price, 10 cents.
71 MY OFFICIAL HUSBAND. By Mrs. J. F. Reichhard.
72 OUR FAVORITE DISHES. A Cook Book.
73 STORY OF A TELEGRAPH OPERATOR. By M. L.
74 HARRY SHARPE, THE NEW YORK DETECTIVE. By Harry Rockwood.
75 THE MAN FROM THE WEST. By a Wall Street Man.
76 TWO THOUSAND PRIZE JOKES.
77 THE RIVAL BEAUTIES. By Mrs. Evalena Praed.
78 THE REJECTED SYMBOL. By Rev. Chas. Edwards. Price, 10 cents.
79 MOODY'S NEW SERMONS. By D. L. Moody.
80 MOODY'S LATEST SERMONS. By D. L. Moody.
81 THE UMBRELLA MENDER. By Beatrice Harraden.
THE SUNSET SERIES. —We desire to call your special attention to the following list of novels by the most popular authors in the world, many of which are copyrighted and cannot be obtained in any other cheap edition.
These books are printed from new plates and from large type, and contain from 200 to 400 pages each. Price, 25 cents each.
We guarantee entire satisfaction in every respect. The following list is now ready, and new books will be added from time to time.
1 HER LAST THROW. By "The Duchess."
2 MR. CLIFTON OF BARRINGTON. By Mrs. J. F. Reichhard.
3 THE EVERY-DAY COOK BOOK. Miss E. Neil.
4 THE CAPTIVE BRIDE. By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr.
5 A MAD LOVE. By Charlotte M. Braeme.
6 PATIENCE PETTIGREW'S PERPLEXITIES. By Clara Augusta.
7 THE EARL'S WIFE. By George R. Sims.
8 THE HONORABLE MRS. VEREKER. By "The Duchess."
9 HER MAD LOVE. By Gerald Carlton.
10 MYSTERY NO. 13. By Helen B. Mathers.
11 DORA THORNE. By Charlotte M. Braeme.
12 THE WEDDING RING. By Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage.
13 A WOMAN'S REVENGE. By Mrs. J. F. Reichhard.
14 A LOVELESS MARRIAGE. By Emma H. Wight.
15 TWENTY THOUSAND LEAGUES UNDER THE SEA. By Verne.
16 THE DREAM OF LOVE. By Emile Zola.
17 THE DOUBLE DUEL. By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr.
18 INSPECTOR HENDERSON, THE CENTRAL OFFICE DETECTIVE.
19 HER ONLY SIN. By Charlotte M. Braeme.
20 MARRIED FOR MONEY. By Mrs. May Agnes Fleming.
21 THE REVERIES OF A BACHELOR. By Ik Marvel.
22 GASPARD DESMOND'S PASSION. By Pauline Grayson.
23 THE TWO ORPHANS. By R. D'Ennery.
24 A MODERN HEBE. By Miss M. E. Braddon.
25 IZMA; OR, SUNSHINE AND SHADOW. By M. Shields.
26 ON HER WEDDING MORN. By Charlotte Braeme.
27 A FALSE COUPLE. By Mrs. Jennie S. Holmes.
28 WOMAN AGAINST WOMAN. By Mrs. M. A. Holmes.
29 DEFENDING A HOME. By E. A. Young.
30 A GOLDEN HEART. By Charlotte M. Braeme.
31 ADVENTURES OF A BASHFUL BACHELOR. By Clara Augusta.
32 TWENTY GOOD STORIES. By Opie P. Read.
33 ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Daniel DeFoe.
34 A RED-HOT TRIP IN THE SUNNY SOUTH. By D. B. Shaw.
35 A DOUBLE LIFE. By Ella Wheeler Wilcox.
36 AULD LICHT IDYLLS. By J. M. Barrie.
37 HIS EVIL EYE. By Harry I. Hancock.
38 FIFTEEN HUNDRED CONUNDRUMS.
39 THE WIDDER DOODLE'S COURTSHIP. By Josiah Allen's Wife.
40 A MISSING HUSBAND. By Geo. R. Sims.
41 MY OFFICIAL HUSBAND. By Mrs. J. F. Reichhard.
42 THE MAN FROM THE WEST. By a Wall Street Man.
43 A PRETTY GOVERNESS. By Mrs. May Agnes Fleming.
44 HOW TO GET MARRIED ALTHOUGH A WOMAN; or,
THE ART OF PLEASING MEN. By a Young Widow.
45 THE FATAL MARRIAGE. By Miss M. E. Braddon.
46 DETECTIVE JOHNSON OF NEW ORLEANS. By H. I. Hancock.
47 WHY I AM WHAT I AM. By Fourteen Clergymen.
48 A CLOVERDALE SKELETON. By Jennie S. Holmes.
49 THE MIDNIGHT ELOPEMENT. By Emma Sanders.
50 FUNNY STORIES. 150 Illustrations.
51 MASTER AND MAN. By O. O. B. Strayer.
52 THE LOST HEIRESS. By Florence Warden.
53 MAJOR JONES' COURTSHIP. By Major Jones.
54 MAJOR JONES' TRAVELS. By Major Jones.
55 MAJOR JONES' GEORGIA SCENES. By Major Jones.
56 WITTY SAYINGS SELECTED FROM ALL SOURCES.
57 A DARK PLOT. By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr.
58 THREE MEN IN A BOAT. By Jerome K. Jerome.
59 HOW TO ENTERTAIN A SOCIAL PARTY.
60 A FORCED MARRIAGE. By Frederick W. Pearson.
61 HARRY BLOUNT, THE DETECTIVE. By T. J. Flanagan.
62 THE RECTOR'S SECRET. By J. R. Abarbanell.
63 TWO THOUSAND PRIZE JOKES.
64 ANNE. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
65 THE SUNSET RECITATIONS AND READINGS, No. 1.
66 " " " " " " 2.
67 " " " " " " 3.
68 BLACK BEAUTY. By Anna Sewall.
69 HARRY SHARPE, THE NEW YORK DETECTIVE. By Rockwood.
70 HE WENT FOR A SOLDIER. By John Strange Winter.
71 THE VICTIM OF HIS CLOTHES. By Fielding and Burton.
72 CAMILLE. By Alexander Dumas.
73 THE OLD WITCHES' DREAM BOOK AND FORTUNE TELLER.
74 DANESBURY HOUSE. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
75 FORGING THE FETTERS. By Mrs. Alexander.
76 BALSAMO, THE MAGICIAN. By Alex. Dumas.
77 THE MESMERIST'S VICTIM. By Alex. Dumas.
78 THE QUEEN'S NECKLACE. By Alex Dumas.
79 TAKING THE BASTILLE. By Alex. Dumas.
80 THE HERO OF THE PEOPLE. By Alex. Dumas.
81 THE ROYAL LIFE GUARD. By Alex. Dumas.
82 THE COUNTESS OF CHARNY. By Alex. Dumas.
83 THE KNIGHT OF REDCASTLE. By Alex. Dumas.
84 THE CAPTAIN OF THE RAJAH. By Howard Patterson.
85 DOWN IN THE WORLD. By Florence Warden.
86 THE BAD BOY IN THE COUNTRY. By "Golden Rod."
87 PRIVATE DETECTIVE NO. 39. By John W. Postgate.
88 THE YELLOW MASK. By Wilkie Collins.
89 NOT GUILTY. By the author of "The Original Mr. Jacobs."
90 THE FIRESIDE DICTIONARY AND CYCLOPEDIA—416 Pages.
91 LADY GRACE. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
92 THE SQUIRE'S DARLING. By the author of "Dora Thorne."
93 A CONFEDERATE SPY. By Capt. Thos. N. Conrad.
94 OGILVIE'S HANDY MONITOR OF USEFUL FACTS.
95 THE SHADOW OF A SIN. By the author of "Dora Thorne."
96 THE DUCHESS. By "The Duchess."
97 HOW TO MANAGE A HUSBAND. By 150 women.
98 A WICKED GIRL. By Mary Cecil Hay.
99 A STUDY IN SCARLET. By A. Conan Doyle.
100 LIFE IN A COUNTRY MANSE. By J. M. Barrie.
101 A FATAL WOOING. By Laura Jean Libby.
THE PEERLESS SERIES. —The following lists of paper covered books are 25 cents each,
UNLESS OTHERWISE SPECIFIED:
1 PATIENCE PETTIGREW'S PERPLEXITIES. By Clara Augusta.
2 ADVENTURES OF A SKELETON. By B. W. Waltermire.
3 PEERLESS GEMS OF MELODY. 80 Pieces for Piano and Organ. 50 cents.
4 PEERLESS GEMS OF DANCE MUSIC. Price 50 cents.
5 PEERLESS GEMS OF SONG. Containing 62 favorite Songs. 50 Cents.
6 HER MAD LOVE. By Gerald Carlton.
7 KREUTZER SONATA BEARING FRUIT. By Pauline Grayson.
8 THE WEDDING RING. By Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage.
9 WOMAN AND HER POWER. By Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage.
10 THE BATTLE FOR BREAD. By Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage.
11 IZMA; OR SUNSHINE AND SHADOW. By M. Ozella Shields.
12 FRIENDSHIP'S TEST. By Amelia Burdette.
13 DIARY OF A VILLAGE GOSSIP. By Almedia M. Brown.
14 DIARY OF A MINISTER'S WIFE. Part 1. By Almedia M. Brown.
15 DIARY OF A MINISTER'S WIFE. Part 2. By Almedia M. Brown.
16 A BAD BOY'S DIARY.
17 BLUNDERS OF A BASHFUL MAN. By author of "A Bad Boy's Diary."
18 TWENTY-FIVE GOOD SERMONS. By Twenty-five Prominent Clergymen.
19 OGILVIE'S HOUSE PLANS; OR, HOW TO BUILD A HOUSE.
20 "NOT GUILTY." By author of "The Original Mr. Jacobs."
21 THE ALBUM WRITER'S FRIEND. By J. S. Ogilvie. Price, 15 cents.
22 THREE THOUSAND THINGS WORTH KNOWING. Price, 50 cents.
23 GATHERED GEMS. By Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage. Price, 50 cents.
24 GRAND WONDER COLLECTION OF INFORMATION. Price, 50 cents.
25 PALLISER'S AMERICAN ARCHITECTURE. Price, $1.00.
26 A RED-HOT TRIP IN THE SUNNY SOUTH. By D. B. Shaw.
27 A FALSE COUPLE. By Mrs. Jennie S. Holmes.
28 ADVENTURES OF A BASHFUL BACHELOR. By Clara Augusta.
29 GASPAR DESMOND'S PASSION. By Pauline Grayson.
30 MR. CLIFTON OF BARRINGTON. By Mrs. J. F. Reichhard.
31 DEFENDING A HOME. By E. A. Young.
32 A PRETTY GOVERNESS. By Mrs. May Agnes Fleming.
33 BREAD WINNERS ABROAD. By Hon. Robt. P. Porter.
34 YOUMANS' DICTIONARY OF EVERY-DAY WANTS. Price $1.00.
35 PALLISER'S MISCELLANEOUS ARCHITECTURAL DESIGNS. $1.00.
36 FROM OCEAN TO OCEAN. By Commissioner Ballington Booth.
37 DETECTIVE JOHNSON OF NEW ORLEANS. By Harry L. Hancock.
38 HARRY BLOUNT, THE DETECTIVE. By T. J. Flanagan.
39 FOUR HUNDRED RECITATIONS AND READINGS. Price 35 cents.
40 THE FAVORITE COOK BOOK. Six colored plates. Price 50 cents.
41 THE NEW ERA IN RUSSIA. By Col. Charles A. de Arnaud.
42 THE FIRESIDE DICTIONARY. 416 pages.
43 WHY I AM WHAT I AM. By Fourteen Clergymen.
44 THIRTY DAYS WITH PRESIDENT HARRISON.
45 NEDIA; OR, THE AMERICAN VIRGIN. By Nadage Doree. Price 50 cents.
46 EVERY-DAY COOK BOOK. By Miss E. Neil.
47 WILLMOTH, THE WANDERER. By C. C. Dail.
48 A WOMAN IN THE CASE.
49 CARPENTERS' AND BUILDERS' COMPLETE COMPANION. $1.00.
50 WARP AND WOOF. By Frances Hartson Wood and Eva Paine Kitchell.
51 A CLOVERDALE SKELETON. By Mrs. Jennie S. Holmes.
52 ANOTHER MAN'S BRIDE. By Mrs. Rhoby S. Williams.
53 THE DOUBLE DUEL. By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr.
54 THE CAPTIVE BRIDE. By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr.
55 HOW TO GET MARRIED ALTHOUGH A WOMAN; or,
THE ART OF PLEASING MEN. By "A Young Widow."
56 OLD DR. BROWN'S BOOK OF SECRETS. Price, 50 cents.
57 HIS ONE DESIRE. By Milton Nella.
58 DIXON ON INGERSOLL. Ten Sermons, by Rev. Thos. Dixon, Jr.
59 PRIVATE DETECTIVE NO. 39. By John W. Postgate.
60 PALLISER'S COMMON SENSE SCHOOL ARCHITECTURE. Price $1.00.
61 THE RECTOR'S SECRET. By J. R. Abarbarnell.
62 MESSAGES FROM MARS. By Robert D. Braine. 50 cents.
63 A CONFEDERATE SPY. By Capt. Thos. N. Conrad.
64 A BLONDE CREOLE. By Alice H. Hilton. 50 cents.
65 LIFE AND DEATH OF JAY GOULD.
66 ADVICE TO WOMEN. By Florence Stacpoole. 50 cents.
67 THE SOCIAL EVIL. By Pauline Grayson.
68 PALLISER'S MODEL DWELLINGS. Price, $1.00.
69 BLAKELEE'S INDUSTRIAL CYCLOPEDIA. Price, $1.00.
70
71 THE MIDNIGHT ELOPEMENT. By Emma Sanders.
72 MAJOR JONES' COURTSHIP. By Major Jones.
73 MAJOR JONES' TRAVELS. By Major Jones.
74 MAJOR JONES' GEORGIA SCENES. By Major Jones.
75 SHIPS THAT PASS IN THE NIGHT. By Beatrice Harraden.
76 A YELLOW ASTER. By "Iota."
77 DODO. By E. F. Benson.
78 IDEALA. By author of "The Heavenly Twins."
79 ESTHER WATERS. By George Moore.
80 THE HOUSE OF THE WOLF. By Stanley T. Weyman.
THE BRIGHT IDEA SERIES. —The best books by famous writers. Paper covers. 25 cents each.
1 THE MAN IN BLACK. By Stanley J. Weyman.
2 IDEALA. By the author of "The Heavenly Twins."
3 THE VICTIM OF HIS CLOTHES. By Fielding and Burton.
4 HER FIRST ADVENTURE. By E. G. Roe.
5 A PRETTY GOVERNESS. By Mrs. May Agnes Fleming.
6 MISS OR MRS.? By Wilkie Collins.
7 A DOUBLE LIFE. By Ella Wheeler Wilcox.
8 THE MAN WHO VANISHED. By Fergus W. Hume.
9 PATIENCE PETTIGREW'S PERPLEXITIES. By Clara Augusta.
10 MYSTERY NO. 13. By Helen B. Mathers.
11 FORGING THE FETTERS. By Mrs. Alexander.
12 HE WENT FOR A SOLDIER. By John Strange Winter.
13 ANNE. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
14 DOWN IN THE WORLD. By Florence Warden.
15 THE UMBRELLA MENDER. By Beatrice Harraden.
16 A GRASS WIDOW. By Mrs. M. A. Holmes.
17 KREUTZER SONATA. By Count Leo Tolstoi.
18 LIFE IN A COUNTRY MANSE. By J. M. Barrie.
19 DERRICK VAUGHAN. By Edna Lyall.
20 THE HAUNTED CHAMBER. By "The Duchess."
21 A STUDY IN SCARLET. By A. Conan Doyle.
22 THE CRICKET ON THE HEARTH. By Charles Dickens.
23 A YELLOW MASK. By Wilkie Collins.
24 THE SHADOW OF A SIN. By the author of "Dora Thorne."
25 THE SQUIRE'S DARLING. By the author of "Dora Thorne."
26 MAID, WIFE OR WIDOW. By Mrs. Alexander.
27 THE SHATTERED IDOL. By the author of "Dora Thorne."
28 THE DUCHESS. By "The Duchess."
29 LADY GRACE. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
30 A WICKED GIRL. By Mary Cecil Hay.
31 A LOVE MATCH. By Mrs. Alexander.
32 WEDDED AND PARTED. By the author of "Dora Thorne."
NEW DETECTIVE STORIES. —Paper covers, price 25 cents each. We desire to announce the following New Detective Stories:
DETECTIVE JOHNSON OF NEW ORLEANS. A Tale of Love and Crime. By Harry Irving Hancock. It contains 250 pages.
Another good Detective Story is: HARRY BLOUNT, THE DETECTIVE; or, The Martin Mystery Solved. By T. J. Flanagan. This contains 225 pages.
HOW TO MANAGE A HUSBAND. —A unique Book, a book that will interest every Married Woman, every Married Man, every Young Maiden, every Young Man, every Old Maid, every Old Bachelor, and everybody else. It gives the Experiences of 100 Women.
We desire to call your attention to the new book just issued, entitled "HOW TO MANAGE A HUSBAND," written by one hundred different women, each one giving their experiences on this very important question.
If you are married or ever expect to be, you ought to get this book. If you are a husband you ought to buy it to see how other men are managed by their wives; if you are a wife you can doubtless get hints that you have never thought of before on how to manage your husband. Some experiences are amusing, some contain a good deal of common sense. Mailed to any address for 25 cents.
WHY I AM WHAT I AM.—A book you should read. Why I am a Baptist. By Rev. R. S. MacArthur, D.D. Why I am a Presbyterian. By Rev. Charles Seymour Robinson, D.D. Why I am a Methodist. By Rev. G. H. McGrew. Why I am an Episcopalian. By Rev. William R. Huntington, D.D. Why I am a Catholic. By Rev. Walter Elliott, C.S.P. Why I am a Congregationalist. By Rev. Lyman Abbott, D.D. Why I am a Universalist. By Rev. Charles H. Eaton. Why I am a New-Churchman. By Rev. S. S. Seward. Why I am a Unitarian. By Rev. John White Chadwick. Why I am a Jew. By Rev. Dr. Gustav Gottheil. Why I am Lutheran. By Rev. G. F. Krotel, D.D. Why I am a Friend. By John J. Cornell. Why I am a Disciple. By Rev. B. B. Tyler. Why I am a Seventh-Day Baptist. By Rev. A. H. Lewis. Crumbling Creeds. By Col. Robert G. Ingersoll.
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THE HERO OF THE PEOPLE.
CHAPTER I.
LOCKSMITH AND GUNSMITH.
THE French Revolution had begun by the Taking of the Bastile by the people of Paris on the Fourteenth of July, 1789, but it seemed to have reached the high tide by King Louis XVI, with his Queen Marie Antoinette and others of the Royal Family, leaving Versailles, after some sanguinary rioting, for the Capital, Paris.
But those who think, in such lulls of popular tempests, that all the mischief has blown over, make a mistake.
Behind the men who make the first onset, are those who planned it and who wait for the rush to be made and, then, while others are tried or satisfied, glide into the crowds to stir them up.
Mysterious agents of secret, fatal passions, they push on the movement from where it paused, and having urged it to its farthest limit, those who opened the way are horrified, at awakening to see that others attained the end.
At the doorway of a wine saloon at Sevres by the bridge, over the Seine, a man was standing who had played the main part, though unseen, in the riots which compelled the Royal Family to renounce an attempt to escape out of the kingdom like many of their sycophants, and go from Versailles Palace to the Tuileries.
This man was in the prime of life: he was dressed like a workingman, wearing velveteen breeches shielded by a leather apron with pockets such as shinglers wear to carry nailes in, or blacksmith-farriers or locksmiths. His stockings were grey, and his shoes had brass buckles; on his head was a fur cap like a grenadier’s cut in half or what is called nowadays an artillerist’s busby. Grey locks came straggling from under its hair and mingled with shaggy eyebrows; they shaded large bulging eyes, keen and sharp, quick, with such rapid changes that it was hard to tell their true color. His nose was rather thick than medium, the lips full, the teeth white, and his complexion sunburnt.
Without being largely built, this man was well formed: his joints were not course and his hands were small and might have seemed delicate but for their being swart like those of workers in metal.
Despite the vigor of the biceps muscle shown from his having rolled up his shirt sleeves, the skin was remarkable for its whiteness, and almost aristocratically fine.
Within his reach was a richly gold-inlaid double-barrelled fowling piece, branded with the name of Leclere, the fashionable gunsmith of Paris. You may ask how could such a costly firearm come into the hands of a common artisan? In times of riot it is not always the whitest hands which grasp the finest weapons.
This man had only arrived from Versailles since an hour, and perfectly well knew what had happened there: for to the landlord’s questions as he supplied him with a bottle of wine which he did not touch, he had answered as follows:
“The Queen is coming along with the King and the Dauphin. They had started at half afternoon, having at last decided to live at the Tuileries; in consequence of which for the future Paris would no longer want for bread, as it would have in her midst, the Baker, the Baker’s Wife and the Baker’s Boy, as the popular slang dubbed the three ‘Royals'.”
As for himself, he was going to hang round to see the procession go by.
This last assertion might be true, although it was easy to tell that his glance was more often bent on the side towards Paris than Versailles, which led one to surmise that he did not feel obliged to tell Boniface exactly what his intentions were.
In a few seconds his attraction seemed gratified, for he spied a man, garbed much like himself, and appearing of the same trade, outlined on the ridge of the road. He walked heavily like one who had journeyed from afar.
His age appeared to be like his awaiter’s, that is, what is called the wrong side of forty. His features were those of a common fellow with low inclinations and vulgar instincts.
The stranger’s eye was fastened on him with an odd expression as if he wished with a single scrutiny to measure the gold, if any, and the alloy in his composition.
When the wayfarer from the town was within twenty steps of this man lounging in the doorway, the latter stepped inside, poured the wine from the bottle into two glasses and returning to the doorstep with one tumbler held up, he hailed him:
“Hello, mate! it is pretty cold weather, and the road is a long one. What do you say to our having a drop of the red to cheer us up and warm us?”
The workman from town looked round to make sure that he was alone and that the greeting was addressed to him.
“Speaking to me, are you?”
“Who else, as you are alone?”
“And offering me a go of wine?”
“Why not, as we are brothers of the file and bossing-hammer alike? or some at nigh.”
“Anybody can belong to a trade,” said the other looking hard at the speaker; “but the point is, are you a greenhand or a master of the craft?”
“I reckon we shall tell how far we have learnt the trade while drinking and chatting together.”
“All right then!” said the other, walking up to the door, while the inviter showed the table set out with the wine. The man took the tumbler, eyed the contents as if he had doubts, but they disappeared when the stranger poured himself out a second brimmer.
“Why, hang it all, are you getting so proud that you will not drink with a shopmate?”
“No, dash me if I am—here is Good Luck to the Nation!”
The workman’s grey eyes were fixed on the toast-giver’s.
He tossed off the glass at a draft, and wiped his lips on his sleeve.
“Deuse take it, but it is Burgundy wine,” he remarked.
“And good liquor, too, eh? the vintage was recommended to me; and happening along I dropped in, and I am not repenting it. But why not sit down and be at home? there is some more in the bottle and more in the cellar when that is gone.”
“I say, what are you working at here?”
“I have knocked off for the day. I finished a job at Versailles and I am going on to Paris with the royal procession as soon as it comes along.”
“What procession?”
“Why, the King and the Queen and the little Prince, who are returning to the city with the Fishmarket women and two hundred Assemblymen, all under protection of Gen. Lafayette and the National Guard.”
“So the fat old gentleman has decided to come to town?”
“They made him do it.”
“I suspected so when I started for Paris at three this morning.”
“Hello! did you leave Versailles at three without any curiosity about what was going off?”
“No, no, I itched to know what the gent was up to, being an acquaintance, a chum of mine, by the way, though I am not bragging; but you know, old man, one must get on with the work. I have a wife and children to provide for, and it is no joke now. I am not working at the royal forge.”
The listener let what he heard pass without putting any questions.
“So, it was on a pressing job that you went back to Paris?” he only inquired.
“Just that, as it appears, and handsomely paid too,” said the workman, jingling some coin in his pocket, “though it was paid for by a kind of servant, which was not polite, and by a German, too, which blocked me from having any pleasant chatter during the work. I am not one for gab, but it amuses one if no harm is spoken of others.”
“And it is no harm when harm is spoken of the neighbors, eh?”
Both men laughed, the stranger showing sound teeth against the other’s snaggy ones.
“So, then, you have knocked off a good job, wanted doing in a hurry, and well paid?” said the former, like one who advances only a step at a time, but still does advance. “Hard work, no doubt?”
“You bet it was hard. Worse than a secret lock—an invisible door. What do you think of one house inside of another? some one who wants to hide away, be sure. What a game he could have—in or out, as he pleased. ‘Your master in?’ ‘No, sir: just stepped out.’ ‘You are a liar—he came in just now.’ ‘You had better look, since you are so cocksure.’ So they look round, but I defy them to find the gentleman. An iron door, you will understand, which closes on a beading-framed panel, while it runs on balls in a groove as on wheels. On the metal is a veneer of old oak, so that you can rap with your knuckles on it and the sound is identical with that of a solid plank. I tell you when the job was done, it would take me in myself.”
“Where the mischief would you do a job like that? but I suppose you would not tell even a pal?”
“I cannot tell because I do not know.”
“What hoodwinked you?”
“Guess again and you will be wrong. A hack was waiting for me at the city turnpike bars. A chap came up and asked: ‘Are you so and-so?’ I said ‘I am.’ ‘Good, we are waiting for you: jump in.’ So I got inside the coach, where they bandaged my eyes, and after the wheels had gone round for about half an hour, a big carriage-door was opened. They took me out and up ten steps of a flight of stairs into a vestibule, where I found a German servant who said to the others: ‘Goot! make scarce of yourseluffs; no longer want we you.’ They slung their hook out of it, while the blinders were taken me off, and I was shown what I had to do. I had pitched into the work like a good hand, and was done in an hour. They paid me in bran-new gold, tied up my eyes, put me back in the carriage, dropped me on the same spot where I was taken up, wished me safe home—and here I am.”
“Without your having seen anything, even out of the tail of the eye? Deuse take me if ever I heard of a bandage which would stop a man catching a glimpse on one side or t’other. Better own up that you had a peep at something?” pursued the stranger.
“Well, I did make a misstep at the first stone of the stairs so that, in throwing up my hands to keep from falling, I got a peep from its disarranging the handkerchief. I saw a regular row of trees on my left hand which made me think that I was in some avenue. That is all, on my honor.”
“I can’t say it is much. For the main avenue is long and more than one house has a carriage-doorway betwixt the St. Honore Coffeehouse and the Bastile.”
“The fact is,” said the locksmith, scratching his head, “I don’t think I am up to telling the house.”
The questioner appeared satisfied, although his countenance did not usually betray his feelings.
“But,” exclaimed he, as if skipping to another topic, “are there no good locksmiths at Paris that they have to send to Versailles for one?”
CHAPTER II.
THE THREE ODDITIES.
THE locksmith lifted his tumbler to his eye’s level, admired the liquor with pleasure, and said after sipping it with gratification:
“Bless you, yes, plenty of locksmiths at Paris.”
He drank a few drops more.
“Ay, and masters of the craft.” He drank again. “Yes, but there is a difference between them.”
“Hang me,” said the other, “but I believe you are like St. Eloi, our patron saint, master among the master-workmen.”
“Are you one of us?”
“Akin, my boy: I am a gunsmith. All smiths are brothers. This is a sample of my work.”
The locksmith took the gun from the speaker’s hands, examined it with attention, clicked the hammers and approved with a nod of the sharp action of the lock: but spying the name on the plate, he said:
“Leclere? this won’t do, friend, for Leclere is scanty thirty, and we are both a good forty, without meaning to hurt your feelings.”
“Quite true, I am not Leclere, but it is the same thing, only a little more so. For I am his master.”
“Oh, capital!” chuckled the locksmith; “it is the same as my saying ‘I am not the King but I am the same thing, only more so, as I am his master.'”
“Oho,” said the other rising and burlesquing the military salute, “have I the honor of addressing Master Gamain, the King of Locksmiths?”
“Himself in person, and delighted if he can do anything for you,” replied Gamain, enchanted at the effect his name had produced.
“The devil! I had no idea I was talking to one of the high flyers in our line,” said the other. “A man so well considered.”
“Of such consequence, do you mean?”
“Well, maybe I have not used the right word, but then I am only a poor smith, and you are the master smith for the master of France. I say,” he went on in another tone, “it can’t be always funny to have a king for a ‘prentice, eh?”
“Why not?”
“Plain enough. You cannot eternally be wearing gloves to say to the mate on your bench: ‘Chuck us the hammer or pass the retail file along.'”
“Certainly not.”
“I suppose you have to say: ‘Please your gracious Majesty, don’t hold the drill askew.'”
“Why, that is just the charm with him, d’ye see, for he is a plain-dealer at heart. Once in the forge, when he has the anvil to the fore, and the leathern apron tied on, none would ever take him for the Son of St. Louis, as he is called.”
“Indeed you are right, it is astonishing how much he is like the next man.”
“And yet these perking courtiers are a long time seeing that.”
“It would be nothing if those close around him found that out,” said the stranger, “but those who are at a distance are beginning to get an idea of it.”
His queer laugh made Gamain look at him with marked astonishment. But he saw that he had blundered in his pretended character by making a witticism, and gave the man no time to study his sentence, for he hastened to recur to the topic by saying:
“A good thing, too; for I think it lowers a man to have to slaver him with Your Majesty here and My Noble Sire there.”
“But you do not have to call him high names. Once in the workshop we drop all that stuff. I call him Citizen, and he calls me Gamain, but I ain’t what you would call chummy with him, while he is familiar with me.”
“That is all very well; but when the dinner hour comes round I expect he sends you off to the kitchen to have your bread and cheese with the flunkeys.”
“Oh, Lor', No! he has never done that; quite the other way about, for he gets me to bring in a table all set into the workshop and he will often put his legs under the mahogany with me, particularly at breakfast, saying: ‘I shall not bother about having breakfast with the Queen, as I should have to wash my hands.'”
“I can’t make this out.”
“You can’t understand that when the King works like us, he has his hands smeared with oil and rust and filings, which does not prevent us being honest folks, and the Queen would say to him, with her hoity-toity prudish air: ‘Dirty beggar, your hands are foul.’ How can a man have a fop’s hands if he works at the forge?”
“Don’t talk to me about that—I might have married high if I could have kept my fingers nice,” sighed the stranger.
“Let me tell you that the old chap does not have a lively time in his geographical study or his library; but I believe he likes my company the best.”
“That is all very amusing for you, except having to endure so poor a pupil.”
“Poor,” repeated Gamain. “Oh, no, you must not say that. He is to be pitied, to tell the truth, in his coming into the world as a king, for he is but a man—and having to waste himself on a pack of nonsense instead of sticking to our art, in which he makes good way. He will never be but a third-rate king for he is too honest, but he would have made an excellent locksmith. There is one man I execrate for stealing away his time—that Necker fellow, who made him lose such a lot of time!”
“You mean with his accounts and financing.”
“Ay, his fine-Nancy-ing, indeed.”
“But you must make a fat thing out of such a lad to bring on.”
“No, that is just where you are in error: that is why I bear a grudge to him, Louis the Father of the Kingdom, the Restorer of the French Nation! People believe that I am rich as Creases, while I am as poor as Job.”
“You, poor? why, what does he do with all his money?”
“He gives half to the poor and the other half is got away by his parasites, so that he never has any brass. The Coigny, Polignac and Vaudreuil families eat him up, poor dear old boy! One day he wanted to cut down Lord Coigny’s appointments, and the gentleman waylaid him at our forge door: after going out for five minutes, the King came back, pale as a ghost, muttering: ‘Faith, I believe he would have caned me.’ ‘Did he get the appointments reduced, Sire?’ I inquired. ‘I let them stand,’ he said: ‘what else could I do?’ Another time he wanted to scold the Queen for giving Duchess Polignac three hundred thousand francs for the linen for her baby, and what do you think?”
“It is a pretty sum for a baby!”
“Right you are: but it was not enough: the Queen made him give her five hundred thousand. You have only to look how these Polignacs have got on, who had not a penny when they started in, but are running away from France with millions. I should not have minded if they had any talent, but just give those neerdowells a hammer or cold chisel; they could not forge a horseshoe: give them file and screw-driver and see how they would get on at a common lock! However, they can wag the tongue to some purpose, since they hounded the King on so that they leave him in a quagmire. He may flounder out as best he can, with the help of General Lafayette and Mayor Bailly, and Lord Mirabeau. I gave him good advice, but he would not listen to me, and he leaves me with fifteen hundred livres a-year, though I am his trainer, who first showed him to hold a file properly.”
“But I suppose that when you worked with him, there were some pickings?”
“But am I working with him now? Since the Taking of the Bastile, I have not set foot inside his palace. Once or twice I met him: the first time, as there was a crowd about in the street, he just bobbed his head; the next, on the Satory Road, he stopped the coach for the coast was clear. ‘Good morning, my poor Gamain, how goes it?’ he sighed. ‘How goes it with you, Sire? but I know it is rough—but that will be a lesson to you.’ ‘Are your wife and children well?’ he said to shift the talk. ‘All fine but with appetites like ogres.’ ‘You must make them a little present from me.’ He searched his pockets, but he could rake up only nine louis. ‘That is all I carry with me, my poor Gamain,’ he said with a kind of groan, ‘and I am ashamed to do so little.’ Of course, it was small cash for a monarch to give, short of ten gold pieces, so paltry a sum to a work-fellow—So——“
“You refused them?”
“Catch me? No, I said: ‘I had better grab, for he will meet somebody else not so delicate as me, who would take them.’ Still, he need not fret himself, I shall never walk into Versailles unless I am sent for, and I do not know as I shall then.”
“What a grateful heart this rogue has,” muttered the stranger, but all he said aloud was: “It is very affecting, Master Gamain, to see devotion like yours survive misfortune. A last glass to the health of your ‘prentice.”
“Faith, he does not deserve it, but never mind! here’s to his health, all the same!” He drank. “Only to think that he had thousands of bottles in his cellar which would beat this, and he never said to a footman: Take a basket of this lush to my friend Gamain!’ Not he—he would sooner have it swilled by his Lifeguardsmen, the Swiss, or his Flanders Regiment. They did him a lot of good, I do not think!”
“What did you expect?” questioned the other, sipping his wine, “kings are ungrateful like this one. But hush! we are no longer alone.”
In fact, three persons were entering the drinking saloon, two men of the common sort and a fishfag, and they took seats at the table matching that at which Gamain and his “treater” were sitting.
The locksmith raised his eyes to them and stared with an attention making the other smile. They were truly worthy of some remark.
One of the two men was all body: the other all legs: it was hard to say anything about the woman.
All-Body resembled a dwarf: he was under five feet in hight: he may have lost an inch or so from his knees knocking although when he stood up, his feet kept apart. Instead of his countenance redeeming the deformity, it seemed to highten it;—for his oily and dirty hair was flattened down on his bald forehead; his eyebrows were so badly shaped as to seem traced at random; his eyes were usually dull but when lighted up sheeny and glassy as the toad’s. In moments of irritation, they threw out sparks like a viper’s, from concentrated pupils. His nose was flat, and deviated from the straight line so that his prominent cheek bones stood out all the more. Lastly, to complete the hideous aspect, his yellow lips only partly covered the few, black and loose teeth in his twisted mouth.
At first glance you would say that gall, not blood, flowed in his veins.
The other was so opposed to the short-legged one that he seemed a heron on its stilts. The likeness to the bird was the closer from his head being lost between his humped shoulders so as to be distinguished solely by the eyes, like blood-spots, and a long, pointed, beak-like nose. Like the heron, too, he seemed to have the ability to stretch his neck, and put out the eyes of one at a distance. His arms also were gifted with this elasticity, and while seated, he might pick up a handkerchief dropped at his feet without moving his body.
The third person was ambiguous; it being difficult to divine the sex. If a man, he was upwards of thirty-four, wearing a stylish costume of the fishmarket stallkeepers, with lace kerchief and tucker, and gold earrings and chain. His features, as well as could be made out through layers of rouge and flake white, together with beauty-patches of sticking plaster of all fancy shapes, were slightly softened as in degenerated races. As soon as one caught sight of him one wanted to hear him speak in the hope that the voice’s sound would give his dubious appearance a stamp by which he could be classed. But it was nothing to the purpose: his soprano voice left the curious observer still deeper plunged into doubt.
The shoes and stockings of the trio were daubed in mud to show that they had been tramping in the road for some time.
“Lord save us, I seem to know that woman, from having met her before,” said Gamain.
“Very likely at court,” sneered the pretended workman “their manners have been there quite a while and they have been visitors, the fishmarket dames, of late. But,” he went on, pulling his cap down on his brow and taking up his gun, “they are here on business: consequently, we had better leave them alone.”
“Do you know them?”
“By sight. Do you?”
“I say that I have met the woman before: tell me who the men are and I may put my finger on her name.”
“Of the two men, the knock-kneed one is the surgeon, Jean Paul Marat; while the humpback is Prosper Verrieres.”
“Aha!”
“Does not that put you on the right track?”
“My tongue to the dogs if it does!”
“The fishwoman is——“
“Wait, it is—but, no—impossible——“
“I see that you will not name him—the fishwoman is the Duke of Aiguillon.”
At this utterance of the title, the disguised nobleman started and turned, as well as his companions. They made a movement to rise as men do when in presence of a leader: but the pretended gunsmith laid a finger on his lips and passed them by.
Gamain followed him, believing he was in a dream.
At the doorway he was jostled by a running man, who seemed to be pursued by a mob, shouting:
“Stop him—that is the Queen’s hairdresser! stop the hairdresser!”
Among the howling and racing men were two who carried each a human head on a pikestaff. They were those of two Lifeguards, killed at Versailles in defending the Queen from the mob.
“Halloa, it is Leonard,” said the strange workman, to the fugitive.
“Silence, do not name me,” yelled the barber, dashing into the saloon.
“What do they chase him for?” inquired Gamain.
“The Lord knows,” was the response: “maybe they want him to curl the hair of the poor soldiers. In Revolutionary times, fellows have such quaint fancies!”
He mixed in with the throng, leaving Gamain, from whom he had probably extracted all he wanted, to make his way alone to his workshop at Versailles.
CHAPTER III.
THE UNDYING MAN.
IT was the more easy for the pretended gunsmith to blend with the crowd as it was numerous.
It was the advance guard of the procession around the King, Queen and the Prince Royal, leaving the court suburb at half past one.
In the royal coach were the Queen, her son, her daughter, called Madam Royale though a child, Count Provence, the King’s brother. Lady Elizabeth his sister, and the Queen’s favorite lady of the household, Andrea Taverney Countess of Charny.
In a hundred carriages came the National Assemblymen who had declared they would henceforth be inseparable from the monarch.
This mob was about a quarter of an hour ahead of the royal party, and rallied round the two royal guardsmen’s heads as their colors. All stopped at the Sevres wine saloon. The collection was of tattered and half-drunken wretches, the scum that comes to the surface whether the inundation is water or lava.
Suddenly, great stir in the concourse, for they had seen the National Guards’ bayonets and General Lafayette’s white horse, immediately preceding the royal coach.
Lafayette was fond of popular gatherings: he really reigned among the Paris people whose idol he was. But he did not like the lowest orders. Paris, like Rome, had a grade under the mere mob.
In particular, he did not approve of Lynch Law, and he had done his utmost to try to save those aristocrats whom the crowd had executed. It was to hide their trophies and preserve the bloody tokens of victory that the multitude kept on ahead. But on being encouraged by the trio of captains waiting at the Sevres saloon, they decided to keep the heads up and wait for the King, so that he should not be parted from his faithful guards.
The mob was increased by the country folks flocking to the road from all quarters to see the cortege go by. A few cheered, adding their uproar to the howls, hoots and groans of the marching column, but the majority, stood dull and quiet on both sides of the road.
Did this mean that they were for the Royal Family? No: or at least unless they belonged to the court party, everybody, even the upper middle class, suffered more or less from the dreadful famine spreading over the kingdom. If they did not insult the King and Queen, they remained hushed, and the silence of an assemblage is often worse than an insult.
On the other hand the myriads roared with all their lung power: “Hurrah for Lafayette!” who took off his hat now and then or waved the sword in his right hand: and “Long live Mirabeau!” who thrust his head out of the carriage window, where he was one of six, to get a whiff of the air necessary for his broad chest.
Hence, amid the silence for himself, the unfortunate Louis XVI. heard applauded that Popularity which he had lost and that Genius which he had never possessed.
By the King’s right side carriage-window walked a man in a black suit whose dress pointed him out as one of the Philosophers, as they were termed, or Revolutionists who worked intellectually for the amelioration of the monarchy. This was the royal honorary physician, Dr. Honore Gilbert. The crowd cheered him at times, for he was a hero of their own. Born a Frenchman, of humble degree, a boy on the estate of the ultra-royalist Baron Taverney, he had educated himself in democratic learning. Falling in love with his master’s lovely daughter, Andrea, since Countess of Charny, he had followed her to court. At Paris he became favorite pupil of Rousseau, the revolutionist, and this farther confirmed him in his subversive principles.
But having taken advantage of Andrea while she was powerless under the influence of a mesmeric sleep, he fled the country. He had deposited in sure hands the living evidence of his crime, a boy named Emile (In honor of Rousseau, who wrote a book so called) Sebastian Gilbert, and fled the country. But at the Azores Islands he came in contact with the young lady’s brother Philip, who shot him down and believed he left him dead.
But, restored to life by his friend, the Baron Balsamo, otherwise Cagliostro the Magician he accompanied him to America.
The two formed part of the legion of Frenchmen who helped the revolted Thirteen Colonies to throw off the British yoke.
Returning to his country he was arrested at Havre and thown into the Bastile. When that hated prison was stormed by the Parisians led by the Farmer Billet, he was rescued. He had gone to court to learn who had caused this arrest, and to his amazement discovered that its author was the woman whom he had unutterably wronged. Yes, the baron’s daughter had married the Queen’s favorite, thought by some to be her paramour, Count George Charny, very rich, very brave and altogether fit to create her a power in the realm.
Gilbert had a sincere pity for royalty under a cloud. He was known to the King as the author of certain articles on the way to steer the Ship of State, and his offer to serve him was gladly accepted.
The mob cheered at the remarkable shaking up of the sands in Time’s box by which the revolutionary advocate, fresh from the Bastile dungeons, should walk at the side of the King’s coach to shield his life from the assassin. No mere touch of rhetoric, for on the royal visit to Paris lately a bullet had cut a button off the doctor’s coat and slain a woman in the throng: this graceful gentlemen in black was then a better safeguard than the soldiers whose heads were now garnishing the pikes there in advance.
Queen Marie Antoinette looked with wonder at this doctor, whose stoicism she could not understand, while to it the American manner of forced quiet added more sternness. Without love or devotion for his sovereigns, he carried out what he considered duty towards them, as ready to die for them as those who had the qualities of the loyalist he lacked.
On both sides of the royal coach tramped men and women, in mud six inches deep, while amid the ribbons and rags, the Fishmarket women and porters of the Paris Markets swarmed round waves more compact than the rest of the human sea. These clumps were cannon or ammunition wagons, on which sat women singing at the top of their voices. An old song which had been applied to King Louis XV.'s mistress Jeanne Dubarry, and was now altered to suit Marie Antoinette and the situation of affairs, was their choice. They roared:
“The Baker’s wife has got the cash, which costs her very little.”
They also kept reiterating: “We shall not want for bread any more, as we have got the Baker, the Baker’s Wife and the Baker’s Little Boy along.”
The Queen seemed to listen to it all without understanding. Between her knees she held her son, who looked at the multitude as frightened princes stare when appalled.
The King watched with a dull and heavy eye. He had little sleep in the night; he had not made a good breakfast though usually a hearty eater; he had no time to have his hair dressed and his beard had grown long. His linen was limp and roughened, too—all things to his disadvantage. Alas, Louis was not the man for emergencies, and this was a period of emergencies. He bent his head when they came: save once when he held his chin up—it was when he walked upon the scaffold.
Lady Elizabeth was the angel of sweetness and resignation placed by heaven beside those doomed creatures to console the King during the Queen’s absence; and the Queen after the King’s death.
Count Provence, here as everywhere, had the squinting glance of a false man; he knew that he ran no present danger; he was the popular member of the family—no one knew why—perhaps because he remained in France when his brother Artois fled.
Could the King have read his heart, he might not have felt any gratitude to him for what he pledged in the way of devotion.
Countess Andrea seemed of marble. She had recognized the man she most hated in the King’s new confidential adviser, and one whom the Queen seemed bound to win to her side. Like a statue, the stir round her seemed not to affect her, and she looked in attire as trim as if fresh from a band-box. One thought was alive within her, fierce and luminous—love for some unknown—perchance her husband, or hate for Gilbert—at whom she darted lightnings involuntarily whenever their glances crossed. But she felt that she might not defy his with impunity, for he was a pupil of Balsamo Cagliostro, the arch-mesmerist, and might sway her with the same art.
A hundred paces on the other side of the little drinking saloon, the royal train stopped. All along the line the clamor doubled.
The Queen bent out of the window and as the movement looked like a bow to the crowd, there was a long murmur. She called Dr. Gilbert.
He went up to the window: as he had kept his hat off all the way, he had no need to bare his head in respect. His attitude showed he was entirely under her orders.
“What are your people shouting and singing?” she requested to know.
The Queen’s form of putting the question showed that she had been ruminating it for some time. He sighed as much as to say, it is the same old story.
“Alas, my lady,” he proceeded with profound melancholy, “those you call my people, were yours in former times, and it is less than twenty years ago when Lord Brissac, a delightful courtier whom I look in vain for here, showed you the same people shouting for the Dauphin under the City Hall windows and said: ‘You behold twenty thousand admirers there.'”
The Queen bit her lips from the impossibility of catching this man in want of a repartee or of respect.
“That is true—it only proves that the many-headed change,” she said.
Gilbert bowed this time, without retort.
“I asked you a question, doctor,” persisted the lady, with the obstinacy she had for even disagreeable matters.
“Yes, and I answer since your Majesty insists. They are singing that the Baker’s Wife has plenty of money which it gave her no trouble to get. You are aware that they style your Majesty the Baker’s Wife?”
“Just as they called me Lady Deficit before. Is there any connection between the nicknames?”
“So much also as the finances are concerned. They mean by your money being easily come by that you had complaisant treasurers such as Calonne in particular, who gave you whatever you asked; the people therefore assume that you got your money readily for the asking.”
The Queen’s hand was clenched on the red velvet carriage-window ledge.
“So much for what they are singing. Now, for what they bellow out?”
“They say that they shall no longer want for bread since they have the Baker, the Baker’s Wife and the Baker’s Son among them.”
“I expect you to make this second piece of insolence clear.”
“You would see that they are not so much to blame as you fancy if you were to look to the intention and not weigh the words of the people. Wrongly or rightfully, the masses believe that a great Grain Trust is carried on at Versailles. This prevents flour from coming freely into the capital. Who feeds the Paris poor? the Baker. Towards whom does the working man and his wife hold out their supplicating hands when their children cry for food? the baker and the baker’s wife. Who do they pray to after the Sender of the harvest? the lady of the estate—that is, the loaf-giver, as the name is derived. Are not you three the loaf-givers for the country, the King, yourself and this august child? Do not be astonished at the mighty, blessed name the people give you, but thank them for cherishing the hope that as soon as the King, the Queen and their son are in the midst of the famished thousands, they will no longer be in want.”
For an instant the royal lady closed her eyes, and she made the movement of swallowing as though to keep down her hatred as well as bitter saliva which scorched her throat.
“So we ought to thank these howlers for their songs and nick-names upon us?”
“Yes, and most sincerely: the song is but an expression of their good humor as the shouts are of their expectations. The whole explains their desire.”
“So they want Lafayette and Mirabeau to live long?”
“Yes,” returned Gilbert, seeing that the Queen had clearly heard the cries, “for those two leaders, separated by the gulf over which you hang, may, united, save the monarchy.”
“Do you mean that the monarchy has sunk so low that it can be picked up by those two?” queried the lady.
He was going to make some kind of reply when a burst of voices, in dread, with atrocious peals of laughter and a great swaying of the gathering, driving Gilbert closer to the vehicle, announced that he would be needed in defense of the Queen by speech or action. It was the two head-carriers, who, after having made Leonard barb and curl the hair, wanted to have the fun of presenting them to Marie Antoinette—as other roughs, or perhaps the same—had presented the dead heads of sons to their fathers.
The crowd yelled with horror and fell away as these ghastly things came up.
“In heaven’s name, do not look to the right,” cried Gilbert.
The Queen was no woman to obey such an injunction without a peep to see the reason. So her first movement was to turn her gaze in the forbidden direction and she uttered a scream of fright. But, all of a sudden, as she tore her sight from this horrible spectacle as if they were Gorgon heads, they became fixed as though they met another view even more awful, from which she could not detach it.
This Medusa’s head was the stranger’s who had been drinking and chatting with Locksmith Gamain in the wine-store: with folded arms, he was leaning against a tree.
The Queen’s hand left the window cushion, and resting on Gilbert’s shoulder, he felt her clench her nails into its flesh. He turned to see her pale, with fixed eyes and quivering, blanched lips.
He would have ascribed the emotion to the two death’s heads but for her not looking at either. The gaze was in another direction, traveling visually in which he descried the object and he emitted a cry of amaze.
“Cagliostro!” both uttered at the same time.
The man at the tree clearly saw the Queen, but all he did was beckon for Gilbert to come to him.
At this point of time the carriages started on once more. By a natural and mechanical impulse the Queen gave Gilbert an outward push to prevent his being run over by the wheel. It looked as though she urged him towards the summoner. Anyhow, he was not sufficiently master of himself not to obey the mandate. Motionless, he let the party proceed; then, following the mock gunsmith who merely looked back to be sure he was followed, he entered behind him a little lane going uphill to Bellevue, where they disappeared behind a wall at the same time as the procession went out of sight in a declivity of the hills, as though plunging into an abyss.
CHAPTER IV.
FATALITY.
GILBERT followed his guide half-way up the slope where stood a handsome house. The foregoer pulled out a key and opened a side door intended for the master to go in or come out without the servants knowing when he did so. He left the door ajar to signify that the companion of the journey was to use it. Gilbert entered and shut the door gently but it silently closed itself tightly with a pneumatic arrangement at the hinges which seemed the work of magic. Such an appliance would have been the delight of Master Gamain.
Through luxuriously fitted passages Gilbert finally came into a drawing room, hung with Indian satin tapestry; a fantastic Oriental bird held the lustre in its beak and it emitted a light which Gilbert knew was electricity, though its application thus would have been a puzzle to others than this specialist in advanced science. The lights represented lily-blooms, which again was an anticipation of modern illuminators.
One picture alone adorned this room but it was Raphael’s Madonna.
Gilbert was admiring this masterpiece when the host entered by a secret door behind him from a dressing room.
An instant had sufficed for him to wash off the stain and the pencillings and to give his black hair, without any grey, a stylish turn. He had also changed his clothes. Instead of the workman was an elegant nobleman. His embroidered coat and his hands glittering with rings in the Italian style, strongly contrasted with Gilbert’s American black coat and his plain gold ring, a keepsake from General Washington.
Count Cagliostro advanced with a smiling open face and held out his hand to Gilbert.
“Dear Master,” cried the latter rushing to him.
“Stop a bit,” interrupted the other, laughing: “since we have parted, my dear Gilbert, you have made such progress in revolutionary methods at all events, that you are the master at present and I not fit to undo your shoestrings.”
“I thank you for the compliment,” responded the doctor, “but how do you know I have made such progress, granting I have progressed?”
“Do you believe you are one of those men whose movement is not marked although not seen? Since eight years I have not set eyes on you but I have had a daily report of what you did. Do you doubt I have double-sight?”
“You know I am a mathematician.”
“You mean, incredulous? Let me show you, then. In the first place you returned to France on family matters; they do not concern me, and consequently——“
“Nay, dear master, go on,” interposed the other.
“Well, you came to have your son Sebastian educated in a boarding school not far from Paris in quiet, and to settle business affairs with your farmer, an honest fellow whom you are now retaining in town against his wishes. For a thousand reasons he wants to be home beside his wife.”
“Really, master, you are prodigious!”
“Wait for something stronger. The second time you returned to France because political questions drew you, like many others; besides you had published several political treatises which you sent to King Louis XVI., and as there is much of the Old Man in you—you are prouder for the approval of the King than perhaps you would be of that of my predecessor in your training, Rousseau—who would be higher than a king this day, had he lived—you yearn to learn what is thought of Dr. Gilbert by the descendant of St. Louis, Henry Fourth and Louis XIV. Unfortunately a little matter has kept alive which you did not bear in mind, as a sequel to which I picked you up in a cave in the Azores, where my yacht put in. I restored you from the effects of a bullet in your breast. This little affair concerned Mdlle. Andrea Taverney, become Countess Charny, which she deserves, to save the Queen’s reputation, compromised by the King coming upon her and Count Charny by surprise.
“As the Queen could refuse nothing to this saver, she got a blank warrant and committal to prison for you, so that you were arrested on the road out of Havre and taken to the Bastile. There you would be to this day, dear doctor, if the people, prepared for a rising by a person whom you may divine, had not in a day knocked the old building lower than the gutter. I was not sorry, for I had a taste of the fare myself before I was banished the Kingdom. This morning early, you contributed to the rescue of the Royal Family, by running to arouse Lafayette, who was sleeping the sleep of the virtuous; and just now, when you saw me, you were about to make a breastwork of your body for the Queen who seemed threatened—though, between ourselves, she detests you. Is this right? Have I forgotten anything of note, such as a hypnotic seance before the King when Countess Charny was made to disclose how she had led to your imprisonment and how she obtained a certain casket of your papers by one Wolfstep, a police agent? Tell me and if I have omitted any point, I am ready to do penance for it.”
Gilbert stood stupefied before this extraordinary man, who knew so well to prepare his march that his hearer was inclined to attribute to him the faculty of comprising heavenly as well as mundane things, and to read in the heart of man.
“Yes, it is thus and you are still the magician, the fortune-teller, the thaumaturgist, Cagliostro!”
The wonder-worker smiled with satisfaction, for it was evident that he was proud of having worked on Gilbert such an impression as the latter’s visage revealed.
“And now,” continued Gilbert, “as I love you as much as you do me, dear master, and my desire to learn what you have been doing is equal to yours and how I have fared, will you kindly tell me, if I am not intruding too far, in what part of the globe you have exhibited your genius and practiced your power?”
“Oh, I?” said Cagliostro, smiling, “like yourself I have been rubbing shoulders with kings, but with another aim. You go up to them to uphold them; I to knock them over. You try to manufacture a constitutional monarch and will not succeed; I, to make emperors, kings and princes democratic, and I am coming on.”
“Are you really?” queried Gilbert with an air of doubt.
“Decidedly. It must be allowed that they were prepared for me by Voltaire, Alembert and Diderot, admirable Mecaenases, sublime contemners of the gods, and also by the example of Frederick the Great, whom we have the misfortune to lose. But you know we are all mortal, except the Count of St. Germain and myself.
“So long as the Queen is fair, my dear Gilbert, and she can recruit soldiers to fight among themselves, kings who fret to push over thrones have never thought of hurling over the altar. But we have her brother, Kaiser Joseph II. who suppresses three-fourths of the monasteries, seizes ecclesiastical property, drives even the Camelite nuns out of their cells, and sends his sister prince of nuns trying on the latest fashions in hats and monks having their hair curled. We have the King of Denmark, who began by killing his doctor Struensee, and who, at seventeen, the precocious philosopher, said: ‘Voltaire made a man of me for he taught me to think.’ We have the Empress Catherine, who made such giant strides in philosophy that—while she dismembered Poland, Voltaire wrote to her: ‘Diderot, Alembert and myself are raising altars to you. We have the Queen of Sweden and many princes in the Empire and throughout Germany.'”
“You have nothing left you but to convert the Pope, my dear master, and I hope you will, as nothing is beyond you.”
“That will be a hard task. I have just slipped out of his claws. I was locked up in Castle Sanangelo as you were in the Bastile.”
“You don’t say so? did the Romans upset the castle as the people of St. Antoine Ward overthrew the Bastile?”
“No, my dear doctor, the Romans are a century behind that point. But, be easy: it will come in its day: the Papacy will have its revolutionary days, and Versailles and the Vatican can shake hands in equality at that era.”
“I thought that nobody came alive out of Castle Sanangelo?”
“Pooh! what about Benvenuto Cellini, the sculptor?”
“You had not wings such as he made, had you, and did you flit over the Tiber like a new Icarus?”
“It would be the more difficult as I was lodged for the farther security in the blackest dungeon of the keep. But I did get out, as you see.”
“Bribed the jailor with gold?”
“I was out of luck, for my turnkey was incorruptible. But, fortunately, he was not immortal. Chance—the believers say, Providence—well, the Architect of the Universe granted that he should die on the morrow of his refusing to open the prison doors. He died very suddenly! and he had to be replaced.”
“The new hand was not unbribable?”
“The day of his taking up his office, as he brought me the soup, he said: ‘Eat heartily and get your strength, for we have to do some stiff traveling this night.’ By George, the good fellow told no lie. That same night we rode three horses out dead, and covered a hundred miles.”
“What did the government say when your disappearance was known?”
“Nothing. The dead and still-warm other jailer was clad in the clothes I left behind; and a pistol was fired in his face; it was laid by his side and the statement was given out that in despair at having no escape and with the useless weapon which I had procured none could tell how, I had blown out my brains. It follows that I am officially pronounced dead and buried; the jailer being interred in my name. It will be useless, my dear Gilbert, my saying that I am alive, for the certificate of my death and burial will be produced to prove that I am no more. But they will not have to do anything of the sort as it suits me to be thought passed away at this date. I have made a dive into the sombre river, as the poets say, but I have come up under another name. I am now Baron Zanone, a Genoese banker. I discount the paper of princes—good paper in the sort of Cardinal Prince Rohan’s, you know. But I am not lending money merely for the interest. By the way, if you need cash, my dear Gilbert, say so? You know that my purse, like my heart, is always at your call.”
“I thank you.”
“Ah, you think to incommode me, because you met me in my dress as a workman? do not trouble about that; it is merely one of my disguises; you know my ideas about life being one long masquerade where all are more or less masked. In any case, my dear boy, if ever you want money, out of my private cash box here—for the grand cash box of the Invisibles is in St. Claude Street—come to me at any hour, whether I am at home or not—I showed you the little, side door; push this spring so—“ he showed him the trick—“and you will find about a million ready.”
The round top of the desk opened of itself on the spring being pressed, and displayed a heap of gold coin and bundles of banknotes.
“You are in truth a wonderful man!” exclaimed Gilbert; “but you ought to know that with twenty thousand a-year, I am richer than the King. But do you not fear being disquieted in Paris?”
“On account of the matter of the Queen’s Necklace for which I was forbid the realm? Go to! they dare not. In the present ferment of minds I have only to speak one word to evoke a riot: you forget that I am friendly with all the popular leaders—Lafayette, Necker, Mirabeau and yourself.”
“What have you come to do at Paris?”
“Who knows? perhaps what you went over to the United States to do—found a republic.”
“France has not a republican turn of mind,” said the other, shaking his head.
“We shall teach her that way, that is all. It has taken fifteen hundred years to rule with a monarchy; in one hundred the Republic will be founded to endure—why not as long?”
“The King will resist; the nobility fly to arms; and then what will you do?”
“We will make a revolution before we have the Republic.”
“It will be awful to do that, Joseph,” said Gilbert, hanging his head.
“Awful indeed, if we meet many such as you on the road.”
“I am not strong, but honest,” said the doctor.
“That is worse: so I want to bring you over.”
“I am convinced—not that I shall prevent you in your work, but will stay you.”
“You are mad, Gilbert; you do not understand the mission of France in Europe. It is the brain of the Old World, and must think freely so that the world will be the happier for its thought. Do you know what overthrew the Bastile?”
“The people.”
“No: public opinion. You are taking the effect for the cause.”
“For five hundred years they have been imprisoning nobles in the Bastile and it stood. But the mad idea struck an insane monarch one day to lock up thought—the spirit which must be free, and requires space unto immensity, and crack! it burst the walls and the mob surged in at the breach.”
“True enough,” mused the younger man.
“Twenty-six years ago, Voltaire wrote to Chauvelin: ‘All that I see is sowing Revolution round us, and it will inevitably come though I shall not have the bliss to see the harvest. The French are sometimes slow to come into the battle but they get there before the fight is over. Light is so spread from one to another, that it will burst forth in a mass soon, and then there will be a fine explosion. The young men are happy for they will behold splendors. What do you say about the flare-ups of yesterday and what is going on to-day?'”
“Terrible!”
“And what you have beheld in the way of events?”
“Dreadful!”
“We are only at the beginning.”
“Prophet of evil!”
“For instance, I was at the house of a man of merit, a doctor of medicine and a philanthropist: what do you think he was busy over?”
“Seeking the remedy for some great disease.”
“You have it. He is trying to cure, not death, but life.”
“What do you mean?”
“Leaving epigrams aside, I mean that there not being means enough for quitting life, he is inventing a very ingenious machine which he reckons to present to his fellow countrymen, to put fifty or eighty persons to death in an hour. Well, my dear Gilbert, do you believe that so human a philanthropist, so distinguished a physician as Dr. Louis Guillotin, would busy himself about such an instrument unless he felt the want of it?
“I know that this is not so much a novelty as a machine forgotten, as a proof of which I showed it as an image in a glass of water to Marie Antoinette. She was then espoused to the Dauphin of France, now its sovereign, and it was down at Taverney where you were a dependent. The old baron was alive then, and the lady of the manor was Mdlle. Andrea.”
“Ah,” sighed Gilbert at this reminder of his boyhood.
“But at the first you had eyes only for the servant-maid, Nicole, afterwards Olive Legay, as the Dauphiness, to whom she bore an amazing resemblance by the bye, is the Queen of France. Well I repeat that the future Queen was shown by me this instrument to which I shall suggest no name, though the olden ones are the Maiden, the Widow and the Mannaya in my country. The thing so alarmed her that she swooned dead away. It was in limbo at the era, but you shall see it at work presently if it be successful; and then you must be blind if you do not spy the hand of heaven in it all, it being foreseen that the time would come when the headsman would have his hands too full and that a new method must be devised.”
“Count, your remarks were more consoling when we were in America.”
“I should rather think they were! I was in the midst of a people who rose and here in society which falls. In our Old World, all march towards the grave, nobility and royalty, and this grave is a bottomless pit.”
“Oh, I abandon the nobility to you, count, or rather it threw itself away in the night of the fourth of August; but the royalty must be saved as the national palladium.”
“Big words, my dear Gilbert: but did the palladium save Troy? Do you believe it will be easy to save the realm with such a king?”
“But in short he is the descendant of a grand race.”
“Eagles that have degenerated into parrots. They have been marrying in and out till they are rundown.”
“My dear sorcerer,” said Gilbert, rising and taking up his hat, “you frighten me so that I must haste and take my place by the King.”
Cagliostro stopped him in making some steps towards the door.
“Mark me, Gilbert,” he said, “you know whether I love you or not and if I am not the man to expose myself to a hundred sorrows to aid you to avoid one—well, take this piece of advice: let the King depart, quit France, while it is yet time. In a year, in six months, in three, it will be too late.”
“Count, do you counsel a soldier to leave his post because there is danger in his staying?”
“If the soldier were so surrounded, engirt, and disarmed that he could not defend himself: if, above all, his life exposed meant that of half a million of men—yes, I should bid him flee. And you yourself, Gilbert, you shall tell him so. The King will listen to you unless it is all too late. Do not wait till the morrow but tell him to-day. Do not wait till the afternoon but tell him in an hour.”
“Count, you know that I am of the fatalist school. Come what come may! so long as I shall have any hold on the King it will be to retain him in France, and I shall stay by him. Farewell, count: we shall meet in the action: perhaps we shall sleep side by side on the battlefield.”
“Come, come, it is written that man shall not elude his doom however keen-witted he may be,” muttered the magician: “I sought you out to tell you what I said, and you have heard it. Like Cassandra’s prediction it is useless, but remember that Cassandra was correct. Fare thee well!”
“Speak frankly, count,” said Gilbert, stopping on the threshold to gaze fixedly at the speaker, “do you here, as in America, pretend to make folk believe that you can read the future?”
“As surely, Gilbert,” returned the self-asserted undying one, “as you can read the pathway of the stars, though the mass of mankind believe they are fixed or wandering at hazard.”
“Well, then—someone knocks at your door.”
“Yes.”
“Tell me his fate: when he shall die and how?”
“Be it so,” rejoined the sorcerer, “let us go and open the door to him.”
Gilbert proceed towards the corridor end, with a beating of the heart which he could not repress, albeit he whispered to himself that it was absurd to take this quackering as serious.
The door opened. A man of lofty carriage, tall in stature, and with strong-will impressed on his lineaments, appeared on the sill and cast a swift glance on Dr. Gilbert not exempt from uneasiness.
“Good day, marquis,” said Cagliostro.
“How do you do, baron?” responded the other.
“Marquis,” went on the host as he saw the caller’s gaze still settled on the doctor, “this is one of my friends, Dr. Gilbert. Gilbert, you see Marquis Favras, one of my clients. Marquis, will you kindly step into my sitting-room,” continued he as the two saluted each other, “and wait for a few seconds when I shall be with you.”
“Well?” queried Gilbert as the marquis bowed again and went into the parlor.
“You wished to know in what way this gentleman would die?” said Cagliostro with an odd smile; “have you ever seen a nobleman hanged?”
“Noblemen are privileged not to die by hanging.”
“Then it will be the more curious sight; be on the Strand when the Marquis of Favras is executed.” He conducted his visitor to the street door, and said: “When you wish to call on me without being seen and to see none but me, push this knob up and to the left, so—now, farewell—excuse me—I must not make those wait who have not long to live.”
He left Gilbert astounded by his assurance, which staggered him but could not vanquish his incredulity.
CHAPTER V.
THE CANDLE OMEN.
IN the meantime the Royal Family had continued their road to Paris. The pace was so slow and delayed that it was six o’clock before the carriage containing so much sorrow, hatred, passions and innocence, arrived at the city bars.
During the journey the Dauphin had complained of being hungry. There was no want of bread as many of the pikes and bayonets were holding up loaves and the Queen would have asked Gilbert to get one, if he had been by. She could not ask the mob, whom she held in horror.
“Wait till we are in the Tuileries Palace this evening,” she said, hugging the boy to her.
“But these men have plenty,” he protested.
“But that is theirs, not ours. And they went all the way to Versailles for it as there was none in Paris, these three days.”
“Have they not eaten for three days?” said the Prince. “Then they must be awful hungry, mamma.”
Etiquet ordered him to address his mother as Madam, but he was hungry as a poor boy and he called her mamma as a poor boy would his mother.
Ceasing to grieve, he tried to sleep. Poor royal babe, who would cry many times yet for bread before he died.
At the bars a halt was made, not to repose but to rejoice over the arrival. It was hailed with song and dance. A strange scene almost as terrifying in this joy as the others had been for ghastliness.
The fishmarket-women got off their horses, captured from the slain Lifeguardsmen, hanging their swords and carbines to the horns. Other women and the market-girls jumped off their cannon, which appeared in their alarming smoothness.
They all joined hands and danced around the royal carriage. Separating it from the deputies and the National Guard, an omen of what was to follow. This round dance had the good intention to set the enforced guests at ease: the men and women capered, kissed, hugged and sang together. The men lifted up their partners as in Teniers’ pictures.
This went on as night was falling, on a dark and rainy day, so that the dancing by the light of torches and the gun-stocks and fireworks, took fantastic effects of light and shade almost infernal.
After half an hour all shouted a general hurrah; all the firearms were shot off at risk of shooting somebody; and the bullets came down in the puddles with a sinister plash.
The prince and his sister wept; they were too frightened to feel hungered.
At the City Hall a line of troops prevented the crowd from entering the place. Here the Queen perceived her foster-brother, and confidential servant, Weber, an Austrian who had followed her fortunes from home, and was trying to pass the cordon and go in with her. To be more useful to the Queen he had put on a National Guard uniform and added the insignia of a staff-officer. The Royal Groom had lent him a horse. Not to excite suspicion he kept at a distance during the journey. Now he ran up at her call.
“What have you come for?” she demanded; “you will be useless here while at the Tuileries you will be needed. If you do not go on before, nothing will be ready for our accommodation.”
“Capital idea that,” said the King.
The Queen had spoken in German and the King had replied in English as he did not speak the other tongue though understanding it.
The bystanders held foreign tongues in horror, and they murmured and this swelled to a roar when the square opened and let the coach roll through.
The welcoming speech was made by Billy, Mayor of Paris, who played the King a scurvy trick by repeating his answer: “I always come with pleasure and confidence among my good people of Paris,” without the word “confidence” which spoilt matters, and he was taken to task by the Queen for it.
It was not till ten o’clock that the royal carriage got back to the Tuileries where Weber had done the best he could for them.
Count Provence had gone to Luxembourg Palace.
Weber had located the Royal Family in Countess Lamarck’s rooms, but the comforts were limited. For instance there was no room for Countess Charny at supper and she talked of spending the night in a chair for want of a bed. But knowing the great favor in which the Queen held the countess, they placed a couch for her in the next room to the Queen’s.
The latter shuddered at this for she thought of the count being with his wife, and Andrea saw the emotion.
“There must be some corner for me elsewhere,” said she; “I will go find it.”
“You are right, countess,” said the King while Marie Antoinette mumbled something unintelligible. “We will do something better to-morrow.”
The King watched the stately countess go out, while he held the plate to his mouth.
“That lady is a delightful creature,” he said, “and Charny ought to be happy to find such a phoenix at court.”
The Queen leant back in her chair to hide her sensation, not from the speaker, but from his sister Elizabeth, who was frightened lest she had fallen ill.
The Queen did not breathe at ease till alone in her room.
She had heard her daughter say her prayers, speaking a little longer than usual as she was pleading for her brother who had gone to rest forgetting to say his.
Sitting alone at a table, somehow she had the panorama of her life pass before her.
She recalled that she was born on the second of November, 1755, the day of the Lisbon earthquake, which swallowed up fifty thousand souls and extended five thousand miles.
She recalled that the room she slept in, in France, at Strasburg, represented the Massacre of the Innocents and so frightened her in the flickering lamplight that she had always retained a terrible memory of her first night on French soil.
She recalled how, stopping at Taverney House, she had been shown in the gardens by Baron Balsamo the image of an unknown instrument for decapitation: this was the man who, under the name of Cagliostro, had exercised a fatal influence on her destiny, as witness his hand in the Queen’s Necklace trial; though she was advised that he had perished in the papal dungeons as a magician and atheist, had she not seen him this day in the mob during the halt at Sevres?
She recalled that in Madam Lebrun’s portrait she had unwittingly made her pose as the unfortunate Henrietta Maria of England, in her portrait, as Wife of Charles I. the Beheaded.
She recalled how, when she got out of her coach for the first time at Versailles, in that Marble Court where so much blood lately flowed on her behalf, a lightning stroke had flashed so extraordinarily that Marshal Richelieu had said: “An evil omen!” albeit he was a cynic not easily startled by superstition.
She was recalling all this when a reddish cloud, from her eyes being strained, thickened around her, and one of the four candles in the candelabrum went out without evident cause.
While she was looking at it, still smoking, it seemed to her that the next taper to it paled sensibly, and turning red and then blue in the flame, faded away and lengthened upward, as if to quit the wick, from which it leaped altogether. It was extinguished, as though by an unseen breath from below.
She had watched the death of this with haggard eyes and panting bosom, and her hands went out towards the candlestick proportionable to the eclipse. When gone out, she closed her eyes, drew back in her armchair, and ran her hand over her forehead, streaming with perspiration.
When she opened them anew, after ten minutes, she perceived that the flame of the third candle was affected like the rest.
She believed it was a dream or that she was under some hallucination. She tried to rise but seemed nailed to her chair. She wanted to call her daughter, whom she would not have aroused a few minutes before for a second crown, but her voice died away in her throat. She tried to turn her head but it was rigid as if the third light expiring attracted her eyes and breath. Like the other pair, it changed hue and swaying to one side and the other, finally shot itself out.
Then fear had such mastery that speech returned to her and that made her feel restored in courage.
“I am not going to distress myself because three candles happened to go out,” she said; “but if the fourth suffers the same fate, then woe is me!”
Suddenly, without going through the transitions of the others, without lengthening or fluttering to left or right as if the death-angel wing had wafted it, the fourth flame went out.
She screamed with terror, rose, reeled and fell to the floor.
At this appeal the door opened and Andrea, white and silent in her night-wrapper appeared like a ghost on the sill. When she had revived her mistress with the mechanical action of one impelled by sheer duty, the Queen remembered all the presage, and aware that it was a woman beside her, flung her arms round her neck, and cried:
“Save me, defend me!”
“Your Majesty needs no defense among her friends,” said Andrea, “and you appear free of the swoon in which you fell.”
“Countess Charny,” gasped the other, letting go of her whom she had embraced, and almost repelling her in the first impulse.
Neither the feeling nor the expression had escaped the lady. But she remained motionless to impassibility.
“I shall undress alone,” faltered the Queen. “Return to your room, as you must require sleep.”
“I shall go back, not to sleep but to watch over your Majesty’s slumber,” returned Andrea, respectfully curtseying to the other and stalking away with the solemn step of a vitalized statue.
CHAPTER VI.
THE REVOLUTION IN THE COUNTRY.
OUR intention being to temporarily abandon the fortunes of our high and mighty characters to follow those of more humble but perhaps no less engaging heroes, we take up with Sebastian Gilbert whom his father, immediately after his release from the Bastile, confided to a young peasant named Ange Pitou, foster-brother of the youth, and despatched them to the latter’s birthplace, Villers Cotterets.
It was eighteen leagues from the city, and Gilbert might have sent them down by stage-coach or his own carriage; but he feared isolation for the son of the mesmerists’ victim, and nothing so isolates a traveler as a closed carriage.
Ange Pitou had accepted the trust with pride at the choice of the King’s honorary physician. He travelled tranquilly, passing through villages trembling with the thrill from the shock of the events at Paris as it was the commencement of August when the pair left town.
Besides Pitou had kept a helmet and a sabre picked up on the battlefield where he had shown himself more brave than he had expected. One does not help in the taking of a Bastile without preserving some heroic touch in his bearing subsequently.
Moreover he had become something of an orator; he had studied the Classics and he had heard the many speeches of the period, scattered out of the City Hall, in the mobs, during lulls in the street fights.
Furnished with these powerful forces, added to by a pair of ponderous fists, plenty of broad grins, and a most interesting appetite for loiters-on who did not have to pay the bill, Pitou journeyed most pleasantly. For those inquisitive in political matters, he told the news, inventing what he had not heard, Paris having a knack that way which he had picked up.
As Sebastian ate little and spoke hardly at all, everybody admired Pitou’s vigorous paternal care.
They went through Haramont, the little village where the mother of one and the nurse of the other had died and was laid in earth.
Her living home, sold by Pitou’s Aunt Angelique, her sister-in-law, had been razed by the new owner, and a black cat snarled at the young men from the wall built round the garden.
But nothing was changed at the burying-ground; the grass had so grown that the chances were that the young peasant could not find his mother’s grave. Luckily he knew it by a slip of weeping willow, which he had planted; while the grass was growing it had grown also and had become in a few years a tolerable tree.
Ange walked directly to it, and the pair said their prayers under the lithe branches which Pitou took in his arms as they were his mother’s tresses.
Nobody noticed them as all the country folk were in the field and none seeing Pitou would have recognized him in his dragoon’s helmet and with the sword and belt.
At five in the afternoon they reached their destination.
While Pitou had been away from Haramont three years, it was only as many weeks since he quitted Villers Cotterets, so that it was simple enough that he should be recognized at the latter place.
The two visitors were reported to have gone to the back door of Father Fortier’s academy for young gentlemen where Pitou had been educated with Sebastian, and where the latter was to resume his studies.
A crowd collected at the front door where they thought Pitou would come forth, as they wanted to see him in the soldier’s appurtenances.
After giving the doctor’s letter and money for the schooling to Abbé Fortier’s sister, the priest being out for a walk with the pupils, Pitou left the house, cocking his helmet quite dashingly on the side of his head.
Sebastian’s chagrin at parting was softened by Ange Pitou’s promise to see him often. Pitou was like those big, lubberly Newfoundland dogs who sometimes weary you with their fawning, but usually disarm you by their jolly good humor.
The score of people outside the door thought that as Pitou was in battle array he had seen the fights in Paris and they wanted to have news.
He gave it with majesty; telling how he and Farmer Billet, their neighbor, had taken the Bastile and set Dr. Gilbert free. They had learnt something in the Gazettes but no newspaper can equal an eye-witness who can be questioned and will reply. And the obliging fellow did reply and explain and at such length that in an hour, one of the listeners suddenly remarked that he was flagging and said:
“But our dear Pitou is tired, and here we are keeping him on his legs, when he ought to go home, to his Aunt Angelique’s. The poor old girl will be delighted to see him again.”
“I am not tired but hungry,” returned the other. “I am never tired but I am always sharpset.”
Before this plain way of putting it, the throng broke up to let Pitou go through. Followed by some more curious than the rest, he proceeded to his father’s sister’s house.
It was a cottage where he would have been starved to death by the pious old humbug of an old maid, but for his poaching in the woods for something that they could eat while the superfluity was sold by her to have the cash in augmentation of a very pretty hoard the miser kept in a chair cushion.
As the door was fastened, from the old lady being out gossiping, and Pitou declared that an aunt should never shut out a loving nephew, he drew his great sabre and opened the lock with it as it were an oyster, to the admiration of the boys.
Pitou entered the familiar cottage with a bland smile, and went straight up to the cupboard where the food was kept. He used in his boyish days to ogle the crust and the hunk of cheese with the wish to have magical powers to conjure them out into his mouth.
Now he was a man: he went up to the safe, opened it, opened also his pocket-knife, and taking out a loaf, cut off a slice which might weigh a fair two pounds.
He seemed to hear Aunt Angelique snarl at him, but it was only the creak of the door hinges.
In former times, the old fraud used to whine about poverty and palm him off with cheap cheese and few flavors. But since he had left she got up little delicacies of value which lasted her a week, such as stewed beef smothered in carrots and onions; baked mutton with potatoes as large as melons; or calves-foot, decked with pickled shallots; or a giant omelet sprinkled with parsley or dotted with slices of fat pork of which one sufficed for a meal even when she had an appetite.
Pitou was in luck. He lighted on a day when Aunt Angelique had cooked an old rooster in rice, so long that the bones had quitted the flesh and the latter was almost tender. It was basking in a deep dish, black outside but glossy and attractive within. The coxcomb stuck up in the midst like Ceuta in Gibraltar Straits.
Pitou had been so spoilt by the good living at Paris that he never even reflected that he had never seen such magnificence in his relative’s house.
He had his hunk of bread in his right hand: he seized the baking dish in his left and held it by the grip of his thumb in the grease. But at this moment it seemed to him that a shadow clouded the doorway.
He turned round, grinning, for he had one of those characters which let their happiness be painted on their faces.
The shadow was cast by Angelique Pitou, drier, sourer, bonier, not bonnier, and more mean than ever.
Formerly, at this sight, Pitou would have dropped the bread and dish and fled.
But he was altered. His helmet and sword had not more changed his aspect than his mind was changed by frequenting the society of the revolutionary lights of the capital.
Far from fleeing, he went up to her and opening his arms he embraced her so that his hands, holding the knife, the bread and the dish, crossed behind her skeleton back.
“It is poor Pitou,” he said in accomplishing this act of nepotism.
She feared that he was trying to stifle her because she had caught him red-handed in plundering her store. Literally, she did not breathe freely until she was released from this perillous clasp.
She was horrified that he did not express any emotion over his prize and at his sitting in the best chair: previously he would have perched himself on the edge of a stool or the broken chair. Thus easily lodged he set to demolishing the baked fowl. In a few minutes the pattern of the dish began to appear clean at the bottom as the rocks and sand on the seashore when the tide goes out.
In her frightful perplexity she endeavored to scream but the ogre smiled so bewitchingly that the scream died away on her prim lips.
She smiled, without any effect on him, and then turned to weeping. This annoyed the devourer a little but did not hinder his eating.
“How good you are to weep with joy at my return,” he said. “I thank you, my kind aunt.”
Evidently the Revolution had transmogrified this lad.
Having tucked away three fourths of the bird he left a little of the Indian grain at the end of the dish, saying:
“You are fond of rice, my dear auntie: and, besides, it is good for your poor teeth.”
At this attention, taken for a bitter jest, Angelique nearly suffocated. She sprang upon Pitou and snatched the lightened platter from his hand, with an oath which would not have been out of place in the mouth of an old soldier.
“Bewailing the rooster, aunt?” he sighed.
“The rogue—I believe he is chaffing me,” cried the old prude.
“Aunt,” returned the other, rising majestically, “my intention was to pay you. I have money. I will come and board with you, if you please, only I reserve the right to make up the bill of fare. As for this snack, suppose we put the lot at six cents, four of the fowl and two of bread.”
“Six? when the meat is worth eight alone and the bread four,” cried the woman.
“But you did not buy the bird—I know the old acquaintance by his nine years comb. I stole him for you from under his mother and by the same token, you flogged me because I did not steal enough corn to feed him. But I begged the grain from Miss Catherine Billet; as I procured the bird and the food, I had a lien on him, as the lawyers say. I have only been eating my own property.”
“Out of this house,” she gasped, almost losing her voice while she tried to pulverize him with her gaze.
Pitou remarked with satisfaction that he could not have swallowed one grain more of rice.
“Aunt, you are a bad relative,” he said loftily. “I wanted you to show yourself as of old, spiteful and avaricious. But I am not going to have it said that I eat my way without paying.”
He stood on the threshold and called out with a voice which was not only heard by the starers without but by anybody within five hundred paces:
“I call these honest folk for witnesses, that I have come from Paris afoot, after having taken the Bastile. I was hungered and tired, and I have sat down under my only relation’s roof, and eaten, but my keep is thrown up at me, and I am driven away pitilessly!”
He infused so much pathos in this exordium that the hearers began to murmur against the old maid.
“I want you to bear witness that she is turning from her door a poor wayfarer who has tramped nineteen leagues afoot; an honest lad, honored with the trust of Farmer Billet and Dr. Gilbert; who has brought Master Sebastian Gilbert here to Father Fortier’s; a conqueror of the Bastile, a friend of Mayor Bailly and General Lafayette.”
The murmuring increased.
“And I am not a beggar,” he pursued, “for when I am accused of having a bite of bread, I am ready to meet the score, as proof of which I plank down this silver bit—in payment of what I have eaten at my own folk’s.”
He drew a silver crown from his pocket with a flourish, and tossed it on the table under the eyes of all, whence it bounced into the dish and buried itself in the rice. This last act finished the mercenary aunt; she hung her head under the universal reprobation displayed in a prolonged groan. Twenty arms were opened towards Pitou, who went forth, shaking the dust off his brogans, and disappeared, escorted by a mob eager to offer hospitality to a captor of the Bastile, and boon-companion of General Lafayette.
CHAPTER VII.
THE ABDICATION IN A FARMHOUSE.
AFTER having appeased the duties of obedience, Pitou wished to satisfy the cravings of his heart. It is sweet to obey when the order chimes in with one’s secret sympathies.
Ange Pitou was in love with Catherine, daughter of farmer Billet who had succored him when he fled from his aunt’s and with whom he had taken the trip to Paris which returned him a full-fledged hero to his fellow-villagers.
When he perceived the long ridge of the farmhouse roofs, measured the aged elms which twisted to stand the higher over the smoking chimneys, when he heard the distant lowing of the cattle, the barking of the watchdogs, and the rumbling of the farm carts, he shook his casque on his head to tighten its hold, hung the calvary sabre more firmly by his side, and tried to give himself the bold swagger of a lover and a soldier. As nobody recognized him at the first it was a proof that he had fairly succeeded.
The farmhands responded to his hail by taking off their caps or pulling their forelocks.
Through the dininghall window pane Mother Billet saw the military visitor. She was a comely, kind old soul who fed her employes like fighting cocks. She was, like other housewives, on the alert, as there was talk of armed robbers being about the country. They cut the woods down and reaped the green corn. What did this warrior’s appearance signify? attack or assistance?
She was perplexed by the clodhopper shoes beneath a helmet so shining and her supposition fluctuated between suspicion and hope.
She took a couple of steps towards the new-comer as he strode into the kitchen, and he took off his headpiece not to be outdone in politeness.
“Ange Pitou?” she ejaculated. “Whoever would have guessed that you would enlist.”
“Enlist indeed?” sneered Pitou, smiling loftily.
As he looked round him, seeking someone, Mistress Billet smiled, divining who he was after.
“Looking for Catherine?” she asked unaffectedly.
“To present her with my duty,” said Pitou.
“She is ironing,” responded Mrs. Billet; “but sit ye down and talk to me.”
“Quite willing, mother.” And he took a chair.
In all the doorways and windows the servants and laboring men flocked to see their old fellow. He had a kindly glance for them all, a caress in his smile for the most part.
“So you come from town, Ange?” began Mother Billet. “How did you leave the master?”
“He is all right, but Paris is all wrong.”
The circle of listeners drew in closer.
“What about the King?” inquired the mistress.
Pitou shook his head and clacked his tongue in a way humiliating to the head of the monarchy.
“And the Queen?”
Pitou said never a word.
“Oh,” groaned the crowd.
Pitou was aching for Catherine’s coming.
“Why are you wearing a helmet?”
“It is a trophy of war,” rejoined the young peasant. “A trophy is a tangible testimonial that you have vanquished an enemy.”
“Have you vanquished an enemy, Pitou?”
“An enemy—pooh!” said the valiant one, disdainfully. “Ah, good Mother Billet, you do not know that Farmer Billet and yours truly took the Bastile between us.”
This speech electrified the auditory. Pitou felt the breath on his hair and the helmet mane, while their hands grasped the back of his chair.
“Do tell us what our master has done,” pleaded Mrs. Billet, proud and tremulous at the same time.
Pitou was hurt that Catherine did not leave her linen to come and hear such a messenger as he was. He shook his head for he was growing discontented.
“It will take a time,” he observed.
“Are you hungry, or thirsty?”
“I am not saying no.”
Instantly all the men and maids bustled about so that Pitou found under his hand goblets, mugs, bread, meat, cheese, without realizing the extent of his hint. He had a hot liver, as the rustics say: that is, he digested quickly. But he had not shaken down the Angelican fowl in rice; he tried to eat again but had to give up at the second mouthful.
“If I begin now,” he said, “I should have to do it all over again when Miss Catherine comes.”
While they were all hunting after the young girl, Pitou happened to look up and saw the girl in question leaning out of a window on the upper landing. She was gazing towards Boursonne Woods.
“Oh,” he sighed, “she is looking towards the manor of the Charnys. She is in love with Master Isidor Charny, that is what it is.”
He sighed again, much more lamentably than before.
Taking the farmer’s wife by the hand as the searchers returned fruitless in their search, he took her up a couple of the stairs and showed her the girl, mooning on the window sill among the morning glories and vines.
“Catherine!” she called: “Come, Catherine, here is Ange Pitou, with news from town.”
“Ah,” said Catherine coldly.
So coldly that Pitou’s heart failed him as he anxiously waited for her reply.
She came down the stairs with the phlegm of the Flemish girls in the old Dutch paintings.
“Yes, it is he,” she said, when on the floor.
Pitou bowed, red and trembling.
“He’s wearing a soldier’s helmet,” said a servant-woman in her young mistress’s ear.
Pitou overheard and watched for the effect. But her somewhat pallid though evercharming face showed no admiration for the brazen cap.
“What is he wearing that thing for?” she inquired.
This time indignation got the upperhand in the peasant.
“I am wearing helmet and sabre,” he retorted proudly, “because I have been fighting and have killed Swiss and dragoons: and if you doubt me, Miss Catherine, you can ask your father, and that is all.”
She was so absent-minded that she appeared to catch the latter part of the speech alone.
“How is my father?” asked she; “and why does he not return home with you? Is the news from Paris bad?”
“Very,” replied the young man.
“I thought that all was settled,” the girl objected.
“Quite true, but all is unsettled again.”
“Have not the King and the people agreed and is not the recall of Minister Necker arranged?”
“Necker is not of much consequence now,” said Pitou jeeringly.
“But that ought to satisfy the people.”
“It falls so short of that, that the people are doing justice on their own account and killing their enemies.”
“Their enemies? who are their enemies?” cried the girl astonished.
“The aristocrats, of course,” answered the other.
“Whom do you call aristocrat?” she asked, turning paler.
“Why, naturally, they that have grand houses, and big properties, and starve the nation—those that have everything while we have nothing; that travel on fine horses or in bright coaches while we jog on foot.”
“Heavens,” exclaimed the girl, so white as to be corpselike.
“I can name some aristo’s of our acquaintance,” continued he, noticing the emotion. “Lord Berthier Sauvigny, for instance, who gave you those gold earrings you wore on the day you danced with Master Isidore. Well, I have seen men eat the heart of him!”
A terrible cry burst from all breasts and Catherine fell back in the chair she had taken.
“Did you see that?” faltered Mother Billet, quivering with horror.
“And so did Farmer Billet. By this time they have killed or burnt all the aristocrats of Paris and Versailles. What do you call it dreadful for? you are not of the higher classes, Mother Billet.”
“Pitou, I did not think you were so bloodthirsty when you started for Paris,” said Catherine with sombre energy.
“I do not know as I am so, now; but——“
“But then do not boast of the crimes which the Parisians commit, since you are not a Parisian and did not do them.”
“I had so little hand in them that Farmer Billet and me were nigh slaughtered in taking the part of Lord Berthier—though he had famished the people.”
“Oh, my good, brave father! that is just like him,” said Catherine, excitedly.
“My worthy man,” said Mrs. Billet with tearful eyes. “What has he been about?”
Pitou related that the mob had seized Foulon and Berthier for being the active agents for higher personages in the great Grain Ring which held the corn from the poor, and torn them to pieces, though Billet and he had tried to defend them.
“The farmer was sickened and wanted to come home, but Dr. Gilbert would not let him.”
“Does he want my man to get killed there?” sobbed poor Mother Billet.
“Oh, no,” replied Pitou. “It is all fixed between master and the doctor. He is going to stay a little longer in town to finish up the revolution. Not alone, you understand, but with Mayor Bailly and General Lafayette.”
“Oh, I am not so much alarmed about him as long as in the gentlemen’s company,” said the good old soul with admiration.
“When does he think of returning?” inquired the daughter.
“I don’t know in the least.”
“Then, what have you come back for?”
“To bring Sebastian Gilbert to Father Fortier’s school, and you, Farmer Billet’s instructions.”
Pitou spoke like a herald, with so much dignity that the farmer’s wife dismissed all the gapers.
“Mrs. Billet,” began the messenger, “the master wants you to be worried as little as possible, so he thinks that while he is away, the management of the farm should be in other hands, younger and livelier.”
“Oh!”
“Yes, and he has selected Miss Catherine.”
“My daughter to rule in my house,” cried the woman, with distrust and inexpressible jealousy.
“Under your orders,” the girl hastened to say, while reddening.
“No, no,” persisted Pitou, who went on well since he was in full swing: “I bear the commission entire: Master Billet delegates and authorizes Miss Catherine to see to all the work and govern the house and household in his stead.”
As Billet was infallible in his wife’s eyes, all her resistance ceased instantly.
“Billet is right,” she declared after a glance at her daughter; “she is young but she has a good head, and she can even be headstrong. She can get along outdoors better than me; she knows how to make folks obey. But to be running about over field and hills will make a tomboy of her—--“
“Fear nothing for her,” interposed Pitou with a consequential air; “I am here and I will go around with her.”
This gracious offer, by which Ange probably intended to make an effect, drew such a strange glance from Catherine that he was dumbfounded.
Pitou was not experienced in feminine ways but he guessed by her blush that she was not giving complete acquiescence, for he said with an agreeable smile which showed his strong teeth between the large lips:
“Even the Queen has a Lifeguard. Besides, I may be useful in the woods.”
“Is this also in my husband’s instructions?” queried Madam Billet who showed some tendency towards cutting sayings.
“Nay,” said Catherine, “that would be an idle errand and father would not have set it for Master Pitou while he would not have accepted it.”
Pitou rolled his frightened eyes from one to the other: all his castle in the air came tumbling down. A true woman, the younger one understood his painful disappointment.
“Did you see the girls in Paris with the young men tagging at their gown-tails?”
“But you are not a girl, after you become mistress of the house,” remonstrated Pitou.
“Enough chatter,” interrupted Mother Billet; “the mistress of the house has too much work to do. Come, Catherine, and let me turn over things to you, as your father bids us.”
As soon as the house was placed under the new ruler the servants and workmen were presented to her as the one from whom in the future orders would flow. Each departed with the alacrity shown by the new officials at the beginning of a fresh term.
“What about me?” inquired Pitou, left alone and going up to the girl.
“I have no orders for you. What do you think of doing?”
“What I did before I went away.”
“Then you worked for my father and mother. I have nothing in your line, for you are a scholar and a fine Paris gentleman now.”
“But look at the muscle in my arms,” protested the poor fellow in desperation. “Why do you force me to die of hunger under the pretence that I am a learned man? Are you ignorant that Epictetus the philosopher was a tavern waiter to earn his bread, and that Æsop the fabulist had to work for a living? and yet they were more learned than ever I shall be. But Master Billet sent me down here to help on the farm.”
“Be it so; but my father can force you to do things that I should shrink from imposing upon you.”
“Don’t shrink, and impose on me. You will see that I can stand anything. Besides you have books to keep and accounts to make out; and my strong point is figuring and ciphering.”
“I do not think it enough for a man,” rejoined Catherine.
“Am I good for nothing, then?” groaned Pitou.
“Well, live here a bit,” she said; “I will think it over and we shall see what turns up.”
“You want to think it over, about my staying. What have I done to you, Miss Catherine? you do not seem to be the same as before.”
Catherine shrugged her shoulders very slightly. She had no good reasons to fear Pitou and yet his persistency worried her.
“Enough of this,” she said, “I am going over to Fertemilon.”
“I will saddle a horse and go with you.”
“No; stay where you are.”
She spoke so imperiously that the peasant remained riveted to the spot, hanging his head.
“She thinks I am changed, but,” said he, “it is she who is another sort altogether.”
When he was roused by hearing the horse’s hoofs going away, he looked out and saw Catherine riding by a side path towards the highway.
It occurred to him that though she had forbid him to accompany her, she had not said he must not follow her.
He dashed out and took a short cut through the woods, where he was at home, till he reached the main road. But though he waited a half-hour, he saw nobody.
He thought she might have forgotten something at the farm and started back for it; and he returned by the highway. But on looking up a lane he spied her white cap at a distance.
Instead of going to Fertemilon, as she distinctly stated, she was proceeding to Boursonne.
He darted on in the same direction but by a parallel line.
It was no longer to follow her but to spy her.
She had spoken a falsehood. In what end?
He was answered by seeing her thrash her horse into the trot in order to rejoin a horseman who rode to meet her with as much eagerness as she showed on her part.
On coming nearer, as the pair halted at meeting, Pitou recognized by his elegant form and stylish dress the neighboring lord, Isidore Charny. He was brother of the Count of Charny, lieutenant of the Royal Lifeguards, and accredited as favorite of the Queen.
Pitou knew him well and lately from having seen him at the village dances where Catherine chose him for partner.
Dropping to the ground in the brush and creeping up like a viper, he heard the couple.
“You are late to-day, Master Isidore,” began Catherine.
“To-day?” thought the eavesdropper; “it appears that he has been punctual on other meetings.”
“It is not my fault, my darling Kate,” replied the young noble. “A letter from my brother delayed me, to which I had to reply by the bearer. But fear nothing, I shall be more exact another time.”
Catherine smiled and Isidore pressed her hand so tenderly that Pitou felt upon thorns.
“Fresh news from Paris?” she asked. “So have I. Did you not say that when something alike happens to two persons, it is called sympathy?”
“Just so. Who brings you news?”
“Pitou.”
“And pray who is Pitou?” asked the young noble with a free and easy air which changed the red of the listener’s cheek to crimson.
“You know well enough,” was her reply: “Pitou is the farmboy that my father took on out of charity: the one who played propriety for me when I went to the dance.”
“Lord, yes—the chap with knees that look like knots tied in a rope.”
Catherine set to laughing. Pitou felt lowered; he looked at his knees, so useful lately while he was keeping pace with a horse, and he sighed.
“Come, come, do not tear my poor Pitou to pieces,” said Catherine; “Let me tell you that he wanted to come with me just now—to Fertemilon, where I pretended I was going.”
“Why did you not accept the squire—he would have amused you.”
“Not always,” laughed the girl.
“You are right, my pet,” said Isidore, fixing his eyes, brilliant with love, on the pretty girl.
She hid her blushing face in his arms closing round it.
Pitou closed his eyes not to see, but he did not close his ears, and the sound of a kiss reached them. He tore his hair in despair.
When he came to his senses the loving couple were slowly riding away.
The last words he caught were:
“You are right, Master Isidore; let us ride about for an hour which I will gain by making my nag go faster—he is a good beast who will tell no tales,” she added, merrily.
This was all: the vision vanished. Darkness fell on Pitou’s spirit and he said:
“No more of the farm for me, where I am trodden on and made fun of. I am not going to eat the bread of a woman who is in love with another man, handsomer, richer and more graceful than me, I allow. No, my place is not in the town but in my village of Haramont, where I may find those who will think well of me whether my knees are like knots in a rope or not.”
He marched towards his native place, where his reputation and that of his sword and helmet had preceded him, and where glory awaited him, if not happiness. But we know that perfect bliss is not a human attribute.
CHAPTER VIII.
ANOTHER BLOW.
AS everybody in his village would be abed by ten o’clock, Pitou was glad to find accommodation at the inn, where he slept till seven in the morning. At that hour everybody had risen.
On leaving the Dolphin Tavern, he noticed that his sword and casque won universal attention. A crowd was round him in a few steps.
Undoubtedly he had attained popularity.
Few prophets have this good fortune in their own country. But few prophets have mean and acrimonious aunts who bake fowls in rice for them to eat up the whole at a sitting. Besides, the brazen helmet and the heavy dragoon’s sabre recommended Pitou to his fellow-villager’s attention.
Hence, some of the Villers Cotterets folk, who had escorted him about their town, were constrained to accompany him to his village of Haramont. This caused the inhabitants of the latter to appreciate their fellow-villager at his true worth.
The fact is, the ground was prepared for the seed. He had flitted through their midst before so rapidly that it was a wonder he left any trace of memory: but they were impressed and they were glad of his second appearance. They overwhelmed him with tokens of consideration, begged him to lay aside his armor, and pitch his tent under the four lime trees shading the village green.
Pitou yielded all the more readily as it was his intention to take up residence here and he accepted the offer of a room which a bellicose villager let him have furnished. Settling the terms, the rent per annum being but six livres, the price of two fowls baked in rice, Ange took possession, treated those who had accompanied him to mugs of cider all round, and made a speech on the doorsill.
His speech was a great event, with all Haramont encircling the doorstep. Pitou had studied a little; he had heard Paris speechifying inexhaustibly; there was a space between him and General Lafayette as there is between Paris and Haramont, mentally speaking.
He began by saying that he came back to the hamlet as into the bosom of his only family. This was a touching allusion to his orphanage for the women to hear.
Then he related that he and Farmer Billet had gone to Paris on hearing that Dr. Gilbert had been arrested and because a casket Gilbert had entrusted to his farmer had been stolen from him by the myrmidons of the King under false pretences. Billet and he had rescued the doctor from the Bastile by attacking it, with a few Parisians at their back. At the end of his story his helmet was as grand as the cupola of an observatory.
He ascribed the outbreak to the privileges of the nobility and clergy and called on his brothers to unite against the common enemy.
At this point he drew his sabre and brandished it.
This gave him the cue to call the Haramontese to arms after the example of revolted Paris.
The Revolution was proclaimed in the village.
All echoed the cry of “To arms!” but the only arms in the place were those old Spanish muskets kept at Father Fortier’s.
A bold youth, who had not, like Pitou, been educated under his knout, proposed going thither to demand them. Ange wavered, but had to yield to the impulse of the mob.
“Heavens,” he muttered: “if they thus lead me before I am their leader, what will it be when I am at their head?”
He was compelled to promise to summon his old master to deliver the firearms. Next day, therefore, he armed himself and departed for Father Fortier’s academy.
He knocked at the garden door loud enough to be heard there, and yet modestly enough not to be heard in the house.
He did it to tranquilize his conscience, and was surprised to see the door open; but it was Sebastian who stood on the sill.
He was musing in the grounds, with an open book in his hand.
He uttered a cry of gladness on seeing Pitou, for whom he had a line in his father’s letter to impart.
“Billet wishes you to remind him to Pitou and tell him not to upset the men, and things on the farm.”
“Me? a lot I have to do with the farm,” muttered the young man: “the advice had better be sent on to Master Isidore.”
But all he said aloud was: “Where is the father?”
Sebastian pointed and walked away. Priest Fortier was coming down into the garden. Pitou composed his face for the encounter with his former master.
Fortier had been almoner of the old hunting-box in the woods and as such was keeper of the lumber-room. Among the effects of the hunting establishment of the Duke of Orleans were old weapons and particularly some fifty musketoons, brought home from the Ouessant battle by Prince Joseph Philip, which he had given to the township. Not knowing what to do with them, the section selectmen left them under charge of the schoolmaster.
The old gentleman was clad in clerical black, with his cat-o’-nine tails thrust into his girdle like a sword. On seeing Pitou, who saluted him, he folded up the newspaper he was reading and tucked it into his band on the opposite side to the scourge.
“Pitou?” he exclaimed.
“At your service as far as he is capable,” said the other.
“But the trouble is that you are not capable, you Revolutionist.”
This was a declaration of war, for it was clear that Pitou had put the abbe out of temper.
“Hello! why do you call me a Revolutionist? do you think I have turned the state over all by myself?”
“You are hand and glove with those who did it.”
“Father, every man is free in his mind,” returned Pitou. “I do not say it in Latin for I have improved in that tongue since I quitted your school. Those whom I frequent and at whom you sneer, talk it like their own and they would think the way you taught it to be faulty.”
“My Latin faulty?” repeated the pedagogue, visibly wounded by the ex-pupil’s manner. “How comes it that you never spoke up in this style when you were under my—whip—that is, roof?”
“Because you brutalized me then,” responded Pitou: “your despotism trampled on my wits, and liberty could not lay hold of my speech. You treated me like a fool, whereas all men are equal.”
“I will never suffer anybody to utter such rank blasphemy before me,” cried the irritated schoolmaster. “You the equal of one whom nature and heaven have taken sixty years to form? never!”
“Ask General Lafayette, who has proclaimed the Rights of Man.”
“What, do you quote as an authority that traitor, that firebrand of all discord, that bad subject of the King?”
“It is you who blaspheme,” retaliated the peasant: “you must have been buried for the last three months. This bad subject is the very one who most serves the King. This torch of discord is the pledge of public peace. This traitor is the best of Frenchmen.”
“Oh,” thundered the priest, “that ever I should believe that the royal authority should sink so low that a goodfornothing of this sort invokes Lafayette as once they called on Aristides.”
“Lucky for you the people do not hear you,” said Pitou.
“Oho, you reveal yourself now in your true colors,” said the priest triumphantly: “you bully me. The people, those who cut the throats of the royal bodyguard; who trample on the fallen, the people of your Baillys, Lafayettes and Pitous. Why do you not denounce me to the people of Villers Cotterets? Why do you not tuck up your sleeves to drag me out to hang me up to the lamppost? where is your rope—you can be the hangman.”
“You are saying odious things—you insult me,” said Pitou. “Have a care that I do not show you up to the National Assembly!”
“Show me up? I will show you up, sirrah! as a failure as a scholar, as a Latinist full of barbarisms, and as a beggar who comes preaching subversive doctrines in order to prey upon your clients.”
“I do not prey upon anybody—it is not by preying I live but by work: and as for lowering me in the eyes of my fellow-citizens, know that I have been elected by them commander of the National Guards of Haramont.”
“National Guards at Haramont? and you, Pitou, the captain? Abomination of desolation! Such gangs as you would be chief of must be robbers, footpads, bandits, and highwaymen.”
“On the contrary, they are organized to defend the home and the fields as well as the life and liberties of all good citizens. That is why we have [illegible]oc me to—for the arms.”
“Arms? oh, my museum?” shrieked the schoolmaster. “You come to pillage my arsenal. The armor of the paladins on your ignoble backs. You are mad to want to arm the ragamuffins of Pitou with the swords of the Spaniards and the pikes of the Swiss.”
The priest laughed with such disdainful menace that Pitou shuddered in every vein.
“No, father, we do not want the old curiosities, but the thirty marines’ guns which you have.”
“Avaunt!” said the abbe, taking a step towards the envoy.
“And you shall have the glory of contributing to deliver the country of the oppressors,” said Pitou, who took a backward step.
“Furnish weapons against myself and friends,” said the other, “give you guns to be fired against myself?” He plucked his scourge from his belt. “Never, never!”
He waved the whip over his head.
“But your refusal will have a bad effect,” pleaded Pitou, retreating, “you will be accused of national treason, and of being no citizen. Do not expose yourself to this, good Father Fortier!”
“Mark me a martyr, eh, Nero? is that what you intend?” roared the priest, with flaring eye and much more resembling the executioner than the victim.
“No, father, I come as a peaceful envoy to——“
“Pillage my house for arms as your friends gutted the Soldiers’ Home at Paris.”
“We received plenty of praise for that up there,” said Ange.
“And you would get plenty of strokes of the whip down here.”
“Look out,” said Pitou, who had backed to the door, and who recognized the scourge as an old acquaintance, “you must not violate the rights of man!”
“You shall see about that, rascal.”
“I am protected by my sacred character as an ambassador——“
“Are you?”
And just as Pitou had to turn after getting the street door open, for he had backed through the hall, the infuriated schoolmaster let him have a terrible lash where his backplate would have to be unusually long to defend him. Whatever the courage of the conqueror of the Bastile, he could not help emitting a shriek of pain as he bounded out among the crowd expecting him.
At the yell, neighbors ran forth from their dwellings and to the profound general astonishment all beheld the young man flying with all swiftness under his helmet and with his sabre, while Father Fortier stood on the doorstep, brandishing his whip like the Exterminating Angel waves his sword.
CHAPTER IX.
PITOU BECOMES A TACTICIAN.
OUR hero’s fall was deep. How could he go back to his friends without the arms? How, after having had so much confidence shown in him, tell them that their leader was a braggart who, in spite of his sword and helmet, had let a priest whack him in the rear?
To vaunt of carrying all before him with Father Fortier and fail so shamefully—what a fault!
To obtain the muskets, force or cunning was the means. He might steal into the school and steal out the arms. But the word “steal,” sounded badly in the rustic’s ears. There were still left some people in France who would call this the high-handed outrage of brigands.
So he recoiled before force and treachery.
His vanity was committed to the task, and prompted a fresh direction for his searches.
General Lafayette was Commander-in-chief of the National Guards of France; Haramont was in France and had a National Guards company. Consequently, General Lafayette commanded the latter force. He could not tolerate that his soldiers at Haramont should go unarmed when all his others were armed. To appeal to Lafayette, he could apply to Billet who would address Gilbert, and he the general.
Pitou wrote to Billet but as he could not read, it must be Gilbert who would have the letter placed before him.
This settled, he waited for nightfall, returned to his lodgings mysteriously and let his friends there see that he was writing at night. This was the large square note which they also saw him post next day:
“DEAR AND HONORED FRIEND BILLET:
“The Revolutionary cause gains daily hereabouts and while the aristocrats lose, the patriots advance. The Village of Haramont enrolls itself in the active service of the National Guard; but it has no arms. The means to procure them lies in those who harbor arms in quantity should be made to surrender the overplus, so that the country would be saved expense. If it pleases General Lafayette to authorize that such illegal magazines of arms should be placed at the call of the townships, proportionately to the number of men to be armed, I undertake for my part to supply the Haramont Arsenal with at least thirty guns. This is the only means to oppose a dam to the contra-Revolutionary movements of the aristocrats and enemies of the Nation.
“Your fellow-Citizen and most humble Servant,
“ANGE PITOU.”
When this was written the author perceived that he had omitted to speak to his correspondent of his wife and daughter. He treated him too much in the Brutus style; on the other hand, to give Billet particulars about Catherine’s love affair was to rend the father’s heart; it was also to re-open Pitou’s bleeding wounds. He stifled a sigh and appended this P. S.
“Mistress Billet and Miss Catherine and all the household are well, and beg to be remembered to Master Billet.”
Thus he entangled neither himself nor others.
The reply to this was not slow in coming. Two days subsequently, a mounted express messenger dashed into Haramont and asked for Captain Ange Pitou. His horse was white with foam. He wore the uniform of a staff-officer of the Parisian National Guards.
Judge of the effect he produced and the trouble and throbs of Pitou! He went up to the officer who smiled, and pale and trembling he took the paper he bore for him. It was a response from Billet, by the hand of Gilbert.
Billet advised Pitou to move moderately in his patriotism.
He enclosed General Lafayette’s order, countersigned by the War Minister, to arm the Haramont National Guards.
The bearer was an officer charged to see to the arming of cities on the road.
Thus ran the Order:
“All who possess more than one gun or sword are hereby bound to place the excess at the disposal of the chief officials in their cantons. The Present Measure is to be executed throughout the entire country.”
Red with joy, Pitou thanked the officer, who smiled again, and started off for the next post for changing horses.
Thus was our friend at the high tide of honor: he had received a communication from General Lafayette, and the War Minister.
This message served his schemes and plans most timely.
To see the animated faces of his fellows, their brightened eyes and eager manner; the profound respect all at once entertained for Ange Pitou, the most credulous observer must have owned that he had become an important character.
One after another the electors begged to touch the seal of the War Department.
When the crowd had tapered down to the chosen friends, Pitou said:
“Citizens, my plans have succeeded as I anticipated. I wrote to the Commander-in-chief your desire to be constituted National Guards, and your choice of me as leader. Read the address on the order brought me.”
The envelope was superscribed: “CAPTAIN ANGE PITOU, Commander of the National Guards. Haramont.”
“Therefore,” continued the martial peasant, “I am known and accepted as commander by the Chief of the Army. You are recognized and approved as Soldiers of the Nation by General Lafayette and the Minister of War.”
A long cheer shook the walls of the little house which sheltered Pitou.
“I know where to get the arms,” he went on. “Select two of your number to accompany me. Let them be lusty lads, for we may have a difficulty.”
The embryo regiment chose one Claude Tellier sergeant and one Desire Maniquet lieutenant. Pitou approved.
Accompanied by the two, Captain Pitou proceeded once more to Villers Cotterets where he went straight to the mayor to be still farther supported in his demand.
On the way he was puzzled why the letter from Billet, written by Gilbert, asked no news of Sebastian.
On the way he fretted over a paragraph in the letter from Billet, written as it was by Dr. Gilbert, which read:
“Why has Pitou forgot to send news about Sebastian and why does not the boy himself write news?”
Meanwhile, Father Fortier was little aware of the storm he had aroused; and nobody was more astounded when a thunderclap came to his door. When it was opened he saw on the sill the mayor, his vice, and his secretary. Behind them appeared the cocked hats of two gendarmes, and half-a-dozen curious people behind them.
“Father Fortier,” said the mayor, “are you aware of the new decree of the Minister of War?”
“No, mayor,” said he.
“Read it, then.”
The secretary read the warrant to take extra arms from the domiciles. The schoolmaster turned pale.
“The Haramont National Guard have come for the guns.”
Fortier jumped as if he meant to fly at the guardsmen.
Judging that this was the nick for his appearance, Pitou approached, backed by his lieutenant and sergeant.
“These rogues,” cried the abbe, passing from white to red, “these scums!”
The mayor was a neutral who wanted things to go on quietly; he had no wish to quarrel with the altar or the guard-house; the invectives only called forth his hearty laugh.
“You hear how the reverend gentleman treats the Haramont National Guards,” he said to Pitou and his officers.
“Because he knew us when boys and does not think we have grown up,” said Ange, with melancholy mildness.
“But we have become men,” roughly said Maniquet, holding out towards the priest his hand, maimed by a gun going off prematurely while he was poaching on a nobleman’s warren. Needless to say he was determined the nobility should pay for this accident.
“Serpents,” said the schoolmaster in irritation.
“Who will sting if trodden on,” retorted Sergeant Claude, joining in.
In these threats the mayor saw the extent of the Revolution and the priest martyrdom.
“We want some of the arms here,” said the former, to conciliate everybody.
“They are not mine but belong to the Duke of Orleans,” was the reply.
“Granted,” said Pitou, “but that does not prevent us asking for them all the same.”
“I will write to the prince,” said the pedagogue loftily.
“You forget that the delay will avail nothing,” interposed the mayor; “the duke is for the people and would reply that they ought to be given not only the muskets but the old cannon.”
This probability painfully struck the priest who groaned in Latin: “I am surrounded by foes.”
“Quite true, but these are merely political enemies,” observed Pitou; “we hate in you only the bad patriot.”
“Absurd and dangerous fool,” returned the priest, in excitement which gave him eloquence of a kind, “which is of us the better lover of his country, I who wish to keep cruel weapons in the shade, or you demanding them for civil strife and discord? which is the true son, I who seek palms to decorate our common mother, or you who hunt for the steel to rend her bosom?”
The mayor turned aside his head to hide his emotion, making a slight nod as much as to say: “That is very neatly put.” The deputy mayor, like another Tarquin, was cropping the flowers with his cane. Ange was set back, which caused his two companions to frown.
Sebastian, a Spartan child, was impassible. Going up to Pitou he asked him what was the to-do.
“An order signed by General Lafayette, and written by my father?” he repeated when briefly informed. “Why is there any hesitation in obeying it?”
He revealed the indomitable spirit of the two races creating him in his dilated pupils, and the rigidity of his brow.
The priest shuddered to hear the words and lowered his crest.
“This is rebellion,” continued Sebastian; “beware, sir!”
“Thou, also?” cried the schoolmaster, draping himself in his gown after the manner of Caesar.
“And I,” said Pitou, comprehending that his post was at stake. “Do you style me a traitor, because I came to you with the olive branch in my hand to ask the arms, and am forced this day to wrench them from you under support of the authorities? Well, I would rather appear as a traitor to my duties than give a favoring hand to the Anti-Revolution. The Country forever and above all! hand over the arms, or we will use ours!”
The mayor nodded on the sly to Pitou as he had to the priest to signify: “You have said that finely.”
The speech had thunderstricken the priest and electrified the hearers. The mayor slipped away, and the deputy would have liked to follow his example, but the absence of the two principal functionaries would look bad. He therefore followed the secretary, who led the gendarmes along to the museum, guided by Pitou who, instructed in the place was also instructed on the place of deposit.
Like a lion cub, Sebastian bounded with the patriots. The schoolmaster fell half dead on a chair.
The invaders wanted to pillage everything, but Pitou only selected thirty-three muskets, with an extra one, a rifle, for himself, together with a straight sword, which he girded on.
The others, made up into two bundles, were carried by the joyous pair of officers in spite of the weight, past the disconsolate priest.
They were distributed to the Haramontese that evening, and in presenting a gun to each, Pitou said, like the Spartan mother giving out the buckler: “Come home with it, or go to sleep on it!”
Thus was the little place set in a ferment by Pitou’s act. The delight was great to own a gun where firearms had been forbidden lest the lords’ game should be injured and where the long oppression of the gamekeepers had infused a mania for hunting.
But Pitou did not participate in the glee. The soldiers had weapons but not only was their captain ignorant how to drill them but to handle them in file or squad.
During the night his taxed brain suggested the remedy.
He remembered an old friend, also an old soldier, who had lost a leg at the Battle of Fontenoy; the Duke of Orleans gave him the privilege to live in the woods, and kill either a hare or a rabbit a-day. He was a dead shot and on the proceeds of his shooting under this license he fared very well.
His manual of arms might be musty but then Pitou could procure from Paris the new Drill-book of the National Guards, and correct what was obsolete by the newest tactics.
He called on old Clovis at a lucky moment as the old hunter was saddened by his gun having burst. He welcomed the present of the rifle which Ange brought him and eagerly embraced the opportunity of paying him in kindness by teaching him the drill.
Each day Pitou repeated to his soldiery what he had learnt overnight from the hunter, and he became more popular, the admired of men, children and the aged. Even women were quieted when his lusty voice thundered: “Heads up—eyes right! bear yourselves nobly! look at me!” for Pitou looked noble.
As soon as the manoeuvres became complicated, Pitou went over to a large town where he studied the troops on the parade grounds, and picked up more in a day from practice than from the books in three months.
Thus two months passed by, in fatigue, toil and feverish excitement.
Pitou was still unhappy in love, but he was satiated with glory. He had run about so much, so moved his limbs, and whetted his mind, that you may be astonished that he should long to appease or comfort his heart. But he was thinking of that.
CHAPTER X.
THE LOVER’S PARTING.
MANY times after drill, and that followed nights spent in learning the tactics, Pitou would wander in the skirts of Boursonne Wood to see how faithful Catherine was to her love-trysts.
Stealing an hour or two from her farm and house duties, the girl would go to a little hunting-box, in a rabbit warren belonging to Boursonne Manor, to meet the happy Isidore, the mortal more than ever proud and handsome, when all the country was in suffering around him.
What anguish devoured poor Pitou, what sad reflections he was driven to make on the inequality of men as regards happiness.
He whom the pretty maids were ogling, preferred to come and mope like a dog whipped for following the master too far from home, at the door of the summerhouse where the amorous pair were billing and cooing.
All because he adored Catherine and the more as he deemed her vastly superior to him. He did not regard her as loving another, for Isidore Charny had ceased to be an object of jealousy. He was a lord, handsome and worthy of being loved: but Catherine as a daughter of the lower orders ought not for that reason disgrace her family or drive Pitou to despair.
Meditation on this cut him with sharp edges and keen points.
“She showed no proper feeling in letting me go from the farm,” he mused, “and since I went off, she has not inquired whether I starved to death or not. What would Father Billet say if he knew how his friends are thus cast off, and his business neglected? What would he say if he heard that, instead of looking after the working people, his daughter goes to keep appointments with the aristocrat, Lord Charny? He would not say much, but he would kill her. It is something to have the means of revenge in one’s hand,” thought Pitou.
But it is grander not to use them.
Still, Pitou had learnt that there is no benefit in doing good unless the actions are known to the person befriended.
Would it be possible to let Catherine know that he was helping her?
He knew that she came through the woods to go to the hunting-box, and it was very easy for him to plant himself under the trees, a book in hand as if he were studying, where she would be sure to come along.
Indeed, as he was pretending to pore over the “Perfect National Guardsman,” after having watched her to her rendezvous, he heard the soft shutting of a door. The rustle of a dress in the brush came next. Catherine’s head appeared above the bushes, looking with an apprehensive air all round for fear somebody would see her.
She was ten paces from her rustic worshipper, who kept still with the book on his knee. But he no longer looked on it but at the girl so that she should mark that he saw her.
She uttered a slight faint, stifled scream, recognized him, became pale as though death had flitted by and grazed her, and, after a short indecision betrayed in her trembling and the shrug of her shoulders, she flew wildly into the underwood and found her hitched-up horse in the forest. She mounted and fled.
Pitou’s plot was well laid and she had fallen into it.
He went home, half-frightened, half delighted.
He perceived a number of details most alarming in the accomplished trick.
The following Sunday was appointed for a grand military parade at Haramont. Sufficiently drilled, the Haramontese meant to give warlike exercises. Several rival villages also making military studies, were to contest with them in the career of arms.
The announcement drew a great crowd, and the people in holiday attire gathered on the green, where they feasted frugally on homemade cake and fruit, washed down with spring water.
Some of the spectators were the gentry and squires, come to laugh at the clowns playing at soldiers.
Haramont had become a centre, for four corps of other Guards came hither, headed by fife and drum.
Among the farmers, came Catherine and Mother Billet on horseback.
This was at the same time as the Haramont National Guard marched up, with fife and drum, with Commander Pitou on a borrowed white horse, in order that the likeness should be complete to General Lafayette reviewing the National Guards at Paris.
Without joking, if he did not look stylish and aristocratic, he was noble and valiant and pleasant to behold.
This company of Guards had shining muskets, the national cockades, and marched with most satisfactory time in two files. It had won the tribute before reaching the parade ground.
Out of the corner of his eye, Pitou saw that Catherine changed color. From that moment the review had more interest to him than anything in the world.
He passed his men through the simple manual of arms, and they did it so smartly and neatly that it elicited applause.
Not so with the competitors, who were irregularly armed and had not been trained steadily. Others exaggerated from their conceit what they could have done properly.
On the whole imperfect results.
For the grand array, Pitou was outranked in seniority by an army sergeant who took the general command; but unhappily he had grasped more than he could hold: he bunched his men, lost grip of some files, let a company meander under the surrounding trees, and finally lost his head so that his own soldiers began to grumble.
From the Haramont side rose a shout:
“Let Pitou try!”
“Yes, yes Pitou!” caught up the other villagers, furious at their inferiority being manifested through their own instructors.
Pitou jumped on his white charger, and replacing himself at the head of his troop, become the rallying point of the little army, uttered a word of command so superbly that the oaks shivered. On the instant, and as by miracle, order was re-established: the movements fitted in with one another with such uniformity that the enthusiasm did not disturb the regularity. Pitou so well applied the theory of the instruction books and the practice of old Clovis that he obtained immense success.
Formed into a hollow square, the whole army raised but one voice and proclaimed him Colonel on the spot.
Bathed in perspiration and drunk with glory, Pitou got down off his horse and received the people’s felicitations when he alighted.
But at the same time he glanced round for Catherine. He heard her voice by his side; he had no need to hunt for her, as she had come to him. Great was this triumph.
“Have you not a word for us, Captain Pitou?” she demanded, with a laughing air belied by her pale face; “I suppose you have grown proud since you are a great general?”
“Oh, no,” responded he, saluting, “I am not that, but just a poor fellow who loves his country and desires to serve her.”
This reply was carried away on the waves of the multitude and was proclaimed sublime by the acclamation in unison.
“Ange, I want to speak with you,” whispered Catherine. “Do come back to the farm with mother and me.”
“All right.”
Catherine had already arranged that they should be alone together on the road. She had switched her mother into the train of several neighbors and gossips who held her in talk so that the girl could walk through the woods with the National Guardsman.
“Why have you kept aloof from the farm so long?” began Catherine when they were beneath the hoary oaks. “It is bad behavior on your part.”
Pitou was silent, for it hurt him to hear Catherine tell lies.
“But, I have something else to speak about,” she continued, seeing that he was avoiding her with his usually straight and loyal glance. “The other day I saw you in the copse. Did you know me?”
“Not at first, but I did know you.”
“What were you doing there in hiding?”
“Why should I be in hiding? I was studying a military book.”
“I only thought that curiosity——“
“I am not a Peeping Tom.”
She stamped testily with her small foot.
“You are always stuck there and it is not a regular place for students.”
“It is very secluded—nothing disturbs one there.”
“Nothing? do you stay there any length of time?”
“Sometimes whole days.”
“And have you been in the habit of making that your resort?” she inquired quickly.
“Since a good while back.”
“It is astonishing that I should not have seen you before,” she said, lying so boldly that Pitou was almost convinced.
But he was ashamed for her sake; he was timid from being in love and this led him to be guarded.
“I may have dozed off,” he replied; “it has happened when I have taxed my brain too much.”
“Then in your sleep you would not have noticed where I strayed for shade—I would go as far as the walls of the old shooting-lodge.”
“What lodge?” questioned Pitou.
“The Charny Hunting-lodge,” replied she, blushing from his innocence being too thickly laid on not to be suspicious. “It is there grow the finest houseleeks in the section. I burnt myself while ironing and wanted to make a poultice of them.”
As if willing to believe her, he looked at her hands.
“No, not my hand, my foot,” she said quickly. “I—I dropped the iron: but it has done me good; you see, that I do not limp.”
“She did not limp either when she scampered through the wood like a fawn,” thought Ange.
She imagined she had succeeded and that Pitou had seen and heard nothing. Giving way to delight, mean in so fine a spirit, she said:
“So Captain Pitou is riding his high horse; proud of his new rank, he scorns us rustics from being a military officer.”
Pitou felt wounded. Even a dissimulated sacrifice almost requires some reward, and as Catherine only mystified Pitou or jested at him, no doubt contrasting him with the intelligent Charny, all his good intentions vanished. Self-esteem is a charmed serpent, on which it is perillous to step unless you crush it once for all.
“It seems to me that you are the haughty one,” he returned, “for you drove me off the farm on the grounds that there was no work for me. I haven’t told Master Billet so far I have arms for earning my bread, thank God! However, you are the mistress under your own roof. In short, you sent me away. Hence, as you saw me at the Charny Lodge, and we were not enemies, it was your place to speak to me instead of running away like a boy stealing apples.”
The viper had bitten; Catherine dropped out of her calm.
“I, run away?” she exclaimed.
“As though fire had broken out on the farm. I had not time to shut up my book before you were on the back of Younker, where he was concealed in the foliage, after barking an ashtree, and ruining it.”
“What do you mean by ruining?”
“That is right enough,” continued Pitou: “while you were gathering houseleeks, Younker was browsing, and in an hour a horse eats a heap of stuff. It must have taken quite an hour for him to strip that sized tree of bark. You must have collected enough plants to cure all the wounds inflicted in taking the Bastile—it is a great thing for poultices!”
Pale and in despair, Catherine could not find a word to speak. Pitou was silent also, as he had said quite enough.
Mother Billet, stopping at the road forks, was bidding adieu to her cronies.
“What does the officer say?” queried the woman.
“He says goodnight to you, Mother Billet.”
“Not yet,” cried Catherine with a desperate tone. “Tell me the truth—are we no longer friends?”
Pitou felt his secret well up to his lips: but it was all over with him if he spoke; so he bowed mutely with respect which touched her heart; gave Mother Billet a pleasant smile, and disappeared in the dense wood.
“Is that what is called love?” Pitou monologued to himself; “it is sweet at times and then again bitter.”
He returned to Haramont, singing the most doleful of rural ballads to the mournfullest tunes.
Luckily he did not find his warriors in any such mood. On the contrary, they were preparing for a feast and they had set aside the chair of honor for their Caesar who had overcome the other villages’ Pompeys.
Dragged by his officers into the banquet room, he saluted in silence in return for the greetings, and with the calmness we know as his, attacked the roast veal and potatoes. His action lasted so long that his “digester” was filled while his heart was freed of gall. At the end of a couple of hours he perceived that his grief was no worse.
He stood up when his brother revellers could not stand, while the ladies had fled before the dessert. He made a speech on the sobriety of the Spartans—when all were dead drunk. He said that it was healthier to take a stroll than sleep under the table.
Alone he set the example; he asked of the shadows beneath the glades, why he should be so stern towards a young woman, made for love, grace and sweetness; one who might also cherish a fancy at the outset of life? Alas, why had she not fancied him?
Why should an ugly, uncouth bear like him inspire amorous sentiments in a pretty girl, when a handsome young nobleman—a very peacock beside him—was there to glitter and enchant?
He reasoned that, dazzled by Charny’s brilliancy, she would not see Pitou’s real value if he acted harshly towards her. Consequently, he ought to behave nicely to her.
The good soul, heated white hot by wine and love, vowed to make Catherine ashamed of having scorned the affection of such a sterling lover as he was.
He could not admit that the fair, chaste and proud Catherine was anything like a plaything to the dashing gallant, or a bright flirt, smiling on the lace ruffles and spurred boots.
Some day Master Isidore would go to the city to marry a countess, and the romance would end by his never looking at Catherine again.
To prove to the maid that he was not ugly, he resolved to take back any harsh words he had used; to do which it was necessary for him to see her.
He started through the woods for the Billet Farm, slashing the bushes with his stick—which blows the shrubs returned with usury.
During this time Catherine was pensively following her mother.
A few steps from the farm was a swamp. The road narrows there so that two horses can hardly go abreast. Mother Billet had gone through and the girl was about to follow when she heard a whistle.
In the shadow she spied the laced cap of Isidore’s groom. She let her mother ride on and waited for the messenger.
“Master wants to see you very particular this evening at eleven, wherever you like,” said the man.
“Good gracious, has anything bad happened to him?” she said.
“I do not know; but he had a letter from town sealed with black wax. I have been waiting an hour for you.”
Ten o’clock struck on the village church bell. Catherine looked round her.
“This place is dark and out of the way,” she said; “I will await your Master here.”
At the fixed time she ran out to the spot, warned by the sound of a galloping horse. It was Isidore, attended by the groom, who stood at a space while the noble advanced, without getting off his horse.
He held out his arms to her, lifted her on the stirrup, kissed her and said:
“My brother Valence was killed yesterday at Versailles and my brother the count calls me. I am off, Catherine!”
“Oh,” she moaned painfully, as she furiously embraced him, “if they have killed him, they will kill you as well.”
“Catherine, whatever betides, my eldest brother awaits me; Catherine, you know that I love you.”
“Oh, stay, stay,” she cried, only knowing one thing—that her beloved talked of leaving her.
“But, honor, Catherine—my murdered brother! vengeance!”
“Oh, what an unhappy girl I am,” moaned she, collapsing, palpitating but rigid in the horseman’s arms.
Resigned, for she at last comprehended that the brother’s summons was an order, she glided to the ground after a farewell kiss.
He turned his eyes, sighed and wavered for a time; but, attracted by the imperative order received, he set his horse to the gallop, and flung Catherine a final farewell.
The lackey followed him across the country.
Catherine remained on the ground, where she had dropped, barring the way with her body.
Almost immediately a man appeared on the hill, striding towards the farm. In his rapid course he could not fail to stumble on the body. He staggered and rolled in the fall, and his groping hands touched the inert form.
“Catherine—dead!” he yelled so that the farm dogs’ took up the howling. “Who has killed Catherine?”
He knelt down, pale and ice-cold, beside the inanimate body with its head across his knee.
CHAPTER XI.
THE ROAD TO PARIS.
ON this same evening, a no less grave event set the college of Father Fortier in an uproar. Sebastian Gilbert had disappeared about six o’clock and had not been found up to midnight by the most active search.
Nobody had seen him save Aunt Angelique, who, coming from the church, where she let out the chairs, had thought to see him going up a lane. This report added to the schoolmaster’s disquiet. He knew that the youth had strange delusions, during which he believed he was following a beautiful lady; more than once when on a walk he had seen him stare at vacancy and if he plunged too deeply into the copse, he would start the best pedestrians of the class after him.
But he had never gone off in the night.
This time, he had taken the road to Haramont, and Angelique had really seen him. He was going to find Pitou. But the latter left the village by one end, to go and see Catherine, at the same time as the doctor’s son quitted it by the other.
Pitou’s door was open, for the captain was still simple in his habits. He lit the candle and waited: but he was too fretful. He found a sheet of paper, half of that on which Pitou had inscribed the name of his company of soldiers, and wrote as follows:
“MY DEAR PITOU: I have come to tell you of a conversation I overheard between Father Fortier and the Villers Cotterets Vicar. Fortier is in connivance with the aristocratic party of Paris and says that a counter-revolutionary movement is hatching at Versailles. The cue was given when the Queen wore the black cockade and trampled the tricolor under-foot. This threat already made me uneasy about my father, who is the aristocrats’ enemy, as you know: but this time it is worse.
“The vicar has returned the priest’s visit, and as I feared for my father, I listened to their talk to hear the sequel to what I overheard by accident last time. It appears, my dear Pitou, that the people stormed Versailles and killed a great many royalists, among them Lord Valence Charny.
“Father Fortier said: ‘Speak low, not to startle little Gilbert, whose father has gone to Versailles and may be killed in the lot!’
“You understand, Pitou, that I did not wait for more, but I have stolen away and I come to have you take me back to Paris. I will not wait any longer, as you may have gone to lay snares in the woods and would not be home till to-morrow. So I proceed on my road to Paris. Have no anxiety as I know the way and besides I have two gold pieces left out of the money my father gave me, so that I can take a seat in the first conveyance I catch up with.
“P. S.—I make this rather long in order to explain my departure, and to delay me that you may return before I finish. But no, I have finished, and you have not come, so that I am off. Farewell, until we meet again! if nothing has happened to my father and he runs no danger, I will return. If not, I shall ask his leave to stay beside him. Calm Father Fortier about my absence; but do not do so until it is too late for him to overtake me. Good-bye, again!”
Knowing his friend’s economy, he put out the candle, and set off.
He went by the starlight at first till he struck through byways the main road at Vauciennes. At the branch of the Paris and Crespy roads, he had to stop as he did not know which to take. They were both alike. He sat down discouraged, partly to rest, partly to reflect, when he heard the galloping of horses from Villers Cotterets way.
He waited to ask the riders the information he wanted. Soon he saw two shadows in the gloom, one riding at a space behind the other so that he judged the foremost to be the master and the other his groom.
He walked out three steps from the roadside to accost him when the horseman clapped his hand to his holster for a pistol.
“I am not a thief, sir,” cried Sebastian, interpreting the action correctly, “but a boy whom recent events at Versailles calls thither to seek his father. I do not know which of these roads I ought to take to get to Paris—point it out, please, and you will do me a great service.”
The speaker’s stylish language and his juvenile tone did not seem unknown to the rider, who reined in his steed, albeit he seemed in haste.
“Who are you, my boy, and how comes it you are out on the highway at such an hour?” he inquired.
“I am not asking you who you are—only my road—the way for a poor boy to reach his father in distress.”
In the almost childish voice was firmness which struck the cavalier.
“My friend, we are on the road to Paris,” he replied: “I have only been there twice and do not know it very well, but I am sure this is the right one.”
Sebastian drew back a step offering his thanks. The horses had need of getting their wind and started off again not very rapidly.
“My Lord Viscount,” said the lackey to his master, “do you not recognize that youth?”
“No: though I fancied——“
“It is young Sebastian Gilbert, who is at boarding school, at Abbé Fortier’s; and who comes over to Billet’s Farm with Ange Pitou.”
“You are right, by Jove!” Turning his horse and stopping, he called out: “Is this you, Sebastian?”
“Yes, my lord,” returned the boy, who had known the horseman all the time.
“Then, come, and tell me how I find you here?”
“I did tell you—I want to learn that my father in Paris is not killed or hurt.”
“Alas, my poor boy,” said Isidore with profound sadness, “I am going to town on the like errand: only I have no doubt; one of my brothers, Valence, was slain at Versailles yesterday.”
“Oh, I am so sorry,” said the youth, holding out his hand to the speaker, which the latter took and squeezed.
“Well, my dear boy, since our fate is akin,” said the cavalier, “we must not separate; you must like me be eager to get to Paris.”
“Oh, dear, yes!”
“You can never reach it on foot.”
“I could do it but it would take too long; so I reckon on taking a place in a stage going my way, and get what lift I can do the journey.”
“Better than that, my boy; get up behind my man.”
Sebastian plucked his hands out of the other’s grasp.
“I thank you, my lord,” said he in such a tone that the noble understood that he had hurt the youth’s feelings by offering to mount him behind his inferior.
“Or, better still, now I think of it,” he went on, “take his place. He can come on afterwards. He can learn where I am by asking at the Tuileries Palace.”
“I thank you again, my lord,” replied the adolescent, in a milder voice, for he had comprehended the delicacy of the offer: “I do not wish to deprive you of his services.”
It was hard to come to an arrangement now that the terms of peace were laid down.
“Better again, my dear Sebastian. Get up behind me. Dawn is peeping: at ten we shall be at Dammartin, half way; there we will leave the two horses, which would not carry us much farther, under charge of Baptistin, and we will take the post-chaise to Paris. I intended to do this so that you do not lead to any change in my arrangements.”
“If this be true, then, I accept,” said the young man, hesitating but dying to go.
“Down with you, Baptistin, and help Master Sebastian to mount.”
“Thanks, but it is useless,” said the youth leaping up behind the gentleman as light as a schoolboy.
The three on the two horses started off at the gallop, and disappeared over the ridge.
CHAPTER XII.
THE SPIRIT MATERIALIZED.
AT five next afternoon, Viscount Charny and Sebastian reached the Tuileries Palace gates. The name of his brother passed Isidore and his companion into the middle courtyard.
Young Gilbert had wanted to go to the house in Honore Street where his father dwelt, but the other had pointed out that as he was honorary physician to the Royal Household, he might be at the palace, where the latest news of him could be had.
While an usher made inquiries, Sebastian sat on a sofa and Isidore walked up and down the sitting-room.
In ten minutes the man returned: Count Charny was with the Queen; Dr. Gilbert had had nothing happen to him; he was supposed to be with the King, as a doctor was with his Majesty. If it were so, he would be informed on coming out that a person was waiting to see him.
Isidore was much affected in parting with him as his joy at recovering his father made the loss of his brother more painful.
At this the door opened for a servant to call: “The Viscount of Charny is asked for in the Queen’s apartments.”
“You will wait for me,” said Isidore; “unless your father comes, promise me, Gilbert, for I am answerable for you to the doctor.”
“Yes, and receive my thanks in the meantime,” rejoined Sebastian, resuming his place on the sofa as the Viscount left the room with the domestic.
Easy about his father’s fate, and himself, certain that the good intent would earn his forgiveness for the journey, he went back in memory to Father Fortier, and on Pitou, and reflected on the trouble which his flight and his note would cause them severally.
And naturally, by the mechanism of ideas, he thought of the woods around Pitou’s home, where he had so often pursued the ghost in his reverie. The White Lady seen so oft in visions, and once only in reality, he believed in Satory Wood, appearing and flitting away in a magnificent carriage drawn by a galloping pair.
He recalled the profound emotion this sight had given him and half plunged in dreams anew, he murmured:
“My mother?”
At this juncture, a door in the wall over against him opened. A woman appeared. This appearance was so much in harmony with what happened in his fancy, that he started to see his ghost take substance. In this woman was the vision and the reality—the lady seen at Satory.
He sprang up as though a spring had acted under his feet.
His lips tightened on one another, his eyes expanded, and the pupils dilated. His heaving breast in vain endeavored to form a sound.
Majestic, haughty and disdainful, the lady passed him without any heed. Calm as she was externally, yet her pale countenance, frowning brow and whistling respiration, betrayed that she was in great nervous irritation.
She crossed the room diagonally, opened another door, and walked into a corridor.
Sebastian comprehended that she was escaping him, if he did not hasten. He still looked as if apprehensive that it was a ghost, but then darted after her, before the skirt of her silken robe had disappeared round the turning of the lobby.
Hearing steps behind her, she walked more briskly as if fearing pursuit.
He quickened his gait as much as he could, fearing as the corridor was dark that he might miss her. This caused her to accelerate her pace also, but she looked round.
He uttered a cry of joy for it was clearly the vision.
Seeing but a boy with extended arms and understanding nothing why she should be chased, the lady hurried down a flight of stairs. But she had barely descended to one landing than Sebastian arrived at the end of the passage where he called out:
“Lady, oh, lady!”
This voice produced a strange sensation throughout the hearer; she seemed struck in the heart by a pain which was half delight, and from the heart a shudder sent by the blood through all her veins.
Nevertheless, as all was a puzzle to her; she doubled her speed, and the course resembled a flight.
They reached the foot of the stairs at the same time.
It was the courtyard into which the lady sped. A carriage was waiting for her, for a servant was holding the door open. She stepped in swiftly and took her seat.
Before the door could be closed, Sebastian glided in between it and the footman, and seizing the hem of her dress, kissed with frenzy and cried:
“Oh, lady!”
Looking at the pretty boy who had frightened her at first, she said in a sweeter voice than she usually spoke, though it was yet shaken with fear and emotion:
“Well, my little friend, why are you running after me? why do you call me? what do you want?”
“I want to see you, and kiss you,” replied the child. “I want to call you ‘Mother,'” he added in so low a voice that only she could hear him.
She uttered a scream, embraced him, and approaching him as by a sudden revelation, fastened her ardent lips on his brow. Then, as though she dreaded someone coming to snatch away this child whom she had found, she drew him entirely into the vehicle, pushed him to its other side, shut the door with her own hand, and lowering the glass to order: “Drive to No. 9 Coq-Heron Street, the first carriage-doorway from Plastriere Street,” she shut the window instantly.
Turning to the boy she asked his name.
“Sebastian? come, Sebastian, come here, on my heart.”
She threw herself back as if going to swoon, muttering: “What new sensation is this? can it be what is called happiness?”
The journey was one long kiss of mother and son.
She had found this son by a miracle, whom the father had torn from her in a terrible night of anguish and dishonor; he had disappeared with no trace but the abductor’s tracks in the snow; this child had been detested until she heard its first wail, whereupon she had loved him; this child had been prayed for, called for, begged for. Her brother had uselessly hunted for him over land and ocean. For fifteen years she had yearned for him, and despaired to behold him again; she had begun to think no more of him but as a cherished spirit. Here he was, running and crying after her, seeking her, in his turn, calling her “Mother!”
He was pillowed on her heart, pressing on her bosom, loving her filially although he had never seen her, as she loved him with maternal affection. Her pure lips recovered all the joys of a lost life in this first kiss given her son.
Above the head of mankind is Something else than the void in which the spheres revolve: in life there is Another Thing than chance and fatality.
After fourteen years she was taken back to the house where he was born, this offspring of the union of the mesmerist Gilbert and the daughter of the House of Taverney, his victim. There he had drawn the first breath of life and thence his father had stolen him.
This little residence, bought by the late Baron Taverney, served as lodging for his son when he came to town, which was rarely, and for Andrea, when she slept in town.
After her conflict with the Queen, unable to bear meeting the woman who loved her husband, Andrea had made up her mind to go away from the rival, who visited on her retaliation for all her griefs, and whom the woes of the Queen, great though they were, always remained beneath the sufferings of the loving woman.
All concurred then in making this evening a happy one for the ex-Queen’s maid of honor. Nothing should trouble her. Instead of a room in a palace where the walls are all ears and eyes, she was harboring her child in her own little, secluded house.
As soon as she was closeted with Sebastian in her boudoir, she drew him to a lounge, on which were concentrated the lights from both candles and fire.
“Oh, my boy, is it really you?” she exclaimed with a joy which still quivered with lingering doubt.
“Mother!” ejaculated Sebastian with an outburst of the heart, flowing like refreshing dews on Andrea’s burning heart and enfevered veins.
“And the meeting to be here,” said she, looking round with terror towards the room whence he had been stolen.
“What do you mean by ‘Here?'”
“Fifteen years ago, my boy, you were born in this room, and I bless the mercy of the Almighty that you are miraculously restored to me.”
“Yes, miraculously indeed,” said the youth, “for if I had not feared for my father——“
Andrea closed her eyes and leaned back, so sharp was the pang shooting through her.
“If I had not set out alone in the night, I should not have been perplexed about the road: and then I should not have been recognized by Lord Isidore Charny, who offered his help and conducted me to the Tuileries——“
Her eyes re-opened, her heart expanded and her glance thanked heaven: for it increased the miracle that Sebastian should be led to her by her husband’s brother.
“I should not have seen you passing through the palace and not following you might never have called you ‘Mother!’ the word so sweet and tender to utter.”
Recalled to her bliss, she hugged him again and said:
“Yes, you are right, my boy; it is most sweet: but there is perchance another one more sweet and tender; ‘My son!’ which I say to you as I press you to my heart. But in short,” she suddenly said, “it is impossible that all should remain mysterious around us. You have explained how you come here, but not how you recognized me and ran after me, calling me your mother.”
“How can I tell? I do not myself know,” replied Sebastian, looking at her with love unspeakable. “You speak of mysteries? all is mysterious about you and me. List to me, and I will tell you what seems a prodigy.”
Andrea bent nearer.
“It is ten years since I knew you. You do not understand. I have dreams which my father calls hallucinations.”
At the reminder of Gilbert, passing like a steel point from the boyish lips, Andrea started.
“I have seen you twenty times, mother. In the village, while playing with the other schoolboys, I have followed you as you flitted through the woods and pursued you with useless calls till you faded away. Crushed by fatigue I would drop on the spot, as if your presence alone had sustained me.”
This kind of second existence, this living dream, too much resembled what the medium herself experienced for her not to understand him.
“Poor darling,” she said as she pressed him more closely, “it was vainly that hate strove to part us. Heaven was bringing us together without my suspecting it. Less happy than you, I saw my dear child neither in dream nor reality. Still, when I passed through that Green Saloon I felt a shiver; when I heard your footsteps behind mine, giddiness thrilled my heart and brain; when you called me ‘Lady’ I all but stopped; when you called me ‘Mother!’ I nearly swooned; when I embraced you, I believed.”
“My mother,” repeated Sebastian, as if to console her for not having heard the welcome title for so long.
“Yes, your mother,” said the countess, with a transport of love impossible to describe.
“Now that we have found each other,” said the youth, “and as you are contented and happy at our union, we are not going to part any more, tell me?”
She shuddered: she was enjoying the present to the exclusion of the past and totally closing her eyes on the future.
“How I should bless you, my poor boy, if you could accomplish this miracle!” she sighingly murmured.
“Let me manage it; I will do it. I do not know the causes separating you from my father,”—Andrea turned pale—“but they will be effaced by my tears and entreaties, however serious they may be.”
“Never,” returned the countess, shaking her head.
“I tell you that my father adores you,” said Sebastian, who believed that the woman was in the wrong from the way his father had forbidden him ever to mention her name.
Her hands holding the speaker’s relaxed but he did not notice this, as he continued:
“I will prepare him to greet you; I will tell him all the happiness you give me; one of these days, I will take you by the hand and lead you to him, saying: ‘Here she is, father—look, how handsome she is!'”
Repulsing Sebastian, she sprang up.
“Never,” repeated she, while he stared with astounded eyes for she was so white as to alarm him. This time her accent expressed a threat rather than fright.
She recoiled on the lounge; in that face he had seen the hard lines which Raphael gives to irritated angels.
“Why do you refuse to receive my father?” he demanded, in a sullen voice.
At these words, the lightning burst as at the contact of two clouds.
“Why? do you ask me why? well, never shall you know.”
“Still, I ask why,” said Sebastian, with firmness.
“Because, then,” said Andrea, incapable of self-restraint under the sting of the serpent gnawing at her heart, “because your father is an infamous villain!”
He bounded up from the divan and stood before her.
“Do you say that of my father,” he cried, “of Dr. Gilbert, who brought me up and educated me, the only friend I ever knew? I am making a mistake—you are no mother of mine!”
She stopped him darting towards the door.
“Stay,” she said, “you cannot know, ought not understand, may not judge.”
“No; but I can feel, and I feel that I love you no more.”
She screamed with pain.
Simultaneously, a diversion was given to the emotion overwhelming her by the sound of a carriage coming up to the street doorway. Such a shudder ran over her that he thrilled in sympathy.
“Wait, and be silent,” she said so that he was subjugated.
“Who am I to announce?” she heard the old footman demand in the ante-room.
“The Count of Charny; and inquire if my lady will do me the honor to receive me?”
“Into this room, child,” said Andrea, “he must not see you—he must not know that you exist!”
She pushed the frightened youth into the adjoining apartment.
“Remain here till he shall have gone, when I will relate to—No, nothing of that can be said? I will so love you that you will not doubt that I am your own loving mother.”
His only reply was a moan.
At this moment the door opened and the servant, cap in hand, acquitted himself of the errand entrusted to him.
“Show in the Count of Charny,” she said in the firmest voice she could find.
As the old man retired, the nobleman appeared on the sill.
CHAPTER XIII.
HUSBAND AND WIFE.
COUNT CHARNY was clad in black, mourning for his brother slain two days before.
This mourning was not solely in his habit, but in the recesses of his heart, and his pallid cheeks attested what grief he had undergone. Never are handsome faces finer than after sorrow, and the rapid glance of his wife perceived that he had never looked more superb.
She closed her eyes an instant, slightly held back her head to draw a full breath and laid her hand on her heart which seemed about to break.
When she opened them, after a second, Charny was in the same place.
“Is the carriage to wait?” inquired the servant, urged by the footman at the door.
An unspeakable look shot from the yearning eyes of the visitor upon his wife, who was dazed into closing her own again, while she stood breathless as though she had not noticed the glance or heard the question. Both had penetrated to her heart.
Charny sought in this lovely living statue for some token to indicate what answer he should make. As her shiver might be read both ways, he said: “Bid the coachman wait.”
The door closed and perhaps for the first time since their wedding the lord and his lady were alone together.
“Pardon me,” said the count, breaking the silence, “but is my unexpected call intrusion? I have not seated myself and the carriage waits so that I can depart as I came.”
“No, my lord, quite the contrary,” quickly said Andrea. “I knew you were well and safe, but I am not the less happy to see you after recent events.”
“You have been good enough then to ask after me?”
“Of course; yesterday, and this morning, when I was answered that you were at Versailles; and this evening, when I learnt that you were in attendance on the Queen.”
Were those last words spoken simply or did they contain a reproach? Not knowing what to make of them, the count was evidently set thinking by them. But probably leaving to the outcome of the dialogue the lifting of the veil lowered on his mind for the time, he replied almost instantly:
“My lady, a pious duty retained me at Versailles yesterday and this day; one as sacred in my eyes brought me instantly on my arrival in town beside her Majesty.”
Andrea tried in her turn to discover the true intent of the words. Thinking that she ought to respond, she said:
“Yes, I know of the terrible loss which—you have experienced.” She had been on the point of saying “we,” but she dared not, and continued: “You have had the misfortune to lose your brother Valence de Charny.”
The count seemed to be waiting for the clue, for he had started on hearing the pronoun “Your.”
“Yes, my lady. As you say, a terrible loss for me, but you cannot appreciate the young man, as you little knew poor Valence, happily.”
In the last word was a mild and melancholy reproach, which his auditor comprehended, though no outward sign was manifested that she gave it heed.
“Still, one thing consoles me, if anything can console me; poor Valence died doing his duty, as probably his brother Isidore will die, and I myself.”
This deeply affected Andrea.
“Alas, my lord,” she asked, “do you believe matters so desperate that fresh sacrifices of blood are necessary to appease the wrath of heaven?”
“I believe that the hour comes when the knell of kings is to peal; that an evil genius pushes monarchy unto the abysm. In short I think, if it is to fall, it will be accompanied, and should be so, by all those who took part in its splendor.”
“True, but when comes that day, believe that it will find me ready like yourself for the utmost devotion,” said Andrea.
“Your ladyship has given too many proofs of that devotion in the past, for any one to doubt it for the future—I least of all—the less as I have for the first time flinched about an order from the Queen. On arriving from Versailles, I found the order to present myself to her Majesty instantly.”
“Oh,” said Andrea, sadly smiling; “it is plain,” she added, after a pause, “like you, the Queen sees the future is sombre and mysterious and wishes to gather round her all those she can depend on.”
“You are wrong, my lady,” returned Charny, “for the Queen summoned me, not to bid me stand by her, but to send me afar.”
“Send you away?” quickly exclaimed the countess, taking a step towards the speaker. “But I am keeping you standing,” she said, pointing to a chair.
So saying, she herself sank, as though unable to remain on foot any longer, on the sofa where she had been sitting with Sebastian shortly before.
“Send you away? in what end?” she said with emotion not devoid of joy at the thought that the suspected lovers were parting.
“To have me go to Turin to confer with Count Artois and the Duke of Bourbon, who have quitted the country.”
“And you accepted?”
“No, my lady,” responded Charny, watching her fixedly.
She lost color so badly that he moved as if to assist her, but this revived her strength and she recovered.
“No? you have answered No to an order of the Queen’s, my lord?” she faltered, with an indescribable accent of doubt and astonishment.
“I answered that I believed my presence here at present more necessary than in Italy. Anybody could bear the message with which I was to be honored; I had a second brother, just arrived from the country, to place at the orders of the King, and he was ready to start in my stead.”
“Of course the Queen was happy to see the substitute,” exclaimed Andrea, with bitterness she could not contain, and not appearing to escape Charny.
“It was just the other way, for she seemed to be deeply wounded by the refusal. I should have been forced to go had not the King chanced in and I made him the arbiter.”
“The King held you to be right?” sneered the lady with an ironical smile: “he like you advised your staying in the Tuileries? Oh, how good his Majesty is!”
“So he is,” went on the count, without wincing: “he said that my brother Isidore would be well fitted for the mission and the more so as it was his first visit to court, so that his absence would not be remarked. He added that it would be cruel for the Queen to require my being sent away from you at present.”
“The King said, from me?” exclaimed Andrea.
“I repeat his own words, my lady. Looking round and addressing me, he wanted to know where the Countess of Charny was. ‘I have not seen her this evening,’ said he. As this was specially directed to me, I made bold to reply. ‘Sire,’ I said, ‘I have so seldom the pleasure of seeing the countess that I am in the state of impossibility to tell where she is; but if your Majesty wishes to know, he might inquire of the Queen who, knowing, will reply!’ I insisted as I judged from the Queen looking black, that some difference had arisen between you.”
Andrea was so enwrapt in the listening that she did not think of saying anything.
“The Queen made answer that the Countess of Charny had gone away from the palace with no intention to return. ‘Why, what motive can your best friend have in quitting the palace at this juncture?’ inquired the King. ‘Because she is uncomfortable here,’ replied the Queen who had started at the title you were given. ‘Well, that may be so; but we will find accommodation for her and the count beside our own rooms,’ went on the King. ‘You will not be very particular, eh, my lord?’ I told him that I should be satisfied with any post as long as I could serve him in it. ‘I know it well: so that we only want the lady called back from—’ the Queen did not know whither you had departed. ‘Not know where your friend has gone?’ exclaimed the King. ‘When my friends leave me I do not inquire after them.’ ‘Good, some woman’s quarrel,’ said Louis; ‘my Lord Charny, I have to speak a while with the Queen. Kindly wait for me and present your brother who shall start for Turin this evening. I am of your opinion that I shall require you and I mean to keep you by me.’ So I sent for my brother who was awaiting me in the Green Saloon, I was told.”
At the mention, Andrea, who had nearly forgotten Sebastian in her interest in her husband’s story, was made to think of all that had passed between mother and son, and she threw her eyes with anguish on the bedroom door where she had placed him.
“But you must excuse me for talking of matters but slightly interesting you while you are no doubt wishful to know why I have come here.”
“No, my lord, what you say does engage me,” replied the countess; “your presence can only be agreeable on account of the fears I have felt on your account. I pray you to continue. The King asked you to wait for him and to bring your brother.”
“We went to the royal apartments, where he joined us in ten minutes. As the mission for the princes was urgent he began by that. Their Highnesses were to be instructed about what had happened. A quarter of an hour after the King came, my brother was on the road, and the King and I were left alone. He stopped suddenly in pacing the room and said: ‘My lord, do you know what has passed between the Queen and the countess?’ I was ignorant. ‘Something must have happened,’ he went on, ‘for the Queen is in a temper fit to massacre everybody, and it appears to me unjust to the countess—which is odd, as the Queen usually defends her friends through thick and thin, even when they are wrong.’ ‘I repeat I know nothing, but I venture to assert that the countess has done no wrong—even if we cannot admit that a queen ever does so.'”
“I thank your lordship for having so good an opinion of me,” said Andrea.
“'I suppose as the countess has a house in town that she has retired there,’ I suggested. ‘Of course! I will give you leave of absence till to-morrow on condition that you bring back the countess,’ said the King.”
Charny looked at his wife so fixedly that she was unable to bear the glance and had to close her eyes.
“Then, seeing that I was in mourning, he stayed me to say that my loss was one of those which monarchs could not repair; but that if my brother left a widow or a child he would help them, and would like them presented to him, at any rate; the Queen should take care of the widow and he would of the children.”
Charny spoke with tears in his voice.
“I daresay the King was only repeating what the Queen had said,” remarked the lady.
“The Queen did not honor me with a word on the subject,” returned Charny, “and that is why the King’s speech affected me most deeply. He ended by bidding me ‘Go to our dear Andrea; for though those we love cannot console us they can mourn with us, and that is a relief!’ Thus it is that I come by the King’s order, which may be my excuse, my lady,” concluded the count.
“Did you doubt your welcome?” cried the lady, quickly rising and holding out both hands to him.
He grasped them and kissed them; she uttered a scream as though they were redhot iron, and sank back on the divan. But her hands were clinging to his and he was drawn down so as to be placed sitting beside her.
But it was then that she thought she heard a noise in the next room, and she started from him so abruptly that he rose and stood off a little, not knowing to what to attribute the outcry and the repulsion so suddenly made.
Leaning on the sofa back, he sighed. The sigh touched her deeply.
At the very time when the bereaved mother found her child, something like the dawn of love beamed on her previously dismal and sorrowful horizon. But by a strange coincidence, proven that she was not born to happiness, the two events were so combined that one annulled the other: the return of the husband thrust aside the son’s love as the latter’s presence destroyed the budding passion.
Charny could not divine this in the exclamation and the starting aloof, the silence full of sadness following, although the cry was of love and the retreat from fear, not repulsion.
He gazed upon her with an expression which she could not have mistaken if she had been looking up.
“What answer am I to carry to the King?” he inquired emitting a sigh.
“My lord,” she replied, starting at the sound and raising her clear and limpid eyes to him, “I suffered so much while in the court that I accepted the leave to go when accorded by the Queen, with thankfulness. I am not fitted to live in society, and in solitude I have found repose if not happiness. My happiest days were those spent as a girl at Taverney and in the convent of St. Denis with the noble princess of the House of France, the Lady Louise. But, with your lordship’s permission, I will dwell in this summerhouse, full of recollections which are not without some sweetness spite of their sadness.”
Charny bowed at this suggestion of his permission being sought, like a man who was obeying an order, far more than granting a request.
“As this is a fixed resolve,” he said, marking how steady she was with all her meekness, “am I to be allowed to call on you here?”
She fastened her eyes on him, usually clear but now full of astonishment and blandness.
“Of course, my lord,” was her response, “and as I shall have no company, you can come any time that your duties at the palace allow you to set aside a little while to me.”
Never had Charny seen so much charm in her gaze, or such tenderness in her voice. Something ran through his veins, like the shudder from a lover’s first kiss. He glanced at the place whence he had risen when Andrea got up; he would have given a year of life to take his seat there again if she would not once more repel him. But the soldier was timid, and he dared not allow himself the liberty.
On her part, Andrea would have given ten years, sooner than only one, to have him in that place, but, unfortunately, each was ignorant of the other’s mood, and they stood still, in almost painful expectation.
“You were saying that you had to endure a great deal at court. Was not the Queen pleasant towards you?”
“I have nothing to blame her Majesty for,” replied the ex-lady of honor, “and I should be unjust if I did not acknowledge her Majesty’s kind treatment.”
“I hinted at this, because I have lately noticed that the friendship seemed to show a falling off,” continued the count.
“That is possible, and that is why I am leaving the court.”
“But you will live so lonely?”
“Have I not always lived so, my lord?” sighed Andrea, “as maid—wife—“ she stopped, seeing that she was going too far.
“Do you make me a reproach?”
“What right have I in heaven’s name to make reproaches to your lordship?” retorted the countess: “do you believe I have forgot the circumstances under which we were plighted? Just the opposite of those who vow before the altar reciprocal love and mutual protection, we swore eternal indifference and complete separation. The blame would be to the one who forgot that oath.”
Charny caught the sigh which these words had not entirely suppressed, from the speaker’s heart.
“But this is such a small dwelling,” he said: “a countess in one sitting room with only another to eat in, and this for repose——“
She sprang in between him and the bedroom, seeing Sebastian behind the door, in her mind’s eye.
“Oh, my lord, do not go that way, I entreat you,” she exclaimed, barring the passage with her extended arms.
“Oh, my lady,” said he, looking at her so pale and trembling, with fright never more plain on a human face, “I knew that you did not like me: but I had no idea you hated me to this degree.”
Incapable of remaining any longer beside his wife without an outburst, he reeled for a space like an intoxicated man; recovering himself, he rushed out of the room with an exclamation of pain which echoed in the depths of the hearer’s heart.
She watched him till he was out of sight; she listened till she could no longer hear his departing carriage, and then with a breaking heart, dreading that she had not enough motherly love to combat with this other passion, she darted into the bedroom, calling out:
“Sebastian,” but no voice replied.
By the trembling of the night-lamp in a draft she perceived that the window was open. It was the same by which the child was kidnapped fifteen years before.
“This is justice,” she muttered; “did he not say that I was no more his mother?”
Comprehending that she had lost both husband and child at the period when she had recovered them, Andrea threw herself on the couch, at the end of her resignation and her prayers exhausted.
Suddenly it seemed to her that something more dreadful than her sorrowful plight glided in between grief and her tears.
She looked up and beheld a man, after climbing in at the open window, standing on the floor.
She wished to shriek and ring for help; but he bent on her the fascinating gaze which caused her the invincible lethargy she remembered Cagliostro could impose upon her: but in this mesmerist and his spell-binding look and bearing, she recognized Gilbert.
How was it the execrated father stood in the stead of his beloved son?
CHAPTER XIV.
IN SEARCH OF THEIR SON.
IT was Dr. Gilbert who was closeted with the King when the usher inquired after him on the order of Isidore and the entreaty of Sebastian.
The upright heart of Louis XVI. had appreciated the loyalty in the doctor’s. After half an hour, the latter came forth and went into the Queen’s ante-chamber, where he saw Isidore.
“I asked for you, doctor, but I have another with me who wants still more to see you. It will be cruel to detain you from him: so let us hasten to the Green Saloon.”
But the room was empty and such was the confusion in the palace that no servant was at hand to inform them what had become of the young man.
“It was a person I met on the road, eager to get to Paris and coming here on foot only for my giving him a ride.”
“Are you speaking of the peasant Pitou?”
“No, doctor—of your son, Sebastian.”
At this, the usher who had taken Isidore away returned.
He was ignorant of what had happened but, luckily, a second footman had seen the singular disappearance of the boy in the carriage of a court lady.
They hastened to the gates where the janitor well recalled that the direction to the coachman was “No. 9 Coq-Heron Street, first carriage entrance from Plastriere Street.”
“My sister-in-law’s,” exclaimed Isidore, “the countess of Charny!”
“Fatality,” muttered Gilbert. “He must have recognized her,” he said in a lower tone.
“Let us go there,” suggested the young noble.
Gilbert saw all the dangers of Andrea’s son being discovered by her husband.
“My lord,” he said, “my son is in safety in the hands of the Countess of Charny, and as I have the honor to know her, I think I can call by myself. Besides it is more proper that you should be on your road; for I presume you are going to Turin, from what I heard in the King’s presence.”
“Yes, doctor.”
“Receive my thanks for your kindness to Sebastian, and be off! When a father says he is not uneasy, you need feel no anxiety.”
Isidore held out his hand which the revolutionist shook with more heartiness than he had for most of his class; while the nobleman returned within the palace, he went along to the junction of the streets Coq-Heron and Plastriere.
Both were painful memories.
In the latter he had lived, a poor boy, earning his bread by copying music, by receiving instruction from the author Rousseau. From his window he had contemplated Andrea at her own casement, under the hands of her maid, Nicole, his first sweetheart, and to that window he had made his way by a rope and by scaling the wall, to view more closely and satisfy his passion for the high-born lady who had bewitched him.
Rousseau was dead, but Andrea was rich and nobler still; he had also attained wealth and consideration.
But was he any happier than when he walked out of doors to dip his crust in the waters of this public fountain?
He could not help walking up to the door where Rousseau had lived. It was open on the alley which ran under the building to the yard at the back as well as up to the attic where he was lodged.
He went up to the first floor back, where the window on the landing gave a view of the rear house where Baron Taverney had dwelt.
No one disturbed him in his contemplation; the house had come down in the world; no janitor; the inhabitants were poor folk who did not fear thieves.
The garden at Taverney’s house was the same as a dozen years before. The vine still hung on the trellis which had served him as ladder in his night clamberings within the enclosure.
He was unaware whether Count Charny was with his wife, but he was so bent on learning about Sebastian that he meant to risk all.
He climbed the wall and descended on the other side. In the garden nothing obstructed him, and thus he reached the window of Andrea’s Bedroom.
In another instant, as related, the two enemies stood face to face.
The lady’s first feeling was invincible repugnance rather than profound terror.
For her the Americanized Gilbert, the friend of Washington and Lafayette, aristocratic through study, science and genius, was still the hangdog Gilbert of her father’s manor house, and the gardener’s boy of Trianon Palace.
Gilbert no longer bore her the ardent love which had driven him to crime in his youth, but the deep and tender affection, spite of her insults and persecutions, of a man ready to do a service at risk of his life.
With the insight nature had given him and the justice education implanted, Gilbert had weighed himself: he understood that Andrea’s misfortunes arose from him, and he would never be quits with her until he had made her as happy as he had the reverse.
But how could he blissfully affect her future.
It was impossible for him yet to comprehend.
On seeing this but to so much despair, again the prey to woe, all his fibres of mercy were moved for so much misery.
Instead of using his hypnotic power to subdue her, he spoke softly to her, ready to master her if she became rebellious.
The result was that the medium felt the ethereal fluid fade away like a dissolving fog, by Gilbert’s permission, and she was able to speak of her own free will.
“What do you want, sir? how came you here?”
“By the way I used before,” replied the doctor. “Hence you can be easy—no one will know of it. Why? because I come to claim a treasure, of no consequence to you, but precious to me, my son. I want you to tell what has become of my son, taken away in your carriage and brought here.”
“How do I know? taught by you to hate his mother, he has fled.”
“His mother? are you really a mother to him?”
“Oh, you see my grief, you have heard my cries, and looking on my despair, you ask me if I am his mother?”
“How then are you ignorant what has become of him?”
“But I tell you he has fled; that I came into this room for him and found the window open and the room vacant.”
“Where could he have gone—good God!” exclaimed Gilbert. “It is past midnight and he does not know the town.”
“Do you believe anything evil has befallen him?” asked she, approaching.
“We shall hear, for it is you who shall tell me.”
And with a wave of the hand he began anew to plunge her into the mesmeric sleep.
She uttered a sigh and fell off into repose.
“Am I to put forth all my will power or will you answer voluntarily?” asked Gilbert when she was under control.
“Will you tell the boy again that I am not his mother?”
“That depends. Do you love him?”
“Ardently, with all my soul.”
“Then you are his mother as I am his father, for it is thus I love him. Loving him, you shall see him again. When did you part from the boy?”
“About half an hour ago, when Count Charny called. I had pushed him into this room.”
“What were his last words?”
“That I was no more his mother: because I had told him that you were a villain.”
“Look into the poor boy’s heart and see what harm you wrought.”
“Oh, God forgive me,” said Andrea: “forgive me, my son.”
“Did Count Charny suspect the boy was here?”
“No, I am sure.”
“Why did he not stay?”
“Because he never stays long with me. Oh, wretch that I am,” she interrupted herself, “he was returning to me after refusing that mission—because he loves me—he loves me!”
Gilbert began to see more clearly into this drama which his eye was first to penetrate.
“But do you love him?” he demanded.
“I see your intention is good: you wish to make up to me for the grief you have caused: but I refuse the boon coming from you. I hate you and wish to continue in my hatred.”
“Poor mortality,” muttered the philosopher, “have you had so much happiness that you can dally with a certain amount offered you? so you love him?”
“Yes. Since first I saw him, as the Queen and I sat with him in a hackney-carriage in which we returned from Paris to Versailles one night.”
“You know what love is, Andrea,” queried Gilbert, mournfully.
“I know that love has been given as a standard by which we can measure how much sadness we can endure,” replied she.
“It is well: you are a true woman and a true mother: a rough diamond, you were shaped by the stern lapidary known as Grief. Return to Sebastian.”
“Yes, I see him leaving the house with clenched hands and knit brow. He wanders up the street—he goes up to a woman and asks her for St. Honore Street—--“
“My street: he was seeking for my house. Poor child! he will be there awaiting me.”
“Hold! he has gone astray—he is in New St. Roch Street. Oh, he does not see that vehicle coming down Sourdiere Street, but I see the horses—Ah!”
She drew herself up with an awful scream, maternal anguish depicted on her visage, down which rolled tears and perspiration.
“Oh, if harm befalls him, remember that it will recoil on your head,” hissed Gilbert.
“Ah,” sighed Andrea in relief, without hearing or heeding him, “God in heaven be praised! it is the horse’s breast which struck him, and he is thrown out of the rut of the wheel. There he lies, stunned, but he is not killed. Only swooned. Hasten to help him. It is my son! They form a crowd round him: is there not a doctor or surgeon among them all?”
“Oh, I shall run,” said Gilbert.
“Wait,” said Andrea, stopping him by the arm, “they are dividing to let help come. It is the doct—oh, do not let that man approach him—I loathe him—he is a vampire, he is hideous!”
“Oh, for heaven’s sake, do not lose sight of Sebastian,” said Gilbert, shuddering.
“This ghoul carries him away—up the street—into the blind alley, called St. Hyacinthe: where he goes down some steps. He places him on a table where books and printed papers are heaped. He takes off his coat and rolls up his sleeve. He ties the arm with bandages from a woman as dirty and hideous as himself. He finds a lance in a case—he is going to bleed him. Oh, I cannot bear to see my son’s blood flow. Run, run, and you will find him as I say.”
“Shall I awaken you at once with recollection: or would you sleep till the morning and know nothing of what has happened?”
“Awaken me at once with full memory.”
Gilbert described a double curve with his hands so that his thumbs came upon the medium’s eyelids; he breathed on her forehead and said merely:
“Awake!”
Instantly her eyes became animated; her limbs were supple; she looked at Gilbert almost without terror, and continuing, though aroused, the impulse in her vision, she cried:
“Oh, run, run, and snatch the boy from the hands of that man who causes me so much fright!”
CHAPTER XV.
THE MAN WITH THE MODEL.
WITH no need to be spurred in his quest, Gilbert darted through the rooms and as it would have taken too long to climb the walls, he made for the front door, which he opened himself and bounded out on the street.
Knowing Paris intimately, he reached the spot indicated by Andrea in her vision without delay and his first question to a storekeeper, who had witnessed the accident to the boy, confirmed the statement.
He proceeded straightway to the door in the alley, and knocked.
“Who knocks?” challenged a woman’s voice.
“I, the father of the wounded child whom you succored,” replied the knocker.
“Open, Albertine,” said a man’s voice: “it is Dr. Gilbert.”
He was let into a cellar, or rather cavern, down some moldering steps, lighted by a lamp set on the table cumbered with printed papers, books and manuscripts as Andrea had described.
In the shadow, and on a mattress, young Gilbert lay, but held out his arms to his father, calling him. However powerful the philosophical command in Gilbert, paternal love overruled decorum, and he sprang to the boy whom he pressed to his breast, with care not to hurt his bruised chest or his cut arm. After a long, fond kiss, he turned to thank the good Samaritan. He was standing with his feet far apart, one hand on the table, the other on his hip, lit by the lamp of which he had removed the shade the better to illumine the scene.
“Look, Albertine,” said he, “and with me thank the chance enabling me to do a good turn for one of my brothers.”
The speaker was a green and sallow man, like one of those country clowns whom Latona’s wrath pursued and who was turning to a frog. Gilbert shuddered, thinking that he had seen this abortion before as through a sheet of blood.
He drew nearer to Sebastian and hugged him once more. But triumphing over his first impulse, he went back to the strange man who had so appalled Andrea in the second-sight vision, and said:
“Receive all the thanks of a father, sir, for having preserved his son: they are sincere and come right from his heart.”
“I have merely done my duty as prescribed by nature and recommended by science,” replied the other. “I am a man, and as Terence says, nothing human is foreign to me; besides, I have a tender heart, and cannot see even an insect suffer; consequently still less my fellow man.”
“May I learn to what fervent philanthropist I have the honor to speak?”
“Do you not know your brother-physician?” said the surgeon, laughing in what he wanted to seem benevolence though it was ghastly. “I know you, Dr. Gilbert, the friend of the American patriots, and of Lafayette!” He laid peculiar stress on this name. “The republican of America and France, the honorable Utopist who has written magnificent articles on constitutional government, which you sent to Louis XVI. from the States, and for which he lodged you in the Bastile, the moment you touched French soil. You wanted to save him by clearing the road to the future, and he opened that into jail—regular royal gratitude!”
He laughed again, this time terribly and threateningly.
“If you know me it is a farther reason for me to insist on learning to whom I am indebted.”
“Oh, it is a long while since we made acquaintance,” said the surgeon. “Twenty years, sir, on the dreadful night of the thirtieth of May, 1770; the night when the fireworks exploded by accident among the people in the Paris square, and injured and killed many who came to rejoice over the wedding of the Archduchess and our Prince Royal, but who had to curse their names. You were but a boy whom Rousseau brought to me, wounded and crushed almost to death, and I bled you on a board amid the dead and the cut-off limbs. Yet that awful night is a pleasant memory to me for I was able to save many existences by my steel knowing where to dissever to preserve life and where to cut to spare pain.”
“You are Jean Paul Marat, then,” cried Gilbert, falling back a step despite himself.
“Mark, Albertine, that my name makes some effect,” said Marat with a sinister laugh.
“But I thought you were physician to Count Artois; why are you in this cave, why lighted by this smoky lamp?”
“I was the Prince’s veterinary surgeon, you mean. But he emigrated? no prince, no stables; no stables, no vet. Besides, I gave in my resignation, for I would no longer serve the tyrants.”
The dwarf drew himself up to the full extent of his form.
“But, in short, why are you in this hole?”
“Because, Master Philosopher, I am a sound patriot writing to decry the ambitious; Bailly fears me, Necker detests me, and Lafayette sets the National Guard on to hunt me down and has put a price on my head—the aspiring dictator! but I brave him! out of my hole, I pursue him, and denounce the Caesar. Do you know what he has done? He has had fifteen thousand snuffboxes made with his portrait on them, which hides some trick. So I entreat all good citizens to smash them when found. It is the rallying sign for the great Royalist Plot, for you cannot be ignorant that Lafayette is conspiring with the Queen while poor Louis is blubbering scalding tears over the blunders the Austrian is leading him into.
“The Queen,” said Gilbert pensively.
“Yes; don’t tell me that she is not plotting: lately she gave away so many white cockades that white ribbon went away up in the market. It is a fact, for I had it from one of the workgirls of Bertin the dressmaker, her Prime Minister in Fashions, who used to say: ‘I have been discussing matters this morning with her Majesty.'”
“And how do you denounce such things?” inquired the doctor.
“In my newspaper, the one I have just started, twenty numbers having appeared. It is ‘The Friend of the people or the Parisian Publicist,’ an impartial political organ. To pay for the paper and the printing—look behind you—I have sold the sheets and blankets off my bed.”
Turning, Gilbert indeed saw that Sebastian lay on the mattress absolutely bare, but he had fallen asleep, overcome with pain and fatigue. He went up to him to see that it was not a swoon, but reassured by the regular breathing he, returned to this journalist, who irresistibly inspired him with the interest we feel for a hyena, tiger or other wild beast.
“Who help you in this gigantic work?” he inquired.
“My staff?” sneered Marat. “Ha, ha, ha! the geese fly in files: the eagle soars alone. My helpers are these,” and he showed his head and hands. “I write the whole paper single handed—I can show you the copy, though it runs into sixteen pages octavo sometimes, and often I use small type though I commenced with large. So, it is not merely a newspaper—but a personality—it is Marat!”
“Enormous labor—how do you manage it?” asked the other doctor.
“It is the secret of nature—a compact I have made with death. I have given ten years of my life, so that I need no rest by day and no sleep by night. My existence is summed up in writing: I do it day and night. Lafayette’s police coop me up in this cell, where they chain me body and soul to my work: they have doubled my activity. It was heavy on me at first but I am inured to it. It delights me now to see poor humanity through this airhole, by the narrow and slanting beam. From my gloomy den I judge mankind living, and science and politics without appeal. With one hand I demolish the savants, with the other the politicians. I shall upset the whole state of things, like Samson destroying the Temple, and under the ruins perhaps crushing me, I shall bury the throne!”
In spite of himself the hearer shuddered: in his rags and the poverty-stricken vault this man repeated very nearly what Cagliostro had said in his palace under his embroidered clothes.
“But when you are so popular, why do you not try for a nomination in the National Assembly?” he asked.
“Because the day has not come for that,” replied the demagogue; expressing his regret, he continued, “Oh, were I a tribune of the masses, sustained by only a few thousand of determined men, I answer for the Constitution being perfectly safe in six weeks: the political machine should move better: no villain would dare play ticks with it: the Nation should be free and happy: in less than a year, it should be flourishing and redoubtable: and thus would it remain while I was erect.”
The vain creature was transformed under Gilbert’s eyes: his eyes became bloodshot; his yellow skin shone with sweat; the monster became great in his hideousness as another is grand in his beauty.
“Yes, but I am not a representative,” he proceeded, resuming his train of ideas from where he had interrupted himself: “I have not the thousands of followers. No, but I am a journalist, and have my weapons and ammunition, my subscribers and readers, for whom I am an oracle, a prophet and a diviner. I have my following for whom I am a friend, and I lead them on, trembling, from treachery to treachery, discovery to discovery, from one dreadful thing to another. In the first number of The Friend of the People, I denounced the upper classes saying that there were six hundred guilty wretches in France and that number of ropes-ends would do the job: but I made a mistake, ha, ha! The deeds of the fifth and sixth of October opened my eyes and I see that we must hang twenty thousand of the patricians.”
Gilbert smiled, for fury elevated to this point, seemed madness to him.
“Why, there is not enough hemp in France to do this work, and rope would go up in price,” he said.
“That is why I am looking round for some other means,” returned Marat, “more expeditious and novel. Do you know whom I expect this evening? one of our brother medicos, a member of the National Assembly whom you must know by name, Dr. Guillotin——“
“The one who moved that the Assembly, expelled from the Session Hall at Versailles, should meet in the Tennis Court a learned man?”
“Do you know what this able citizen has discovered? a marvellous machine which kills without pain, for death must be punishment not torture; he has invented it and we shall try it one of these mornings.”
Gilbert started: this was the second time that this brother Invisible reminded him of the Chief, Cagliostro; no doubt this death-machine was the same he had spoken of.
“But you are lucky—a knock! it is he. Run and open the door, Albertine.”
The hag, who was the wife—rather the female mate of Marat—rose from the stool on which she was squatting, and staggered half asleep towards the door.
Giddy with terror, Gilbert went instinctively towards Sebastian, ready to take him in his arms and flee.
“Just think of an automatic executioner,” said Marat, enthusiastically, “with no need of a man to set it going; which can, if the knife is changed a couple of times, cut off three hundred heads a-day!”
“And add,” said a bland, melodious voice, behind Marat, “which can cut off these heads without other sensation than a slight coolness around the neck.”
“Oh, is this you, doctor?” exclaimed Marat, turning towards a dapper little man of forty or so, whose gentle demeanor and spruce dress made a marked contrast with his host: in his hand he carried a small box such as children’s toys are kept in. “What are you bringing us?”
“A model of my machine, my dear Marat. But I see Dr. Gilbert here, unless I mistake,” said the little dandy, trying to pierce the obscurity.
“The same, sir,” said the other visitor bowing.
“Enchanted to meet you, sir; you are only too welcome, and I shall be happy to have the opinion of so distinguished a man on my invention. I must tell you, my dear Marat, that I have found a skillful carpenter, named Guidon, to make my machine on the working scale. He is dear, though, wanting five thousand five hundred francs; but no sacrifice is too great for me to make for humanity. In two months it will be built, and we can try it: I shall propose it to the Assembly. I hope you will approve of it in your excellent new paper, though, in sober earnest, the machine recommends itself, as you will see with your own eyes, Dr. Gilbert. But a few lines in the People’s Friend will do no harm.”
“Be easy on that score; it is not a few lines but a whole number that I shall dedicate to it.”
“You are too good, Marat; but I am not going to let you puff a pig in a poke.”
He took out of his pocket a much smaller box, in which a sound indicated that some little live thing or several such were fidgeting in their prison. This noise did not escape Marat’s subtle hearing.
“What have you got there?” he asked, putting out his hand towards the box.
“Mind,” said the doctor, drawing it back, “do not let them escape as we could not catch them again; they are mice whose heads we are going to nick off with the machine. What, are you going to leave us, Dr. Gilbert?”
“Alas, yes, sir, to my great regret; but my son, wounded by being run over by a horse just now, has been relieved by Friend Marat, to whom I also owe my own life in an almost similar affair. I have to thank him again. The boy needs a fresh bed, cares and repose: so that I cannot witness your interesting experiment.”
“But you will come and see the one with the real machine, in two months, you promise, doctor?”
“I pledge my word.”
“Doctor,” said Marat, “I need not say, keep my abode secret. If your friend Lafayette were to discover it he would have me shot like a dog, or hung like a thief.”
“Shooting, hanging,” exclaimed Guillotin. “But we shall put an end to these cannibal deaths. We shall have a death, soft, easy, instantaneous, such as old people, disgusted with their life and wishful to pass away like sages and philosophers, will prefer to a natural one. Come and see how it works, Marat!”
And without troubling any farther about Dr. Gilbert, the enthusiast opened his larger box and began to set up on the table a model apparatus which the surgeon regarded with curiosity equal to his enthusiasm.
Gilbert profited by their being so engaged, to carry away Sebastian, guided by Albertine who fastened up the outer door after him.
Once in the street, he felt the night wind chill the perspiration gathered on his brow.
“Heavens,” he muttered, “what will happen to a city where the cellars perhaps hide five hundred lovers of mankind who are occupied with such work as we have a sample of there? one day they will perform in broad daylight before the crowd.”
It was little distance to his house in St. Honore Street.
The cold revived Sebastian but his father would not let him walk. When he knocked at his door, a heavy step was heard approaching.
“Is that you, Dr. Gilbert?” challenged one within.
“That is Pitou’s voice,” said the boy.
“Praise heaven, Sebastian is found,” shouted Pitou on opening the door. “Master Billet,” he shouted still more loudly, “Sebastian is found, and all right, I hope, doctor?”
“Without any serious hurt, anyway,” replied the other, “Come, Sebastian.”
He carried his son up to his bed.
Pitou followed with the light; by his mud-bespattered shoes and stockings it was plain that he had come a long journey.
Indeed, after taking the broken-hearted Catherine home and learning from her lips that her deep sorrow came from Isidore Charny being called away to Paris, he took leave of her and Mother Billet, weeping by her bedside, and went home to Haramont. He walked so slowly that he did not get there until daybreak.
He fell off to sleep so that it was not till he awoke, that he found the youth’s letter. Immediately he started to overtake him.
He girded up with a leather strap, took some bread and with a walking stick in his fist, proceeded to town, where he arrived at eight that night.
He found neither the doctor nor his son at home—only Farmer Billet.
This hearty, robust man, unnerved by the bloody scenes witnessed since the Taking of the Bastile, of which enterprise he was the leader, had no news for Pitou.
Their sad waiting was rewarded by the double arrival.
Though tranquil about Sebastian, Pitou, when sent to bed had his budget to unfold to the farmer. Let no reader think that he revealed Catherine’s secrets and spoke of her amour with the young noble. The honest soul of the Commander of the Haramont National Guard would not stoop to that story. But he told Billet that the harvest was bad, the barley a failure, part of the wheat wind-laid, and the barns but a third full—and that he had found Catherine on the road.
Billet was little vexed about the grain, but the illness of his daughter distressed him.
He ran to Dr. Gilbert with a sad face as the latter was finishing this note to Andrea: “Be of good heart; the child is found, with no one hurt.”
“Dr. Gilbert, you were right to retain me in town where I might be useful; but everything has been going wrong in the country while the good man is away.”
Gilbert agreed with his friend that a hearty buxom girl like Catherine should not faint on the public road. Feeling with a parent, he responded:
“Go home, my dear Billet, since land and family call you. But do not forget that I shall claim you in the name of the country.”
Thus Billet returned home after an absence of three months, although he had intended to be away only a week.
Pitou followed him, bearing twenty-five louis destined from Gilbert for the equipment and maintenance of the Haramont National Guard.
Sebastian stayed with his father.
CHAPTER XVI.
THE PORTRAIT OF CHARLES FIRST.
A WEEK has passed since the events related. Everybody was saying: The Revolution is finished; the King is delivered from Versailles, and his courtiers and evil counsellors. The King is placed in life and actuality. He had heretofore the license to work wrong; now he has full liberty to do good.
The dread from the riots had brought the conservatives over to the royalty. The Assembly had been frightened, too, and saw that it depended on the King. A hundred and fifty of its members took to flight.
The two most popular men, Lafayette and Mirabeau, became royalists. The latter wanted the other to unite with him to save the crown, but while honorable Lafayette had a limited brain, he did not see the orator’s genius.
Mirabeau was all for the Duke of Orleans, whom Lafayette advised, nay, ordered to quit the kingdom.
“But suppose I come back without your permission?” said the prince.
“Then, I hope you will do me the honor to cross swords with me at the first battle,” replied the marquis.
He was the veritable ruler and the duke had to depart; he did not return until called to be King of the French.
Lafayette had saved the Queen and protected the King; he was perfectly a royalist.
But still, like Gilbert, he was not so much the friend of the King as of the crown.
The monarch had too just a mind not to see this clearly.
Although he had not seen the doctor lately he remembered that this was his day of duty and he called him.
The King was pacing the bedroom, but stopping now and then to look at the Vandyke picture of Charles First, now in the Louvre.
The sovereign of England is painted as a Cavalier, with his horse, as ready for flight as for battle.
This picture seemed fatally the goal of the King’s wanderings.
At the step, Louis turned round.
“Oh, is it you, doctor?” he said. “Come in, I am glad to see you.” Leading him up to the painting he said: “Do you know this? where did you see it?”
“In Lady Dubarry’s house, when I was a boy, but it deeply struck me.”
“Yes, she pretended to be descended from the page who holds the horse. Jeanne Dubarry was the woman chosen by Marshal Richelieu to be the sole feminine ruler over the worn-out monarch Louis XV. and to induce him to shut up the infamous Deerpark, which was the harem ruining the old man. She was an adroit actress and played her part marvellously. She entertained while making sport of him, and he became manly because she persuaded him he was so.”
He stopped as if blaming himself for his imprudence in speaking of his grandfather thus openly before a stranger; but one glance at Gilbert’s frank face encouraged him, for he saw that he could speak all to a man who understood every thing.
“This melancholy, lofty face,” went on the King, referring to the portrait, “was placed in the strange Egeria’s boudoir, where it heard her impudent laughs and saw her lascivious gambols. Merrily she would take Louis by the arm and show him Charles, saying: ‘Old gossip, this King had his neck cut through because he was too weak towards his Parliament. Take warning about your own!’ Hence Louis broke up his Parliament and died peacefully on his throne. Thereupon we exiled the poor woman, for whom we ought to have been most indulgent. The picture was packed away in the lumber room of Versailles and I never thought about it. Now, how comes it here, in my bedroom? why does it haunt me?” He shook his head. “There is some fate in this.”
“Fatality, if the portrait reads no lesson, Sire; Providence if it does. What does it say to your Majesty?”
“That Charles lost his throne from having made war on his subjects, and James the Second for having tired his own.”
“Like me, then, it speaks the truth.”
“Well?” inquired the sovereign, questioning the doctor with his glance.
“Well, I beg to ask for your answer to the portrait.”
“Friend Gilbert, I have resolved on nothing: I will take the cue from circumstances.”
“The people fear that your Majesty purposes war upon them.”
“No, sir,” he rejoined, “I cannot make war on them without foreign support and I know the state of Europe too well to rely on that. The King of Prussia offers to enter France at the head of a hundred thousand men; but I too well know his ambitious and intriguing spirit—a petty monarchy which wishes to become a great one, thriving on turmoil and hoping to catch some fish like another Silesia. On her part, Austria places a hundred thousand men at my call; but I do not like my brother-in-law Leopold, a two-faced Janus, whose mother, Marie Theresa, had my father poisoned.
“My brother Artois proposes the support of Sardinia and Spain, but I do not trust those powers, led by Artois. Beside him is Calonne, in other words, the Queen’s worst enemy, the one who annotated with his own hand the pamphlet of the Countess Lamotte Valois anent the conspiracy of the Queen’s Necklace, for which she was branded. I know all that is going on yonder. In their last council a debate ensued about deposing me and appointing a regent who would be probably my dear, very dear brother Count Provence. Prince Conde suggested marching with an enemy upon Lyons, ‘whatever happened me at Paris!’
“It is another thing with the Great Empress Catherine; she confines herself to advice, bless her! you can understand that when you reflect that she is at table digesting Poland and cannot rise until she has finished her feast. She gives me advice which aims to be sublime but is only ridiculous, considering what has lately occurred. She says: ‘Monarchs ought to proceed on their course like the moon in her orbit, without being disturbed by the baying of curs!’—that is, the protests of the common people. It appears that the Russian curs merely bark; ours do some biting, as you may learn of my poor Lifeguardsmen, torn to pieces by them.”
“The people thought that your Majesty was going to quit the country.”
“Doctor,” said the King after hesitating, and he laid his hand on the other’s shoulder, “I have promised you the truth and you shall have it thoroughly. Such a matter has been broached; it is the opinion of many faithful servitors surrounding me that I ought to flee. But on the sixth of October night, when weeping in my arms, the Queen besought me never to flee without her, and that we should all depart together, to be saved or die in company. I shall keep my word; and as I do not think that we could flee in such a number without being stopped, a dozen times before we got to the frontier, I conclude that we shall never get away.”
“Well, Sire, there is indeed no need of the foreigners. What would be the use until you shall exhaust your own resources? My advice is that we are only beginning the fight and that the Taking of the Bastile and the attack on the Palace at Versailles are only the two first acts in the tragedy to be played by France under the eyes of Europe.”
“I hope you are mistaken, sir,” replied Louis, slightly turning pale: “My police tell me nothing like this.”
“I have no police or information to check them; but in my position I am the natural conductor between the heavens and what is still concealed in the bowels of the earth. Sire, what we have experienced is merely the rumble that runs before the earthquake; we have yet to meet the lava, the fire and the smoke. I fear that the Revolutionary torrent will run ahead of us. There are only two methods to save yourself. One is to place yourself on the foremost breaker and be carried on with it.”
“I do not wish to go where it would carry me.”
“The second is to place a barrier across the tide. It is Genius and Popularity in one dam: and it is named Mirabeau.”
“The King looked Gilbert in the face as though he had misunderstood him; then turning to the portrait, he said:
“What would you have replied, Charles Stuart, if when you felt the ground quake beneath your feet, some one had suggested your leaning on Cromwell?”
“He would have refused, and rightly; for there is no likeness between Cromwell and Mirabeau.” Such was Gilbert’s answer.
“They were both traitors.”
“Sire,” replied the other with profound respect but invincible firmness; “neither were traitors: Cromwell was a rebellious subject, and Mirabeau is a discontented nobleman.”
“What is he discontented with?”
“With his father, who locked him up in prison; the courts which condemned him to death; with the King who miscomprehended and still miscomprehends his genius.”
“The spirit of a public man is honesty,” said the King quickly.
“The reply is fine, worthy of Titus, Trajan or Marcus Aurelius, unluckily many examples arise to the contrary.”
“How can you ask me to confide in a man who has a price?”
“Because he is a man of his price. If he will sell himself for a million, it is a bargain. Do you think he is worth twice a Polignac?”
“You are pleading for a friend.”
“I have not that honor: but he has a friend who is of the Queen’s party, too.”
“Count Lamarck? We cast it up to him every day.”
“On the contrary, your Majesty ought to dissuade him breaking the friendship with him, under pain of death. Mirabeau is a noble, an aristocrat, a King’s-man above all. He was elected by the people because the nobles scorned him and he had sublime disdain of the means to attain an end which genius thirsted for. You may say that he will never quit the party of his constituents to join the court party? Why is there not union of the court and plebeians? Mirabeau could make them one. Take him, my lord! To-morrow, rebuffed by your despisal, he may turn against you, and then you will say, as the portrait of your Martyr King will say: All is lost!”
“I will talk this over with the Queen, sir,” said the monarch, having turned pale and hesitatingly glanced at the royal portrait. “She may decide on speaking with Mirabeau: but I will not. I like to be able to shake hands with those I confer with, and I could never take the hand of a Mirabeau, though my life, my liberty, and my throne were at stake—After she shall have seen him, we will see——“
“I pray God that it will not be too late.”
“Do you believe the peril so imminent?”
“Sire, do not let the portrait of Charles First be removed from your room,” said Gilbert; “it is a good adviser.”
Bowing, he went forth as another visitor appeared on the sill. He could not restrain from a cry of surprise. This gentleman was Marquis Favras, whom he had met at Cagliostro’s a week or so before and to whom the magician had predicted a near and shameful death.
CHAPTER XVII.
THE KING ATTENDS TO PRIVATE MATTERS.
LOUIS the King displayed the usual irresolution in dealing with Favras’ proposition, approved by the Queen, to make a rush out of the kingdom. He reflected all the night and at breakfast called for Count Charny.
He was still at table when the officer walked in.
“Won’t you take breakfast with me, count?”
Charny was obliged to excuse himself from the honor as he had broken his fast.
“I must ask you to wait a while as I never care to speak of important matters while at meals and I have something to talk over with your lordship. Let us speak of other matters for the moment. Of yourself, for instance. I hear that you are badly lodged here; somewhere in the garret, my lord, while the countess is lodging in Paris.”
“Sire, I am in a room of my own choice: the countess is dwelling in her own house in Coq-Heron Street.”
“I must confess my ignorance; is it near the palace?”
“Tolerably, Sire.”
“What does this mean that after only three years of married life, you have separate establishments?”
“Sire, I have no answer to make than that my lady wishes to live alone. I have not had the pleasure of seeing her since your Majesty sent me for news. That is, better than a week ago.”
The King understood grief more readily than melancholy and noticed the difference in the tone.
“Count, there is some of your fault in this estrangement,” said the monarch, with the familiarity of the family man, as he called himself.
“The man must be to blame when so charming a woman keeps aloof from him. Do not tell me that this is none of my business: for a king can do a great deal by speaking a word. You must treat the lady ungratefully, for she loves you dearly—or did when Lady Taverney.”
“Sire, you know that one must not dispute with a king.”
“I do not know that the signs were visible to me alone; but this I know very well that on that dreadful October night, when she came to join us, she did not lose sight of you throughout, and her eyes expressed all her soul’s anguish, so much so that I saw her make a movement to fling herself between you and danger when the Bullseye Saloon door was beaten down.”
Count Charny was not softened; he believed he had seen something of this sort: but the details of his recent interview with his wife were too distinct for him to have his opinion shaken.
“I was paying all the more attention to her,” went on Louis, “from the Queen having said when you were sent to the City Hall while I was on my journey to Paris, that she almost died of distress in your absence and of joy at your return.”
“Sire,” replied Charny with a sad smile, “God had allowed those who are born above us to receive in birth as a privilege of their rank, the gift of seeing deeper into one’s heart than oneself can do; the King and the Queen have perceived secrets unrevealed to me: but my limited vision prevents me seeing the same. Therefore I beg to be employed on any dangerous errand or one that would take me to a distance without considering the great love of the Countess of Charny. Absence or danger will be equally welcome, coming at least for my part.”
“Nevertheless, a week ago, you appeared wishful to stay in town when the Queen desired to despatch you to Italy.”
“I deemed my brother adequate for the position and reserved myself for a mission more difficult or dangerous.”
“Then count, this is the very time when I have a difficult task to entrust to you, that with danger to you in the future, that I spoke of the countess’s isolation and wished her to have a lady friend’s company while I took away her husband.”
“I will write to the countess, yes, write: for from the way she last received me, I ought in that manner acquaint her with my movements.”
“Say no more on this head; I will talk it over with the Queen during your absence,” said Louis, rising. “Faith, the medical lights are right to say that things look differently as you handle them before or after a hearty meal. Come into my study, count; I feel in a mood to talk straight out to you.”
Charny followed, thinking how much Majesty lost by this material side, for which the proud Marie Antoinette was always carping at him.
CHAPTER XVIII.
THE KING ATTENDS TO PUBLIC MATTERS.
THOUGH the King had been only a fortnight in the Tuileries he had two places fitted out completely for him. The forge was one, the study the other.
Charny walked up to the desk at which his royal master seated himself without looking round at the papers with which he was familiar.
“Count Charny,” began the King at last, yet seeming to halt, “I noticed one thing, on the night of the attack by the rioters, you stood by me while you set your brother on guard over the Queen.”
“Sire, it was my right as head of my family, as you are chief of the realm, to die for you.”
“That made me think, that if ever I had a secret errand, difficult and dangerous, I could rely on your loyalty as a Frenchman, and on your heart as a friend’s.”
“Oh, Sire, however the King may raise me, I have no pretension to believe that I shall be more than a faithful and thankful subject.”
“My lord, you are a grave man though but thirty-six; you have not passed through recent events without drawing some conclusion from them. What do you think of the situation and what would be your means to relieve me, if you were my Premier?”
“Sire, I am a soldier and a seaman,” returned Charny, with more hesitation than embarrassment, “these high social questions fly over my head.”
“Nay, you are a man,” said the sovereign with a dignity in holding out his hand which sprang from the quandary; “another man, who believes you to be his friend, asks you, purely and simply, what you, with your upright heart and healthy mind, would do in his place.”
“Sire, in a no less serious position, the Queen asked my opinion: the day after the Taking of the Bastile, when she wanted to fling the foreign legions upon the mobs. My reply would have embroiled me with her Majesty had I been less known to her and my respect and devotion less plain. I said that your Majesty must not enter these walls as a conqueror if he could not as a father of his people.”
“Well, my lord, is not that the counsel I followed? The question is was I right? am I here as a King or a captive?”
“Speaking in full frankness, I disapproved of the banquet at Versailles, supplicating the Queen not to go there; I was in despair when she threw down the tricolor and set up the black cockade of Austria.”
“Do you believe that led really to the attack on the palace?”
“No, Sire; but it was the cover for it. You are not unjust for the lower orders; they are kindly and love you—they are royalist. But they are in pain from cold and hunger; beneath and around them are evil advisers, who urge them on, and they know not their own strength. Once started they become flood or fire, for they overwhelm or they consume.”
“Well, what am I to do? supposing, as is natural enough, I do not want to be drowned or burned.”
“We must not open the sluices to the flood or windows to the flame. But pardon me forgetting that I should not speak thus, even on a royal order——“
“But you will on a royal entreaty. Count Charny, the King entreats you—to continue.”
“Well, Sire, there are two strata of the lower orders, the soil and the mud; the one which may be reposed upon and the other which will yield and smother one. Distrust one and rest on the other.”
“Count, you are repeating at two hours’ interval, what Dr. Gilbert told me.”
“Sire, how is it that after taking the advice of a learned man, you ask that of a poor naval officer like me?”
“Because there is a wide difference between you, I believe. Dr. Gilbert is devoted to royalty and you to the King. If the principle remains safe, he would let the King go.”
“Then there is a difference between us, for the King and the principle are inseparable for me,” responded the nobleman; “under this head it is that I beg your Majesty to deal with me.”
“First, I should like to hear to whom you would apply in this space of calm between two storms perhaps, to efface the wreck made by one and soothe the coming tempest.”
“If I had the honor and the misfortune to be the wearer of the crown, I should remember the cheers I heard round my carriage, and I should hold out my hands to General Lafayette and Member Mirabeau.”
“Can you advise this when you detest one and scorn the other?”
“My sympathies are of no moment, the whole question is the safety of the crown and the salvation of the monarchy.”
“Just what Dr. Gilbert says,” muttered the hearer as though speaking to himself.
“Sire, I am happy to be in tune with such an eminent man.”
“But if I were to agree to such a union and there should be failure, what think you I ought to do?”
“Think of your safety and your family’s.”
“Then you suggest that I should flee?”
“I should propose that your Majesty should retire with such regiments as are reliable and the true nobles to some fortified place.”
“Ah,” said the King with a radiant face: “but among the commanders who have given proof of devotion, you knowing them all, to which would you confide this dangerous mission, of guarding and removing the King?”
“Sire,” replied Charny, after hesitation, “it is not because ties of friendship—almost of family—attach me to a certain nobleman that I name him, but because he is known for his steadfast devotion; as Governor of the Leeward Islands, he not only protected our possessions in the Antilles, but captured some islands from the British: he had been charged with various commands, and at present he is General Governor, I believe, at Metz—this is the Marquis of Bouille. Were I a father, I should trust my son to him; a subject, I would confide the King!”
At the name the hearer could not repress an outcry of joy. He held out a letter, saying:
“Read this address, my lord, and see if Providence itself did not inspire me to apply to you.”
The address ran: “To Lord François Claude Amour, Marquis of Bouille, General Commander at Metz.”
“After what has happened, I do not feel that I ought to keep anything back from you. I have thought of this flight before, but in all the propositions was the hand of Austria beckoning me into a trap, and I have recoiled. I do not love Austria more than you do yourself.”
“Sire, you forget that I am the faithful subject of the King and the Queen of France.” He emphasized the second title.
“I have already told you, count,” went on the King, “that you are a friend, and I can speak the more frankly as the prejudice I cherished against the Queen is completely effaced from my mind. But it was against my will that I received into my house the double enemy of my line, as an Austrian and a Lorrainer. After ten years’ struggle it was despite my will that I had to charge Lord Breteuil with the management of my household and the government of Paris; make the Premier of the Archbishop of Toulouse, an atheist; lastly, pay to Austria the millions she extorted from the Low Countries. At present speaking, who succeeds the dead Maria Theresa, to counsel and direct the Queen? Her brother Joseph II., who is luckily dying. He is advised by old women of councillors who sway the Queen of France through her hairdresser Leonard and her dressmaker Bertin.
“They are pensioned by us while they are leading her to alliance with Austria. Austria has always been fatal to France, either as foe or friend, as when she put the dagger in Jacques Clement’s or Ravaillac’s or Damien’s to slay our kings. Formerly it was Catholic and devout Austria, but she is abjuring now and is partly philosophical under Joseph; rashly, she runs against her own sword, Hungary: without foresight, she lets the Belgian priesthood rob her of the finest jewels in her crown, the Low Countries; become the vassal of Russia, she wears out her troops in fighting for it against the Turks, our allies. No, my lord, I hate Austria and I will not trust to her. But I was saying that her overtures of flight were not the only ones. I have had one proposed by Marquis Favras. Do you know him?”
“He was the captain in the Belgunze Regiment, and lieutenant in the Count of Provence’s own Guards.”
“You have hit it with the latter shot. What think you of him?”
“He is a brave soldier and a loyal gentleman. Unfortunately he has no means and this makes him restless and fit for mad projects and hazardous attempts. But he is a man of honor who will die without retreating a step, or uttering a complaint in order to keep his word. He may be trusted to make a dash but not to manage an enterprise.”
“He is not the leader,” said the King, with marked bitterness; “that is Provence, who finds the means and manages all; devoted to the end, he will remain while Favras bears me hence. This is not the plot of Austria but of the fugitive princes and peers.”
“But why should not your Majesty’s brother go with you? why would he remain?”
“Through devotion, and also to be at hand in case the people should be tired of revolution and seek a regent. I tell you what all know, my dear count, and what your brother wrote me yesterday from Turin. They debate about deposing me and ruling by a regent. You see that unless in an extremity I can no sooner accept the Favras plan than the Austrian. This is what I have said to nobody, my dear count, but yourself, and I do it in order that nobody, not even the Queen,” he laid stress on the last three words, “can make you more devoted to them than to me, since they cannot show more confidence.”
“Sire, am I to keep the journey a secret from everybody?” inquired Charny, bowing.
“It little matters, count, that it should be known whither you go, as long as the design is unknown. You know the situation, my fears and hopes, better than my Minister Necker and my adviser Gilbert. Act accordingly; I put the scissors and the thread in your hands—disentangle or cut, as you see fit.”
He held the letter open for him to read:
TUILERIES PALACE, Oct. 29th.
“I hope, my lord, that you continue contented with your post as Governor of Metz. Count Charny, Lieutenant of my Lifeguards, passing through your city, will inquire if among your desires are any I can gratify. In that event I will take the opportunity to be agreeable to you as I do this one to renew the assurance of my feelings of esteem for your lordship.
“LOUIS.”
“Now, my Lord Charny,” said the King, “you have full power to make promises to Bouille if you think he needs any; only do not commit me farther than I can perform.”
For the second time he held out his hand.
Charny kissed it with emotion forefending any fresh pledges, and went forth, leaving his master convinced that he had acquired by his trust, the heart of the servitor, better than by offerings of wealth and favors such as he had lavished in the days of his power.
CHAPTER XIX.
A LOVING QUEEN.
CHARNY left the King with his heart full of opposing feelings.
The primary one, mounting to the surface over the tumultuous waves of turbulent thoughts, was deep gratitude for the boundless confidence testified to him.
This imposed duties the more holy from his conscience not being dumb. He remembered his wrongs towards this worthy monarch who laid his hand on his shoulder as on a true friend at the time of danger.
The more Charny felt guilty towards his master, the more ready he was to devote himself to him.
The more this respectful allegiance grew the lesser became the less pure emotion which he had cherished for the Queen during years.
This is the reason why he—having lost the vague hope which led him towards Andrea for the test, as if she was one of those flowering shrubs on the precipice edge by which a falling man can save himself—grasped with eagerness this mission diverging him from the court. Here he felt the double torment of being still loved by the woman whom he was ceasing to love and of not being loved by her whom he was beginning to adore.
Profiting by the coldness lately introduced into his relations with the Queen, he went to her rooms with the intention of leaving a note to tell of his departure when he found Weber awaiting him.
The Queen wished to see him forthwith, and there is no eluding the wishes of crowned heads in their palace.
Marie Antoinette was in the opposite mood to her visitor’s, she was recalling her harshness towards him and his devotion at Versailles; at the sight of the count’s brother laid dead across her threshold she had felt a kind of remorse; she confessed to herself that had this been the count she would have badly paid him for the sacrifice.
But had she any right to expect aught else than devotion of Charny?
She admitted that she was stern and unfair towards him, when the door opened and the gentleman appeared in the irreproachable costume of the military officer on duty.
But there was in his deeply respectful bearing something chilly which repelled the magnetic flow from the Queen’s heart, to go and seek in his the tender, sweet and sad memories collected during four years.
The Queen looked round her as though to try to ascertain why he remained on the sill, and when assured it was a matter of his will, she said:
“Come, my lord: we are alone.”
“I see that, but I do not see what in that fact should alter the bearing of a subject to his sovereign.”
“When I sent Weber for you I thought that fond friends were going to speak with one another.”
Charny smiled bitterly.
“I understand that smile and that you say, inwardly, the Queen was unjust at Versailles and is capricious here.”
“Injustice or caprice, a woman is allowed anything,” returned Charny: “a queen more than all.”
“Whatever the caprice, my friend,” said Marie with all the witchingness she could put in a voice or smile, “the Queen cannot do without you as adviser or the woman without you as loved friend.”
She held out her hand, a little thinned but still worthy of a lovely statue. He kissed it respectfully and was about to let it fall when he felt her retain his.
“I ought to have wept with you over the loss of your brother, slain for my sake: well, I have been weeping these ten days since I have not seen you: they are falling yet.”
Ah, if Charny could have surmised what a quantity of tears would follow those, no doubt the immense grief would have made him fall at her feet, and ask pardon for any grievances she had against him.
But the future is enveloped in mystery which no human hand can unveil before the hour and the black garb which Marie Antoinette was to wear to the scaffold, was too thickly embroidered with gold for one to spy the gloom of it.
“Believe, my lady,” he said, “that I am truly grateful for your remembrance of me and sorrow for my brother? unfortunately I must be brief as the King has entrusted me with a mission so that I leave in an hour.”
“What, do you abandon us like the others?”
“I repeat it is a mission.”
“But you refused the like a week ago!”
“In a week much happens in a man’s existence to alter his determination.”
“Do you depart alone?” she asked, making an effort.
She breathed again when he answered: “Alone.”
“Where do you go?” she asked, recovering from her weakness.
“It is the King’s secret, but he has none from you.”
“My lord, the secret is ours alike,” said Marie Antoinette haughtily. “But is it abroad or in the kingdom?”
“The King alone can give your Majesty the desired information.”
“So you go away,” said she, with profound sorrow overcoming the irritation from Charny’s reserve, “to run into dangers afar, and I am not to know what they are!”
“Wheresoever I go, you will have a devoted heart daring all for you: and the dangers will be light since I expose my life in the service of the two sovereigns whom I most venerate on earth.”
The Queen uttered a sob which seemed to tear out her heart; and she said with a hand on her throat as if to keep down her gorge.
“It is well—go! for you love me no longer.”
Charny felt a thrill run through him; it was the first time this haughty woman and ruler had bowed unto him.
At any other time and under any other circumstances, he must have fallen at her feet if only to crave pardon; but the remembrance of what had happened between him and the King recalled all his strength.
“My lady,” he said, “I should be a scoundrel if, after all the tokens of kindness and confidence the King has showered on me, I were to assure your Majesty of anything but my respect and devotion.”
“It is very well,” said she; “you are free to go.”
But when he departed without looking behind him, she waited till she heard him, not returning, but continuing his departure, in the carriage which rolled out of the courtyard.
She rang for her foster-brother.
“Weber,” she ordered, “go to the Countess of Charny’s residence and say I must speak with her this evening. I had an appointment with Dr. Gilbert, but I postpone that till the morning.”
She dismissed him with a wave of the hand.
“Yes, politics to-morrow,” she mused: “besides my conversation with Andrea may influence me on the course I take.”
CHAPTER XX.
WITHOUT HUSBAND—WITHOUT LOVER.
THE Queen was wrong for Charny did not go to his wife’s house. He went to the Royal Post to have horses put to his own carriage. But while waiting, he wrote a farewell to Andrea which the servant who took his horses home, carried to her.
She was still dwelling over it, having kissed it with profound feeling, when Weber arrived. Her answer to him was simply that she would conform to her Majesty’s orders. And she proceeded to the palace without dread as without impatience.
But it was not so with the Queen. Feverish, she had welcomed Count Provence coming to see how Favras had been received, and she committed the King more deeply than he had pledged himself.
Provence went away delighted, thinking that the King would be removed, thanks to the money he had borrowed from the Genoese banker Zannone, and to Favras and his Hectors. Then he stood a chance of becoming Regent of the realm, perhaps foreseeing that he would yet be King as Louis XVIII.
If the forced departure of the King failed, he would take to flight with what was left of the loan, and join his brothers in Italy.
On his leaving, the Queen went to Princess Lamballe, on whom she made it a habit to pour her woes or her joys in the absence of her other favorites, Andrea or the Polignacs.
Poor martyr! who dares grope in the darkness of alcoves to learn if this friendship were pure or criminal, when inexorable History was coming with feet red-shod in blood, to tell the price you paid for it?
Then she went to dinner for an hour, where both chief guests were absent in thought, the King thinking of Charny’s quest, the Queen of the Favras enterprise.
While the former preferred anything to being helped by the foreigners, the Queen set them first: for of course they were her people. The King was connected with the Germans, but then the Austrians are not German to the Germans.
In the flight she was arranging she saw no such crimes as she was afterwards taxed with: she felt justified in calling in the mailed hand to avenge her for the slights and insults with which she was deluged.
The King, as we have shown him, distrusted kings and princes. He relied on the priests. He approved of all the decrees against nobles and classes but not of the decree against the priests, which he vetoed. For them he risked his greatest dangers. Hence the Pope, unable to make a saint of him, made him a martyr.
Contrary to her habit, the Queen gave little time to her children this day; untrue to her husband in heart, she had no claim on their endearments. Such odd contradictions are known only to woman’s heart.
The Queen retired early to her own rooms, where she shut herself up with Weber as door-ward. She alleged that she had letters to write.
The King little noticed her going, as some minor events engrossed him; the Chief of Police was coming to confer with him.
The Assembly had changed the old form in public documents of “King of France and Navarre” to “King of the French”: and it was debating on the Rights of Man, when it had better be seeing to the Bread Question, more pressing than ever. The arrival of the “Baker” and his family from Versailles had not fed the famished people and the bakeries had strings of customers at their doors.
But the Assemblymen did not have to dance attendance for a loaf, and they had a special baker, one François in Marchepalu Street, who set aside rolls for them out of every baking.
The head of the police was discussing the bread riots with the ruler when Weber ushered Andrea into his mistress’s presence.
Though she expected her, Marie Antoinette started when her visitor was announced.
When they were girls together, at Taverney, they had made a kind of agreement of love and duties exchanged in which the higher personage had always had the advantage.
Nothing annoys rulers so much as senses of obligation, particularly in matters of affection.
While thinking she had reproaches to cast on her friend, the Queen felt under a debt to her.
Andrea was always the same: pure and cool as the diamond but cutting and invulnerable like it, too.
“Be welcome, Andrea, as ever,” said the Queen to this cold, walking ghost.
The countess shivered for she recognized some of the tone the Queen used to speak with when the Dauphiness.
“Needs must I tell your Majesty that she should not have had to send for me without the royal residence, if I had always been spoken to, in that tone?” said the countess.
Nothing could better help the Queen than this opening: she greeted it as facilitating her course.
“Alas, you ought to know that all womankind have not your immutable serenity,” she said; “I, above all, who had to ask your aid so generously accorded——“
“The Queen speaks of a time forgotten by me and I believed gone from her memory.”
“The reply is stern,” said the other: “you might naturally hold me as ungrateful: but what you took for ingratitude was but impotence.”
“I should have the right to accuse you, if ever I had asked you for anything and my wish were opposed,” said the countess, “but how can your Majesty expect me to complain when I have sought nothing?”
“Shall I tell you that it is just this indifference which shocks me; yes, you seem a supernatural being brought from another sphere in some whirlwind, and thrown among us like the crystal aerolites. One is daunted by her weakness beside the never-weakening; but in the end assurance returns, for supreme indulgence must be in perfection: it is the purest source in which to lave the soul, and in profound grief, one sends for the superhuman being for consolation, though her blame is dreaded.”
“Alas, if your Majesty sends for me for this, I fear the expectation will be disappointed.”
“Andrea, you forget in what awful plight you upheld me and comforted me,” said the Queen.
Her hearer turned visibly paler. Seeing her totter and close her eyes from losing strength, the Queen moved to support her but she resisted and stood steady.
“If your Majesty had pity on your faithful servant, you would spare her memories which she had almost banished from her: she is a poor comforter who seeks comfort from nobody, not even heaven, from doubt that even heaven hath power to console certain sorrows.”
“Then you have others to tell of than what you have entrusted to me? the time has come for you to explain, and that is why I sent for you. You love Count Charny?”
“I do,” replied Andrea.
“Oh!” groaned the Queen like a wounded lioness. “I thought as much. How long since?”
“Since I first laid eyes on him.”
Marie Antoinette recoiled from this statue which confessed it was animated by a spirit.
“And yet you said nothing?”
“You perceived it, because you loved him.”
“No; but you mean that you loved him more than I, because you perceived my love. If I see it now, it is because he loves me no longer say?” and she clutched her arm.
Andrea replied not by word, or sign.
“This is enough to drive one mad,” cried the royal lady. “Why not kill me outright by telling me that he loves me not.”
“Count Charny’s love or indifference to other women than his wife are secrets of Count Charny. They are not for me to reveal,” observed Andrea.
“His secrets? I dare say he has made you his bosom friend, indeed,” sneered the Queen with bitterness.
“The count has never spoken to me of his love or indifference towards your Majesty.”
“Not even this morning?” She fixed a soul penetrative glance upon her.
“Not even this morning. He announced his departure to me by letter.”
“Ah, he wrote to you?” exclaimed the Queen in a burst which, like King Richard’s cry: “My kingdom for a horse!” implied that she would give her crown for that letter.
Andrea comprehended her absorbing desire but she wished to enjoy her anxiety for a space, like a woman. At last, drawing the letter from her corsage, warm and perfumed, she held it out to her royal mistress. The temptation was too strong, and the latter opened it and read:
“MY LADY: I am leaving town on a formal order from the King. I cannot tell even you whither I go, wherefore, or how long I am to stay away: these are matters probably little in import to you, but I ought none the less to wish I were authorized to tell you.
“I had the intention to take farewell of you: but I dared not without your permission——“
The Queen had learnt what she wanted to know, and was about to return the writing, but Andrea bade her read to the end as if she had a claim to command.
“I refused the last mission offered me because, poor madman! I believed that affection retained me in Paris: but I have unfortunately acquired proof to the contrary, and I accept with joy this opportunity to depart from hearts to which I am indifferent.
“If, during this journey, that happens me which befel poor Valence, all my measures are taken for you, my lady, to be the first to know of the misfortune visiting me and the liberty restored to you. Then, only, will you learn what profound admiration was born in my heart from your sublime devotion, so poorly recompensed by her to whom you sacrificed youth, beauty and bliss.
“All I beseech of heaven and you is your according me a remembrance for having too late perceived the treasure he possessed.
“With all the respect in my heart,
“GEORGE OLIVER DE CHARNY.”
The reader returned the letter to Andrea, and let her hand fall inert by her side, with a sigh.
“Have I betrayed you,” murmured the countess: “have I failed in the faith you put me in, for I made no promises?”
“Forgive me, for I have suffered so much,” faltered Marie.
“You, suffered,” exclaimed the ex-lady of honor, “do you dare to talk to me of suffering? what has happened me, then? Oh, I shall not say that I suffered, for I would not use the word another did for painting the same idea. I need a new one to sum up all griefs, pangs and pains,—you suffer? but you have not seen the man you loved indifferent to that love, and paying court on his bended knees to another woman! you have not seen your brother, jealous of this other woman whom he adored in silence as a pagan does his goddess, fight with the man you loved! you have not heard this man, wounded it was thought mortally, call out in his delirium for this other woman, whose confidential friend you were: you have not seen this other prowling in the lobbies, where you were wandering to hear the revelations of fever which prove that if a mad passion does not outlive life it may follow one to the grave-brink! you have not seen this beloved one, returning to life by a miracle of nature and science, rising from his couch to fall at the rival’s feet.—— I say, rival, and one, from the standard of love being the measure of greatness of ranks. In your despair you have not gone into the nunnery at the age of twenty-five, trying to quiet at the cold crucifix your scorching love: then, one day when you hoped to have damped with tears if not extinguished the flame consuming you, you have not had this rival, once your friend, come to you in the name of the former friendship to ask you to be the wife of this very man whom you had worshipped for three years—for the sake of her salvation as a wife, her royal Majesty endangered——!
“She was to be a wife without a husband, a mere veil thrown between the crowd and another’s happiness, like the shroud between the corpse and the common eye: overruled by the compulsory duty, not by mercy, for jealous love knows no pity—you sacrificed me—you accepted my immense devotion. You did not have to hear the priest ask if you took for helpmate the man who was not to be your husband: you did not feel him pass the ring over your finger as the pledge of eternal love, while it was a vain and meaningless symbol; you did not see your husband quit you at the church door within an hour of the wedding, to be the gallant of your rival! oh, madam, these three years has been of torture!”
The Queen lifted her failing hand to seek the speaker’s but it was shunned.
“I promised nothing, but see what I have done,” said she. “But you promised two things—not to see Count Charny, the more sacred as I had not asked it; and, by writing, to treat me as a sister, also the more sacred as I never solicited it.
“Must I recall the terms of that pledge? I burnt the paper but I remember the words; and thus you wrote:
“'Andrea: You have saved me! my honor and my life are saved by you. In the name of that reputation which costs you so dear, I vow that you may call me sister; do it, and you will not see me blush. I place this writing in your hands as pledge of my gratitude and the dower I owe you. Your heart is the noblest of boons and it will value aright the present I offer.
‘MARIE ANTOINETTE.'”
“Forgive me, Andrea, I thought that he loved you.”
“Did you believe it the law of the affections that when one loves a woman less he loves another woman more?”
She had undergone so much that she became cruel in her turn.
“So you too perceive his love falling off?” questioned the Queen dolefully.
Without replying Andrea watched the despairing sovereign and something like a smile was defined on her lips.
“Oh heaven, what must I do to retain this fleeting love? my life that ebbs? Oh, if you know the way, Andrea, my friend and sister, tell me, I supplicate you!” She held out both hands from which the other receded one step.
“How am I to know, who have never loved?”
“Yes, but he may love you. Some day he will come to your arms for forgiveness and to make amends for the past, asking your pardon for all he has made you suffer: suffering is quickly forgotten, God be thanked! in loving arms, pardon is soon granted to the beloved who gave pain.”
“This misfortune coming—and it would be that for both of us, madam, do you forget the secret which I confided in you, how—before I became the wife of Count Charny—I was mother of a son?”
The Queen took breath.
“You mean you will do nothing to bring Charny back to you?” she asked.
“Nothing; no more in the future than in the past.”
“You will not tell him—will not let him suspect that you love him?”
“No, unless he comes to tell me that he loves me.”
“But, if he should——“
“Oh, madam,” interrupted Andrea.
“Yes, you are right, Andrea, my sister and friend; and I am unjust, exacting and cruel. But when all falls away from me, friends, power and fame, I may wish that at least this passion to which I have sacrificed friendship, power and reputation, should be left to me.”
“And, now,” went on the lady of honor, with the glacial coldness she had laid aside only for a moment, when she spoke of the torments she had undergone, “have you anything more to ask me—or fresh orders to transmit?”
“No, nothing, I thank you. I wished to restore you my friendship but you will not accept it. Farewell; at least take my gratitude with you.”
Andrea waved away this second feeling as she had the former, and making a cold and deep reverence, stole forth silently and slowly as a ghost.
“Oh, body of ice, heart of diamond and soul of fire, you are right not to wish either my friendship or my gratitude; for I feel—though the Lord forgive me! that I hate you as I never hated any one—for if he does not love you now, I foresee that he will love you some day.”
She called Weber to ask if Dr. Gilbert was coming next day.
“At ten in the morning.”
Pleading that she was ailing and wearied, she forbade her ladies to disturb her before ten, the only person she intended to see being Gilbert.
CHAPTER XXI.
WHAT A CUT-OFF HEAD MAY COUNSEL.
WHEN Gilbert appeared before the Queen, she uttered a scream, for his ruffles and part of his coat were torn and drops of blood stained his shirt.
“I ask pardon for presenting myself to your Majesty in this attire,” he said, “but your trusty servant who came to learn why I was late to the appointment, will tell you that he found me in the midst of a mob, trying to save a baker who was done to death for withholding bread. They cut the poor fellow to pieces: and to make matters worse, in parading his head on a pike it was shown to his wife who fell down and alas! has been prematurely confined.”
“Poor woman,” cried the Queen, “if she does not die I will see her to-morrow and, any way, her child shall be maintained out of my private purse.”
“Ah, madam,” exclaimed Gilbert, “why cannot all France see these tears in your eyes and hear these words from your lips!”
But almost instantly the monarch returned to master the woman. She said with a change of tone:
“And are these, sir, the fruits of your revolution? after slaying the great lords, the officials and the soldiery, the people are killing one another; is there no means of dealing out justice to these cutthroats?”
“We will try to do so; but it would be better to prevent the murders than wait and punish the murderers.”
“How? the King and I ask nothing more fervently.”
“All these woes come from the people having lost confidence in those set above them. Nothing of the kind would occur if they were ruled by men with the public confidence.”
“You allude to this Mirabeau and Lafayette?”
“I hoped that your Majesty had sent to tell me that the King was no longer hostile to the Cabinet I proposed.”
“In the first place, doctor,” replied the royal lady, “you fall into a grave error shared with many more, I admit: you think that I have influence over the King. You believe that he follows my inspirations? You mistake: if any body has a sway over him, it is Lady Elizabeth; the proof is that she yesterday sent one of my servitors, Count Charny, on an errand without my knowing whither he goes or what is its aim.”
“Still, if your Majesty will surmount her repugnance to Mirabeau, I can answer for bringing the King round to my views.”
“Is not such repugnance based on a motive, tell me?” counterqueried the lady.
“In politics, there should be neither sympathy nor antipathy; only the meetings of principles and combinations of gains, and I ought to say that gains are surer than principles.”
“Do you believe that this man who has publicly insulted me, would consent to join us?”
“He is entirely yours: when a Mirabeau turns from monarchy, it is like a horse that shies; reminded of his allegiance by whip or spur, he will resume his place in the right road.”
“But he is for the Duke of Orleans?”
“So far from him is he, that on hearing of the duke going over to England when Lafayette threatened him, he said: ‘They say I am in his pay! I would not have him for my lackey.'”
“That reconciles him some with me,” said the lady, trying to smile: “if I could believe he might be relied on——“
“Well?”
“Perhaps I should be nearer him than the King.”
“Madam, I saw him at Versailles when the mob stormed the palace: then he thought the Royal Family ought to flee but I have had a note from him this day.”
He took out a slip of rough paper.
“Excuse the writing—it is on paper found in a wine saloon and written on the counter.”
“Never mind that: it is in keeping with the present style of politics.”
Taking the paper, the Queen read:
“This bread riot changes the face of things. A great deal can be drawn from this cut-off head. The Assembly will be frightened and call for martial law. If there be a Mirabeau-Lafayette Cabinet, Mirabeau will answer for all?”
“It is not signed,” objected the Queen.
“He handed it to me himself. My advice is that he is perfectly right and that this alliance alone can save France.”
“Be it so, let the gentleman put the project on paper and I will lay it before the King, as well as support it.”
“Then I will go to the Assembly and see him. In two hours I shall return.”
The Queen waited in impatience, always fond of plotting and agitation as she was. His answer was that Mirabeau had become the spokesman of the court.
In fact, after a hot discussion, martial law was voted by the Assembly. The crime of treason was to be tried at the Chatelet Royal Court, which meant that royalty still held three fourths of the active power.
Gilbert did not go near the Queen until the cases were tried here which would test the alliance.
The triumph was great to have them tried under the Royal party’s thumb. The first trial was of three men who had killed the baker of the Assemblymen, François; two of whom were hanged on the mere accusation and public notoriety; the third was tried and sent to the gallows likewise.
Two other cases were on the docket.
Both the accused prisoners were on the court side, the contractor Augeard and Inspector General Pierre Victor Benzenval, of the Swiss Guards.
Augeard was suspected of supplying the funds for the Queen’s camerailla to pay the troops gathered in July to fight the Parisians: the contractor was not much known and the people bore him no grudge so that he was acquitted without protest.
It was not so with Benzenval, who was notorious. He had commanded the Swiss regiments during the riots and the week of the attack on the Bastile. It was remembered that he had charged the crowds, who wanted to pay him out.
But the most precious orders had been sent out by the King and the court; under no pretext must Benzenval be punished. It took at least this two-fold protection to save him. He had acknowledged himself guilty by taking to flight after the Bastile fell: caught half way to the frontier, he had been brought back to the capital.
Nevertheless he was acquitted.
Amid the hooting, angry crowd, leaving the court, was a man, dressed like a plain storekeeper who familiarly laid his hand on the shoulder of a gentleman dressed better than he, and said:
“Well, what does Dr. Gilbert think of these acquittals?”
The other started, but recognized the speaker by sight as well as by the voice, and replied:
“The Master!—you ought to be asked that, not me, for you know all, present, past and future!”
“Well, I should say: The third prisoner will catch it severely, even though he be innocent.”
“Why should the innocent, if coming next, be wrongfully punished?” inquired the doctor.
“For the simple reason that in this world the good pay for the bad,” returned the Chief of the Invisibles with the irony natural to him.
“Good-bye, Master,” said Gilbert, offering his hand; “for I have business.”
“With whom? Mirabeau, Lafayette or the Queen?”
Gilbert stopped and eyed Cagliostro uneasily.
“Let me tell you that you ofttimes frighten me,” he said.
“On the contrary, I want to encourage you,” said the magician. “Am I not your friend? You may be sure of that: I will afford you a proof if you will come with me home. I will give you such hidden particulars of this negociation which you believe secret, that you who fancy you are managing it, will confess ignorance of it.”
“Listen,” said Gilbert; “perhaps you are jesting with me by one of those marvellous funds of information familiar to you; but no matter! circumstances amid which we are treading are so grave that I would accept enlightenment though from Old Harry himself. I am following you therefore whithersoever you lead me.”
“Be easy, it will not be far and to a place not unknown to you; only let me hail this passing hack; the dress I came out in did not allow me to use my carriage and horses.”
They got into the hackneycoach which came on at a sign.
“Where am I to drive you, master?” inquired the Jehu, to Cagliostro as though, somehow, he saw that he was the leader of the pair, though the more plainly dressed.
“Where you know,” answered the Chief, making a masonic sign, “The Temple.”
The driver looked at the Grand Copt with amazement.
“Excuse me, Thou Supreme, I did not know you,” he said, replying with another sign.
“It is not thus with me,” replied Cagliostro, with a firm and lofty voice, “innumerable as are those whom the uninitiated eyes see not, I know all from the topmost to the lowest of those who bring the bricks and hew the stones.”
The coachman shut the door, got upon the box, and took the carriage at a gallop to St. Claude Street. The carriage was stopped and the door opened with a zeal which testified to the man’s respect.
Cagliostro motioned for Gilbert to alight first and as he descended, he said to the jarvey:
“Any news?”
“Yes, Master,” said the knight of the whip, “and I should have made my report this evening if I had not the luck to meet you.”
“Speak.”
“My news is not for outsiders.”
“Oh, the bystander is not an outsider,” returned Cagliostro, smiling.
But Gilbert moved off a little, though he could not help glancing and listening partially. He saw a smile on the hearers’s face as the man told his story. He caught the name of Favras and Count Provence, before the report was over, when the magician took out a goldpiece and offered it.
“The Master knows that it is forbidden to receive pay for giving information,” he objected.
“I am not paying for your report, it is plain, but for your bringing us,” said the conspirator.
“That I can accept. Thank you,” he said, taking the coin, “I need not work any more to-day.”
He drove away, leaving Gilbert amazed at what he had witnessed, and he crossed the threshold reeling like a tipsy man.
He knew this house from having traversed it years ago under impressive circumstances; little was changed in it, even to the same servant Fritz, only he had aged sixteen years.
Ushered into a sitting room, the count bade his guest take a seat.
“I am entirely yours, doctor,” said he.
The younger man forgot his present curiosity in the memories evoked by this room. Cagliostro looked at him like Mephistopheles regarding Faust in his brown studies.
“This room seems to set you thinking, doctor,” he said audibly.
“It does, of the obligations I am under to you.”
“Pooh, bubbles!”
“Really, you are a strange man,” said Gilbert, speaking as much to himself as to the other, “and if reason allowed me to put faith in what we learn from legends, I should be inclined to take you for a magician.”
“This am I for the world, Gilbert: but not for you. I have never tried to dazzle you with jugglery. You know I have always let you see the bottom of the well and if you have seen Truth come up not so scantily clothed as the painters represent her, it is because I am a Sicilian and cannot help decorating my lady-love.”
“It was here, count, that you gave me a large sum of money that I might be rich in offering my hand to Andrea de Taverney, with the same ease as I might give a penny to a beggar.”
“You forget the most extraordinary part of it: the beggar brought back the sum, except for a couple of coins which he spent for clothes.”
“He was honest but you were generous.”
“Who tells you that it was not more easy for him who handled millions to give a hundred thousand crowns than for him who was penniless to bring back so large a sum as that was to him? Besides, all depends on the man’s state of mind. I was under the blow of the loss of the only woman I ever loved—my darling wife was murdered, and I believe you might have had my life for the asking.”
“Do you feel grief, and experience it like other men,” inquired Gilbert, eyeing him with marked astonishment.
“You speak of memories this room gives you,” sighed the other. “Were I to tell you—your hair would whiten—but let it pass; leave those events in their grave. Let us speak of time present, and of that to-come if you like.”
“Count, you returned to realism just now; again you turn to pretence, for you speak of the future with the voice of a conjurer asserting the power to read indecipherable hieroglyphics.”
“You forget that having more means at my beck and call than other men, I see more clearly and farther than they. You shall see that the pretence is but a veil—solid are the facts beneath. Come, doctor, how is your Fusion Cabinet getting on? the Mirabeau-Lafayette Ministry?”
“It is in the skies; you are trying to learn the facts by pretending to know more than the rumors.”
“I see that you are doubt incarnate, or wish not to see what you do not doubt. After telling you of things you do know I must tell of those beyond your ken. Well, you have recommended Mirabeau to the King as the only man who can save the monarchy. He will fail—all will fail, for the monarchy is doomed. You know that I will not have it saved. You have achieved your end; the two rulers will welcome your advocate: and you flatter yourself that the royal conversion is due to your irrefutable logic and irresistible arguments.”
Gilbert could not help biting his lip on hearing this ironical tone.
“Have you invented a stethoscope by which you can read the heart of kings? pass the wonderful instrument on to me, count: only an enemy of mankind would want to keep it to himself alone.”
“I told you I keep nothing back from you, dear doctor. You shall have my telescope and may look as you please through the small end which diminishes or the other which magnifies. The Queen gave way for two reasons: first, she met a great sorrow the night before and she must have some mental distraction; next, she is a woman and having heard Mirabeau spoken of as a tiger, she wants to see him and try to tame him. She thinks: ‘It will be fine revenge to bring him to lick my feet: if some good follows for France and the crown, so much the better.’ But you understand, this idea is quite secondary.”
“You are building on hypothesis and I want facts.”
“I see you refuse my glass and I must come back to material things: such as can be seen with the naked eye, Mirabeau’s debts, for instance.”
“What a chance you have to exhibit your generosity, by paying his debts as you once did Cardinal Rohan’s.”
“Do not reproach me with that speculation, it was one of my greatest successes. The Queen’s Necklace was a pretty affair, I think, and ruined the Queen in the general eye. At the same price I would pay Mirabeau’s debts. But you know that he is not looking to me for that, but to the future Generalissimo, Lafayette, who will make him caper for a beggarly fifty thousand francs, which he will not get any more than the dog gets the cake for which he has danced.
“Poor Mirabeau, how all these fools and conceited dunces make your genius pay for the follies of your youth! Yet all this is providential and heaven is obliged to proceed by human methods. All these politicians and wirepullers blame him for some virtue which is not theirs, and yet, if he dies to-morrow, the masses will award him an apotheosis, and all these pigmies, over whom he stands head and shoulders, will follow as mourners and howl: ‘Woe to France which has lost her greatest orator—woe to royalty which has lost its supporter!'”
“Are you going to foretell the death of Mirabeau?” cried Gilbert, almost frightened.
“Frankly, doctor, do you see any length of life for a man whose blood stews him, whose heart swells to suffocate him and whose genius eats him up? do you believe that even such powers will not be worn out in stemming the tide of mediocrity? his enterprise is the rock of Sisyphus. For two years they have been holding him down with the cry of Immorality. As if God moulded all men in the same form, and as if the circle enlarged for a great mind should not enclose greater vices. Mirabeau will not be Premier because he owes a hundred thousand francs debt, which would be settled were he a rich contractor’s son, and because he is condemned to death for having run away with an old imbecile’s wife—who smothered herself in charcoal fumes for the love of a strapping military captain! What a farce the tragedy of human life is! How I should weep over it if I had not made up my mind to laugh!”
“But your prediction?” cried Gilbert.
“I tell you,” said the diviner, in the prophet’s tone which was his alone, and allowed no reply, “Mirabeau will wear out his life without becoming Prime Minister. So great a bar is mediocrity. Go to the Assembly to-morrow and see. Meanwhile, come with me to the Jacobins Club, for these night-birds will hold their session in an hour. Do you belong?”
“No: Danton and Desmoulins entered me at the Cordeliers. We will go after dinner.”
Two hours subsequently, two man in gentlemanly black suits were set down from a plain private carriage at the door of St. Roch’s church, where the throng was great. They were Dr. Gilbert and Baron Zannone, as Cagliostro chose to call himself at this epoch.
“Will you come into the nave or sit in the gallery?” asked the magician.
“I thought the nave was kept for the members?” said the other.
“Just so, but am I not a member of all societies?” returned the Arch-master laughing. “Besides, this club is but the seat of the Invisibles, and you can enter as one of the Rosicrucians. We are sixty thousand strong in France alone in three months since foundation as Jacobins, and will be four hundred thousand in a year.”
“Though I am a Rose-Croix, I prefer to be in the gallery where I can see over the crowd and you can better tell me of the persons whom I descry.”
The seats were roughly knocked up in tiers and a wooden staircase led up them. Cagliostro made a sign and spoke a word to two who were sitting in the already filled seats and they got up to give them their places as if they had been sent before to keep them.
The place was ill lighted in the growing gloom but it was clear that these were the best sort of the revolutionists, while the uniforms of officers of the army and navy abounded. For the common brothers held their meetings in the crypt. Here the literati and artists were in the majority.
Casting a long look around, Gilbert was encouraged by seeing that most were not so very hostile to the royal cause.
“Whom do you see here hostile to royalty?” he inquired of his guide.
“In my eyes there are but two.”
“Oh, that is not many among four hundred men.”
“It is quite enough when one will be the slayer of Louis XVI. and the other his successor.”
“A future Brutus and a future Caesar here?” exclaimed the doctor starting.
“Oh, apostle with scales over your eyes,” said Cagliostro; “you shall not only see them but touch them. Which shall I commence with?”
“By the overthrower; I respect chronology: let us have Brutus first.”
“You know that men do not use the same means to accomplish a like work,” said Cagliostro, animated as by inspiration. “Therefore our Brutus will not resemble the antique one.”
“That makes me the more eager to see ours.”
“There he is.”
He pointed to a man leaning against the rostrum in such a position that his head alone was in the light. Pale and livid, this head seemed dissevered from the trunk. The eyes seemed to shine with a viper’s expression, with almost scornful hatred, knowing his venom was deadly. Gilbert felt a creeping of the flesh.
“You were right to warn me,” he said; “this is neither Brutus nor Cromwell.”
“No, it is rather Cassius the pale-faced and leaned man whom the Emperor dreaded most. Do you not know him?”
“No; or rather I have seen him in the Assembly. He is one of the longest-winded speechifyers of the Left, to whom nobody listens. A pettifogger from Arras——“
“The very man.”
“His name is Maximilian Robespierre.”
“Just so. Look at him. You are a pupil of Lavater the physiognomist.”
“I see the spite of mediocrity for genius as he watches Barnave.”
“In other words you judge like the world. I grant that he cannot expect to make a hit among all these proven orators; but at least you cannot accuse him of immorality; he is the Honest Man: he never steps outside of the law, or only to act within a new law which he legally makes.”
“But what is this Robespierre?” asked the other.
“You ask that as Strafford did of the future Lord Protector: ‘What is this Cromwell? a brewer!’ But he cut off his head, mark, you aristocrat of the Seventeenth Century!”
“Do you suggest that I run the same risk as Charles First’s Minister,” said Gilbert, trying to smile, but it was frozen on his lips.
“Who can tell?” replied the diviner.
“The more reason for me to inquire about him.”
“Who is Robespierre? he was born in Arras, of Irish extraction, in 1758. He was the best pupil in the Jesuits’ College and won a purse on which he came to study at Paris. It was at the same college where your young Sebastian had an experience. Other boys went out sometimes from those sombre aisles which bleach the pallid, and had holidays with their families and friends; young Robespierre was cooped up and breathed the bad air of loneliness, sadness and tedium; three bad things which rob the mind of its bloom and blight the heart with envy and hatred. The boy became a wilted young man. His benefactor had him appointed judge, but his tender heart would not let him dispose of the life of a man; he resigned and became a lawyer. He took up the case of peasants disputing with the Bishop of Arras and won their just claim; the grateful boors sent him up to the Assembly. There he stood between the clergy’s profound hatred for the lawyer who had dared speak against their bishop and the scorn of the nobles for the scholar reared by charity.”
“What is he doing?”
“Nothing for others but much for the Revolution. If it did not enter into my views that he should be kept poor, I would give him a million francs to-morrow. Not that I should buy him, for he is joked with as the Incorruptible! Our noble debaters have settled that he shall be the butt of the House, for all assemblies must have one. Only one of his colleagues understands and values him—it is Mirabeau. He told me the other day, ‘that man will go far for he believes what he says!'”
“This grows serious,” muttered Gilbert.
“He comes here for he gets an audience. The Jacobin is a young minotaur: suckling a calf, he will devour a nation in a while. I promised to show you an instrument for lopping off heads, did I not? Well, Robespierre will give it more work than all those here.”
“Really, you are funereal, count,” said Gilbert; “if your Caesar does not compensate for your Brutus, I may forget what I came here for.”
“You see my future Emperor yonder, talking with the tragic actor Talma, and with another whom he does not know but who will have a great influence over him. Keep this befriender’s name in mind—Barras, and recall it one of these days.”
“I do not know how right you are, but you choose your typical characters well,” said Gilbert; “this Caesar of yours has the brow to wear a crown and his eyes—but I cannot catch the expression——“
“Because his sight is diverted inwards—such eyes study the future, doctor.”
“What is he saying to Barras?”
“That he would have held the Bastile if he were defending it.”
“He is not a patriot, then?”
“Such as he are nothing before they are all in all.”
“You seem to stick to your idea about this petty officer?”
“Gilbert,” said the soothsayer, extending his hand towards Robespierre, “as truly as that man will re-erect the scaffold of Charles Stuart, so truly will ‘this one'”—he indicated the lieutenant of the line regiment—“will re-erect the throne of Charlemagne.”
“Then our struggle for liberty is useless,” said Gilbert discouraged.
“Who tells you that he may not do as much for us on his throne as the other on his scaffold?”
“Will he be the Titus, or Marcus Aurelius, the god of peace consoling us for the age of bronze?”
“He will be Alexander and Hannibal in one. Born amid war, he will thrive in war-fare and go down in warring. I defy you to calculate how much blood the clergy and nobles have made Robespierre lose by his fits of spite against them; take all that these nobles and priests will lose, multiply upon multiplications, and you will not attain the sea of blood this man will shed, with his armies of five hundred thousand men and his three days’ battles in which hundreds of cannon-shots will be fired.”
“And what will be the outcome of all this turmoil—all this chaos?”
“The outcome of all genesis, Gilbert. We are charged to bury this Old World. Our children will spring up in a new one. This man is but the giant who guards the door. Like Louis XIV., Leo X. and Agustus, he will give his name to the era unfolding.”
“What is his name?” inquired Gilbert, subjugated by Cagliostro’s convinced manner.
“His name is Buonaparte; but he will be hailed in History as Napoleon. Others will follow of his name, but they will be shadows—the dynasty of the first Charlemagne lasted two hundred years; of this second one, a tithe: did I not tell you that in a hundred years the Republic will have the empire of France?”
Gilbert bowed his head. He did not notice that the debates were opened. An hour passed when he felt a powerful hand grip his shoulder.
He turned: Cagliostro had disappeared and Mirabeau stood in his place—after the eagle, the lion.
Mirabeau’s face was convulsed with rage as he roared in a dull voice:
“We are flouted, deceived, betrayed! the court will not have me and you have been taken for a dupe as I for a fool. On my moving in the House that the Cabinet Ministers should be invited to be present at the Assembly sessions, three friends of the King proposed that no member of the House should be a minister. This laboriously managed combination dissolves at a breath from the King; But,” concluded Mirabeau, like Ajax, shaking his mighty fist at the sky, “by my name, I will pay them for this, and if their breath can shake a minister, mine shall overthrow the throne. I shall go to the Assembly and fight to the uttermost; I am one of those who blow up the fort and perish under the ruins.”
He rushed away, more terrible and handsomer for the divine streak which lightning had impressed on his brow.
Gilbert did not go to the House to witness his companion’s defeat—one very like a victory. He was musing at home over Cagliostro’s strange predictions. How could this man foresee what would be Robespierre and Napoleon? I ask those who put this question to me how they explain Mdlle. Lenormand’s prediction to the Empress Josephine? One often meets inexplicable things; doubt was invented to comfort those who cannot explain them but will not believe them.
CHAPTER XXII.
THE SMILE AND THE NOD.
AS Cagliostro had said and Mirabeau surmised, the King had upset the scheme.
Without much regret the Queen saw the constitutional platform fall which had wounded her pride. The King’s policy was to gain time and profit by circumstances; besides he had two chances of getting away into some stronghold, which was his favorite plan. These two plans, we know, were his brother Provence’s, managed by Favras; the other his own, managed by Charny.
The latter reached Metz in a couple of days where the faithful royalist Bouille did not doubt him, but resolved to send his son Louis to Paris to be more exactly informed on the matter. Charny remained as a kind of hostage.
Count Louis Bouille arrived about the middle of November. At this period the King was guarded closely by Lafayette whose cousin the young count was.
To keep him in ignorance of Charny’s negociations, the latter worked to be presented to the King by his kinsman.
Providence answered the envoy’s prayer for Lafayette, who had been informed of his coming but swallowed his excuse that it was on a visit to a sweetheart in Paris, offered to take him with him on his morning call on the monarch.
All the palace doors opened to the general. The sentinels presented arms and the footmen bowed, so that Count Louis could see that his relative was the real King of Paris.
The King was in his forge so that the visitors had to see the Queen first.
Bouille had not seen her for three years. The sight of her at thirty-four, a prisoner, slandered, threatened, and hated, made a deep impression on the chivalric heart of the young noble.
She remembered him at a glance and with the same was sure this was a friendly face. Without busying about General Lafayette she gave her hand for the young man to kiss, which was a fault such as she plentifully committed; without this favor she had won Louis Bouille, and by doing him it before the general she slighted the latter who had never been so gratified; she wounded the very man she most wanted as a friend.
Hence with a faltering in the voice but with the courtesy never leaving him, Lafayette said:
“Faith, my dear cousin, you want me to present you to the Queen: but it seems to me that you were better fitted to present me.”
The Queen was so enraptured at meeting a friend on whom she could rely, and as a woman so proud of the effect produced on the young nobleman, that she turned round on the general with one of the beams of youth which she had feared forever extinct.
“General,” she said with one of the smiles of her sunnier days, “Count Bouille is not a severe republican like you: he comes from Metz, not from America; he does not come to bother about Constitutions but to present his homage. Do not be astonished at the favor shown him by a nearly dethroned Queen, which this country squire may esteem a boon——“
She completed her sentence by a playful smile as much as to say: “You are a Scipio and think nothing of such nonsense.”
“It is a pity for me, and a great misfortune for your Majesty,” returned Lafayette, “that I pass without my respect and devotion being noticed.”
The Queen looked at him with her clear, searching eye. This was not the first time that he had spoken in this strain and set her thinking: but unfortunately, as he had said, she entertained an instinctive repugnance for him.
“Come, general, be generous and pardon me, my outburst of kindness towards this excellent Bouille family, which loves me with a whole heart and of which this youth is the chain of contact. I see his whole family in him, coming to kiss my hand. Let us shake hands, as the American and English do, and be good friends.”
The marquis touched the hand coldly.
“I regret that you do not bear in mind that I am French. The night of the attack on the Royal Family at Versailles ought to remind you.”
“You are right, general,” responded the lady, making an effort and shaking his hand. “I am ungrateful. Any news?”
Lafayette had a little revenge to take.
“No; merely an incident in the House. An old man of one hundred and twenty was brought to the bar by five generations of descendants to thank the Representatives for having made him free. Think of one who was born a serf under Louis XIV. and eighty years after.”
“Very touching,” retorted the Queen; “but I could not well be there as I was succoring the widow and child of the baker murdered for supplying bread to the Assembly.”
“Madam, we could not foresee that atrocity but we have punished the offenders.”
“That will do her no good, as she is maddened and may give birth to a still-born babe; if it should live, do you see any inconvenience to standing godmother to it at the Cathedral of Notre Dame?”
“None: and I take this opportunity of meeting your allusion, before my kinsman, to your pretended captivity. Nothing prevents your going to church or elsewhere, and the King may go hunting and out riding, as much as he likes.”
The Queen smiled, for this permission might be useful as far as it went.
“Good-bye, count,” she said to Bouille; “the Princess of Lamballe receives for me and you will be welcome any evening with your illustrious kinsman.”
“I shall profit by the invitation,” said Lafayette, “sure that I should be oftener seen there and elsewhere by your Majesty if the request had not been heretofore omitted.”
The Queen dismissed them with a smile and a nod, and they went out, the one with more bitterness because of the nod, the other with more adherence because of the smile.
CHAPTER XXIII.
THE ROYAL LOCKSMITH.
AS the King had undertaken a very important piece of locksmith work, he sent his valet Hue to beg General Lafayette to come into his smithy.
It was on the second floor above his bedroom, with inner and outer stairs.
Since morning he had been hammering away at the work for which Master Gamain gave him praise and so much regret that the politicians should take him away from it to trouble about foreign countries.
Perhaps he wanted to show the Commander of the National Guard that however weak as a monarch, he was mighty as a Tubal Cain.
On the road Count Louis had time to meditate; and he concluded that the Queen knew nothing of his errand. He would have to study the King’s reception and see if he did not give some sign of better understanding what brought him to Paris than his cousin the marquis.
The valet did not know Bouille so that he only announced the general.
“Ah, it is you, marquis,” said the King, turning. “I must ask pardon for calling you up here, but the smith assures you that you are welcome in his forge. A charcoal-burner once said to my ancestor Henry IV.: ‘Jack is king in his own castle.’ But you are master in the smithy as in the palace.”
Louis spoke much in the same way as Marie Antoinette.
“Sire, under whatever circumstances I present myself to your Majesty,” said Lafayette, “and whatever costume your Majesty is in, the King will be ever the sovereign and I the faithful subject and devoted servant.”
“I do not doubt that, my lord; but you are not alone. Have you changed your aid-de-camp?”
“This young officer, Sire, whom I ask leave to introduce, is my cousin, Count Louis Bouille, captain in the Provence Dragoons.”
“Oh, son of Marquis Bouille, commander of Metz?” said the King, with a slight start not escaping the young man.
“The same, Sire,” he spoke up quickly.
“Excuse me not knowing you, but I have short sight. Have you been long in town?”
“I left Metz five days ago; and being here without official furlough but under special permission from my father, I solicited my kinsman the marquis for the honor of presentation to your Majesty.”
“You were very right, my lord, for nobody could so well present you at any hour, and from no one could the introduction come more agreeably.”
The words “at any hour” meant that Lafayette had the public and private entry to the King. The few words from the sovereign put the young count on his guard. The question about his coming signified that he wanted to know if Charny had seen his father.
Meanwhile Lafayette was looking round curiously where few penetrated; he admired the regularity with which the tools were laid out. He blew the bellows as the apprentice.
“So your Majesty has undertaken an important work, eh?” queried Lafayette, embarrassed how to talk to a King who was in a smutty apron, with tucked up sleeves and had a file in his hand.
“Yes, general, I have set to making our magnus opus a lock. I tell you just what I am doing or we shall have Surgeon Marat saying that I am forging the fetters of France. Tell him it is not so, if you lay hold of him. I suppose you are not a smith, Bouille?”
“At least I was bound apprentice, and to a locksmith, too.”
“I remember, your nurse’s husband was a smith and your father, although not much of a student of Rousseau acted on his advice in ‘Emile’ that everybody should learn a craft, and bound you to the workbench.”
“Exactly; so that if your Majesty wanted a boy——“
“An apprentice would not be so useful to me as a master,” returned the King. “I am afraid I have ventured on too hard a job. Oh, that I had my teacher Gamain, who used to say he was a crafts-master above the masters.”
“Is he dead, my lord?”
“No,” replied the King, giving the young gentleman a glance for him to be heedful; “he lives in Versailles, but the dear fellow does not dare come and see me at the Tuileries for fear he will get an ill name. All my friends have gone away, to London, Turin or Coblentz. Still, my dear general, if you do not see any inconvenience in the old fellow coming with one of his boys to lend me a hand, I might ask him to drop in some day.”
“Your Majesty ought to know perfectly that he can see and send for anybody.”
“Yes, on condition that you sentries search them as the revenue officers do those suspected of smuggling; poor Gamain will believe he is to be hanged, drawn and quartered if they found his bag of tools on him and took his three-cornered file for a stiletto!”
“Sire, I do not know how to excuse myself to your Majesty, but I am answerable for your person to the Powers of Europe, and I cannot take too many precautions for that precious life to be protected. As for the honest fellow of whom we are speaking, the King can give what orders he pleases.”
“Very well; thank you, marquis; I might want him in a week or ten days—him and his ’prentice,” he added, with a glance at Bouille; “I could notify him by my valet Durey, who is a friend of his.”
“He has only to call to be shown up to the King; his name will suffice. Lord preserve me from getting the title of your jailer, Sire; never was the monarch more free; and I have even desired your Majesty to resume hunting and riding out.”
“Thank you, but no more hunts for me! Besides, you see I have something to keep me in doors, in my head. As for traveling, that is another matter; the last trip from Versailles to Paris cured me of the desire to travel, in such a large party at all events.”
He threw a glance to Bouille who ventured to blink to show that he understood.
“Are you soon going back to your father?” inquired the King of the latter.
“Sire, I am leaving Paris in a couple of days to pay a visit to my grandmother, living in Versailles; I am bound to pay my respects. Then I am charged by my father to attend to a rather important family matter, for which I expect to see the person who will give me the directions in about a week. So I shall hardly be with my father before the first week in December, unless the King has particular reasons for me to see him sooner.”
“No, my lord, take your time; go to Versailles and transact your business and when done, go and tell the marquis, that I do not forget him as one of my faithful lieges, and that I will speak of him one of these days to General Lafayette for him to advance him.”
Lafayette smiled faintly at this allusion to his omnipotence.
“Sire,” he said, “I should have long ago recommended Marquis Bouille to your Majesty had he not been my kinsman. The fear of raising the cry that I am looking after my family alone prevented me doing him this justice.”
“This chimes in nicely, then; we will speak of this matter again.”
“The King will kindly allow me to say that my father would consider any change of a post a disgrace that robbed him of the chance to serve your Majesty particularly.”
“Oh, that is fully understood, count,” responded Louis the King, “and Marquis Bouille shall not be moved without it being according to his desires and mine. Let General Lafayette and I manage this, and you run to your pleasure-making without altogether forgetting business. Good bye, gentlemen!”
He dismissed them with a majestic manner in singular contrast with the vulgar attire.
“Come, come,” he said to himself, when the door was shut. “I believe the young blade has comprehended me, and that in a week or so we shall have Master Gamain coming to aid me, with his ’prentice.”
CHAPTER XXIV.
HAPPY FAMILY.
ON the evening of this same day, about five, a scene passed in the third and top flat of a dirty old tumbledown house in Juiverie Street which we would like our readers to behold.
The interior of the sitting-room denoted poverty, and it was inhabited by three persons, a man, a woman, and a boy.
The man looked to be over fifty; he was wearing an old uniform of a French Guards sergeant, a habit venerated since these troops sided with the people in the riots and exchanged shots with the German dragoons.
He was dealing out playing cards and trying to find an infallible means of winning; a card by his side, pricked full of pinholes, showed that he was keeping tally of the runs.
The woman was four-and-thirty and appeared forty; she wore an old silk dress; her poverty was the more dreadful as she exhibited tokens of splendor; her hair was built up in a knot over a brass comb once gilded: and her hands were scrupulously cared for with the nails properly trimmed in an aristocratic style. The slippers on her feet, over openwork stockings, had been worked with gold and silver.
Her face might pass in candlelight for about thirty; but, without paint and powder it looked five years older than reality.
Its resemblance to Queen Marie Antoinette’s was still so marked that one tried to recall it in the dusty clouds thrown up by royal horses around the window of a royal coach.
The boy was five years of age; his hair curled like a cherub’s; his cheeks were round as an apple; he had his mother’s diabolical eyes, and the sensual mouth of his father—in short, the idleness and whims of the pair.
He wore a faded pearl velvet suit and while munching a hunk of cake sandwiched with preserves, he frayed out the ends of an old tricolored scarf inside a pearl gray felt hat.
The family was illuminated by a candle with a large “thief in the gutter,” stuck in a bottle for holder, which light fell on the man and left most of the room in darkness.
“Mamma,” the child broke the silence by saying, as he threw the end of the cake on the mattress which served as bed, “I am tired of that kind of cake—faugh! I want a stick of red barley sugar candy.”
“Dear little Toussaint,” said the woman. “Do you hear that, Beausire?”
As the gamester was absorbed in his calculations, she lifted her foot within snatch of her hand and taking off the slipper, cast it to his nose.
“What is the matter?” he demanded, with plain ill-humor.
“Toussaint wants some candy, being tired of cheap cake.”
“He shall have it to-morrow.”
“I want it to-day—this evening—right now!” yelled the innocent in a tearful voice which threatened stormy weather.
“Toussaint, my boy, I advise you to give us quiet or papa will take you in hand,” said the parent.
The boy yelled again but more from deviltry than from fear.
“You drunken sot, you just touch my darling, and I will attend to you,” said the mother, stretching out the white hand towards the bully which her care of the nails made to become a claw at need.
“Who the deuse wants to touch the imp? you know it is only my style of speaking, my dear Oliva, and that though I may dust your skirt now and then I have always respected the kid’s jacket. Tut, tut, come and embrace your poor Beausire who will be rich as a King in a week; come, my little Nicole.”
“When you are rich as a king, it will be another matter: but up to that time no fooling.”
“But I tell you that it is as safe as if I had a million. You might be kind for a little while. Go and get credit of the baker.”
“A man rolling in millions wants a baker to let him have a loaf on trust, ha, ha!”
“I want some red barely sugar,” howled the child.
“Come, you king with the millions, give some sugar sticks to your prince.”
Beausire started to put his hand to his fob but stopped half way.
“You know I gave you my last piece yesterday.”
“Then, if you have the money,” said the child to the woman whom Beausire called indifferently Nicole or Oliva, “give me a penny to buy candy.”
“There are two cents, you naughty boy, and mind you do not fall in sliding down the bannisters.”
“Thank you, dear mother,” said the boy, capering for joy and holding out his hand.
“Come here till I set your hat on and adjust your sash: it must not be said that Captain Beausire let his son race about the streets in disorder—though it is all the same to him, the heartless fellow! I should die of shame!”
At the risk of whatever the neighbors might say against the heir to the Beausire name, the boy would have dispensed with the hat and band, of which he recognized the use before the other urchins did the freshness and beauty. But as the arrangement of his dress was a condition of the gift, the young Hector had to yield to it.
He consoled himself by taunting his father with the coin by thrusting it up under his nose; absorbed in his figuring the parent merely smiled at the pretty freak.
Soon they heard his timid step, though quickened by gluttony, descending the stairs.
“Now then, Captain Beausire,” snapped the woman after a pause, “your wits must lift us out of this miserable position, or else I must have recourse to mine.”
She spoke with a toss of the head as much as to say: “A lady of my lovely face never dies of starvation, never fear!”
“Just what I am busy about, my little Nicole,” responded Beausire.
“By shuffling the cards?”
“Did I not tell you that I have found the infallible coup?”
“At it again, eh? Captain Beausire, I warn you that I am going to hunt up my old acquaintances and see if one of them cannot have you shut up in the madhouse. Dear, dear, if Lord Richelieu were not dead, if Cardinal Rohan were not ruined, if Lady Lamotte Valois were not in London dodging the sheriff’s officers——“
“What are you talking about?”
“I should find means and not be obliged to share the misery of an old swashbuckler like this one.”
With a queenly flirt of the hand Oliva alias Nicole Legay, disdainfully indicated the gambler.
“But I keep telling you that I shall be rich to-morrow,” he repeated, himself at any rate convinced.
“Show me the first gold piece of your million and I shall believe the rest.”
“You will see ten gold pieces this evening—the very sum promised me. You can have five to buy a silk dress and a velvet suit for the youngster: with the balance I will bring you the million I promised.”
“You unhappy fellow, you mean to gamble again?”
“But I tell you again that I have lit on an infallible sequence.”
“Own brother to the one with which you threw away the sixty thousand livres from the amount you stole at the Portuguese Ambassador’s?”
“Money got over the devil’s back goes under his belly,” replied Beausire sententiously. “I always did think that the way I got that cash brought bad luck.”
“Is this fresh lot coming from an inheritance? have you an uncle who has died in the Indies or America and left you the ten louis?”
“Nicole Legay,” rejoined Beausire with a lofty air, “these ten will be earned not only honestly but honorably, for a cause which interests me as well as the rest of the nobility of France.”
“So you are a nobleman, Friend Beausire?” jeered the lady.
“You may say so: we have it stated so in the birth entry on the register of St. Paul’s, and signed by your servitor, Jean Baptiste Toussaint de Beausire, on the day when I gave my name to our boy—--“
“A handsome present that was,” gibed Nicole.
“And my estate,” added the so-called captain emphatically.
“If kind heaven does not send him something more solid,” interposed Nicole, shaking her head, “the poor little dear is sure to live on air and die in the poorhouse.”
“Really, Nicole, this is too much to endure—you are never contented.”
“Endure? good gracious, who wants you to endure?” exclaimed the reduced gentlewoman, breaking down the dam to her long-restrained ire: “Thank God, I am not worried about myself or my little pet, and this very night I shall go forth and seek my fortune.”
She rose and took three steps towards the door, but he strode in between them and opened his arms to bar the way.
“You naughty creature, did I not tell you that my fortune——“
“Go on,” said Nicole.
“Is coming home to-night: though the coup were a mistake—which is impossible, it would only be five louis lost.”
“There are times when a few pieces of money are a fortune, sir. But you would not know that, who have squandered a pile of gold as high as this house.”
“That proves my merit: I made it at the cards, and if I made some once I shall make more another time: besides, there is a special providence for—smart rogues.”
“That is a fine thing to rely on!”
“Do you not believe in Providence? are you an atheist, Nicole? of the school of Voltaire who denies all that sort of thing?”
“Beausire, no matter what I am, you are a fool.”
“Springing from the lower class, as you do, it is not surprising that you nourish such notions. I warn you that they do not appertain to my caste and political opinions.”
“You are a saucebox,” returned the beauty of the past.
“But I have faith. If anyone were to say, ‘Beausire, your son who has gone out to buy a sugar stick, will return with a lump of gold,’ I should answer: ‘Very likely, if it be the will of Allah!’ as a Turkish gentleman of my acquaintance says.”
“Beausire, you are an idiot,” said Nicole, but she had hardly spoken the words before young Toussaint’s voice was heard on the stairs calling:
“Oh, papa—mamma!”
“What is the matter?” cried Nicole, opening the door with true maternal solicitude. “Come, my darling, come.”
The voice drew near like the ventriloquist doing the trick of the man in the cellar.
“I should not be astonished if he had lit on the streak of good luck I feel promised,” said the gambler.
The boy rushed into the room, holding a sugarstick in his mouth, hugging under his left arm a bag of sugarplums, and showing in his right hand a gold coin which shone in the candle glimmer like the North Star.
“Goodness of heaven, what has occurred?” cried Nicole, slamming the door to.
She covered his gluey face with kisses—mothers never being disgusted, from their caresses seeming to purify everything.
“The matter is a genuine louis of gold, worth full value of twenty-four livres,” said Beausire, skillfully obtaining the piece.
“Where did you pick that up that I may go for the others, my duck?” he inquired.
“I never found it, papa: it was give to me,” replied the boy. “A kind gentleman give it me.”
Ready as Beausire to ask who this donor was, Nicole was prudent from experience on account of Captain Beausire’s jealousy. She confined herself to repeating:
“A gentleman?”
“Yes, mamma dear,” rejoined the child, crunching the barley-sugar between his teeth: “a gentleman who came into the grocer’s store where I was, and he says: ‘God bless me, but, master, do I not behold a young gentleman whose name is De Beausire, whom you have the honor of attending to at the present time?'”
Beausire perked up and Nicole shrugged her shoulders.
“What did the grocer say to that, eh?” demanded the card-sharper.
“Master Grocer says: ‘I don’t know whether he is a gentleman or not, but his name is Beausire,’ ‘Does he live by here?’ went on the gentleman. ‘Top-floor, next house on the left.’ ‘Give anything the young master wants to him—I will foot the bill,’ said the gentleman. Then he gave me the money saying: ‘There a louis for you, young sir: when you have eaten your candy, that will buy you more. He put the money in my hand; the grocer stuck this bag under my arm and I came away awfully glad. Oh, where is my money-piece?”
Not having seen Beausire’s disappearing trick, he began to look all round for the louis.
“You clumsy little blockhead, you have lost it,” said the captain.
“No, I never!” yelled the child.
The dispute would have become warm but for the interruption which came to put an end to it.
The door opened slowly and a bland voice made these words audible:
“How do you do, Mistress Nicole? good evening, Captain Beausire! How are you, little Toussaint?”
All turned: on the threshold was an elegantly attired man, smiling on the family group.
“Oh, here’s the gentleman who gave me the candy,” cried young Toussaint.
“Count Cagliostro,” exclaimed Beausire and the lady at the same time.
“That is a winning little boy, and I think you ought to be happy at being a parent, Captain Beausire,” said the intruder.
He advanced and with one scrutinizing glance saw that the couple were reduced to the last penny.
The child was the first to break the silence because he had nothing on his conscience.
“Oh, kind sir, I have lost the shining piece,” said he.
Nicole opened her mouth to state the case but she reflected that silence might lead to a repetition of the godsend and she would inherit it; her expectation was not erroneous.
“Lost your louis, have you, my poor boy?” said Cagliostro, “well, here are two; try not to lose them.”
Pulling out a purse of which the plumpness kindled Beausire’s greedy glances, he dropped two coins into Toussaint’s little sticky paw.
“Look, mamma,” said he, running to Nicole; “here’s one for you and one for me.”
While the child shared his windfall with his mother, the new-comer remarked the tenacity with which the former-soldier watched his purse and tried to estimate the contents before it was pocketted again. On seeing it disappear, he sighed.
“Still glum, captain?” said the visitor.
“And you, count, always rich?”
“Pooh! you are one of the finest philosophers I have ever known, as well at the present as in antiquity, and you are bound to know the axiom to which man does honor in all ages. ‘Riches are not contentment.’ I have known you to be rich, relatively.”
“That’s so: I have owned as much as a hundred thousand francs.”
“It is possible; only when I met you again, you had spent nearly forty thousand of it so as to have but sixty, but that is a round sum for a corporal in the army.”
“What is that to the sums you dispose of?” he sighed.
“I am only the banker, the trustee, Captain Beausire, and if I were obliged to settle up I daresay you could play St. Martin and I the beggar who would be glad to have half your cloak. But, my dear Beausire, do you not remember the circumstances of our last meeting? As I said, just now, you had sixty thousand left of the hundred thousand: were you happier than now?”
The ex-corporal heaved a retrospective sigh which might pass for a moan.
“Would you exchange your present position though you possessed nothing but one poor louis you ‘nicked’ from young Toussaint?”
“My lord!”
“Do not let us get warm, sir: we quarrelled once and you were obliged to go out and pick up your sword which I threw out of the window. You will remember?” went on the count, seeing that the man made no reply: “it is a good thing to have a memory. I ask you again would you change your actual position, though down to the solitary louis you ‘extracted’ from young Toussaint”—this time the allegation passed without protest—“for the precarious scrape from which I relieved you?”
“No, my lord, you are right—I should not change. At that epoch, alas! I was parted from my darling Nicole.”
“To say nothing of being hunted by the police, on account of your robbing the Portuguese Embassy. What the mischief has become of that case, a villainous one, as I remember it, Captain B.?”
“It has been dropped, my lord,” was the reply.
“So much the better: though I would not reckon on its not being picked up again. The police are awful for raking up past grievances, and the ruling powers might want to be on good terms with Portugal. However, that apart, in spite of the hard lines to which you are reduced, you are happy. If you had a thousand louis, your felicity would be complete, eh?”
Nicole’s eyes glittered and her partner’s flashed flames.
“Lord be good to us,” cried the latter: “with half I would buy a lot in the country and live a rural life on the rest like a country squire!”
“Like Cincinnatus!”
“While Nicole would educate the boy.”
“Like Cornelia! Death of my life, Captain Beausire! not only would this be exemplary but touching: do you hope to earn as much as that in the piece of business you have in hand?”
“What business?” queried the other, starting.
“That you are carrying on as sergeant of the Guards; for which you are to meet a man, this evening, under the Palais Royal arcades.”
“Oh, my lord,” moaned Beausire, turning pale as a corpse and wringing his hands. “Do not destroy me!”
“Why, you are going distracted now? Am I the Chief of Police to ruin you?”
“There, I told you, you are getting into a pretty pickle,” exclaimed Nicole. “I know nothing about it, my lord, but whenever he hides any game from me, I know it is a bad one.”
“But you are wrong, my dear lady, for this is an excellent speculation.”
“Is it not?” cried the gambler. “The count, as a nobleman, understands that all the nobility are in this scheme——“
“For it to succeed. It must be allowed though, that the people are interested in its failure. If you will believe me, captain—you understand that a friend is giving advice—you will take no part in it for the peers or the people. Better act for yourself.”
“Certainly, for yourself,” said Nicole. “Blest if you have not toiled long enough for others: so that it is high time you looked after Number One.”
“You hear the lady, who speaks like a born orator. Bear this in mind, Friend Beausire, all spec’s have a good and a bad side, one for the winners, one for the losers: no affair however good, can benefit everybody; the whole trouble is to hit on the right side.”
“And you do not think I am there, eh?”
“Not at all; I would even add, if you are willful—for you know I dabble in telling fortunes—that you will not only risk your honor, and the fortune you seek—but your life. You will most likely be hanged!”
“They do not hang noblemen,” objected Beausire, wiping the perspiration streaming from his brow.
“That is so: but to avoid the gallows-tree and have your head cut off, you would have to prove your family-tree; it would take so long that the court would lose patience, and string you up for the time being—leaving your widow to demand compensation if you turned out to have deserved decapitation. Still you may say that it does not matter, as it is the crime that casts shame and not the scaffold, to quote a poet. Still again, I dare say you are not so attached to your opinions that you would lay down your life for them; I understand this. Deuse take us, but we have only one life, as another poet says, not so great as the other, but as truthful.”
“My lord,” faltered the ex-guardsman, “I have remarked in my too brief acquaintance with your lordship, that you have a way of speaking of some things which would make the hair of a more timid man than me bristle on his head.”
“Hang me if that is my intention,” responded Cagliostro; “Besides you are not a timid man.”
“No: yet there are circumstances,” began Beausire.
“I understand; such as when one has the jail for theft behind one and the gallows for high treason before one—for I suppose they give that name to the crime of kidnapping the King.”
“My lord,” cried Beausire, terrified.
“Wretch, is it on kidnapping that you build your fortune?” demanded Oliva.
“Oh, he was not wrong to dwell in golden dreams, my dear lady; only, as I have already said, each affair has a dark side and a bright one and Beausire has the misfortune to take the dark one; all he has to do is to shift.”
“If there is time, what must I do?” asked the bully.
“Suppose one thing,” said the gentleman; “that your conspiracy fails. Suppose that the accomplices of the masked man and the one in the brown cloak are arrested; we may suppose anything in these times—suppose they are doomed to death! Suppose—for Augeard and Bezenval have been acquitted, so that anything unlikely may come round nowadays—suppose that you are one of these accomplices; you have the halter round your neck, when—say what they like—a man always shows a little of the white feather about then——“
“Do have done, my lord! I entreat you, for I seem to feel the rope throttling me!”
“That is not astonishing as I am supposing it is round your neck! Suppose, then, that they say to you: ‘Poor old Beausire, this is your own fault. Not only might you have dodged this Old Bony who clutches you in his claws, but gain a thousand louis to buy the pretty cottage under the green trees where you long to live with ever-lovely Oliva and merry little Toussaint, with the balance of what was partly spent for the purchase of your homestead. You might live, as you said, like a squire, in high boots in the winter and easy shoes the rest of the year; while, instead of this delicious lookout, you have the Execution-place, planted with two or three one or two-armed trees, of which the highest holds out its ugly branch unto you. Faugh! my poor Captain Beausire, what a hideous prospect!'”
“But how am I to elude it—how make the thousand to ensure my peace and that of dear Nicole and little Toussaint?”
“Your good angel would say: ‘Why not apply to the Count of Cagliostro, a rich nobleman who is in town for his pleasure and who is weary of nothing to do. Go to him and tell him——“
“But I do not know where he lives! I did not even know he is in town; I did not know he was still alive!” protested Beausire.
“He lives ever. It is because you would not know these facts that he comes to you, my dear Beausire, so that you will have no excuse. You have merely to say to him: ‘Count, I know how fond you are of hearing the news. I have some fresh for you. The King’s brother is conspiring with Marquis Favras. I speak from full knowledge as I am the right-hand man of the marquis. The aim of the plot is to take the King away to Peronne. If your lordship likes to be amused, I will tell him step by step how the moves are played.’ Thereupon the count, who is a generous lord, would reply: ‘If you will really do this, Captain Beausire, as all laborers are worthy of their hire, I put aside twenty-four thousand livres for a charitable act; but I will balk myself in this whim, and you shall have them on the day when you come and tell me either that the King shall be taken off or Marquis Favras captured—in the same way as you are given these ten louis—not as hand-money or as an advance, or a loan, but as a pure gift.”
Like an actor rehearsing with the “properties,” Cagliostro pulled out the weighty purse, stuck in finger and thumb and with a dexterity bearing witness to his experience in such actions, whipped out just ten pieces, neither more nor less, which Beausire—we must do him justice—thrust out his hand with alacrity to receive.
“Excuse me, captain,” said the other, gently fencing off the hand, “we are only playing at Supposes.”
“Yes, but through suppositions one arrives at the fact,” responded the cardplayer, whose eyes glowed like burning coals.
“Have we reached this point?”
Beausire hesitated; let us hasten to say that it was not honor, fidelity to plighted word, or a pricked conscience which caused the wavering. Did our readers know Beausire, they would not want this denial. It was the simple fear that the count would not keep his word.
“I see what you are passing through,” said the tempter.
“Ay, my lord, I shrink from betraying the trust a gentleman puts in me,” replied the adventurer. “It is very hard,” he seemed to say as he raised his eyes heavenward.
“Nay, it is not that, and this is another proof of the old saw that ‘No man knows himself',” said the count. “You are afraid that I will not pay you the sum stated. The objection is quite natural; but I shall give security.”
“My lord certainly need not.”
“Personal security, Madam Legay.”
“Oh, if the count promises, it is as good as done,” said the lady.
“You see, sir, what one gains by scrupulously keeping one’s promises. One day when the lady was in the same quandary as yourself, I mean the police were hunting after her, I offered her an asylum in my residence. The lady hesitated, fearing that I was no Joseph—unless so christened. I gave her my word to respect her, and this is true, eh?”
“I swear it, on my little Toussaint,” said Oliva-Nicole.
“So you believe that I will pay the sum mentioned on the day when the King shall have been abducted or Marquis Favras arrested, to say nothing of my serving the running knot strangling him a while ago. For this affair, at all events, there shall be no halter or gibbet, for I cannot bind myself any farther. You understand: The man who is born to be—ahem!”
“My lord, it is as if the courts had awarded us the money,” said the woman.
“Well, my beauty,” said Cagliostro, putting the ten gold pieces on the table in a row, “just imbue the captain with this belief of yours.”
He waved his hand for the gambler to confer with his partner. Their parley lasted only five minutes, but it was most lively. Meanwhile Cagliostro looked at the cards and the one by which tally was kept.
“I know the run,” he observed, “it is that invented by John Law who floated the Mississippi Bubble. I lost a million on it.”
This remark seemed to give fresh activity to the dialogue of Beausire and his light-o-love. At last Beausire was decided; he came forward to offer his hand to Cagliostro like a horse-dealer about to strike a bargain. But the other frowned.
“Captain, between gentlemen the parole suffices. Give me yours.”
“On the faith of Beausire, it shall be done.”
“That is enough for me,” said the other, drawing out a diamond-studded watch on which was a portrait of Frederick the Great. “It is now a quarter to nine. At nine precisely you are expected under the Royale Place arcades, near Sully House. Take these ten pieces, pocket them, put on your coat and buckle on your sword—and do not keep them waiting.”
“Where am I to see your lordship next?” inquired Beausire, obeying the instructions, without asking reiteration.
“In St. Jean’s Cemetery, if you please. When we have such deadly matters to discuss the company of the dead is better than the living. Come when you are free; the first to arrive waits for the other. I have now to chat with the lady.”
The captain stood on one foot.
“Be easy; I did not make bold when she was a single woman; I have the more reason to respect her since she is a mother of a family. Be off, captain.”
Beausire threw a glance at his wife, by courtesy, at all events, tenderly hugged little Toussaint, saluted the patron with respect mixed with disquiet, and left the house just as Notre Dame clock bell was striking the three-quarters after eight.
CHAPTER XXV.
DOWN AMONG THE DEAD
IT was nearly midnight when a man hesitatingly walked up to the iron gateway of St. Jean’s burying-ground, in Croix Blanche Street.
As midnight boomed, he saw a spectre cross the grounds under the yews and cypresses, and, approaching the grating, turn a key harshly in the gatelock to show that, if he were a ghost and had the leave to quit his grave, he also had that to go beyond the cemetery altogether.
“Do you not recognize me, Captain B.?” queried the jesting voice of Cagliostro, “or did you forget our appointment?”
“I am glad it is you,” said the man in the French Guards sergeant dress, breathing as if his heart were relieved of great weight. “These devilish streets are so dark and deserted that I do not know but it is better to run up against any body than not to meet a soul.”
“Pshaw,” returned the magician, “the idea of your fearing any thing at any hour of the day or night! You will never make me believe that of a man like you who would go anywhere with a sword by his side. However, step on this side of the railings, and you will be tranquil, my dear Captain Beausire, for you will meet no one but me.”
Beausire acted on the invitation, and the key grated again in the lock, to fasten the gate behind him.
“Keep to this little path,” continued Cagliostro, “and at twenty paces you will come upon a little broken altar, on the steps of which we can nicely manage our little business.”
“Where the mischief do you see any path?” he grumbled, after starting with a good will. “I meet nothing but nettles tearing my ankles and grass up to my knees.”
“I own that this cemetery is as badly kept as any I know of; but it is not astonishing, for here are buried only the condemned prisoners executed in the City, and no one plants flowers for such poor fellows. Still we have some undeniable celebrities here, my dear Beausire. If it were daylight I would show you where lies Bouteville Montmorency, decapitated for having fought a duel; the Knight of Rohan who suffered the same fate for conspiring against the Government; Count Horn broken on the wheel for murdering a Jew; Damiens who tried to kill Louis XVI., and lots more. Oh, you are wrong to defame St. Jean’s; it is badly kept but it well keeps its famous ones.”
Beausire followed the guide so closely that he locked steps with him like a soldier in the second rank with the predecessor so that when the latter stopped suddenly he ran up against him.
“Ah! this is a fresh one; the grave of your comrade Fleurdepine, one of the murderers of François the Assemblymen’s baker, who was hanged a week ago by sentence at the Chatelet; this ought to interest you, as he was, like you, a corporal, a sergeant by his own promotion, and a crimp—I mean a recruiter.”
The hearer’s teeth chattered; the thistles he walked among seemed so many skeleton fingers stretched up to trip him, and make him understand that this is the place where he would have his everlasting sleep.
“Well, we have arrived,” said the cicerone, stopping at a mound of ruins.
Sitting down on a stone he pointed out another to his companion, as if placed for a conversation. It was time, for the ex-soldier’s knees were knocking together so that he fell rather than sat on the elevation.
“Now that we are comfortable for a chat,” went on the magician, “let us know what went on under the Royale Place arches. The meeting must have been interesting?”
“To tell the truth, count, I am so upset that I really believe you will get a clearer account by questioning me.”
“Be it so, I am easy going, and the shape of news little matters provided I get it. How many of you met at the arches?”
“Six, including myself.”
“I wonder if they were the persons I conjecture to be there? Primo, you, no doubt.”
Beausire groaned as though he wished there could be doubt on that head.
“You do me much honor in commencing by me, for there were very great grandees compared with me.”
“My dear boy, I follow the Gospel: ‘The first shall be last.’ If the first are to be last, why, the last will naturally lead. So I begin with you, according to Scripture. Then there would be your comrade Tourcaty, an old recruiting officer who is charged to raise the Brabant Legion?”
“Yes, we had Tourcaty.”
“Then, there would be that sound royalist Marquie, once sergeant in the French Guards, now sub-lieutenant in a regiment of the centre line. Favras, of course? the Masked Man? Any particulars to furnish about the Masked Man?”
The traitor looked at the inquirer so fixedly that his eyes seemed to kindle in the dark.
“Why, is it not—“ but he stopped as if fearing to commit a sacrilege if he went farther.
“What’s this? have you a knot in your tongue? Take care of being tongue-tied. Knots in the tongue lead to knots round the neck, and as they are slip ones, they are the worst kind.”
“Well, is it not the King’s b-b-brother?” stammered the other.
“Nonsense, my dear Beausire, it is conceivable that Favras, who wants it believed that he clasps hands with a royal prince in the plot, should give out that the Mask hides the King’s brother, Provence, but you and your mate, Tourcaty, recruiting-sergeants, are men used to measure men by their height in inches and lines, and it is not likely you would be cheated that way.”
“No, it is not likely,” agreed the soldier.
“The King’s brother is five feet three and seven lines,” pursued the magician, “while the Masked Man is nearly five feet six.”
“To a T.,” said the traitor, “that occurred to me; but who can it be if not the King’s brother?”
“Excuse me, I should be proud and happy to teach you something,” retorted Cagliostro: “but I came here to be taught by you.”
“But if your lordship knows who this man is,” said the ex-corporal, becoming more at home, “might I ask his name?”
“A name is a serious thing to divulge,” responded the strange man: “and really I prefer you should guess. Do you know the story of Œdipus and the Sphinx?”
“I went to see a tragedy of that title and fell asleep, unfortunately, in the fourth act.”
“Plague take me, but you ought not to call that a misfortune!”
“But I lose by it now.”
“Not to go into details, suffice it that Œdipus, whom I knew as a boy at one royal court and as a man at another, was predicted to be the murderer of his father and the husband of his mother. Believing King Polybius this father, he departed from his realm, but would not take a hint from me about the road. The result was that he met his own sire on the road where, as neither would turn out, a fight ensued in which he slew his father. Some time after he met the Sphinx. It was a monster with a woman’s head on a lion’s body which I regret never to have seen, as it was a thousand years after her death that I travelled that road. She had the habit of putting riddles to the wayfarers and eating those who could not read them aright. To my friend Œdipus she put the following:
“'What animal goes upon four legs at morning, two at noon and three at night?'”
“Œdipus answered off-hand: ‘Man, who in the morning of life as a child crawls on all fours; as an adult walks upright; as an old man hobbles with a stick.'”
“That is so,” exclaimed Beausire: “it crossed the sphinx!”
“She threw herself down a precipice and the winner went on to where he married his father’s widow to accomplish the prophecy.”
“But what analogy between the Sphinx and the Masked Man?”
“A close one. I propose an enigma; only I am not cruel like the Sphinx and will not devour you if you fail to guess. Listen: Which lord at the court is grandson of his father, brother of his mother and uncle of his sisters?”
“The devil!” burst forth Beausire, falling into a reverie. “Can you not also help me out here, my lord?”
“Let us turn from pagan story to sacred history, then. Do you know the tale of Lot?”
“Lot and the Pillar of Salt, and his daughters?”
“The same.”
“Of course, I do. Wait a bit, do they not say that old King Louis XIV, and his daughter the Lady Adeliade——“
“You are getting warm, captain——“
“In that case the Masked Man would be Count Louis Narbonne!”
“Now that we are no longer in doubt about this conspirator, let us finish with the aim of the plot. The object is to carry off the King? And take him to Peronne? what means have you?”
“For money we have two millions cash——“
“Lent by a Genoese banker? I know him. Any other funds?”
“I know of none.”
“So much for the money: now for the men.”
“General Lafayette has authorized the raising of a legion to fly to the help of Brabant revolting against the Empire.”
“Under cover of which you form a royalist legion? I see the hand of Lafayette in this,” muttered Cagliostro. “But you will want more than a legion to carry out this plan—an army.”
“Oh, we have the army. Two hundred horsemen are gathered at Versailles ready to start at the appointed hour: they can arrive in three columns at Paris by two in the morning. The first gets in to kill General Lafayette: the second to settle old Necker; the third will do for Mayor Baily.”
“Good!” exclaimed the listener.
“This done, the cannons are spiked, and all rally on the Champs Elysées, and march on the Tuileries where our friends will be masters.”
“What about the National Guards there?”
“The Brabant Column attends to them: it joins with it part of the Guards which has been bought over: four hundred Swiss, three hundred country friends, and so on. These will have taken possession of all the gates by help within. We rush in on the King, saying: ‘Sire, the St. Antoine ward is in insurrection; a carriage is ready—you must be off!’ if he consents, all right: if he resists, we hustle him out and drive him to St. Denis.”
“Capital!”
“There we find twenty thousand infantry, with all the country royalists, well armed, in great force, who conduct the King to Peronne.”
“Better and better. What do you do there?’
“The gathering there brings our whole array up to one hundred and fifty thousand men.”
“A very pretty figure,” commented the Chief of the Invisibles.
“With the mass we march on Paris, cutting off supplies above and below on the river. Famished Paris capitulates; the Assembly is kicked to pieces, and the King enjoys his own again on the throne of his fathers.”
“Amen!” sang Cagliostro. “My dear Beausire,” he went on, rising, “your conversation is most agreeable; but as they say of the greatest orators, when they have spoken all that is in them, nothing more is to be got. You are done?”
“Yes, my lord, for the moment.”
“Then, good-night: when you want another ten louis call for them at my home, at Bellevue.”
“At the Count of Cagliostro’s?”
“No; they would not know who you meant. Ask for Baron Zannone.”
“But that is the banker who cashed up the two millions on the King’s brother’s notes!” ejaculated Beausire.
“That is not unlikely; only I do such a large business that I have confounded it with the others. That is why it was not clear in my mind but now you remind me, I believe I did something of the kind.”
Beausire went his way, stupefied that a banker could forget a matter of two millions, and beginning to believe that he was quite right in siding with the lender rather than with the borrower. He bowed lowly while the count favored him with a slight nod at the cemetery gateway.
CHAPTER XXVI.
GAMAIN PROVES HE IS THE MASTER.
THE reader will not be much surprised, after the permission Lafayette gave for the King to have his locksmith call to relieve him of a trouble in lockmaking, that Gamain should present himself at the palace with his apprentice who gave the name of Louis Lecomte.
Though there was nothing in the pair aristocratic, King Louis ran to the forge door on hearing the announcement and bade them enter.
“Here I am,” returned Gamain, with the familiarity of a crony.
Whether he was less used to royal company, or endowed by more respect for crowned heads under whatever attire they appeared, the boy kept on the sill, at a space from his master, with his cap in his hand near the door closed by the valet behind both.
He may have been better placed there to catch the gleam of glee in the King’s dull eye, and to give unseen a respectful nod.
“Glad to see you, my old Gamain,” said Louis; “I really did not look for you—I thought you had forgotten old times.”
“And that is why you have taken on a ’prentice,” said Gamain. “You did right enough to have help when I was not on hand, but unfortunately an apprentice is not a master.”
“How could I help it? I was assured that you did not care to come near me from fear of injuring yourself.”
“Faith, it was not hard to learn at Versailles that it was not healthy to be friend of yours—as witness that brace of your Lifeguardsman whom they cut off the heads of! ay, and by the same token had the Queen’s barber Leonard dress them in the latest fashion, which I saw in a saloon at Secres.”
A cloud passed over the royal brow and the apprentice hung his head.
“But folks say that you are getting on nicely since you came back to town, and that you can make the Parisians do anything you like; not that it is astonishing, for the Parisians are ninnies and the Queen is such a weedler when she likes to be.”
Louis made no remark, but his cheeks were colored. The young man seemed pained by the locksmith’s familiarity. After wiping his forehead with a handkerchief, rather fine for a locksmith’s help, he approached the King to whom he said:
“Does your Majesty allow me to tell how we have Master Gamain here and how I am in your employment?”
“Yes, my dear Louis,” said the King.
“That is the style! ‘My dear Louis!’ as long as your arm. To a fortnight’s acquaintance, a workman, a ’prentice! why, what are you going to call me, who has known you these five and twenty years? who put the file in your fist? who am the master? this is the advantage of having white hands and a glib tongue.”
“I will call you ‘My good Gamain’ if you like. I speak to the lad affectionately because I owe to him the joy of seeing my old master again: not because he speaks prettily or keeps his hands smooth, for you know I think nothing of these fine ways—but I like him for proving it was false what they said about my never seeing you any more.”
“Well, it was not me that held back, but that wife of mine. She was always saying: ‘Gamain, you have bad acquaintances, those who fly too high for you. It is not good to hobnob with aristocrats nowadays. We have a little property—look after it. Let us rear our young ones: and let the Dauphin learn locksmithing from others than you, if he wants to, like his father before him. There are plenty of smiths in France.'”
Louis glanced at the apprentice, and stifling a sigh, partly sad and partly rallying, said:
“No doubt, but there are few like you.”
“Just what I said to the master when I called on him,” said the young man, “I told him the King was making a hidden-bolt lock; and that he had got along very well till he came to the sliding bolt itself——“
“I should think so,” interrupted Gamain: “bless you, the bolt is the backbone of a lock. It is not given to everybody to get over that difficulty.”
“No, nor mine in passing the examination you put me through to be convinced I came from the King,” replied the young man, laughing. “You said it was a trap laid by your enemies; but the twenty-five yellow boys sent by his Majesty convinced you. So off we started, and here we are.”
“And welcome,” said the royal smith, thanking the speaker with a glance; “and now, Master Gamain, as you appear in a hurry, let us tackle the job.”
“You have hit it. I promised the mistress that I should be home by evening. Let us see this puzzler of a lock.”
The King put in his hands a lock three-parts finished.
“Lord help us,” said the man, grinning: “this is not a secret bolt but a trunk lock. You have three wards on it and the second ought to catch while the first is released by the key.”
He was using the key as he spoke and the others contemplated his demonstration with awe for his learning.
“But the second ward catches, like the Assembly when you want it to do something your way and says: ‘I won’t budge.'”
“But there must be some way of getting over the fix,” said the King.
“Of course; it would be a day’s work to an ordinary workman but I will knock it off in a couple of hours. Only,” said he, with the suspicious air of an artisan jealous of the secrets of the craft; “I want no fussing round me.”
What Gamain desired was the yearning of the King. His loneliness would allow him a dialogue apart with the Apprentice.
“But you may need something?”
“I will set the footman trotting.”
The King went himself to the door to acquaint François with the arrangement, and then led away the apprentice, Louis Lecomte, in whom the reader will have recognized Louis Bouille.
They went by a secret stairway into the royal study, where a table was covered by a large map of France, showing the King had been studying the route of the flight.
“Now that we are alone, count,” said he, “let me compliment you on your skill and thank you for your dedication of services to me.”
“And I ask to be excused for my apparel and the language I have had to use before you.”
“You speak like a brave gentleman and your apparel covers a loyal heart in any case. But we have no time to lose. Even the Queen is ignorant of your presence here; nobody is listening; so to the point.”
“Did not your Majesty send us a naval officer, the count of Charny, who brought a letter——“
“Insignificant,” interrupted the monarch, “a mere introduction to a verbal communication.”
“He fulfilled it and it was to make its performance certain that my father sent me to town to try to have an interview alone with your Majesty. The King can have the certainty of leaving France. My father is proud and happy of the honor done him.”
“Now for the principal point; what says he of the project?”
“That it is hazardous and requires great precautions but is not impossible.”
“Firstly, will not your father want the command over the adjoining districts?”
“It is his advice, but he would not like it to be thought personal ambition——“
“Pooh, do I not know his disinterestedness? did he explain about the best road to take?”
“In the first place he fears one thing: that many projects of flight have been proposed and that all these getting entangled, this one will meet some block which will be ascribed to fatality, when it will be the spite or the rashness of the other parties.”
“I promise, my dear Louis, to let the parties intrigue around me; it is their want and a necessity of my position. While they are following these threads which will end in nothing but leading them astray we will follow our own route with no other confidants, with more security from our greater secresy. But I do not want to leave the kingdom altogether. It is hard for a sovereign to get back if he does so. I have decided on Montmedy as the place of retirement, which is in the centre of your father’s command and at a suitable distance.”
“Has your Majesty planned out the flight or is this but a sketch?” queried the count.
“Nothing is settled,” replied Louis, “and all depends on circumstances. If I see the Queen and the Family running fresh dangers from the ruffians I will take an irrevocable decision.”
“My father thinks the dangers of the journey will be diminished by dividing the passengers.”
“Yes, but it is useless to discuss this point. In a solemn hour the Queen and I resolved to go together or not at all.”
The envoy bowed.
“At the meet moment the King has but to issue the orders to have them executed,” he said. “Now, for the route. There are three ways to Montmedy.”
“I have marked them on the map. The best is through Reims, but I was consecrated there and would be recognized by many. I choose the Chalons Road via Vacennes and going round Verdun. Let the regiments be posted in the petty towns between Chalons and Montmedy: I see no inconvenience in the first detachment awaiting me in the former place.”
“Sire, the location of the regiments will have to be settled. By the way, the King should know that there is no posting-house at Varennes.”
“I am glad you are so well informed,” observed the King, merrily; “it shows you have deeply studied the plans. But do not worry about such matters. Charny is my engineer, who has drawn up the maps and he will see to the supply of horses.”
“And now, Sire, that all is arranged on the main lines,” said the young conspirator, “will your Majesty allow me to quote some lines from an Italian author, which my father thought appropriate to the situation? They are:
“Delay is always prejudicial, and there is no wholly favorable time in any business; hence if one were to wait for a perfect chance, nothing would ever be done, or if done be bungled.”
“That is Machiavelli,” said the King. “I will remember the advice of that secretary to the Magnificent Republic of Venice. But hush! I hear steps—it is Gamain; let us go to meet him so that he may not think we were busy about something else than the cupboard the lock is for.”
He opened the secret door, in time, for the master locksmith was there, with the lock in his hand and a grin on his face.
CHAPTER XXVII.
THE FRIEND OF THE FALLEN.
AT eight that same evening, a workingman, holding his hand to his waistcoat pocket as though it contained money in larger quantity than usual, staggered out of the Tuileries Palace and meandered along the road to the Soapworks Wharfside. It was there a strolling ground with drinking resorts along the line. On Sundays and holidays, it was thronged; on other days lonesome.
This man passed the wine-stores with much difficulty but for a period temperance triumphed; but when it came to the twentieth saloon on the route, it was too much, and he entered the next one for—only one glass.
The demon of drink, against whom he had valiantly struggled, seemed embodied in a stranger who followed him closely and even went into the saloon with him, sitting opposite and apparently watching him succumb with glee.
Five seconds after the workman had resumed his road, this watcher was on his track.
But how can the drinkingman stop going downhill when he has taken a whet, and perceives with the amazement of the toper that nothing makes one so thirsty as taking a drink? Scarcely had he tottered a hundred paces before his thirst was so sharp that he had to slack it once more.
The result of these lapses from the path he had previously trod was that he reached deviously the highway beyond the Passy bars, where he felicitated himself on the road being tolerably free from temples of the God of Wine.
In his gladness he set up singing. Unfortunately the delight was ephemeral and the song of short duration.
He fell to muttering and then talking to himself, and the soliloquy was in the form of imprecations on unknown persecutors of whom the unsteady sot complained.
“Oh, the scoundrel! to give an old friend, a master, doctored wine—ugh! So, just let him send again for me to fix his locks, let him send his traitor of a workmate who gives me the go-by and I will tell him: ‘It won’t work this trip! let your Majesty fix up your own locks.’ We shall see then if a lock is to be turned out as sleek as a decree. Oh, I’ll give you all you want of locks, with three wards, confound the villain! the wine was salted, peppered—by heaven, it was poisoned! Hope I may be saved, but the wine was poisoned!”
So howling, overcome by the force of the poison, of course, the unfortunate victim laid himself at full length, not for the first time, on the road, mercifully carpetted thickly with mud.
On other occasions the drunkard had scrambled up alone; difficult to do but he had got through the difficulty with honor; but this third time, after desperate efforts, he had to confess that the task was beyond him. With a sigh, much resembling a groan, he seemed decided to sleep for this night on the bosom of our common Mother Earth.
No doubt the follower had waited for this period of doubt, disheartenment and weakness, for he approached him warily, went all round fallen greatness, and calling a hack, said to the driver:
“Old man, here’s my friend who has shipped too heavy a cargo. Take this piece for yourself, help me to put the poor fellow in the straw of your coach where he will not soil the elegant cushions, and take him to your wine saloon at Sevres Bridge. I will get up beside you.”
There was nothing surprising that the customer should sit up with the driver, as he appeared to be one of his sort. So, with the touching confidence men of the lower classes have for one another, the jarvey said:
“All right, but let us have a look at the silver, see!”
“Here you are, old brother,” ventured the man without being in the least offended and handing over a six-livre crownpiece.
“But will there be a little bit beyond the fare for myself, my master?” inquired the coachman, mollified by the money.
“That depends how we get along. Let us get the poor chap in; shut the blinds, try to keep your pair of skeletons on their hoofs, and we will see when we get to Sevres, how you conducted us!”
“Now, I call this speaking to the purpose,” returned the knight of the whip. “Take it easy, master! A nod is as good as a wink. Get upon the box and keep my Arabian steeds from bolting up the road; no jokes, they feel the want of a supper and are chafing to race home to the stables. I will manage the rest.”
The generous stranger did as he was bid; the driver, with all the delicacy of which he was susceptible, dragged the sot up by the arms, jabbed him down between the seats, slammed the door, drew down the blinds, mounted the box again, and whipped up the barbs. With the funeral gait of night hack-horses they stumbled through the village of Point-du-Jour and reached the Sevres Saloon in an hour.
The house was shut up for the night, but the new-comer jumped down and applied such blows of the fist to the door that the inhabitants, however fond of slumber, could not enjoy it long under so much racket. The host, who was alone, finally got up in his night dress, to see the rioter and promised to pack him off smartly if the game were not worth the candle.
Apparently though the value of the game was clear, for, at the first whisper by the irreverent arouser to the landlord, he plucked off his cotton nightcap and made bows which his scanty costume rendered singularly grotesque. He hastened to pilot the coachman, lugging Gamain, into the little taproom where he had once filled himself with his favorite burgundy.
As the driver and his steeds had done their best, the stranger gave the former a piece of money as extra.
Then seeing that Master Gamain was stuck up in a chair, with his head on the table before him, he hastened to have the host bring him two bottles of wine and a decanter of water, and opened the windows and blinds to change the mephitic air which the common people like to breathe in such resorts.
After bringing the wine, with alacrity, and the water, with reluctance, the host respectfully retired and left the stranger with the drunkard.
Having renewed the air, as stated, the former clapped smelling salts to Gamain’s nose which ceased to snore and gave a sneeze. This awakened him a little from that disgusting sleep of drunkards the sight of which would cure them—if by a miracle, they could see what they look like at such periods.
Gamain opened his eyes widely, and muttered some words, unintelligible for anybody but the philologist who distinguished by his profound attention these words:
“The scoundrel—he—poisoned—poisoned wine——“
The good Samaritan seemed to see with satisfaction that his ward was under the same impression: he gave him another sniff of the hartstorn which permitted the son of Noah to complete the sense of his phrase in an accusation pointing to an abuse of trust and wanton heartlessness.
“To poison a friend—an old friend!”
“That’s so—it is horrible,” observed the other.
“Infamous,” faltered Gamain.
“What a good thing I was handy to give you an antidote,” suggested the hearer.
“It was lucky,” said the locksmith.
“But as one dose is not enough, have another,” said the stranger, putting a few drops from the smelling bottle in a glass of water; it was ammonia and the man had hardly swallowed the compound than he opened his eyes immeasurably and gurgled between two sneezes:
“Ah, monster, what are you giving us there? augh, augh!”
“My dear fellow, I am giving you stuff that will save your life,” returned the kind friend.
“If it is physic, that is all right,” said Gamain: “but it is a beastly failure if you call it a drink.”
The stranger profited by his sneezing again and twitching his features, shut the blinds though not the windows.
Looking round him the master locksmith recognized with the profound gratitude of drinking men for old haunts, the saloon where he had feasted before. In his frequent trip to town from Versailles, he had not seldom halted here. It might be thought necessary, as the house was halfway.
This gratitude produced its effect: it gave him a great confidence to find himself on friendly ground.
“Hurrah, it looks as though I were halfway home anyway,” he exclaimed.
“Yes, thanks to me,” said the stranger.
“Thanks to you? why, who are you?” stammered Gamain, looking from still life to animated things.
“My dear Gamain, your question shows that you have a poor memory.”
“Hold on,” said the smith, giving him more attention: “it strikes me that I have seen you before.”
“You don’t say so? that is a blessed thing.”
“Ay, but where—that is the rub.”
“Look around you, then; something may remind you; or had you better have some more of the counterbane to refresh you?”
“No, thank ’ee, I have had enough of that remedy,” said Gamain, stretching his arms out. “I am so nearly brought round that I will do without it. Where did I see you? why, in this very spot, of course. And when? the day I was coming back from doing a special job at Paris—I seem to be in for this sort of thing,” added he, chuckling.
“Very well: but who am I?”
“A jolly honest mate who paid for the liquor. Shake hands!”
“Good, good, you remember now.”
“With all the more pleasure as it is but a step from Master locksmith to master gunsmith,” said the other.
“Ah, good, good, I remember now. Yes, it was the sixth of October, when the King went to Paris: we talked about him.”
“And I found your conversation interesting, Master Gamain; so that, as your memory comes home and I want to enjoy it again, I should like to know, if I am not too inquisitive, what the deuse you were doing across the road where a vehicle might have cut you in two? Have you sorrows, old blade, and had you screwed up your mind to suicide?”
“Faith, no! What was I doing flat across the road, eh? Was I in the road?”
“Look at your clothes.”
“Whew!” whistled Gamain after the inspection. “Mother Gamain will kick up a hullabaloo for she said yesterday: ‘Don’t put on your new coat; any old thing will do for the Tuileries.'”
“Hello? been to the Tuileries? were you coming from the Tuileries when I picked you up?” asked the kind soul.
“Why, yes, that’s about the size of it,” responded Gamain, scratching his head and trying to collect his entangled ideas; “certainly I was coming home from the Tuileries. Why not? It is no mystery that I am master locksmith to Master Veto.”
“Who is he?”
“Why, have you come from China? not to know old Veto?”
“What do you want? I am obliged to stick to my trade, and that is not politics.”
“You are blamed lucky! I have to mix up with these high folk—more’s the pity! or rather, they force me to mix with them. It will be my ruin.” He sighed as he looked up to heaven.
“Pshaw! were you called to Paris again to do another piece of work in the style of that other one?” asked the friend.
“But this time I was not blindfolded but taken with my eyes open.”
“So that you knew it was the Tuileries this time?”
“The Tuileries? who said anything about the Tuileries?”
“Why, you, of course, just now. How would I know where you had been carousing had you not told me?”
“That is true,” muttered Gamain to himself; “how should he, unless I told him? Perhaps,” he said aloud, “I was wrong to let you know; but you are not like the rest. Besides I am not going to deny that I was at the Tuileries.”
“And you did some work for the King, for which he gave you twenty five louis,” went on the other.
“Indeed, I had twenty-five shiners in my pouch,” said Gamain.
“Then, you have got them now, my friend.”
The smith quickly plunged his hand into his pocket and pulled it out full of gold mixed with small change in silver and bronze.
“To think that I had forgot it! twenty-five is a good bit, too—and it is right to the ‘broken’ louis—one does not pick up such a lot under the horse’s foot. Thank God the account is correct.” And he breathed more freely.
“My dear Master Gamain, I told you I found you on the King’s highway, not twenty paces from a heavy wagon which would have cut you in twain. I shouted for the carrier to pull up; I called a passing cab; I unhooked one of the lamps and as I looked at you by its light, I caught sight of a gold piece on the ground; as they were near your pocket, I judged that you had dropped them. I put my finger in the pocket and as there were a score of their brothers in bed there I guessed that these were of the same brood. Thereupon the hack driver shook his head. ‘I ain’t going to take this fare,’ said he: ‘he is too rich for his dress. Twenty louis in gold in a cotton waistcoat suggests that the gallows will be his end.’ ‘What,’ says I, ‘do you take him for a thief?’ The word struck you, for you says. ‘Thief? you are another!’ says you. ‘So you must be a prig,’ returned the coachman, ‘or how would the likes of you have a pocket gold-lined, say?’
“'I have money because my pupil the King of France gave it me,’ said you. By these words I thought I recognized you, and clasping the lamp to your nose, I cried: ‘Bless us and save us: all is clear; this is Master Gamain, master locksmith at Versailles. He has been working in the royal forge and the King has given him twenty-five mint-drops for his trouble. All right: I will answer for him.’ From the moment that I answered for you, the driver raised no objections. I replaced the coins in your pocket; we laid you snugly in the hack; and we set you down in this retreat so that you have nothing to complain of except that your ‘prentice left you in the lurch.”
“Did I speak of my ’prentice? that he left me in the lurch?” questioned Gamain, more and more astonished.
“Why, hang it all, are you going back on what you said? Did you not growl that it was all the fault of—of—dash me if I can remember the name you used.”
“Louis Lecomte?”
“I guess that was it. Did you not say: ‘Louis Lecomte is in fault! for he promised to see me safe home and at the last moment he dropped me like a hot roll?'”
“I daresay I did so, for it is the blessed truth.”
“Then, why do you deny the truth? let me tell you, that with another than me, such chatter would be dangerous?”
“But with you, one is safe, eh? with a regular friend,” said the smith, coaxingly.
“Lord, you have lots of trust in your friend. You say yes and you say no; you wiggle and waver so that none knows how to have you. It is like your fable t’other day about the secret door that a nobleman had you fit on the strict quiet.”
“Then you will not believe this tale either, for it also hangs upon a door.”
“In the palace?”
“In the King’s palace. Only instead of its being a clothes-press door, or rather that of a safe in the wall, it is a cupboard door this time.”
“Are you gaming me that the King, while he certainly dabbles in locksmithery, sent for you to do up a door?”
“He did, though. Poor fellow, he thought he was smart enough to get on without me, and began to make a lock. ‘What good is Gamain anyhow?’ but he got mixed up with the works in the lock and had to fall back on Gamain after all.”
“So you were hunted up by one of his trusty flunkeys, Hue, or Durey or Weber, eh?”
“That is just where you make a mistake. He has taken a green hand on to help him, who is as much of an amateur as himself; a young sprig who popped in upon me one morning at Versailles, and says he: ‘Look here, Daddy Gamain, the King and me tried to make a lock, and by Jove we have made a muddle of it. The old thing won’t work! ‘What have I to do with it?’ I wanted to know. ‘You are wanted to set it right,’ says he, and as I said that it was a plant and he did not come from the King, he slaps some gold on the bench and says: ‘Is not this earnest enough? here are twenty-five louis which the King sends you to remove any doubts.’ He gave me them, too.”
“So these are what you are sporting round with you?”
“No: these are another lot. These were for traveling expenses and a sort of a payment on account!”
“Fifty louis for filing up an old lock? there is a snake in the grass, Friend Gamain.”
“Just what I said to myself: particularly as the ’prentice does not seem a regular craftsman but dodged my question about work and where you stop when you are on tramp in France, as well as who is Mother Marianne.”
“But you are not the man to be taken in when you see a boy at work.”
“I do not say so much as that. The lad plied the file and the chisel handily. I have seen him cut a rod of iron through velean at a blow, and put a hole in a band with a rattail file as if using a gimlet on a lath. But there is more theory than practice about his style: he no sooner finishes the job than he washed his hands, and what hands? so white that never did a locksmith boast the like. You don’t see me scrubbing my hands till they are white!”
With pride he showed his grubby, black and callous hands which indeed seemed to defy all the cosmetics and skin-bleaches in the world.
“But in short what did you do when you got to the King’s?” asked the other, bringing the man to the point most interesting to him.
“It looked as though we were expected: in the forge the King showed me a lock commenced not badly, but he had got in a corner. It was one with three wards, d’ye see, which few locksmiths can grapple with and royal ones least of all. I looked at it and saw where the key caught. ‘All right,’ I says; ‘let me alone with it for an hour and it will work as if greased,’ ‘Go ahead,’ said the King, ‘consider yourself at home; call for anything you like while we get the cupboard ready on which the lock goes.’ On which he went out with the imp of a ’prentice.”
“By the main stairs?” queried the gunsmith carelessly.
“No: by a secret one leading to his study. When I got through, I had done something, too; I said to myself: ‘It is all bosh about this here cupboard; they are laying their heads together for some mischief.’ So I crept down softly and opening the study door, I got a glimpse of what they were up to.”
“And what were they up to?” inquired the gunsmith.
“Well, I did not catch them in the act, for they must have heard me coming, for I have not the light step of a dancer. They pretended to be up and coming to me, and the King said, ‘Oh this is you, and you have finished? Come along for I have something else for you to do.’ So he hurried me through the study, but not so fast that I did not spy spread out on a table a big map which I believe to be France on account of a lily-flower printed in one corner. From the midst three rows of pins ran out to the edges like files of soldiers, for they were stuck in at regular spaces.”
“Really, you are wonderfully sharp,” said the stranger in affected admiration: “So you believe that instead of bothering about their cupboard, they were busy with this map?”
“I am sure of it: the pins had wax heads of different colors, black, blue and red; and the King was using a red one to pick his teeth with, without thinking what he was about.”
“Gamain, if I discovered some new kind of gun, hang me if I would let you come into my workshop, even to pass through it, or I would bandage your eyes as on the day you were taken to the great nobleman’s house though you did perceive that the house had ten steps to the stoop and that it fronted on the main avenue.”
“Wait a bit,” said the smith, enchanted at the eulogies; “you have not heard all—there is really a safe in the wall.”
“What wall?”
“Of the inner corridor running from the royal alcove to the young prince’s room.”
“What you say is very queer. And was this safe open?”
“Is it likely? I squinted round in all ways but it was no use my asking myself: ‘Where on earth is this secret press?’ Then the King gave me a look and says he: ‘Gamain, I have always had trust in you. So I would not let anybody but you know the secret.’ While speaking, the King lifted a panel, while the boy held a light, for the corridor has no windows, and showed me a two foot round hole. Seeing my astonishment, he winked to our companion and said: ‘Do you see that hole, my friend; I made it to keep money in; this young fellow helped me during the four or five days he has been staying in the palace. Now we want the lock put on the panel so that it will be hidden and not interfere with its sliding. Do you want an aid, in which case this young man will help you? or can you do without? if so I will set him to work elsewhere. ‘Tut,’ I said, ‘you know that I like to go alone when I am the job. It is four hour’s work for a good hand but I am a master and will be through in three. Go and attend to your work, young fellow; and your Majesty may stick to his. And in three hours fetch along anything you want kept in this meat-safe.’
“We may believe the young chap had other fish to fry, for I saw nothing more of him: but when the time was up, the King came back. ‘U. P., it is all UP!’ said I, and I made him see that the door slid without the lock being in the way as neat as the Automatons of Vaucanson. ‘Good,’ said he; ‘just help me count the cash I am going to bestow here.’ A valet brought four fine bags of coin and we reckoned a million a-piece; there were twenty-and-five over. ‘There you are, Gamain,’ said the King, ‘Take them for your trouble!’ as though it was not disgraceful to give an old mate a beggarly twenty-five—a man with five children, and he has been handling two millions! What do you think of that?”
“The truth is that this is mean,” said the other, shrugging his shoulders.
“Wait, this is not all. I put the coin in my pocket and said. ‘I thank your Majesty: but Lord love you, I have not had sup or bite since morning and I am ready to burst!’ I had barely finished before the Queen walked in by a secret door, so that she was on the top of us without saying Lookout! She had a platter in her hand with a cake and a glass on it.
“'My dear Gamain, as you are hungry and thirsty, try our wine and cake!’ ‘Sorry to trouble you, Royal Madam,’ I said, but just think of a drop like that and a mouthful of wine like that fancy cake for a man. What do you expect sensible in that line from a Queen, though? it is plain that such folks are never really hungry and athirst. A glass of wine—oh, dear!”
“So you refused it?”
“It would have been better if I had; but I drank. As for the cake I rolled it up in my handkerchief, saying ‘What is no good for the father will do for the children.’ Then I thanked his Majesty, as though it were worth thanks, and I started off, saying that they will not catch me in their old palace in a hurry again.”
“And why do you say you had better have refused the drink?”
“Because they had put poison in it! Hardly had I got over the bridge before I was seized by thirst, such a raging thirst that between the liquor saloons and the river, I balanced myself. I could tell it was queer stuff they gave me for the more I took the thirstier I was. This kept on with my trying to correct that dose till I lost my senses. They may be easy on this score: if ever they come to me for a good character, I will say they gave me twenty-five louis for four hours’ work and counting a million, and for fear I should tell where they keep their treasure, they poisoned me like a dog!”
“And I, my dear Gamain,” said the hearer, rising as though he had all the information he wanted: “I will support your evidence by swearing that I saved you with the antidote.”
“That is why we are sworn comrades till death do us part,” exclaimed the smith, grasping the speaker’s hands.
Refusing with Spartan sobriety the wine which his friend offered him for the third or fourth time—for the amoniacal dose had sobered him as well as disgusted him with drink for a time, Gamain took the road for Versailles where he arrived safely at two in the morning with the King’s coin in his pocket and the Queen’s cake in another.
Left behind in the saloon, the pretended gunsmith drew out a set of tablets mounted in diamonds and gold, and wrote with fluid-ink pencil these two notes:
“An iron safe behind the King’s alcove, in the unlighted passage leading to the prince’s rooms. Make sure whether Louis Lecomte, locksmith’s boy, is not really Count Louis, son of Marquis Bouille, arrived eleven days ago from Metz.”
CHAPTER XXVIII.
THE FIRST GUILLOTINE.
ON Christmas Eve, a party was given at the Princess Lamballe’s, which the Queen’s presiding over made it really her own reception.
Isidore Charny had returned from Italy that morning and he had found King and Queen very kind to him. Two reasons influenced the latter: one his being the brother of Count Charny, which was a charm in his absence, and his bringing back news from the fugitive princes which suited her wishes.
They backed the Favras scheme and urged her to flee for Turin.
He left her only to go and acquaint Favras with the encouragement. The Queen had said nothing positive about the flight: but he took enough to the conspirator to fill him with joy. For the rest, the cash was in hand, the men notified to stand ready, and the King would only have to nod to have the whole plot set in motion.
The silence of the royal couple was the only thing which worried him. The Queen broke this by sending Isidore, and vague as were the words he repeated, they acquired weight from coming out of a royal mouth.
At nine the young viscount went to Lady Lamballe’s.
Count Provence was uneasy; Count Louis Narbonne walked about with the ease of a man quite at home among princes. Isidore was not known to any of the circle of the princes’ bosom friends, but his well-known name and the partiality accorded him by the princess led to all hands being held out to him.
Besides, he brought news from the foreign refuge where so many had relatives.
When he had delivered his budget, the conversation returned to its former channel; the young men were laughing about a machine for executing criminals which Dr. Guillotin had shown in a full size working model and had proposed to the National Assembly.
When an usher announced the King, and another the Queen, of course all the merriment and chatter ceased.
The more the revolutionary spirit stripped majesty of its eternals the more the true royalists vied with each other to pour evidences of respect upon the august chiefs. 1789 saw great ingratitude, but 1793 great devotion.
To talk over the Favras scheme in secret a whist party was made up of the two rulers, Provence and Charny for the fourth hand. Respect isolated the table.
“Brother,” said the Queen, “Lord Charny, who comes from Turin, says that our kinsfolk there are begging us to join them.”
The King gave a stamp with impatience.
“I entreat you to listen,” whispered Lady Elizabeth, who sat on a stool.
“Listen to what?”
“That Lord Charny has also seen the Marquis Favras since he came home, a gentleman whose lealty we know, and he says that the King has but to say a word,” went on the Queen, “or make a sign, and this very night, you will be at Peronne.”
The King kept still. His brother twisted a jack of hearts all to rags.
“Repeat this as the marquis put it,” said he to Isidore.
“Your Majesty, thanks to measures taken by Marquis Favras, he declares that the King has but the cue to give to be in safety in Peronne this blessed night.”
Turning sharply on his brother, the King said as he fixed his eyes on him:
“Are you coming if I go?”
“I” said the other, turning pale and trembling. “I have not been notified, and I have made no preparations.”
“You know nothing about it, and yet you found the money for Favras?” exclaimed the monarch. “You not notified, and the moves in the game have been reported to you hour by hour?”
“The game?” faltered the prince.
“The plot; for it is one of those plots for which, if discovered, Favras will be tried and doomed to death—unless by money and other means we save him as we did Bezenval.”
“Then you will save Favras.”
“No; for I might not be able to do as much for him. Besides, Bezenval was my liege as Favras is yours. Let each save his own man, and both of us shall have done our duty.”
He rose, but the Queen retained him by the skirt of the coat.
“Sire, whether you accept or refuse, you owe the marquis an answer. What is Viscount Charny to answer for the King?”
“That the King does not allow himself to be spirited away like a slave for the Louisiana plantations.” He disengaged his coat.
“This means,” said Provence, “that the King will not allow of the abduction but if it be executed in spite of his permission, it will be welcome. In politics success condones the crime and blunderers deserve double punishment.”
“Viscount,” said the Queen, “tell the marquis what you heard and let him act as he thinks it points. Go.”
The King had gone over to where the younger men were so hilariously chatting; but the deepest silence fell at his approach.
“Is the King so unhappy that he casts melancholy around him?” he demanded.
“Sire!” muttered the gentlemen.
“You were very merry when the Queen and I came in. It is a bad thing for kings when no one dares laugh before them. I may say the converse: ‘Happy are the kings before whom laughter resounds.'”
“Sire,” returned one, “the subject is not one for a comic opera.”
“Of what were you talking?”
“Sire, I yield the guilty one to your Majesty,” said another, stepping forward.
“Oh, it is you, Editor Suleau,” said the King. “I have read the last number of your journal the Acts of the Apostles. Take care that you do not offend Master Populus.”
“I only said that our Revolution is going so slowly that it has to help on that in Brabant. We are lamenting the dulness of the session of the Assembly where they had to take up the motion of Dr. Guillotin upon—of all things—a new machine for public executions.”
“Are you making fun of Dr. Guillotin—a philanthropist? remember that I am one myself.”
“There are various kinds; the sort I approve of has a representative at the head of the French Nation—the one who abolished torture before trial: we venerate, nay, we love him.”
The hearers bowed with the same impulse.
“But,” proceeded Suleau, “there are others who try to find means to kill the hale while they had a thousand to send the ailing out of this life. I beg your Majesty to let me deal with them?”
“What would you do? decapitate them painlessly, or at least merely give a slight coolness round the neck?” inquired the King, quoting Dr. Guillotin’s recommendation of his invention.
“Sire, I should like all of these inventors to have the first experiment tried on themselves. I do not complain that Marigny was hanged on the Gibbet of Montfaucon which he built. I am not asking, I am not even a judge; the probability is that I shall have to take my revenge on Dr. Guillotin in the columns of my paper. I will give him a whole number and propose that the machine shall bear his name for eternity, the Guillotine!”
“Ha, ha, the Guillotine!” exclaimed the men, without waiting for express permission to laugh.
“I shall assert, also, that life is divided not extinguished by this process,” continued Suleau; “why may not the sufferer feel pain in the head and the trunk after being cut in two?”
“This is a question for medical men. Did none of us here witness the experiment this very morning at Bicetre madhouse?” asked the King.
“No, no, no!” cried many voices.
“Sire, I was there,” said one grave voice.
“Oh; it is you? Dr. Gilbert,” said the sovereign, turning.
“Yes, Sire.”
“And how did the experiment succeed?”
“Perfectly in two instances; but at the third the instrument, though it severed the spine, did not detach the head. They had to finish with a knife.”
The young gentlemen listened with frightened eyes and parted lips.
“Three executions this morning?” exclaimed Charles Lameth, who with his brother had not yet turned against the Queen.
“Yes, gentlemen,” said the King; “but they were three corpses furnished by the hospitals. What is your opinion of the instrument?”
“An improvement on such machines; but the accident at the third experiment proves that it stands in need of improvement still.”
“What is it like?” asked the royal locksmith who had a bias for machines.
Gilbert helped his explanation out by drawing a sketch on a sheet of paper at a table. The King saw how curious the bystanders were and allowed them to come near.
“Who knows,” said Suleau obeying, “but that one of us may make the acquaintance of Lady Guillotine?”
Laughing, they pressed round the board where the King, taking the pen from Dr. Gilbert, said:
“No wonder the experience failed, particularly after awhile. The cutting blade is crescent-shaped whereas it ought to be triangular to sever a resisting substance. See here: shape your knife thus, and I wager that you would cut me off twenty-four heads one after another without the edge turning up.”
He had scarcely finished the words before a heart-rending scream was heard. The Queen had been attracted to the group of which the King and his corrected sketch were the centre. She beheld the same instrument which had been presented her in its likeness in a glass of water by Balsamo the Magician twenty years before!
At the view she had no strength to do more than scream, and life abandoning her as though she were under the blade, she swooned in the arms of Dr. Gilbert.
It is easily understood that this incident broke up the party.
Gilbert attended to the royal patient who was given the bed of the princess. When the crisis was over, which he rightly attributed to a mental cause, he was going out but she bade him stay.
“Therese,” she added to Lady Lamballe, “tell the King that I have come to: and do not let us be interrupted: I must speak with the doctor. Doctor,” she pursued when they were alone, “are you not astonished that chance seems to place us face to face in all the crises moral or physical of my life?”
“As I do not know whether to be sorry or to be glad for it, since I read in your mind that the contact is not through your wish or your will.”
“That is why I said chance. I like to be frank. But the last time we were in contiguity, you showed true devotion and I thank you and shall never forget it.”
He bowed.
“I am also a physiognomist. Do you know that you have said without speaking: ‘That is over; let us change the subject.'”
“At least I felt the desire to be put to the test.”
“Doctor, what do you think of the recent event?” inquired Marie Antoinette as though this was interlinked with what she had spoken.
“Madam, the daughter of Maria Theresa is not one of the women who faint at trifles.”
“Do you believe in forewarnings?”
“Science repels all phenomena tending to upset the prevailing order of things; still, facts offtimes give the lie to science.”
“I ought to have said; do you believe in predictions?”
“I believe that the Supreme Being has benevolently covered the future with an impenetrable veil. Still,” he went on as if making an effort over himself to meet questions which he wished relegated into doubt, “I know a man who sometimes confounds all the arguments of my intelligence by irrefutable facts. I dare not name him before your Majesty.”
“It is your master, the immortal, the all-powerful, the divine Cagliostro, is it not, Dr. Gilbert?”
“Madam, my only master is Nature. Cagliostro is but my saver. Pierced by a bullet in the chest, losing all my blood by a wound which I, a physician, after twenty years study, must pronounce incurable, he cured me in a few days by a salve of which I know not the composition: hence my gratitude to him, I will almost say my admiration.”
“And this man makes predictions which are accomplished?”
“Strange and incredible ones; he moves in the present with a certainty which makes one believe in his knowledge of the future.”
“So that you would believe if he forecast to you?”
“I should at least act as though it might happen.”
“Would you prepare to meet a shameful, terrible and untimely death if he foreshowed it?”
“After having tried to escape it by all manner of means,” rejoined Gilbert, looking steadily at her.
“Escape? No, doctor, no! I see that I am doomed,” said the Queen. “This revolution is a gulf in which will be swallowed up the throne: this people is a lion to devour me.”
“Yet it depends on you to have it couch at your feet like a lamb.”
“Doctor, all is broken between the people and me; I am hated and scorned.”
“Because you do not really know each other. Cease to be a queen and become a mother to them; forget you are daughter of Maria Theresa, our ancient enemy, the sister of Joseph our false friend. Be French, and you will hear the voices rise to bless you, and see arms held out to fondle you.”
“I know all this,” she replied contemptuously; “fawning one day, they tear the next.”
“Because aware of resistance to their will, and hatred opposed to their love.”
“Does this destructive element know whether it loves or hates? it destroys like the wind, the sea and fire, and has womanly caprices.”
“Because you see it from on high, like the man in the lighthouse views the ocean. Did you go down in the depths you would see how steady it is. What more obedient than the vast mass to the movement of the tides. You are Queen over the French, madam, and yet you know not what passes in France. Raise your veil instead of keeping it down, and you will admire instead of dreading.”
“What would I see so very splendid?”
“The New World blooming over the wreck of the Old; the cradle of Free France floating on a sea wider than the Mediterranean—than the ocean. O God protect you, little bark—O God shield you, babe of promise, France!”
Little of an enthusiast as Gilbert was he raised his eyes and hands heavenward.
The Queen eyed him with astonishment for she did not understand.
“Fine words,” she sneered. “I thought you philosophers had run them down to dust.”
“No, great deeds have killed them,” returned Gilbert. “Whither tends old France? to the unity of the country. There are no longer provinces, but all French.”
“What are you driving at? that your united thirty millions of rebels should form a universal federation against their King and Queen?”
“Do not deceive yourself: it is not the people who are rebels but the rulers who have rebelled against them. If you go to one of the feasts which the people hold, you will see that they hail a little child on an altar—emblem of the new birth of liberty. Italy, Spain, Ireland, Poland, all the down-trodden look towards this child and hold out their enchained hands, saying: ‘France, we shall be free because of you.’ Madam, if it be still time, take this child and make yourself its mother.”
“You forget that I am the mother of others, and I ought not do as you suggest—disinherit them in favor of a stranger.”
“If thus it be,” replied Gilbert with profound sorrow, “wrap your children up in your royal robe, in the war-cloak of Maria Theresa, and carry them with you far from France; for you spoke the truth in saying that the people will devour you and your offspring with you. But there is no time to lose—make haste!”
“You will not oppose?”
“I will further you in the departure.”
“Nothing could fall more timely,” said the Queen, “for we have a nobleman ready to act in this escape——“
“Do you mean Marquis Favras?” demanded Gilbert, with apprehension.
“Who breathed you his name—who communicated to you his project?”
“Oh, have a care, for a bloody prediction pursued him also.”
“Of the same Prophet? what fate awaits him?”
“Untimely, terrible and infamous like that you mentioned.”
“Then you speak truly—no time must be lost in giving the lie to this prophet of evil.”
“You were going to tell Favras that you accepted his aid?”
“He was advised and I am awaiting his reply.”
She had not long to wait, for Isidore Charny was ushered in by the Princess Lamballe.
“I am told that I may speak before Dr. Gilbert,” said he. “Then, know that Marquis Favras was arrested an hour ago and imprisoned in the Chatelet.”
Bright but despairing and full of ire, the Queen’s glance crossed that of the doctor. All her wrath seemed spent in that flash.
“Madam,” said Gilbert with deep pity, “if I can be useful in any way, make use of me. I lay at your feet my mind, my life, my devotion.”
“Dr. Gilbert,” she said in a slow and resigned voice, “is it your opinion that the death given by this dread engine is as sweet as the inventor asserts?”
He sighed and hid his face in his hands.
As the news of Favras’ arrest had circulated over the palace in a few seconds, Count Provence went to his brother. His advice was that Favras should be repudiated and the King take the oath to the Constitution.
“But how can I swear fidelity to an incomplete Constitution?”
“The more easily,” replied the schemer, with his false squint which came from the darkest sinuosities of his soul.
“I will,” said the King: “this does not prevent my writing to Marquis Bouille that our plan is postponed. This will give Charny time to regulate the route.”
For his part, Provence acted on part of his own suggestion: he repudiated Favras and received the thanks of the Assembly.
Favras was left alone save for Cagliostro who perhaps felt a little remorse that he had let the bravest in the conspiracy go so far in a mission which he had foredoomed to failure. But Favras would not accept rescue and met his death by hanging with unblemished courage and honor.
The King took the oath, as he had promised his brother, to the Constitution, yet in embryo. If he loved it so dearly already, what would he do when it was in shape?
The ten days following were days of rejoicing; joy in the Assembly; calm in Paris; altars built all over the town for passers to take oath after the royal precedent.
The Assembly commanded a Te Deum to be chanted in the Cathedral, where all gathered to renew the oath in solemnity.
“Why did you not go to the church?” sneered the Queen to her husband.
“Because I do not object to lying for a purpose, but I do not mean to perjure myself,” said Louis XVI.
The Queen breathed again for until then she had believed in the monarch’s honesty. She felt empowered by this perfidy to take the same path and it was after giving her hand for Mirabeau to kiss that this new leader for the court party vowed that the monarchy was saved.
Her forehead was swathed in a wet bandage, her eyes were wandering and her face flushed with fever. Amongst the incoherent words, the farmer thought he could distinguish the name of Isidore.
“I see that it is good time that I came home,” he muttered.
He went forth, and was followed by Pitou, but Dr. Raynal detained the latter.
“I want you my lad,” he said, “to help Mother Clement hold the patient while I bleed her for the third time.”
“The third time?” cried Mrs. Billet, awaking from her dulness. “Do you hear that, my man, they bleed her for the third time.”
“Woman, this would not have happened had you looked after your daughter closer,” said the farmer in a stern voice.
He went to his room, from which he had been absent three months while Pitou entered the sick room.
Pitou was astonished but he would have felt more so if he had guessed that the doctor called him in as a moral remedy.
The doctor had noticed two names as used by the girl in her frenzy, Ange Pitou and Isidore Charny, and he soon distinguished that one was a friend’s and the other a dearer one. He concluded that Pitou was the lovers’ confidant and that there would be no inconvenience in the gallant’s friend being there to speak with the patient on the mutual acquaintance.
Everybody knew down here that Valence Charny had been killed at Versailles and that his eldest brother had called away Isidore on the next evening.
That night Pitou found Catherine fainted on the high road. When she revived on the farm, it was to be in a fever, and she raved of some one riding away whom the doctor judged to be Isidore Charny.
The greatest need to a brain-stricken invalid is calm. To learn about her lover would best calm Catherine, and she would ask the news of their friend, Pitou.
On seeing the good effect of the bleeding, the doctor stationed Mother Clement by her side, with the strange recommendation for her to get some sleep, and beckoned Pitou to follow him into the kitchen.
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“The third time?” cried Mrs. Billet, awaking from her dulness. “Do you hear that, my man, they bleed her for the third time.”
“Woman, this would not have happened had you looked after your daughter closer,” said the farmer in a stern voice.
He went to his room, from which he had been absent three months while Pitou entered the sick room.
Pitou was astonished but he would have felt more so if he had guessed that the doctor called him in as a moral remedy.
The doctor had noticed two names as used by the girl in her frenzy, Ange Pitou and Isidore Charny, and he soon distinguished that one was a friend’s and the other a dearer one. He concluded that Pitou was the lovers’ confidant and that there would be no inconvenience in the gallant’s friend being there to speak with the patient on the mutual acquaintance.
Everybody knew down here that Valence Charny had been killed at Versailles and that his eldest brother had called away Isidore on the next evening.
That night Pitou found Catherine fainted on the high road. When she revived on the farm, it was to be in a fever, and she raved of some one riding away whom the doctor judged to be Isidore Charny.
The greatest need to a brain-stricken invalid is calm. To learn about her lover would best calm Catherine, and she would ask the news of their friend, Pitou.
On seeing the good effect of the bleeding, the doctor stationed Mother Clement by her side, with the strange recommendation for her to get some sleep, and beckoned Pitou to follow him into the kitchen.
“Cheer up, mother,” said he to Mrs. Billet who was mooning in the chimney corner, “she is going on as well as possible.”
“It is very hard that a mother cannot care for her child,” said the farmer’s wife.
“You are too fragile—we should only have you ill. She will get along finely with Mother Clement and Ange to look after her.”
“Ange?”
“Yes, he has a leaning toward medicine and I shall make him my assistant. He is coming over to my place now to get a soothing potion made up. He will bring it back and direct the administration of it. He will remain on duty here, to run over to me with the news of any change.”
“You know best, doctor; but give the poor father a word of your hope.”
“Where is he?”
“In the next room.”
“Useless,” said a voice on the threshold, “I have heard all.”
As though this was all he wanted, the pale-faced farmer withdrew and offered no opposition to this ruling of the house by the medical adviser.
The latter was not a light of science but he was a keen observer.
He had seen that Pitou would be the best confidant to place before his patient’s eyes as soon as they opened to life and reason.
He was able with the first words to reassure her upon Isidore’s health. There was no rioting in Paris and the young noble had gone off to Italy as a messenger.
He was sure to write to Catherine, she said, and she authorized him to go to the post for the letter.
As Pitou on the farm ate and drank with his accustomed appetite Billet did not suspect the treacherous part he was playing.
Consoled by the progress the girl made after the receipt of the beloved letter, Pitou was enabled to proceed with his public work.
With the money Gilbert gave him, he equipped the Haramont National Guards with new suits; this was for the ceremony of the Federation of Villers Cotterets and other villages of the canton, to be held on a following Sunday.
At this prospect of uniforms, the Guards assembled with their two minstrels and gave their liberal leader a serenade, interspersed with fire-crackers and cheers, among which was to be heard a voice or two, slightly tipsy, shouting:
“Long live Pitou, the Hero of the People!”
Remembering the impression the Haramont National Guard had created when they had hats alike, you can appreciate the justice in the roar of admiration when they appeared in uniforms, and what a dashing air the captain must have worn, with his little cap cocked over one ear, his gorget shining on his breast, his catspaws, as the epaules were irreverently called, and his sword.
Aunt Angelique could hardly identify her nephew who almost rode her down on his white horse.
But he saluted her with a wave of the sword and left her crushed by the honor.
Recalling that the tailor had boasted of the order which Pitou had paid, she thought he had come home a millionaire.
“I must not quarrel with him,” she mumbled: “aunts inherit from nephews.”
Alas! he had forgotten her by this time. Among the girls wearing tricolored sashes and carrying green palm boughs, he recognized Catherine. She was pale, her beauty more delicate, but Raynal had fulfilled his word.
She was happy, for Pitou had managed to find a hollow tree where he deposited letters for her to take them out in a stroll, and that morning one was there.
Pitou came up and saluted her with his sword. He would have only touched his hat for General Lafayette.
“How grand you look in your uniform,” she said loudly. “I thank you, my dear Pitou,” she added in a voice for him alone; “how good you are. I love you!”
She took his hand and pressed it in hers. Giddiness passed into poor Pitou’s head; he dropped his hat from the free hand, and would have fallen at her feet like the hat only for a great tumult with menacing sounds being heard towards Soissons.
Whatever the cause, he profited by it to get out of the awkward situation.
He disengaged his hand from Catherine’s, picked up his hat and put it on as he ran to the head of his thirty-three men, shouting:
“To arms!”
It was an old enemy of his who was causing a block to the festivities.
Father Fortier had been designated to perform the office of celebrating the Federation Mass on the Altar of the Country, for which the holy vessels were to be carried from the church. The mayor, Longpre, was to superintend the transfer. Like everybody he knew the schoolmaster’s temper and thought he would not bear him good will for the part he took in the turning over the muskets.
So, rather than face him, he had sent him an order in writing to be present for the mass at ten.
At half past nine he sent his secretary to see how things looked. The gentleman brought bad news. The church was locked up. The church officials were all laid up with various complaints. It had the air of a conspiracy.
At ten the crowd gathered and talked of beating in the church doors and taking out the church plate.
As a conciliator, Longpre quieted them as well as he could and went to knock at Fortier’s housedoor.
In the meantime he sent for the armed forces. The gendarmes officers came up. They were attended by additions to the mob.
As they had no catapult to force the door, they summoned the locksmith. But when he was going to insert a picklock, the door opened and Abbé Fortier appeared, with fiery eye and hair bristling.
“Back,” he cried with a threatening gesture, “back, heretics, impious relapsers! avaunt ye from the sill of the man of God!”
The murmur receiving his outburst was not flattering to him.
“Excuse me,” said the unctuous mayor, “but we only wanted to know whether you would serve the mass on the altar of the country, or not?”
“Sanction revolt, rebellion and ingratitude,” yelled the holy man in one of the fits of passion habitual to him: “curse virtue and bless sin? you cannot have hoped it, mayor. I will not say your sacrilegous mass!”
“Very well; this is a free country now—you need not unless you like.”
“Free? ha, ha, ha!” and with a most exasperating laugh he was going to slam the door in their faces when a man burst through the throng, pushed the door nearly open again and all but overturned Fortier though he was a stout man.
It was Billet.
There was profound silence as all divined that not two mere men, but two forces were opposing each other.
Though Billet had displayed so much strength to open the door, he spoke in a calm voice:
“Pardon me, mayor, but I think I heard you say that the father might say the mass or not, at his pleasure? this is an error and it is no longer the time when errors are allowed to flourish. Every man who is paid to do work is bound to do it. You are paid by the country to say mass and you shall say it.”
“Blasphemer, Manichean,” roared the priest.
“You ought to set the example of obedience and here you are doing the other thing. If you are a citizen and a Frenchman, obey the nation.”
“Bravo, Billet!” cried the multitude. “To the altar, with the priest.”
Encouraged by the acclamations, Billet lugged out from his hall the first priest who had given the signal for counter-revolution.
“I am a martyr,” groaned the priest, comprehending that resistance was impossible in the farmer’s vigorous hands, “I call for martyrdom!” And as he was hurried along he sang “Good Lord, deliver us!”
This crowd conducting him was the cause of the turbulence towards which Pitou was marching his cohort. But on seeing the reason, he and Catherine appealed to the farmer with the same voice.
Untouched, the latter carried the prize up to the altar where he let him fall.
“I proclaim you unworthy to serve at this altar which you disdained,” said Billet: “no man should go up these steps unless his head is filled with these feelings, the desire of liberty, devotion to the country and love of mankind. Priest, have you these sentiments? if so, go up boldly and invoke our Maker. But if you do not feel you are the foremost of us all as a citizen, give place to the more worthy, and be off!”
“Madman, you do not know what you are declaring war upon,” hissed the priest, retiring with uplifted finger.
“I do know, if they are like you, vipers, foxes, wolves,” returned Billet: “all that sneak and poison and tear in the shade. Come at me, then—I can face ye, in the open!” he concluded, smiting his broad chest.
During a silent moment the throng parted to let the priest skulk through, and, closing, remained mute and admiring the vigorous man who offered himself as target to the terrible power to which half the world was enslaved at that era.
There was no longer mayor, town councilmen or gendarmes, only the Hero of the People, Billet.
“But we have no priest now,” said Mayor Longpre.
“We do not want him,” replied Billet who had never been in church but twice, for his wedding and his child’s baptism. “We will read the Declaration of the Rights of Man from the altar. That is the Creed of Liberty and the Gospel of the Future.”
Billet could not read but he had his manifesto by heart. When he had finished and with a noble movement embraced the Law and the Sword by taking the mayor’s and Pitou’s hands, the multitude appreciated the grandeur of what they were doing in shouting:
“Long live the Nation!”
It was one of the scenes of which Gilbert had spoken to the Queen without her understanding him.
From that time forward, France became one great family, with one heart and one language.
CHAPTER XXX.
UNDER THE WINDOW.
ON the surface all was calm and almost smiling on the Billet Farm.
As before, Billet, on his strong horse, trotted all over the land keeping his hands up to the mark. But a sharp observer would have noticed that on whatever part he was he tried to get a look at his daughter’s room window.
Though his face had a little softened toward her, Catherine felt that paternal distrust hovered over her.
Mother Billet was vegetating as formerly; she did not know that her husband harbored suspicion in his bosom, and her daughter anguish in hers.
Pitou, after his glory as captain of the uniformed National Guards, had fallen back into his habitual state of sweet and kindly melancholy. By the postmark on Isidore’s letters he noticed that he had returned to Paris.
He concluded that he would not be long before returning to his estate. Pitou’s heart shrank at this prospect.
Under pretence of snaring rabbits to give his friend more succulent food than farm fare, he haunted the wood until he saw Catherine. She was seeking him, too, for she had a word for him.
He need not trouble about her letters as she would not be receiving any for some days.
He guessed that the writer was coming in person to repeat his vows.
“Have you noticed,” he said, “how gloomy the master has become of late?”
Catherine turned pale.
“I tell you as a sure thing that whoever is the cause of this change in such a hearty good fellow, will have an unpleasant time with him when he meets him.”
“You say, ‘him,'” said Catherine; “why may he not have quarrelled with a woman, against whom he nurses this sullen rage?”
“You have seen something? have you any reason to fear?”
“I have to fear all that a girl may fear when she loves above her station and has an irritated father.”
“It seems to me that in your place,” Pitou ventured to give advice, “I should—no, it nearly killed you to part with him, and to give him up altogether would be your death. Oh, all this is very unfortunate!”
“Hush, speak of something else—here comes father.”
Indeed, seeing his daughter with a man, the farmer rode up at speed: but recognizing Pitou, he asked him in to dinner with less gloom on his face.
“Gracious,” muttered Catherine at the door, “can he know?”
“What?” whispered Pitou.
“Nothing,” replied the girl, going up to her room and closing the shutters.
When she came down, dinner was ready, but she ate little.
“You might tell us what brought you our way to-day,” asked the morose farmer of Pitou.
The latter showed some brass wire loops.
“The rabbits over our way are getting shy of me. I am going to lay some snares on your farm, if you do not mind. Yours are so tender from the grain they get.”
“I did not know you had so sweet a tooth.”
“Oh, not for me but for Miss Catherine.”
“Yes, she has no appetite, lately, that is a fact.”
At this moment, Pitou felt a touch to his foot. It was Catherine directing his attention to the window past which a man was making for the door where he entered with the farmer’s gun on his shoulder.
“Father Clovis,” he was hailed by the master.
Clovis was the old soldier who had taught Pitou to drill.
“Yes, Papa Billet, a bargain is a bargain. You paid me to pick out a dozen bullets to suit your rifle and here they are.”
He handed the farmer his gun and a bag of bullets. Calm as the veteran was, he inspired terror in Catherine as he sat at table.
“By the way I cast thirteen bullets instead of a dozen so I squandered one on the hare you see. Your gun carries fine.”
“Is there a prize for shooting offered anywhere?” asked Pitou simply. “You will win it, I guess like you did that silver cup and the bowl you are drinking of, Miss Catherine. Why, what is the matter?”
“Nothing,” replied the girl opening her eyes which she had half closed and leaning back in her chair.
“All I know is,” said Billet, “that I am going to lay in wait. It is a wolf, I think.”
Clovis turned the bullets out on a plate. Had Pitou looked from them to Catherine he would have seen that she nearly swooned.
“Wolf?” repeated he. “I am astonished that before the snowfalls we should see them here.”
“The shepherd says one is prowling round, out Boursonne way.”
Pitou looked from the speaker to Catherine.
“Yes, he was spied last year, I was told; but he went off, and it was thought forever; but he has turned up again. I mean to turn him down!”
This was all the girl could endure; she uttered a cry and staggered out of the door. Pitou followed her to offer his arm and found her in the kitchen.
“What ails you?”
“Can you not guess? he knows that Isidore has arrived at Boursonne this morning, and he is going to shoot him.”
“I will put him on his guard——“
The voice of Billet interrupted the pair.
“If you are going to lay snares, Master Pitou, it seems to me it is time you were jogging. Father Clovis is going your way.”
“I am off,” and he went out by the kitchen door, while Catherine went up to her room, where she bolted the door.
The forest was Pitou’s kingdom and when he had left Clovis to go home, he felt easy about what he had undertaken to do.
He thought of running to Boursonne and warning Viscount Isidore; but he might not be believed and the warning might not be heeded.
He considered he had better wait.
He had not a doubt that at the windows of Billet’s room and of his daughter’s, they two were on the alert. All the tragedy or its failure depended on him. If he let the viscount pass within rifle range, he would let him march to his death.
In fact, Billet, sure that the nobleman would not marry a farmer’s daughter, had resolved to wipe out the insult done him in blood.
Suddenly Pitou, lying on the ground in a clump of willow, heard the gallop of a horse.
Billet must have heard it also for he came out of the house; and Ange had not a doubt that the willow copse which he had chosen to spy Catherine’s window had for the same reason recommended itself to the farmer.
As the latter advanced, he slipped back and slid down into the ditch.
The horse crossed the road at sixty paces, and as a shadow was soon detached from it, the rider must have leaped off, and turned the steed loose. It went on without stopping.
There was ten minutes of dreadful silence.
The night was so black that Pitou, reckoning his eyes better than Billet’s, hoped that he alone saw the shadow stealing towards the house.
But at the same moment, as the shadow went up under Catherine’s window, Pitou heard the click of a hammer going on full cock on the gun.
The shadow did not notice but rapped three times on the shutter.
Pitou quivered—Catherine would surely blame him for not having passed the warning as he had promised.
But what could he do?
Pitou heard the hammer fall and saw the priming flash; the powder in the touchhole did not catch and the living target received no bullet.
At the same moment Catherine opened her window. She saw all and cried: “Up, it is my father!” she almost dragged Charny in at the casement.
The farmer had his second barrel to fire and he thought:
“He must come out and this time I will not miss him.”
Presently the dogs began barking.
“Oh, the jade,” he growled, “she has let him out at the back, through the orchard.”
He ran round the house to overtake the escaping prey.
“There is hope,” thought Pitou: “aim cannot be taken in the night as in the day and the hand is not so steady in firing on a man as at a wolf in the den.”
Indeed, Billet had fired on a man whom he saw scaling the orchard wall but he had got away on a horse which came up at his whistle. While Billet was following the pair in vague hope that he had hurt the rider so that he must fall out of the saddle, Ange reached the orchard where he saw Catherine leaning up against a tree with her hand on her heart.
“Let me take you into the house,” he said.
“No, I will not live under the roof of the man who shot at my sweetheart.”
“But then——“
“Do you refuse to accompany me?”
“No, but——“
“Come.”
No one saw them leave the farm and both disappeared in the valley.
God only knew the refuge of Catherine Billet!
All night a dreadful storm raged in the heart of the injured father. Something vital seemed to snap in the mighty frame of the man when he returned emptyhanded to see that his daughter had taken to flight.
When he came home at nine as usual to breakfast, his wife said. “Where is our Catherine?”
“Catherine?” he said with an effort. “The air is bad on the farm and I sent her over to her aunt’s in Sologne.”
“Good, she wanted a change. Will she make a long stay?”
“Till she gets better.”
Drying her tears the good woman went to sit in the chimney corner while her husband rode off into the fields.
Dr. Raynal had passed a restless night also. He was roused by Viscount Charny’s lackey pulling at his nightbell and, riding over to Boursonne, found that he had a couple of bullets in his side. Neither wound was dangerous, though one was serious. In three calls he set him up again; but he had to wear a bandage for a time, which did not prevent him riding out. Nobody had an idea of his accident.
It was time for him to be healed—time to return to Paris!
Mirabeau had promised the Queen to save her, and she wrote to her brother on the Austrian throne:
“I follow your counsel. I am making use of Mirabeau but there is nothing of weight in my relations with him.”
On the following day, he saw groups on the way to the Assembly and went up to learn the nature of the outcries.
Little newsheets were passing from hand to hand and newsdealers were calling out:
“Buy the Great Treason of Mirabeau!”
“It seems this concerns me,” he said, taking a piece of money out. “My friend,” he said to one of the venders who had a donkey carrying panniers full of the sheets, “how much is this Great Treason of Mirabeau?”
“Nothing to you, my lord,” replied the man, looking him in the eye, “and it is struck off in an edition of one hundred thousand.”
The orator went away thoughtful. A lampoon in such an edition and given away by a newsman who knew him!
Still the sheet might be one of those catchpennys which abounded at that epoch, stupid or spiteful. No, it was the list of his debts, accurate, and the note that their 200,000 francs had been paid by the Queen’s almoner on a certain date; also the statement that the court paid him six thousand francs per month. Lastly the account of his reception by the Queen.
What mysterious enemy pursued him, or rather pursued the monarchy like a hellhound?
This is what we shall learn, with many another secret which none but Cagliostro the superhuman might divine, in the sequel to this volume entitled “THE ROYAL LIFEGUARD.”
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LIFE IN THE BACKWOODS.—A Guide to the successful without the wool or hair; to skin and stuff birds; baits and hooks for fishing; how to fish successfully without nets, lines, spears, snares, “bobs,” or bait (a great secret), how to choose and clean guns; how to breed minks for their skins (hundreds of dollars can be made by any boy or young man who knows how to breed minks), etc.
This book is by an old trapper, for many years engaged in trapping in the Northwest, who has finally consented to publish and disclose these secrets. Persons living where wild animals exist, with some traps and the information contained in this book, can make money faster through the trapping season by giving their time and energies to the business than they can by seeking their fortunes in the gold regions or in oil speculations. This is at once the most complete and practical book now in the market. Price, 15 cents.
MODEL LETTER-WRITER (THE).—A comprehensive and complete guide and assistant for those who desire to carry on epistolary correspondence—containing instructions for writing letters of introduction; Letters of business; Letters of recommendation; Applications for employment; Letters of congratulation; Letters of condolence; Letters of friendship and relationship; Love-letters; Notes of invitation; Letters of favor, of advice, and of excuse, etc., etc., together with appropriate answers to each. This is an invaluable book for those persons who have not had sufficient practice to enable them to write letters without great effort. 15 cents.
NAPOLEON’S COMPLETE BOOK of Fate and Complete Fortune Teller.—This is the celebrated Oracle of Human Destiny consulted by Napoleon the First previous to any of his undertakings, and by which he was so successful in war, business, and love. It is the only authentic and complete copy extant, being translated into English from a German translation of an ancient Egyptian manuscript found in the year 1801 by M. Sonini, in one of the royal tombs near Mount Libycus, in Upper Egypt. This Oraculum is so arranged that any question on business, love, wealth, losses, hidden treasures, no matter what its nature, the Oraculum has an answer for it. It also shows how to learn of one’s fate by consulting the planets. Price 15 cents.
OGILVIE’S HOUSE PLANS; OR HOW TO BUILD A HOUSE.—A neat new book, containing over thirty finely executed engravings of dwellings of all sizes, from two rooms up; also churches, barns, and out-houses in great variety.
This handy, compact, and very useful volume contains, in addition to the foregoing, plans for each floor in each and every dwelling of which an engraving is given. It has, also, valuable information relative to building, such as number of shingles required in a roof, quantity of plaster for a house, quantity of materials required for building a house, etc., etc., and much other information of permanent and practical value.
Any one of the plans is alone worth very much more than the price asked for the book. It is invaluable to every architect, builder, mason, or carpenter, and particularly do we urge all who anticipate erecting a new or remodeling an old dwelling to send for a copy, as its fortunate possessor may save hundred of dollars by following the suggestions it contains. 25 cents.
HOW TO BEHAVE.—Hand-book of Etiquette and Guide to True Politeness. CONTENTS: Etiquette and its uses; Introductions; Cutting acquaintances; Letters of introduction; Street etiquette; Domestic etiquette and duties; Visiting; Receiving company; Evening parties; The lady’s toilet; The gentleman’s toilet; Invitations; Etiquette of the ball-room; General rules of conversation; Bashfulness and how to overcome it; Dinner parties; Table etiquette; Carving; Servants; Traveling; Visiting cards; Letter writing; Conclusion. This is the best book of the kind yet published, and every person wishing to be considered well-bred, who wishes to understand the customs of good society, and to avoid incorrect and vulgar habits, should send for a copy. 15 cents.
MISS SLIMMENS’ WINDOW.—Complete edition in one volume now ready. 16mo, 150 pages. Bound in heavy paper covers, with 13 illustrations. 25 cents.
OGILVIE’S HANDY MONITOR AND UNIVERSAL ASSISTANT, containing Statistical Tables of Practical Value for Mechanics, Merchants, Editors, Lawyers, Printers, Doctors, Farmers, Lumbermen, Bankers, Bookkeepers, Politicians and all classes of workers in every department of human effort, and containing a compilation of facts for reference on various subjects, being an epitome of matters Historical, Statistical, Biographical, Political, Geographical and general interest. 192 pages bound in paper, 25 cents.
No more valuable book has ever been offered containing so much information of practical value in everyday life.
OLD SECRETS AND NEW DISCOVERIES.—Containing Information of Rare Value for all Classes, in all Conditions of Society.
It Tells all about Electrical Psychology, showing how you can biologize any person, and, while under the influence, he will do anything you may wish him, no matter how ridiculous it may be, and he cannot help doing it.
It Tells how to Mesmerize. Knowing this, you can place any person in a mesmeric sleep, and then be able to do with him as you will. This secret has been sold over and over again for $10.
It Tells how to make persons at a distance think of you—something all lovers should know.
It Tells how you can charm those you meet and make them love you, whether they will or not.
It Tells how Spiritualists and others can make writing appear on the arm in blood characters, as performed by Foster and all noted magicians.
It Tells how to make a cheap Galvanic Battery; how to plate and gild without a battery; how to make a candle burn all night; how to make a clock for 25 cents; how to detect counterfeit money; how to banish and prevent mosquitoes from biting; how to make yellow butter in winter; Circassian curling fluid; Sympathetic or Secret Writing Ink; Cologne Water; Artificial honey; Stammering; how to make large noses small; to cure drunkenness; to copy letters without a press; to obtain fresh-blown flowers in winter; to make good burning candles from lard.
It Tells how to make a horse appear as though he was badly foundered; to make a horse temporarily lame; how to make him stand by his food and not eat it; how to cure a horse from the crib or sucking wind; how to put a young countenance on the horse; how to cover up the heaves; how to make him appear as if he had the glanders; how to make a true-pulling horse balk; how to nerve a horse that is lame, etc., etc.—These horse secrets are being continually sold at one dollar each.
It Tells how to make the Eggs of Pharo’s Serpents, which when lighted, though but the size of a pea, there issues from it a coiling, hissing serpent, wonderful in length and similarity to a genuine serpent.
It Tells how to make gold and silver from block tin (the least said about which the better). Also how to take impressions from coins. Also how to imitate gold and silver.
It Tells of a simple and ingenious method of copying any kind of drawing or picture. Also, more wonderful still, how to print pictures from the print itself.
It Tells how to perform the Davenport Brothers “Spirit Mysteries.” So that any person can astonish an audience, as they have done. Also scores of other wonderful things which there is no room to mention.
Old Secrets and New Discoveries is worth $5 to any person; but it will be mailed to any address on receipt of only 25 cents.
OUT IN THE STREETS.—By S. N. Cook. Price, 15 cents.
We take pleasure in offering the strictly moral and very amusing temperance drama entitled, “Out in the Streets,” to all entertainment committees as one that will give entire satisfaction. The parts are taken by six male and six female characters.
PHUNNY PHELLOW’S GRAB BAG; or, Jolly Tid-Bits for Mirthful Mortals.—Josh Billings, Danbury News Man and Bret Harte rolled into one. It is not too much to say that the book contains the choicest humor in the English language. Its size is mammoth, containing more than one thousand of the raciest jests, comical hits, exhilarating stories, flowers of wit, excruciating jokes, uproarious poems, laughable sketches, darky comicalities, clowns’ efforts, button-bursting conundrums, endmen’s jokes, plantation humors, funny caricatures, hifalutin dialogues, curious scenes, cute sayings, ludicrous drolleries, peculiar repartees, and nearly 500 illustrations. 25 cents.
SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE (THE).—By John Cowan, M.D. A handsome 8vo, containing over 400 pages, with more than 100 illustrations, and sold at the following prices: English cloth, beveled boards, gilt side and back, $3.00; leather, sprinkled edges, $3.50; half turkey morocco, marbled edges, gilt back, $4.00.
SOME FUNNY THINGS said by Clever Children. Who is not interested in children? We are satisfied that this book will give genuine satisfaction to all who are interested in listening to the happy voices of children. This will show that humor is not confined to adult minds by any means. 64 pages, 10 cents.
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THE ROYAL LIFE-GUARD.
CHAPTER I.
A NEW LEASE OF LIFE.
France had been changed to a limited monarchy from an absolute one, and King Louis XVI. had solemnly sworn to defend the new Constitution. But it had been remarked by shrewd observers that he had not attended the Te Deum at the Paris Cathedral, with the members of the National Assembly: that is, he would tell a lie but not commit perjury.
The people were therefore on their guard against him, while they felt that his Queen, Marie Antoinette, the daughter of Austria, was ever their foe.
But the murders by the rabble had frightened all property holders and when the court bought Mirabeau, the popular orator, over to its cause by paying his debts and a monthly salary the majority of the better classes, who had not fled from France in terror, thought the Royal Family would yet regain their own.
In point of fact, Mirabeau had obtained from the House of Representatives that the King should have the right to rule the army and direct it and propose war, which the Assembly would only have the sanction of. He would have obtained more in the reaction after the Taking of the Bastile but for an unknown hand having distributed full particulars of his purchase by the royalists in a broadside given away by thousands in the streets.
Hence he retired from the senate broken by his victory, though carrying himself proudly.
In face of danger the strong athlete thought of the antagonist, not of his powers.
On going home, he flung himself on the floor, rolling on flowers. He had two passionate loves: for the fair sex, because he was an ugly though robust man, and for flowers.
This time he felt so exhausted that he resisted his attendant feebly, who wanted to send for a doctor, when "Dr. Gilbert" was announced.
A man still young though with a grave expression like one tried in the furnace of personal and political heats, entered the room. He was clothed in the wholly black suit which he introduced from America, where it was popular among Republicans, for he was a friend of Washington and Marquis Lafayette, who like him had returned to make a sister Republic of France to that of the Thirteen United States.
Dr. Gilbert was a friend of Mirabeau, for he wished to preserve the King at the head of the State though he knew it was but the gilded figurehead without which, if knocked off in the tempest, the Ship rights itself and lives through all without feeling the loss.
Nevertheless, Gilbert, who was one of the Invisibles, that Secret Society which worked for years to bring about the downfall of monarchy in Europe, had been warned by its Chief, the Grand Copt Cagliostro, alias Balsamo the Mesmerist, alias Baron Zannone—since he had escaped from the Papal dungeons under cover of his being supposed dead and buried there—that the Queen cajoled him and that royalty was doomed.
"I have come to congratulate you, my dear count," said the doctor to the orator, "you promised us a victory, and you have borne away a triumph."
"A Pyrrhic one—another such and we are lost. I am very ill of it. Oh, doctor, tell me of something, not to keep me alive but to give me force while I do live."
"How can I advise for a constitution like yours," said the physician, after feeling the nobleman's pulse: "you do not heed my advice. I told you not to have flowers in the room as they spoil the air, and you are smothered in them. As for the ladies, I bade you beware and you answer that you would rather die than be reft of their society."
"Never mind that. I suffer too much to think of aught but myself. I sometimes think that as I am slandered so that the Queen hesitated to trust me, so have I been physically done to death. Do you believe in the famous poisons which slay without knowing they are used until too late?"
"Yes; I believe," for Gilbert frowned as he remembered that his secret brotherhood was allowed to use the Aqua Tofana where an enemy could not be otherwise reached: "but in your case it is the sword wearing out its sheath. The electric spark will explode the crystal chamber in which it is confined. Still I can help you."
He drew from his pocket a phial holding about a couple of thimblefuls of a green liquid.
"One of my friends—whom I would were yours—deeply versed in natural and occult sciences, gave me the recipe of this brew as a sovereign elixir of life. I have often taken it to cure what the English call the blue devils. And I am bound to say that the effect was instant and salutary. Will you taste it?"
"I will take anything from your hand, my dear doctor."
A servant was rung up, who brought a spoon and a little brandy in a glass.
"Brandy to mollify it," said Mirabeau: "it must be liquid fire, then!"
Gilbert added the same quantity of his elixir to the half-dozen drops of eau-de-vie and the two fluids mixed to the color of wormwood bitters, which the exhausted man drank off.
Immediately he was invigorated and sprang up, saying:
"Doctor, I will pay a diamond a drop for that liquor, for it would make me feel invincible."
"Count, promise me that you will take it only each three days, and I will leave you a phial every week."
"Give it, and I promise everything."
"Now, I have come for another matter. I want you to come out of town for carriage exercise and at the same time to select a residence there."
"It chances that I was looking for one, and my man found a nice house at Argenteuil, recommended by a fellow countryman of his, one Fritz, whose master, a foreign banker, had lived in it. It is delightful and being vacant could be moved into at once. My father had a house out there, whence he drove me with his cane."
"Let us go to Argenteuil, then," said Gilbert; "your health is so valuable that we must study everything bearing upon it."
Mirabeau had no establishment and a hack had to be called for the gentlemen. In this they proceeded to the village where, a hundred paces on the Besons Road, they saw a house buried in the trees. It was called the Marsh House.
On the right of the road was a humble cottage, in front of which sat a woman on a stool, holding a child in her arms who seemed devoured with fever.
"Doctor," said the orator, fixing his eyes on the sad sight, "I am as superstitious as an ancient. If that child dies, I would not live in this house. Just see what you think of the case."
Gilbert got down while the carriage went on.
A gardener was keeping the house which he showed to the inquirer. It belonged to St. Denis Abbey and was for sale under the decree confiscating Church property. Over against the gardener's lodge was another, a summerhouse simply overgrown with flowers. Mirabeau's passion for them made this sufficient lure; for this alone he would have taken the house.
"Is this little cottage, this Temple of Flora, on the property?" he asked.
"Yes, sir: it belongs to the big house but it is at present occupied by a lady with her child, a pretty lady, but of course she will have to go if the house and estate are bought."
"A lovely neighbor does no harm," said the count: "Let me see the interior of the house."
The rooms were lofty and elegant, the furniture fine and stylish. In the main room Mirabeau opened a window to look out and it commanded a view of the summerhouse. What was more, he had a view of a lady, sewing, half reclining, while a child of five or six played on the lawn among flowering shrubs.
It was the lady tenant.
It was not only such a pretty woman as one might imagine a Queen among the roses, but it was the living likeness of Queen Marie Antoinette and to accentuate the resemblance the boy was about the age of the Prince Royal.
Suddenly the beautiful stranger perceived that she was under observation for she uttered a faint scream of surprise, rose, called her son, and drew him inside by the hand, but not without looking back two or three times.
At this same moment Mirabeau started, for a hand was laid on his shoulder. It was the doctor who reported that the peasant's child had caught swamp fever from being set down beside a stagnant pool while the mother reaped the grass. The disease was deadly but the doctor hoped to save the sufferer by Jesuit's Bark, as quinine was still styled at this date.
But he warned his friend against this House in the Marsh, where the air might be as fatal to him as that of the senate house, where bad ventilation made the atmosphere mephitic.
"I am sorry the air is not good, for the house suits me wonderfully."
"What an eternal enemy you are to yourself? If you mean to obey the orders of the Faculty, begin by renouncing the idea of taking this residence. You will find fifty around Paris better placed."
Perhaps Mirabeau, yielding to Reason's voice, would have promised; but suddenly, in the first shades of evening, behind a screen of flowers, appeared the head of a woman in white and pink flounces: he fancied that she smiled on him. He had no time to assure himself as Gilbert dragged him away, suspecting something was going on.
"My dear doctor," said the orator, "remember that I said to the Queen when she gave me her hand to kiss on our interview for reconciliation: 'By this token, the Monarchy is saved.' I took a heavy engagement that time, especially if they whom I defend plot against me; but I shall hold to it, though suicide may be the only way for me to get honorably out of it."
In a day Mirabeau bought the Marsh House.
CHAPTER II.
THE FEDERATION OF FRANCE.
All the realm had bound itself together in the girdle of Federation, one which preceded the United Europe of later utopists.
Mirabeau had favored the movement, thinking that the King would gain by the country people coming to Paris, where they might overpower the citizens. He deluded himself into the belief that the sight of royalty would result in an alliance which no plot could break.
Men of genius sometimes have these sublime but foolish ideas at which the tyros in politics may well laugh.
There was a great stir in the Congress when the proposition was brought forward for this Federation ceremony at Paris which the provinces demanded. It was disapproved by the two parties dividing the House, the Jacobins (So called from the old Monastery of Jacobins where they met) and the royalists. The former dreaded the union more than their foes from not knowing the effect Louis XVI. might have on the masses.
The King's-men feared that a great riot would destroy the royal family as one had destroyed the Bastile.
But there was no means to oppose the movement which had not its like since the Crusades.
The Assembly did its utmost to impede it, particularly by resolving that the delegates must come at their own expense; this was aimed at the distant provinces. But the politicians had no conception of the extent of the desire: all doors opened along the roads for these pilgrims of liberty and the guides of the long procession were all the discontented—soldiers and under-officers who had been kept down that aristocrats should have all the high offices; seamen who had won the Indies and were left poor: shattered waifs to whom the storms had left stranded. They found the strength of their youth to lead their friends to the capitol.
Hope marched before them.
All the pilgrims sang the same song: "It must go on!" that is, the Revolution. The Angel of Renovation had taught it to all as it hovered over the country.
To receive the five hundred thousand of the city and country, a gigantic area was required: the field of Mars did for that, while the surrounding hills would hold the spectators; but as it was flat it had to be excavated.
Fifteen thousand regular workmen, that is, of the kind who loudly complain that they have no work to do and under their breath thank heaven when they do not find it—started in on the task converting the flat into the pit of an amphitheatre. At the rate they worked they would be three months at it, while it was promised for the Fourteenth of July, the Anniversary of the Taking of the Bastile.
Thereupon a miracle occurred by which one may judge the enthusiasm of the masses.
Paris volunteered to work the night after the regular excavators had gone off. Each brought his own tools: some rolled casks of refreshing drink, others food; all ages and both sexes, all conditions from the scholar to the carter; children carried torches; musicians played all kinds of instruments to cheer the multitude, and from one hundred thousand workers sounded the song "It shall go on!"
Among the most enfevered toilers might be remarked two who had been among the first to arrive; they were in National Guards uniform. One was a gloomy-faced man of forty, with robust and thickset frame; the other a youth of twenty.
The former did not sing and spoke seldom.
The latter had blue eyes in a frank and open countenance, with white teeth and light hair; he stood solidly on long legs and large feet. With his full-sized hands he lifted heavy weights, rolling dirt carts and pulling hurdles without rest. He was always singing, while watching his comrade out of the corner of the eye, saying joking words to which he did not reply, bringing him a glass of wine which he refused, returning to his place with sorrow, but falling to work again like ten men, and singing like twenty.
These two men, newly elected Representatives by the Aisne District, ten miles from Paris, having heard that hands were wanted, ran in hot haste to offer one his silent co-operation, the other his merry and noisy assistance.
Their names were François Billet and Ange Pitou. The first was a wealthy farmer, whose land was owned by Dr. Gilbert, and the second a boy of the district who had been the schoolmate of Gilbert's son Sebastian.
Thanks to their help, with that of others as energetic and patriotically inspired, the enormous works were finished on the Thirteenth of July 1790.
To make sure of having places next day, many workers slept on the battlefield.
Billet and Pitou were to officiate in the ceremonies and they went to join their companions on the main street. Hotel-keepers had lowered their prices and many houses were open to their brothers from the country. The farther they came the more kindly they were treated, if any distinction was made.
On its part the Assembly had received a portion of the shock. A few days before, it had abolished hereditary nobility, on the motion of Marquis Lafayette.
Contrarily, the influence of Mirabeau was felt daily. A place was assigned in the Federation to him as Orator. Thanks to so mighty a champion, the court won partisans in the opposition ranks. The Assembly had voted liberal sums to the King for his civil list and for the Queen, so that they lost nothing by pensioning Mirabeau.
The fact was, he seemed quite right in appealing to the rustics; the Federalists whom the King welcomed seemed to bring love for royalty along with enthusiasm for the National Assembly.
Unhappily the King, dull and neither poetical nor chivalric, met the cheers coolly.
Unfortunately, also, the Queen, too much of a Lorrainer to love the French and too proud to greet common people, did not properly value these outbursts of the heart.
Besides, poor woman, she had a spot on her sun: one of those gloomy fits which clouded her mind.
She had long loved Count Charny, lieutenant of the Royal Lifeguards, but his loyalty to the King, who had treated him like a brother in times of danger, had rendered him invulnerable to the woman's wiles.
Marie Antoinette was no longer a young woman and sorrow had touched her head with her wing, which was making the threads of silver appear in the blonde tresses—but she was fair enough to bewitch a Mirabeau and might have enthralled George Charny.
But, married to save the Queen's reputation to a lady of the court, Andrea de Taverney, he was falling in love with her, she having loved him at first sight, and this love naturally fortified his tacit pledge never to wrong his sovereign.
Hence the Queen was miserable, and all the more as Charny had departed on some errand for the King of which he had not told her the nature.
Probably this was why she had played the flirt with Mirabeau. The genius had flattered her by kneeling at her feet. But she too soon compared the bloated, heavy, leonine man with Charny.
George Charny was elegance itself, the noble and the courtier and yet more a seaman, who had saved a war-ship by nailing the colors to the mast and bidding the crew fight on.
In his brilliant uniform he looked like a prince of battles, while Mirabeau, in his black suit, resembled a canon of the church.
The fourteenth of July came impassibly, draped in clouds and promising rain and a gale when it ought to have illumined a splendid day.
But the French laugh even on a rainy day.
Though drenched with rain and dying of hunger, the country delegates and National Guards, ranked along the main street, made merry and sang. But the population, while unable to keep the wet off them, were not going to let them starve. Food and drink were lowered by ropes out of the windows. Similar offerings were made in all the thoroughfares they passed through.
During their march, a hundred and fifty thousand people took places on the edges of the Field of Mars, and as many stood behind them. It was not possible to estimate the number on the surrounding hills.
Never had such a sight struck the eye of man.
The Field was changed in a twinkling of the plain into a pit, with the auditorium holding three hundred thousand.
In the midst was the Altar of the Country, to which led four staircases, corresponding with the faces of the obelisk which overtowered it.
At each corner smoked incense dishes—incense being decreed henceforth to be used only in offerings to God.
Inscriptions heralded that the French People were free, and invited all nations to the feast of Freedom.
One grand stand was reserved for the Queen, the court and the Assembly. It was draped with the Red, White and Blue which she abhorred, since she had seen it flaunt above her own, the Austrian black.
For this day only the King was appointed Commander-in-chief, but he had transferred his command to Lafayette who ruled six millions of armed men in the National Guards of France.
The tricolor surmounted everything—even to the distinctive banners of each body of delegates.
At the same time as the President of the Assembly took his seat, the King and the Queen took theirs.
Alas, poor Queen! her court was meager: her best friends had fled in fright: perhaps some would have returned if they knew what money Mirabeau had obtained for her; but they were ignorant.
She knew that Charny, whom she vainly looked for, would not be attracted by the power or by gold.
She looked for his younger brother, Isidore, wondering why all the Queen's defenders seemed absent from their post.
Nobody knew where he was. At this hour he was conducting his sweetheart, Catherine, daughter of the gloomy farmer Billet, to a house in Bellevue, Paris, for refuge from the contumely of her sisters in the village and the wrath of her father.
Who knows, though, but that the heiress to the throne of the Caesars would have consented to be an obscure peasant girl to be loved by George again as Isidore loved the farmer's daughter.
She was no doubt revolving such ideas when Mirabeau, who saw her with glances, half thunderous weather, half sunshine, and could not help exclaiming:
"Of what is the royal enchantress thinking?"
She was brooding over the absence of Charny and his love died out.
The mass was said by Talleyrand, the French "Vicar of Bray," who swore allegiance to all manner of Constitutions himself. It must have been of evil augury. The storm redoubled as though protesting against the false priest who burlesqued the service.
Here followed the ceremony of taking the oath. Lafayette was the first, binding the National Guards. The Assembly Speaker swore for France; and the King in his own name.
When the vows were made in deep silence, a hundred pieces of artillery burst into flame at once and bellowed the signal to the surrounding country.
From every fortified place an immense flame issued, followed by the menacing thunder invented by man and eclipsing that of heaven if superiority is to be measured by disasters. So the circle enlarged until the warning reached the frontier and surpassed it.
When the King rose to declare his purpose the clouds parted and the sun peered out like the Eye of God.
"I, King of the French," he said, "swear to employ all the power delegated to me by the Constitutional Law of the State to maintain the Constitution."
Why had he not eluded the solemn pledge as before; for his next step, flight from the kingdom, was to be the key to the enigma set that day. But, true or false, the cannon-fire none the less roared the oath to the confines. It took the warning to the monarchs:
"Take heed! France is afoot, wishing to be free, and she is ready like the Roman envoy to shake peace or war, as you like it, from the folds of her dress."
CHAPTER III.
WHERE THE BASTILE STOOD.
Night came: the morning festival had been on the great parade ground; the night rejoicing was to be on the site where the Bastile had stood.
Eighty-three trees, one for each department of France, were stuck up to show the space occupied by the infamous states-prison, on whose foundation these trees of liberty were planted. Strings of lamps ran from tree to tree. In the midst rose a large pole, with a flag lettered: "Freedom!"
Near the moats, in a grave left open on purpose were flung the old chains, fetters, instruments of torture found in it, and its clock with chained captives the supporters. The dungeons were left open and lighted ghastly, where so many tears and groans had been vainly expanded.
Lastly, in the inmost courtyard, a ballroom had been set up and as the music pealed, the couples could be seen promenading. The prediction of Cagliostro was fulfilled that the Bastile should be a public strolling-ground.
At one of the thousand tables set up around the Bastile, under the shadow of the trees outlining the site of the old fortress, two men were repairing their strength exhausted by the day's marching, and other military manœuvres. Before them was a huge sausage, a four-pound loaf, and two bottles of wine.
"By all that is blue," said the younger, who wore the National Guards captain's uniform, "it is a fine thing to eat when you are hungry and drink when a-thirst." He paused. "But you do not seem to be hungry or thirsty, Father Billet."
"I have had all I want, and only thirst for one thing——"
"What is that?"
"I will tell you Pitou, when the time for me to sit at my feast shall come."
Pitou did not see the drift of the reply.
Pitou was a lover of Catherine Billet, but he self-acknowledged that he could have no chance against the young nobleman who had captivated the rustic maid. When her father tried to shoot the gallant, he had—while not shielding her or her lover, helped her to conceal herself from Billet.
It was not he, however, but Isidore who had brought the girl to Paris, after she had given birth to a boy. This occurred in the absence of Billet and Pitou, both of whom were ignorant of the removal.
Pitou had housed her in a quiet corner, and he went to Paris without anything arising to cause him sadness.
He had found Dr. Gilbert, to whom he had to report that with money he had given, Captain Pitou had equipped his Guards at Haramont in uniform which was the admiration of the county.
The doctor gave him five-and-twenty more gold pieces to be applied to maintaining the company at its present state of efficiency.
"While I am talking with Billet," said Gilbert, "who has much to tell me, would you not like to see Sebastian?"
"I should think I do," answered the peasant, "but I did not like to ask your permission."
After meditating a few instants, Gilbert wrote several words on a paper which he folded up like a letter and addressed to his son.
"Take a hack and go find him," he said. "Probably from what I have written, he will want to pay a visit; take him thither and wait at the door. He may keep you an hour or so, but I know how obliging you are; you will not find the time hang heavy when you know you are doing me a kindness."
"Do not bother about that," responded the honest fellow; "I never feel dull; besides, I will get in a supply of something to feed on and I will kill time by eating."
"A good method," laughed Gilbert; "only you must not eat dry bread as a matter of health, but wash it down with good wine."
"I will get a bottle, and some head cheese, too," replied Pitou.
"Bravo!" exclaimed the physician.
Pitou found Sebastian in the Louis-the-Great College, in the gardens. He was a winsome young man of eighteen, or less, with handsome chestnut curls enframing his melancholy and thoughtful face and blue eyes darting juvenile glances like a Spring sun.
In him were combined the lofty aspirations of two aristocracies: that of the intellect, as embodied in his father, and of race, personified in Andrea Countess of Charny, who had become his mother while unconscious in a mesmeric sleep, induced by Balsamo-Cagliostro, but perceived by Gilbert, who had not in his wild passion for the beauty been able to shrink from profiting by the trance.
It was to the countess's that Gilbert had suggested his son should go.
On the way Pitou laid in the provisions to fill up time if he had to wait any great while in the hack for the youth to come out of his mother's.
As the countess was at home, the janitor made no opposition to a well-dressed young gentleman entering.
Five minutes after, while Pitou was slicing up his loaf and sausage and taking a pull at his wine, a footman came out to say:
"Her ladyship, the countess of Charny, prays Captain Pitou to do her the honor to step inside instead of awaiting Master Sebastian in a hired conveyance."
The Assembly had abolished titles but the servants of the titled had not yet obeyed.
Pitou had to wipe his mouth, pack up in paper the uneaten comestibles, with a sigh, and follow the man in a maze. His astonishment doubled when he saw a lovely lady who held Sebastian in her arms and who said, as she put out her hand to the new-comer:
"Captain Pitou, you give me such great and unhoped-for joy in bringing Sebastian to me that I wanted to thank you myself."
Pitou stared, and stammered, but let the hand remain untaken.
"Take and kiss the lady's hand," prompted Sebastian: "it is my mother."
"Your mother? oh, Gemini!" exclaimed the peasant, while the other young man nodded.
"Yes, his mother," said Andrea with her glance beaming with delight: "you bring him to me after nine months' parting, and then I had only seen him once before: in the hope you will again bring him, I wish to have no secrets from you, though it would be my ruin if revealed."
Every time the heart and trust of our rural friend was appealed to, one might be sure that he would lose his hesitation and dismay.
"Oh, my lady, be you easy, your secret is here," he responded, grasping her hand and kissing it, before laying his own with some dignity on his heart.
"My son tells me, Captain Pitou, that you have not breakfasted," went on the countess; "pray step into the dining-room, and you can make up for lost time while I speak with my boy."
Soon, on the board were arrayed two cutlets, a cold fowl, and a pot of preserves, near a bottle of Bordeaux, a fine Venice glass and a pile of china plates. But for all the elegance of the set out edibles, Pitou rather deplored the head cheese, bread and common wine in the cab.
As he was attacking the chicken after having put away the cutlets, the door opened and a young gentleman appeared, meaning to cross the room. But as Pitou lifted his head, they both recognized each other, and uttered a simultaneous cry:
"Viscount Charny!"
"Ange Pitou!"
The peasant sprang up; his heart was violently throbbing; the sight of the patrician aroused his most painful memories.
Not only was this his rival but his successful rival and the man who had wronged Catherine Billet and caused her to lose her father's respect and her place at her mother's side in the farmhouse. Isidore only knew that Catherine was under obligations to this country lad; he had no idea of the latter's profound love for his mistress: love out of which Pitou drew his devotedness.
Consequently he walked right up to the other, in whom, spite of the uniform, he only saw still the poacher and farm boy of Haramont.
"Oh, you here, Pitou," said he: "delighted to meet you to thank you for all the services you have done us."
"My lord viscount, I did all for Miss Catherine alone," returned the young man, in a firm voice though all his frame thrilled.
"That was all well up to your knowing that I loved her; then, I was bound to take my share in the gratitude and as you must have gone to some outlay, say for the letters transmitted to her——"
He clapped his hand to his pocket to prick Pitou's conscience. But the other stopped him, saying, with the dignity sometimes astonishing to appear in him:
"My lord, I do services when I can but not for pay. Besides, I repeat, these were for Miss Catherine solely. She is my friend; if she believes she is in any way indebted to me, she will regulate the account. But you, my lord, owe me nothing; for I did all for her, and not a stroke for you. So you have to offer me nothing."
These words, but especially the tone, struck the hearer; perhaps it was only then that he noticed that the speaker was dressed as a captain in the new army.
"Excuse me, Captain Pitou," said Isidore, slightly bowing: "I do owe you something, and that is my thanks, and I offer you my hand; I hope you will do me the pleasure of accepting one and the honor of accepting the other."
There was such grandeur in the speech and the gesture in company with it, that vanquished Pitou held out his hand and with the fingers' ends touched Isidore's.
At this juncture Countess Charny appeared on the threshold.
"You asked for me, my lord," she said; "I am here."
Isidore saluted the peasant and walked into the next room; he swung the door to behind him but the countess caught it and checked it so that it remained ajar. Pitou understood that he was allowed, nay, invited to hear what was spoken. He remarked that on the other side of the sitting room was another door, leading into a bedroom; if Sebastian was there, he could hear on that side as well as the captain on this other.
"My lady," began Isidore, "I had news yesterday from my brother George; as in other letters, he begs me to ask you to remember him. He does not yet know when he is to return, and will be happy to have news from you either by letter or by your charging me."
"I could not answer the letter he sent me from want of an address; but I will profit by your intermediation to have the duty of a submissive and respectful wife presented him. If you will take charge of a letter for my lord, one shall be ready on the morrow."
"Have it ready," said Isidore; "but I cannot call for it till some five or six days as I have a mission to carry out, a journey of necessity, of unknown duration, but I will come here at once on my return and take your message."
As he passed through the dining-room he saw that Pitou was spooning deeply into the preserves. He had finished when the countess came in, with Sebastian.
It was difficult to recognize the grave Countess Charny in this radiant young mother whom two hours of chat with her son had transformed. The hand which she gave to Pitou seemed to be of marble still, but mollified and warmed.
Sebastian embraced his mother with the ardor he infused in all he did.
Pitou took leave without putting a question, and was silent on the way to the college, absorbing the rest of his head cheese, bread and wine. There was nothing in this incident to spoil his appetite.
But he was chilled to see how gloomy Farmer Billet was.
He resolved to dissipate this sadness.
"I say, Father Billet," he resumed, after preparing his stock of words as a sharpshooter makes a provision of cartridges, "who the devil could have guessed, in a year and two days, that since Miss Catherine received me on the farm, so many events should have taken place."
"Nobody," rejoined Billet whose terrible glance at the mention of Catherine had not been remarked.
"The idea of the pair of us taking the Bastile," continued he, like the sharpshooter having reloaded his gun.
"Nobody," replied the farmer mechanically.
"Plague on it, he has made up his mind not to talk," thought the younger man. "Who would think that I should become a captain and you a Federalist, and we both be taking supper under an arbor in the very spot where the old prison stood?"
"Nobody," said Billet for the third time, with a more sombre look than before.
The younger man saw that there was no inducing the other to speak but he found comfort in the thought that this ought not to alienate his right. So he continued, leaving Billet the right to speak if he chose.
"I suppose, like the Bastile, all whom we knew, have become dust, as the Scriptures foretold. To think that we stormed the Bastile, on your saying so, as if it were a chicken-house, and that here we sit where it used to be, drinking merrily! oh, the racket we kicked up that day. Talking of racket," he interrupted himself, "what is this rumpus all about?"
The uproar was caused by the passing of a man who had the rare privilege of creating noise wherever he walked: it was Mirabeau, who, with a lady on his arm, was visiting the Bastile site.
Another than he would have shrank from the cheers in which were mingled some sullen murmurs; but he was the bird of the storm and he smiled amid the thunderous tempest, while supporting the woman, who shivered under her veil at the simoon of such dreadful popularity.
Pitou jumped upon a chair and waved his cocked hat on the tip of his sword as he shouted:
"Long live Mirabeau!"
Billet let escape no token of feelings either way; he folded his arms on his burly chest and muttered in a hollow voice:
"It is said he betrays the people."
"Pooh, that has been said of all great men, from antiquity down," replied his friend.
In his excitement he only now noticed that a third chair, drawn up to their table, was occupied by a stranger who seemed about to accost them.
To be sure it was a day of fraternity, and familiarity was allowable among fellow-citizens, but Pitou, who had not finished his repast, thought it going too far. The stranger did not apologize but eyed the pair with a jeering manner apparently habitual to him.
Billet was no doubt in no mood to support being "quizzed," as the current word ran, for he turned on the new-comer; but the latter made a sign before he was addressed which drew another from Billet.
The two did not know each other, but they were brothers.
Like Billet, he was clad like one of the delegates to the Federation. But he had a change of attire which reminded Billet that so were dressed the party with Anacharsis Clootz, the German anarchist, representing Mankind.
CHAPTER IV.
THE LODGE OF THE INVISIBLES.
"You do not know me, brothers," said the stranger, when Billet had nodded and Pitou smiled condescendingly, "but I know you both. You are Captain Pitou, and you, Farmer Billet. Why are you so gloomy? because, though you were the first to enter the Bastile, they have forgotten to hang at your buttonhole the medal for the Conquerors of the Bastile and to do you the honors accorded to others this day?"
"Did you really know me, brother," replied the farmer with scorn, "you would know that such trifles do not affect a heart like mine."
"Is it because you found your fields unproductive when you returned home in October?"
"I am rich—a harvest lost little worries me."
"Then, it must be," said the stranger, looking him hard in the face, "that something has happened to your daughter Catherine——"
"Silence," said the farmer, clutching the speaker's arm, "let us not speak of that matter."
"Why not if I speak in order that you may be revenged?"
"Then that is another thing—speak of it," said the other, turning pale but smiling at the same time.
Pitou thought no more of eating or drinking, but stared at their new acquaintance as at a wizard.
"But what do you understand by revenge?" went on he with a smile: "tell me. In a paltry manner, by killing one individual, as you tried to do?"
Billet blanched like a corpse: Pitou shuddered all over.
"Or by pursuing a whole class?"
"By hunting down a whole caste," said Billet, "for of such are the crimes of all his like. When I mourned before my friend Dr. Gilbert, he said: 'Poor Billet, what has befallen you has already happened to a hundred thousand fathers; what would the young noblemen have in the way of pastime if they did not steal away the poor man's daughter, and the old ones steal away the King's money?'"
"Oh, Gilbert said that, did he?"
"Do you know him?"
"I know all men," replied the stranger, smiling: "as I know you two, and Viscount Charny, Isidore, Lord of Boursonnes; as I know Catherine, the prettiest girl of the county."
"I bade you not speak her name, for she is no more—she is dead."
"Why, no, Father Billet," broke in Pitou, "for she——"
He was no doubt going to say that he saw her daily, but the farmer repeated in a voice admitting of no reply,
"She is dead."
Pitou hung his head for he understood.
"Ha, ha," said the stranger: "if I were my friend Diogenes, I should put out my lantern, for I believe I have found an honest man." Rising, he offered his arms to Billet, saying: "Brother, come and take a stroll with me, while this good fellow finishes the eatables."
"Willingly," returned Billet, "for I begin to understand to what feast you invite me. Wait for me here," he added to his friend; "I shall return."
The stranger seemed to know the gastronomical taste of Pitou for he sent by the waiter some more delicacies, which he was still discussing, while wondering, when Billet reappeared. His brow was illumined with something like pleasure.
"Anything new, Father Billet?" asked the captain.
"Only that you will start for home to-morrow while I remain."
This is what Billet remained for.
A week after, he might have been seen, in the dress of a well-to-do farmer, in Plastriere Street. Two thirds up the thoroughfare was blocked by a crowd around a ballad singer with a fiddler to accompany him, who was singing a lampoon at the characters of the day.
Billet paused only an instant to listen to the strain, in which, from the Assembly being on the site of the old Horse-training ground, the attributes of horses were given to the members, as "the Roarer," to Mirabeau, etc.
Slipping in at an alleyway at the back of the throng, he came to a low doorway, over which was scrawled in red chalk—symbols effaced each time of usage:
"L. P. D."
This was the way down into a subterranean passage. Billet could not read but he may have understood that these letters were a token, He took the underground road with boldness.
At its end a pale light glimmered, by which a seated man was reading or pretending to read a newspaper, as is the custom of the Paris janitor of an evening.
At the sound of steps he got up and with a finger touching his breast waited. Billet presented his forefinger bent and laid it like the ring of a padlock on his lips. This was probably the sign of recognition expected by the door-guard, for he opened a door on his right which was wholly invisible when shut, and pointed out to the adventurer a narrow and steep flight of steps going down into the earth.
When Billet entered, the door shut behind him swiftly and silently. He counted seventeen steps, and though he was not talkative could not help saying: "Good, I am going right."
Before a door floated tapestry: he went straight to it, lifted it and was within a large circular hall where some fifty persons were gathered. The walls were hung with red and white cloth, on which were traced the Square, the Compass and the Level. A single lamp, hung from the center of the ceiling, cast a wan light insufficient to define those who preferred to stand out of its direct beams.
A rostrum up which four steps led, awaited orators or new members, and on this platform, next the wall, a desk and chair stood for the chairman.
In a few minutes the hall filled so that there was no moving about. The men were of all conditions and sorts from the peasant to the prince, arriving like Billet solitarily, and standing wherever they liked, without knowing or being known to each other. Each wore under his overcoat the masonic apron if only a mason, or the scarf of the Illuminati, if affiliated to the Grand Mystery. Only three restricted themselves to the masonic apron.
One was Billet; another a young man, and the third a man of forty-two who appeared by his bearing to belong to the highest upper class.
Some seconds after he had arrived, though no more noticed than the meanest, a second panel opened and the chairman appeared, wearing the insignia of the Grand Orient and the Grand Copt.
Billet uttered faintly his astonishment, for the Master was the man who had accosted him at the Bastile.
He mounted the dais and turning to the assembly, said:
"Brothers, we have two pieces of business to do this day: I have to receive three new candidates; and I have to render account of how the Work has gone on: for as it grows harder and harder, it is meet that you should know if I am ever worthy of your trust and that I should know if I still deserve it. It is only by receiving light from you and imparting it that I can walk in the dark way. Let the chiefs alone stay in the lodge to receive or reject the applicants. They dealt with, all are to return into session, from the first to the last, for it is in the presence of all and not only within the Supreme Circle, I wish to lay bare my conduct and receive censure or ask for recompense."
At these words a door flew open opposite that he had come in by; vast vaulted depths were beheld, as the crypt of an ancient basilica.
The arcades were feebly lighted by brass lamps hung so as to make darkness visible.
Only three remained, the novices. Chance fixed it that they should be standing up by the wall at nearly regular distances. They looked at each other with astonishment, only thus and now learning that they were the heroes of the occasion.
At this instant the door by which the chairman had come, opened to admit six masked men who came to place themselves beside the Master, three on each hand.
"Let Numbers Two and Three disappear for the time," said the Master; "none but the supreme chiefs must know the secrets of the reception or refusal of a would-be mason in the Order of the Illuminated."
The young man and the high-born one retired by the lobby by which they had come, leaving Billet alone.
"Draw nearer," said the chairman. "What is your name among the profane?" he demanded when obeyed.
"François Billet, and it is Strength, among the elect."
"Where did you first see the Light?"
"In the lodge of the Soissons Friends of Truth."
"How old are you?"
"Seven years," replied Billet, making the sign to show what rank he had attained in the order.
"Why do you want to rise a step and be received among us?"
"Because I am told that it is a step nearer the Universal Light."
"Have you supporters?"
"I have no one to speak for me save him who came to me and offered to have me welcomed." He looked fixedly at the chairman.
"With what feelings would you walk in the way which we may open unto you?"
"With hate of the powerful and love for equality."
"What answers for these feelings?"
"The pledge of a man who has never broken his word."
"What inspired your wish for equality?"
"The inferior condition in which I was born."
"What the hatred of those above you?"
"That is my secret; yet it is known to you; why do you want me to say aloud what I hesitate to say in a whisper to myself?"
"Will you walk in the way to Equality and with you lead all those whom you can control?"
"Yes."
"As far as your will and strength can go, will you overthrow all obstacles opposing the freedom of France and the emancipation of the world?"
"I will."
"Are you free from any anterior engagement or if made will you break it if contrary to this new pledge?"
"I am ready."
Turning to the chiefs, the Master said:
"Brothers, this man speaks the truth. I invited him to be one of ours. A great grief binds him to our cause by the ties of hatred. He has already done much for the Revolution and may do more. I propose him, and answer for him in the past, the present and the future."
"Receive him," said all the six.
The presiding officer raised his hand and said in a slow and solemn voice:
"In the name of the Architect of the Universe, swear to break all carnal bonds still binding you to parents, sister, brother, wife, kinsmen, mistress, kings, benefactors, and to whomsoever you have promised faith, obedience, service or gratitude."
Billet repeated in a voice as firm as the speaker's.
"Good! henceforth you are freed from the so-called oath of allegiance made to the country and the laws. Swear therefore to reveal to your new chief what you see and do, hear or learn, read or divine, and moreover to seek out and find which is not offered to the sight."
"I swear," said Billet.
"Swear to honor and respect steel, fire and poison as sure and prompt means necessary to purge the world by the death of those who try to lessen truth or snatch it from our hands.
"Swear to avoid Naples, Rome, Spain and all accursed places. To shun the temptation of revealing anything seen and heard in our meetings, for the lightning is not swifter to strike than our invisible and inevitable knife, wherever you may hide. And now, live in the Name of the Three!"
A brother hidden in the crypt, opened the door where the inferior members were strolling till the initiation was over. The Master waved Billet to go there, and, bowing, he went to join those whom the dreadful words he had uttered made his associates.
The second candidate was the famous St. Just, the Revolutionist whom Robespierre sent to the guillotine. He was initiated in the same terms as Billet and similarly joined the band.
The third candidate was Louis Philippe, Duke of Orleans whom hatred of his relatives had induced to take this step to have the aid of powerful partners in his attempt to seize the throne. He was already at the degree of Rose-Croix. He took the oath which was administered in a different order from before in order to test him at the outset, and instead of saying, Yes, he repeated the very words of the section binding him to break all ties, of affection or allegiance to royalty.
When he darted into the crypt he exclaimed:
"At last I shall have my revenge!"
CHAPTER V.
THE CONSPIRATORS ACCOUNT.
On being left together, the six masked men and the chairman whispered among themselves.
"Let all come in," said Cagliostro, for he was the Master; "I am ready to make the report I promised."
The door was instantly opened: the members of the league walked in; to crowd the hall once more.
Hardly was the door closed behind the last before the Master said holding up his hand quickly like one who knew the value of time, and wished not to lose a second:
"Brothers, there may be some here who were present at a meeting held just twenty years ago, a couple of miles from Danenfels, in a cavern of Thunder Mountain, five miles from the Rhine; if so, let the venerable upholders of the Great Cause which we have embraced, signify the same by holding up the hand, saying: 'I was there!'"
Five or six hands were held above the throng and as many voices cried: "I was there."
"So far good," continued the speaker; "the others are in the Temple above, or scattered over the earth, working at the common and holy work, for it is that of all mankind. Twenty years ago, this work which we have pursued in its different periods was scarce commenced. The light was at its dawning and the steadiest eyes beheld the future only through the cloud which none but the eyes of the chosen could pierce. At that meeting, I explained by what miracle death did not exist for me, it being merely for man forgetfulness of the past, or rather how, during twenty centuries, I had dwelt in succeeding bodies for my immortal soul. Slowly I saw peoples pass from slavery to serfdom, from serfdom to the state of those aspirations for freedom which precede it. Like the stars of the night hinting what a sun can be, we have seen the republics try their rules, at Genoa, Venice, Switzerland; but this is not what we needed.
"A great country was wanted to give the impetus, a wheel in which should be cogged all the others, a planet which should illumine the world."
A cheering murmur ran through the audience and Cagliostro proceeded with an inspired air:
"Heaven indicated to me, France. Indeed, having tried all systems, she appeared likely to suit our purpose, and we decided on her being first freed. But look back on France twenty years ago, and grant that it was great boldness or rather sublime faith to undertake such a task. In Louis XV.'s hands so weakly, it was still the realm of Louis XIV., an aristocratic kingdom, where the nobles had all the rights and the rich all the privileges. At the head was a man who represented at once the lowest and the loftiest, the grandest and the paltriest, heaven and the masses. With a word he could make you wealthy or a beggar, happy or miserable, free or captive, keep you living or send you to death.
"He had three grandsons, young princes called to succeed him. Chance had it that he whom nature designated was also the choice of the people, if the people had any choice at the epoch. He was accounted kind, just, honest, learned, almost a lover of wisdom. In order to quench the wars which the fatal succession of Charles II. enkindled, the daughter of Maria Theresa was chosen for his wife: the two nations were to be indissolubly united which are the counterbalances west and east of Europe, France and Austria. So calculated Maria Theresa the foremost politician of Europe.
"It was at this period, none the less, when France, supported on Austria, Spain and Italy, was to enter on a new and desired reign that we determined—not that she should be the chief of kingdoms but that the French should be the first people free.
"It was demanded who would be the new Theseus to rush into the den of this Minotaur, thread the innumerable turnings of the maze while guided by the light of Truth, and face the royal monster. I replied it should be me. Some eager spirits, uneasy characters, wanted to know how long a time it would take to accomplish the first period of my enterprise, divided into three portions, and I required twenty years. They cried out against that. Can you understand this? man had been serf or slave for twenty centuries, and he mocked at me because I wanted twenty years to make him free!"
He looked upon the meeting, where his last words had provoked ironical smiles.
"In short, I obtained the twenty years. I gave my brothers the famous device: 'Lilia Pedibus Destrue—the Lilies shall be trodden underfoot!' and I set to work, urging all to do likewise. I entered France under arches of triumph; the rose and the laurel made the road from Strasburg to Paris one trellis garlanded with flowers. Everybody was shouting: 'Long live the Dauphiness! our future Queen!' Now, far from me to take credit to myself for the initiative or the merit of events; the Builder had planned all this and He laid each stone well and truly. He allowed this humble mason who officiates in this fane to see the Hand divinely wielding the Line and the Level and, praise unto Him! I have done some levelling: the rocks have been removed off the way, the bridge has been thrown over the flood, and the gulfs have been filled up so that the car has rolled smoothly. List brothers, to what has been performed in a score of years.
"Parliaments broken up: Louis XV., called once the Well-Beloved, dies amid general scorn! The Queen, after seven years, unfruitful wedlock, gives birth to children whose paternity is contested, so that she is defamed as mother of the Crown Prince, and dishonored as a woman in the case of the Diamond Necklace.
"The new King consecrated under the name of Louis the Desired, impotent in politics as in love, tries one utopia after another, until he reaches national bankruptcy, and has all kinds of ministers down to a Calonne. The Assembly of Worthies decrees the States General Congress, which appointed by universal suffrage, declares itself the National Assembly. The clergy and nobility are overcome by the other classes; the Bastile is stormed and the foreign troops driven out of the capital; the night of Aug. 4th, 1789, shows the aristocracy that they are reduced to nothing; on the 5th and 6th October, the King and Queen are shown that royalty is nothing; on the 14th of July, 1790, the unity of France is shown to the world.
"The princes are deprived of popularity by their absconding; the King's brother loses his hold by the Favras conspiracy showing that he casts off his friends to save his neck. Lastly, the Constitution is sworn unto, on the Altar of the Country; the Speaker of the House of Representatives sits on a chair on the level with the King's; it is the Law and the Nation sitting side by side; attentive Europe leans towards us, silently watching—all who do not applaud are trembling. Now, is not France the cornerstone on which Free Europe shall be laid, the wheel which turns all the machine, the sun which shall illuminate the Old World?"
"Yea, yea, yea!" shouted all voices.
"But, brothers," continued the magician, "do you believe the work is so far advanced that we may leave it to get on by itself? Although the Constitution has been sworn to, can we trust to the royal vow?"
"Nay, nay, nay," cried every voice.
"Then we begin the second stage of the revolutionary work," pursued Cagliostro. "As your eyes see, I perceive with delight that the Federation of 1790 is not the goal but a halting-place: after the repose the court will recommence the task of counter-revolution: let us also gird up our loins and start afresh. No doubt for timid hearts there will be hours of weakening and of distrust; often the beam from the All-seeing Eye will seem to be eclipsed—the Hand that beckons us will cease to be seen. More than once during the second period, the cause will appear injured, even lost, by some unforeseen and fortuitous accident; all will seem to show that we are wrong; circumstances will look as if unfavorable; our enemies will have some triumph, our fellow-citizens will be ungrateful. After many real fatigues and apparent uselessness, many will ask themselves if they have not gone astray on the bad path.
"No, brothers, no; I tell you at this hour for the words to ring everlastingly in your ears, in victory as a blast of trumpets, in defeat as the rallying cry—No! leading races have their providential mission which must be unerringly accomplished. The Arch-Designer laid down the road and found it true and straight; His mysterious goal cannot be revealed until it is attained in its full splendor; the cloud may obscure it and we think it gone; an idea may recoil but, like the old-time knights, it is but to set the lance in rest and rush forward to hurl over the dragon.
"Brothers, brothers, our goal is the bonfire on the high mount, believed extinct because the ridge concealed it as we sank in the vale: then the weaklings muttered as they halted and whined: 'We have no beacon—we are blundering in the dark: let us stay where we are; what is the good of getting lost?' But the strong hearts keep right on confidently smiling, and soon will the light on the height reappear, albeit it may disappear again, but each time it is brighter and clearer because it is more near!
"Thus will it be with the chosen band who, struggling, pressing on, persevering and above all believing in the Republic to be, arrive at the foot of the lighthouse of which the radiance will join that cast across the Atlantic by the Republic which we have also helped to throw off the tyrant's yoke. Let us swear, brothers, for ourselves and our descendants, since the eternal idea and principle serves many a generation, never to stop until we establish on this temple of the Architect the holy device of which we have conquered one portion: 'Liberty, Equality and Fraternity.'"
The speech was hailed with uproarious approbation.
"But do not confine it to France solely: inscribe it on the banner of mankind as the whole world's motto. And now, brothers, go out upon your task, which is great, so great that, through whatever vale of tears and of the shadow of death you must pass, your descendants will envy the holy errand you shall have accomplished, and like the crusaders who became more and more numerous and eager as their foregoers were slain, they march over the road whitened by the bones of their fathers. Be of good cheer, apostles; courage, pilgrims of freedom; courage, soldiers, Apostles, converts! pilgrims, march on! soldiers, fight!"
Cagliostro stopped, but that would have happened from the applause. Three times the cheering rose and was extinguished in the gloomy vaults like an earthquake's rumbling. Then the six masked men bowed to him one after another, kissed his hand and retired. Each of the brothers, bowing unto the platform where the new Peter the Hermit preached the renewal of the political crusade, passed out, repeating the motto:
"We shall Trample the Lilies under."
As the last went forth, the lamps were extinguished.
Alone remained the Arch-Revolutionist, buried in the bowels of the earth, lost in silence and darkness like those divinities of the Indies, into whose mysteries he asserted himself to have been initiated two thousand years before.
CHAPTER VI.
WOMEN AND FLOWERS.
Some months after recorded events, about the end of March, 1791, Dr. Gilbert was hurriedly called to his friend Mirabeau, by the latter's faithful servant Deutsch, who had been alarmed.
Mirabeau had spoken in the House on the question of Mines, the interests of owners and of the State not being very clearly defined. To celebrate his victory, he gave a supper to some friends and was prostrated by internal pains.
Gilbert was too skillful a physician not to see how grave the invalid was. He bled him and the black blood relieved the sufferer.
"You are a downright great man," said he.
"And you a great blockhead to risk a life so precious to your friends for a few hours of fictitious pleasure," retorted his deliverer.
The orator smiled almost ironically, in melancholy.
"I think you exaggerate and that my friends and France do not hold me so dear."
"Upon my honor," replied Gilbert laughing, "great men complain of ingratitude and they are really the ungrateful ones. If it were a most serious malady of yours, all Paris would flock under your window; were you to die, all France would come to your obsequies."
"What you say is very consoling, let me tell you," said the other, merrily.
"It is just because you can see one without risking the other that I say it, and indeed, you need a great public demonstration to restore your morale. Let me take you to Paris within a couple of hours, my dear count; let me tell the first man on the street corner that you are ailing and you will see the excitement."
"I would go if you put off the departure till this evening, and let me meet you at my house in Paris at eleven."
Gilbert looked at his patient and the latter saw that he was seen through.
"My dear count, I noticed flowers on the Dining-room table," said he: "it was not merely a supper to friends."
"You know that I cannot do without flowers; they are my craze."
"But they were not alone."
"If they are a necessity I must suffer from the consequences they entail."
"Count, the consequences will kill you."
"Confess, doctor, that it will be a delightful kind of suicide."
"I will not leave you this day."
"Doctor, I have pledged my word and you would not make me fail in that."
"I shall see you this night, though?"
"Yes, really I feel better."
"You mean you drive me away?"
"The idea of such a thing."
"I shall be in town; I am on duty at the palace."
"Then you will see the Queen," said Mirabeau, becoming gloomy once more.
"Probably; have you any message for her?"
Mirabeau smiled bitterly.
"I should not take such a liberty, doctor; do not even say that you have seen me: for she will ask if I have saved the monarchy, as I promised, and you will be obliged to answer No! It is true," he added with a nervous laugh, "that the fault is as much hers as mine."
"You do not want me to tell her that your excess of exertions in the tribune is killing you."
"Nay, you may tell her that," he replied after brief meditation: "you may make me out as worse than I am, to test her feelings."
"I promise you that, and to repeat her own words."
"It is well: I thank you, doctor—adieu!"
"What are you prescribing?"
"Warm drinks, soothing, strict diet and—no nurse-woman less than fifty——"
"Rather than infringe the regulation I would take two of twenty-five!"
At the door Gilbert met Deutsch, who was in tears.
"All this through a woman—just because she looks like the Queen," said the man; "how stupid of a genius, as they say he is."
He let out Gilbert who stepped into his carriage, muttering:
"What does he mean by a woman like the Queen?"
He thought of asking Deutsch, but it was the count's secret, and he ordered his coachman to drive to town.
On the way he met Camille Desmoulins, the living newspaper of the day, to whom he told the truth of the illness because it was the truth.
When he announced the news to the King, the latter inquired if the count had lost his appetite.
"Yes, Sire," was the doctor's reply.
"Then it is a bad case," sighed the monarch, shifting the subject.
When the same words were repeated to the daughter of Maria Theresa, her forehead darkened.
"Why was he not so stricken on the day of his panegyric on the tricolor flag?" she sneered. "Never mind," she went on, as if repenting the expression of her hatred before a Frenchman, "it would be very unfortunate for France if this malady makes progress. Doctor, I rely on your keeping me informed about it."
At the appointed hour, Gilbert called on his patient at his town house. His eyes caught sight of a lady's scarf on a chair.
"Glad to see you," said Mirabeau, quickly as though to divert his attention from it, "I have learnt that you kept half your promise. Deutsch has been busy answering friendly inquiries from our arrival. Are you true to the second part? have you been to the palace and seen the King and Queen?"
"Yes; and told them you were unwell. The King sincerely condoled when he heard that you had lost your appetite. The Queen was sorry and bade me keep her informed."
"But I want the words she used."
"Well, she said that it was a pity you were not ill when you praised the new flag of the country."
He wished to judge of the Queen's influence over the orator.
He started on the easy chair as if receiving the discharge of a galvanic battery.
"Ingratitude of monarchs," he muttered. "That speech of mine blotted out remembrance of the rich Civil List and the dower I obtained for her. This Queen must be ignorant that I was compelled to regain the popularity I lost for her sake; but she no more remembers it than my proposing the adjournment of the annexation of Avignon to France in order to please the King's religious scruples. But these and other faults of mine I have dearly paid for," continued Mirabeau. "Not that these faults will ruin them, but there are times when ruin must come, whether faults help them forward or not. The Queen does not wish to be saved but to be revenged; hence she relishes no reasonable ideas.
"I have tried to save liberty and royalty at the same time; but I am not fighting against men, or tigers, but an element—it is submerging me like the sea: yesterday up to the knee, today up to the waist, to-morrow I shall be struggling with it up to my neck. I must be open with you, doctor; I felt chagrin first, then disgust. I dreamt of being the arbiter between the Revolution and monarchy. I believed I should have an ascendancy over the Queen as a man, and some day when she was going under the flood, I meant to leap in and rescue her. But, no! they would not honestly take me; they try to destroy my popularity, ruin me, annihilate me, and make me powerless to do either good or evil. So, now that I have done my best, I tell you, doctor, that the best thing I can do is die in the nick of time; fall artistically like the Dying Gladiator, and offer my throat to be cut with gracefulness; yield up the ghost with decency."
He sank back on the reclining chair and bit the pillow savagely. Gilbert knew what he sought, on what Mirabeau's life depended.
"What will you say if the King or the Queen should send to inquire after your health?" he asked.
"The Queen will not do it—she will not stoop so low."
"I do not believe, but I suppose, I presume——"
"I will wait till to-morrow night."
"And then?"
"If she sends a confidential man I will say you are right and I wrong. But if on the contrary none come, then it will be the other way."
"Keep tranquil till then. But this scarf?"
"I shall not see her, on my honor," he said, smiling.
"Good, try to get a good quiet night, and I will answer for you," said Gilbert, going out.
"Your master is better, my honest Deutsch," said he to the attendant at the door.
The old valet shook his head sadly.
"Do you doubt my word?"
"I doubt everything since his bad angel will be beside him."
He sighed as he left the doctor on the gloomy stairs. At the landing corner Gilbert saw a veiled shadow which seemed waiting: on perceiving him, it uttered a low scream and disappeared so quickly by a partly opened door that it resembled a flight.
"Who is that woman?" questioned the doctor.
"The one who looks like the Queen," responded Deutsch.
For the second time Gilbert was struck by the same idea on hearing this phrase: he took a couple of steps as though to chase the phantom, but he checked himself, saying,
"It cannot be."
He continued his way, leaving the old domestic in despair that this learned man could not conjure away the demon whom he believed the agent of the Inferno.
Next day all Paris called to inquire after the invalid orator. The crowd in the street would not believe Deutsch's encouraging report but forced all vehicles to turn into the side streets so that their idol should not be disturbed by their noise.
Mirabeau got up and went to the window to wave a greeting to these worshipers, who shouted their wishes for his long life.
But he was thinking of the haughty woman who did not trouble her head about him, and his eyes wandered over the mob to see if any servants in the royal blue livery were not trying to make their way through the mass. By evening his impatience changed into gloomy bitterness.
Still he waited for the almost promised token of interest, and still it did not come.
At eleven, Gilbert came; he had written his best wishes during the day: he came in smiling, but he was daunted by the expression on Mirabeau's face, faithful mirror of his soul's perturbations.
"Nobody has come," said he. "Will you tell me what you have done this day?"
"Why, the same as usual——"
"No, doctor and I saw what happened and will tell you the same as though present. You called on the Queen and told her how ill I was: she said she would send to ask the latest news, and you went away, happy and satisfied, relying on the royal word. She was left laughing, bitter and haughty, ignorant that a royal word must not be broken—mocking at your credulity."
"Truly, had you been there, you could not have seen and heard more clearly," said Gilbert.
"What numbskulls they are," exclaimed Mirabeau. "I told you they never did a thing at the right time. Men in the royal livery coming to my door would have wrung shouts of 'Long live the King!' from the multitude and given them popularity for a year."
He shook his head with grief.
"What is the matter, count?" asked Gilbert.
"Nothing."
"Have you had anything to eat?"
"Not since two o'clock."
"Then take a bath and have a meal."
"A capital idea!"
Mirabeau listened in the bath until he heard the street door close after the doctor.
Then he rang for his servant, not Deutsch but another, to have the table in his room decked with flowers, and "Madam Oliva" invited to sup with him.
He closed all the doors of the supper-room except that to the rooms of the strange woman whom the old German called his bad angel.
At about four in the morning, Deutsch who sat up, heard a violent ring of the room bell. He and another servant rushed to the supper-room, but all the doors were fastened so that they had to go round by the strange lady's rooms. There they found her in the arms of their master, who had tried to prevent her giving the alarm. She had rung the table-bell from inability to get at the bell pull.
She was screaming as much for her own relief as her lover's, as he was suffocating her in his convulsive embrace.
It seemed to be Death trying to drag her into the grave.
Jean ran to rouse Dr. Gilbert while Deutsch got his master to a couch. In ten minutes the doctor drove up.
"What is it now?" he asked of Deutsch, in the hall.
"That woman again and the cursed flowers! Come and see."
At this moment something like a sob was heard; Gilbert, ran up the stairs at the top step of which a door opened, and a woman in a white wrapper ran out suddenly and fell at the doctor's feet.
"Oh, Gilbert," she screamed, "save him!"
"Nicole Legay," cried the doctor; "was it you, wretch, who have killed him?" A dreadful thought overwhelmed him. "I saw her bully Beausire selling broadsides against Mirabeau, and she became his mistress. He is undoubtedly lost, for Cagliostro set himself against him."
He turned back into his patient's room, fully aware that no time was to be lost. Indeed, he was too versed in secrets of his craft still to hope, far less to preserve any doubt. In the body before his eyes, it was impossible to see the living Mirabeau. From that time, his face assumed the solemn cast of great men dying.
Meanwhile the news had spread that there was a relapse and that the doom impended. Then could it be judged what a gigantic place one man may fill among his fellows. The entire city was stirred as on great calamities. The door was besieged by persons of all opinions as though everybody knew they had something to lose by his loss.
He caused the window to be opened that he might be soothed by the hum of the multitude beneath.
"Oh, good people," he murmured: "slandered, despised and insulted like me, it is right that those Royals should forget me and the Plebes bear me in mind."
Night drew near.
"My dear doctor," he said to him who would not leave him, "this is my dying day. At this point nothing is to be done but embalm my corpse and strew flowers roundabout."
Scarcely had Jean, to whom everybody rushed at the door for news, said he wanted flowers for his master, than all the windows opened, and flowers were offered from conservatories and gardens of the rarest sorts. By nine in the morning the room was transformed into a bower of bloom.
"My dear doctor, I beg a quarter of an hour to say good-bye to a person who ought to quit the house before I go. I ask you to protect her in case they hoot her."
"I leave you alone," said Gilbert, understanding.
"Before going, kindly hand me the little casket in the secretary."
Gilbert did as requested; the money-box was heavy enough to be full of gold.
At the end of half an hour, spent by Gilbert in giving news to the inquirers, Jean ushered a veiled lady out to a hackney-carriage at the door.
Gilbert ran to his patient.
"Put the casket back," said he in a faint voice. "Odd, is it not?" he continued, seeing how astonished the doctor looked at its being as heavy as before, "but where the deuce will disinterestedness next have a nest?"
Near the bed, Gilbert picked up a lace handkerchief wet with tears.
"Ah, she would take nothing away—but she left something," remarked Mirabeau.
Feeling it was damp he pressed it to his forehead.
"Tears? is she the only one who has a heart?" he murmured.
He fell back on the bed, with closed eyes; he might have been believed dead or swooning but for the death-rattle in his breast.
How came it that this man of athletic, herculean build should die?
Was it not because he had held out his hand to stay the tumbling throne from toppling over? Was it not because he had offered his arm to that woman of misfortune known as Marie Antoinette?
Had not Cagliostro predicted some such fate to Gilbert for Mirabeau? and the two strange creatures—one, Beausire, blasting the reputation, the other, Nicole, blasting the health of the great orator who had become the supporter of the monarchy—were they not for him, Gilbert, a proof that all things which were obstacles to this man—or rather the idea he stood for—must go down before him as the Bastile had done?
Nevertheless he was going to try upon him the elixir of life which he owed to Cagliostro; it was irony to save his victim with his own remedy.
The patient had opened his eyes.
"Nay," said he, "a few drops will be vain. You must give me the whole phial. I had the stuff analyzed and found it was Indian hemp; I had some compounded for myself and I have been taking it copiously not to live but to dream."
"Unhappy man that I am," sighed Gilbert; "he has led to my dealing out poison to my friend."
"A sweet poison, by which I have lengthened out the last moments of my life a hundredfold. In my dream I have enjoyed what has really escaped me, riches, power, and love. I do not know whether I ought to thank God for my life, but I thank you, doctor, for your drug. Fill up the glass and let me have it."
Gilbert presented the extract which the patient absorbed with gusto.
"Ah, doctor," he said after a short pause, as if the veil of the future were raised at the approach of eternity; "blessed are those who die in this year, 1791! for they will have seen the sunny side of the Revolution. Never has a great one cost so little bloodshed up to now, because it is the mind that was conquered: but on the morrow the war will be upon facts and in things. Perhaps you believe that the tenants of the Tuileries will mourn for me? not at all. My death rids them of an engagement. With me, they had to rule in a certain way: I was less support than hindrance. She excused herself for leaning on me, to her brother: 'Mirabeau believes that he is advising me—I am only amusing myself with him.' That is why I wished that woman, her likeness, to be my mistress, and not my Queen.
"What a fine part he shall play in History who undertook to sustain the young nation with one hand and the old monarchy in the other, forcing them to tread the same goal—the happiness of the governed and the respect of the governors. It might have been possible and might be but a dream; but I am convinced that I alone could have realized the dream. My sorrow is not in dying, but in dying with work unfinished. Who will glorify my idea left mangled, an abortion? What will be known of me will be the part that should be buried in oblivion—my wild, reckless, rakish life and my obscene writings.
"I shall be blamed for having made a bond with the court out of which comes gain for no man; I shall be judged, dying at forty-two, like one who lived man's full age. They will take me to task as if instead of trying to walk on the waters in a storm, I had trodden a broad way paved with laws, statutes, and regulations. To whom shall I league my memory to be cleansed and be an honor to my country?
"But I could do nothing without her, and she would not take my helping hand. I pledged myself like a fool, while she remained unfettered. But it is so—all is for the best; and if you will promise one thing, no regret will trouble my last breath."
"Good God, what would I not promise?"
"If my passing from life is tedious, make it easy? I ask the aid not only of the doctor but of the man and the philosopher—promise to aid me. I do not wish to die dead,—but living, and the last step will not be hard to take."
The doctor bent his head towards the speaker.
"I promised not to leave you, my friend; if heaven hath condemned you—though I hope we have not come to that point—leave to my affection at the supreme instant the care of accomplishing what I ought to do. If death comes, I shall be at hand also."
"Thanks," said the dying one as if this were all he awaited.
The abundant dose of cannabis indicus had restored speech to the doomed one: but this vitality of the mind vanished and for three hours the cold hand remained in the doctor's without a throb. Suddenly he felt a start: the awakening had come.
"It will be a dreadful struggle," he thought.
Such was the agony in which the strong frame wrestled that Gilbert forgot that he had promised to second death, not to oppose it. But, reminded of his pledge, he seized the pen to write a prescription for an opiate. Scarcely had he written the last words than Mirabeau rose on the pillow and asked for the pen. With his hand clenched by death he scrawled:
"Flee, flee, flee!"
He tried to sign but could only trace four letters of his name.
"For her," he gasped, holding out his convulsed arm towards his companion.
He fell back without breath, movement or look—he was dead.
Gilbert turned to the spectators of this scene and said:
"Mirabeau is no more."
Taking the paper whose destination he alone might divine, he rapidly departed from the death chamber.
Some seconds after the doctor's going, a great clamor arose in the street and was prolonged throughout Paris.
The grief was intense and wide. The Assembly voted a public funeral, and the Pantheon, formerly Church of St. Genevieve, was selected for the great man's resting-place. Three years subsequently the Convention sent the coffin to the Clamart Cemetery to be bundled among the corpses of the publicly executed.
Petion claimed to have discovered a contra-revolutionary plot written in the hand of Mirabeau, and Congress reversed its previous judgment and declared that genius could not condone corruption.
CHAPTER VII.
THE KING'S MESSENGER.
On the morning of the second of April, an hour before Mirabeau yielded up his last breath, a superior officer of the navy, wearing his full dress uniform of captain, entered the Tuileries Palace like one to whom the ways were familiar.
He took the private stairs to the King's apartments, where, by the study, a valet saw him and uttered a cry of surprise.
"Hue," he said, laying a finger on his lips, "can the King receive me?"
"His Majesty gave word that you were to be shown in whenever you arrived."
He opened a door and as a proof that the King was alone, he called out:
"The Count of Charny!"
"Let him enter," said the King; "I have been expecting him since yesterday."
Charny entered quickly and said as he went up to his royal master with respectful eagerness:
"Sire, I am a few hours behindhand, but I hope to be forgiven when your Majesty hears the reasons for the delay."
"Come, come, my lord; I awaited you with impatience, it is true; but I was of your opinion beforehand that an important cause alone could delay your journey. You have come, and you are welcome."
He held out his hand which the courier kissed with reverence.
"Sire, I received your order early the day before yesterday and I started at three A. M. yesterday from Montmedy by the post."
"That explains the few hours delay," observed the sovereign, smiling.
"Sire," went on the count, "I might have dashed on and made better speed but I wanted to study the road as it is generally used so as to remark the posting-houses where the work is well or ill done; I wished to jot the time down by the minute. I have noted everything and am consequently in a position to answer on any point."
"Bravo, my lord," cried the King. "You are a first-rate servitor; but let me begin by showing how we stand here; you can give me the news of the position out there afterwards."
"Things are going badly, if I may guess by what I have heard," observed Charny.
"To such a degree that I am a prisoner in the place, my dear count. I was just saying to General Lafayette that I would rather be King at Metz than over France; but never mind, you have returned. You know my aunts have taken to flight? it is very plain why. You know the Assembly will allow no priests to officiate at the altar unless they take oaths to the country. The poor souls became frightened as Easter came near, thinking they risked damnation by confessing to a priest who had sworn to the Constitution, and I must confess, it was on my advice that they went to Rome. No law opposes their journey and no one can think two poor women will much strengthen the party of the fugitive nobility. They charged Narbonne with getting them off; but I do not know how the movement was guessed. A visit of the same nature as we experienced at Versailles in October was projected upon them, but they happily got out by one door while the mob rushed in by another. Just think of the crosses! not a vehicle was at hand though three had been ordered to be ready. They had to go to Meudon from Bellevue on foot.
"They found carriages there and made the start. Three hours afterwards, tremendous uproar in Paris: those who went to stop the flight found the nest warm but empty. Next day the press fairly howled: Marat said that they were carrying away millions; Desmoulins that they were taking the Dauphin. Nothing of the sort: the two poor ladies had a few hundred thousand francs in their purses, and had enough to take care of without burdening themselves with a boy who might bring about their recognition. The proof was that they were recognized, without him, first at a place where they were let go through, and then at Arnay, where they were arrested. I had to write to the Assembly to get them passed, and spite of my letter the Assembly debated all day. However, they were authorized to continue their journey but on condition that the committee of the House should present a bill against quitting the kingdom."
"Yes," said Charny, "but I understood, that, in spite of a magnificent speech from Mirabeau, the Assembly rejected the proposition."
"True, it was thrown out: but beside this slight triumph was great humiliation for me. When the excitement was noticed over the departure of the two ladies, a few devoted friends, more than you may believe being left to me, count—some hundreds of noblemen hastened to the Tuileries and offered me their lives. The report was immediately spread that a conspiracy was discovered to spirit me away. Lafayette, who had been gulled into going to the Bastile under a story that an attempt to rebuild it was under way, came back here furious at the hoax, and entered with sword and bayonet!—my poor friends were seized and disarmed. Pistols were found on some, stilettos on others, each having snatched up at home any weapon handy. But the day is written down in history as that of the Knights of the Dagger!"
"Oh, Sire, in what dreadful times do we live," said Charny, shaking his head.
"Yes, and Mirabeau perhaps dying, maybe dead at present speaking."
"The more reason to hasten out of this cauldron."
"Just what we have decided on. Have you arranged with Bouille? I hope he is strong enough now. The opportunity was presented and I reinforced him."
"Yes, Sire: but the War Minister has crossed your orders; the Saxon Hussars have drawn from him, and the Swiss regiments refused. He had trouble to keep the Bouillon Foot at Montmedy Fort."
"Does he doubt now?"
"No Sire, but there are so many chances less. What matters? in these dashes one must reckon on luck, and we still have ninety per cent of chances. The question is if your Majesty holds to the Chalons Route although the posting at Varennes is doubtful?"
"Bouille already knows my reasons for the preference."
"That is why I have minutely mapped out the route."
"The route-chart is a marvel of clearness, my dear count. I know the road as though I had myself travelled it."
"I have the following directions to add——"
"Let me look at them by the map." And he unfolded on the table a map drawn by hand with every natural feature laid in. It was a work of eight months. The two stooped over the paper.
"Sire, the real danger begins at St. Menehould and ceases at Stenay. On those eighteen leagues must be stationed the soldiers."
"Could they not be brought nearer Paris—say, up to Chalons?"
"It is difficult," was the response. "Chalons is too strong a place for even a hundred men to do anything efficacious to your safety if menaced. Besides, Bouille does not answer for anything beyond St. Menehould. All he can do is set his first troops at Sommevelle Bridge. That is the first post beyond Chalons."
"What time will it take?"
"The King can go from Paris to Montmedy in thirty-six hours."
"What have you decided about the relay of horses at Varennes? where we must be certain not to want for them; it is most important."
"I have investigated the spot and decided to place the horses on the other side of the little town. It will be better to dash through, coming full speed from Clermont, and change horses five hundred paces from the bridge, guarded and defended if signalled by three or four men."
Charny gave the King a paper.
It was Bouille's arrangement of the stations of the troops along the road for the royal escape. The cover would be that the soldiers were waiting to convoy some money sent by the War Minister.
"Everything has been foreseen," said the King delightedly. "But talking of money, do you know whether Bouille has received the million I sent him?"
"Yes, but as assignats are below par, he would lose twenty per cent on the gross amount, only for a faithful subject of your Majesty who cashed, as if gold, a hundred thousand crowns' worth."
"And the rest?" inquired the King, eyeing the speaker.
"Count Bouille got his banker to take it; so that there will be no lack of the sinews of war."
"I thank you, my lord count," said the sovereign. "I should like to know the name of the faithful servitor who perhaps lessened his cash by giving the sum to Bouille."
"He is rich and consequently there was no merit in what he did. The only condition he put in doing the act was to have his name kept back."
"Still you know him?"
"Yes, I know who it is."
"Then, Lord Charny," said the monarch with the hearty dignity which he sometimes showed, as he took a ring off his finger, "here is a jewel very dear to me. I took it off the finger of my dying father when his hand was chill in death. Its value is therefore that which I attach to it; it has no other; but for a soul which understands me, it will be more precious than the finest diamond. Repeat to the faithful servitor what I say, my lord, and give him this gem from me."
Charny's bosom heaved as he dropped on one knee to receive the ring from the royal hand.
At this juncture the door opened. The King turned sharply, for a door to open thus was worse than infraction of etiquette; it was an insult only to be excused by great necessity.
It was the Queen, pale and holding a paper. She let it drop with a cry of astonishment at seeing Count Charny at the feet of her consort. The noble rose and saluted the lady, who faltered:
"Charny here, in the King's rooms, in the Tuileries!" And she said to herself: "Without my knowing it!"
There was such sorrow in the tone that Charny guessed the reason and took two steps towards her.
"I have just arrived and I was going to crave the King's permission for me to pay my respects to your Majesty," he said.
The blood reappeared on her cheeks; she had not heard that voice for a long while and the sweet tone charmed her ears. She held out both hands towards him but brought back one upon her heart from its beating too violently. Charny noticed all this although in the short space required for the King to pick up the paper, which the draft from the door had floated to the side of the room.
The King read without understanding.
"What is the meaning of the word 'Flee' three times written, and the fragment of a signature?" inquired he.
"Sire, it seems that Mirabeau died ten minutes ago, and that is the advice he sends you."
"It is good advice," returned the King, "and this time the instant to put it into execution has come."
The Queen looked at them both, and said to the count:
"Follow me, my lord."
CHAPTER VIII.
THE HUSBAND'S PROMISE.
The Queen sank upon a divan when she had arrived within her own apartments, making a sign for Charny to close the door.
Scarcely was she seated before her heart overflowed and she burst into sobs. They were so sincere and forcible that they went down into the depths of Charny's heart and sought for his former love. Such passions burning in a man never completely die out unless from one of those dreadful shocks which turn love to loathing.
He was in that strange dilemma which they will appreciate who have stood in the same: between old love and the new.
He loved his wife with all the pity in his bosom and he pitied the Queen with all his soul. He could not help feeling regret and giving words of consolation.
But he saw that reproach pierced through this sobbing; that recrimination came to light among the tears, reminding him of the exactions of this love, the absolute will, the regal despotism mingled with the expressions of tenderness and proofs of passion; he steeled himself against the exactions and took up arms against the despotism, entering into the strife against the will. He compared all this with Andrea's sweet, unalterable countenance, and preferred the statue, though he believed it to be of snow, to this glowing bronze, heated from the furnace, ever ready to dart from its eyes the lightnings of love, pride and jealousy.
This time the Queen wept without saying anything.
It was more than eight months since she had seen him. Before this, for two or three years she had believed that they could not separate without their hearts breaking. Her only consolation had been that he was working for her sake in doing some deed for the King.
But it was a weak consolation.
She wept for the sake of relief, for her pent-up tears would have choked her if she had not poured them forth. Was it joy or pain that held her silent? both, perhaps, for many mighty emotions dissolve in tears.
With more love even than respect, Charny went up to her, took one of her hands away from her face and said as he applied his lips to it:
"Madam, I am proud and happy to say that not an hour has been without toil for you since I went hence."
"Oh, Charny," retorted the Queen, "there was a time when you might have been less busy on my account but you would have thought the more of me."
"I was charged by the King with grave responsibility, which imposed the more strict silence until the business was accomplished. It is done at present. I can see and speak with you now, but I might not write a letter up to this period."
"It is a fine sample of loyalty, and I regret that it should be performed at the expense of another sentiment, George," she said with melancholy.
She pressed his hand tenderly, while eyeing him with that gaze for which once he would have flung away the life still at her service.
She noticed that he was not the courier dusty and bloody from spurring, but the courtier spic and span according to the rules of the Royal Household. This complete attire visibly fretted the woman while it must have satisfied the exacting Queen.
"Where do you come from?" she asked.
"Montmedy, in postchaise."
"Half across the kingdom, and you are spruce, brushed and dandified like one of Lafayette's aid-de-camps. Were the news you brought so unimportant as to let you dally at the toilet table?"
"Very important; but I feared that if I stepped out of the mud be-splattered postchaise in the palace yard, all disordered with travel, suspicion would be roused; the King had told me that you are closely guarded, and that made me congratulate myself on walking in, clad in my naval uniform like an officer coming to present his devoirs after a week or two on leave."
She squeezed his hand convulsively, having a question to put the harder to frame as it appeared so far from important.
"I forgot that you had a Paris house. Of course you dropped in at Coq-Heron Street, where the countess is keeping house?"
Charny was ready to spring away like a high-mettled steed spurred in the raw; but there was so much hesitation and pain in her words that he had to pity one so haughty for suffering so much and for showing her feelings though she was so strong-minded.
"Madam," he replied, with profound sadness not wholly caused by her pain, "I thought I had stated before my departure that the Countess of Charny's residence is not mine. I stopped at my brother Isidore's to change my dress."
The Queen uttered a cry of joy and slid down on her knees, carrying his hand to her lips, but he caught her up in both arms and exclaimed:
"Oh, what are you doing?"
"I thank you—ask me not for what! do you ask me for what? for the only moment of thorough delight I have felt since your departure. God knows this is folly, and foolish jealousy, but it is most worthy of pity. You were jealous once, though you forget it. Oh, you men are happy when you are jealous, because you can fight with your rivals and kill or be slain; but we women can only weep, though we perceive that our tears are useless if not dangerous. For our tears part us from our beloved rather than wash us nearer; our grief is the vertigo of love—it hurls us towards the abyss which we see without avail. I thank you again, George; you see that I am happy anew and weep no more."
She tried to laugh; but in her repining she had forgotten how to be merry, and the tone was so sad and doleful that the count shuddered.
"Be blessed, O God!" she said, "for he would not have the power to love me from the day when he pities me."
Charny felt he was dragged down a steep where in time he would be in the impossibility of checking himself. He made an effort to stop, like those skaters who lean back on their heels at the risk of breaking through the ice.
"Will you not permit me to offer the fruit of my long absence by explaining what I have been happy to do for your sake?" he said.
"Oh, Charny, I like better to have things as I said just now; but you are right: the woman must not too long forget she is a Queen. Speak, ambassador, the woman has obtained all she had a right to claim—the Queen listens."
The count related how he had surveyed the way for the flight of the Royal Family, and how all was ready. She listened with deep attention and fervent gratitude. It seemed to her that mere devotion could not go so far; that it must be ardent and unquiet love to foresee such obstacles and invent the means to cope with and overcome them.
"So you are quite happy to save me?" she asked at the end, regarding him with supreme affection.
"Oh, can you ask me that? it is the dream of my ambition, and it will be the glory of my life if I attain it."
"I would rather it were simply the reward of your love," replied Marie Antoinette with melancholy. "But let that pass! you ardently desire this great deed of the rescue of the Royal Family to be performed by you?"
"I await but your consent to set aside my life to it."
"I understand it, my dear one," said the sovereign: "your dedication ought to be free from all alien sentiment, and material affection. It is impossible that my husband and our children should be saved by a hand which would not dare to be stretched out towards them if they slipped on the road we are to travel in company. I place their lives and mine in your custody, as to a brother: but you will feel some pity for me?"
"Pity?"
"You cannot wish that in one of those crises when one needs all courage, patience and coolness, a mad idea of mine—for in the night one may see the specters which would not frighten in the day—you cannot wish that all should fail because I had not your promise that you loved me?"
"Lady," interrupted Charny, "above all I aim at your Majesty's bliss: that of France; the glory of achieving the task I have begun; and I confess that I am sorry the sacrifice I make is so slight; but I swear not to see the Countess of Charny without your Majesty's permission."
Coldly and respectfully saluting the monarch's consort, he retired without her trying to detain him, so chilled was she by his tone.
Hardly had he shut the door after him, than she wrung her hands and ruefully moaned:
"Oh, rather that he made the vow not to see me, but loved me as he loves her!"
CHAPTER IX.
OFF AND AWAY.
Spite of all precautions, or perhaps because they necessitated changes in the usual order of things, suspicion was engendered in Paris by the plot at the palace.
Lafayette went straight to the King, who mocked at his half-accusations: Bailly sent a denunciatory letter to the Queen, having become quite courteous, not to say a courtier.
About nine in the night of the 20th of June, two persons were conversing in the sitting-room of the Countess of Charny, in Coq-Heron Street.
She was apparently calm but was deeply moved, as she spoke with Isidore, who wore a courier's dress. It was composed of a buff leather riding jacket, tight breeches of buckskin and top-boots, and he carried a hunting-sword. His round laced hat was held in his hand.
"But in short, viscount, since your brother has been two months and a half in town, why has he not come here?" she persisted.
"He has sent me very often for news of your health."
"I know that, and I am grateful to both of you; but it seems to me that he ought to come to say good-bye if he is going on another journey."
"Of course, my lady, but it is impossible; so he has charged me to do that."
"Is the journey to be a long one?"
"I am ignorant."
"I said 'yours' because it looks from your equipment that you are going too."
"I shall probably leave town this midnight."
"Do you accompany your brother or go by another route?"
"I believe we take the same."
"Will you tell him you have seen me?"
"Yes, my lady: for he would not forgive me omitting to perform the errand of asking after you, judging by the solicitude he put in charging me, and the reiterated instructions he gave me."
She ran her hands over her eyes, sighed, and said after short meditation:
"Viscount, as a nobleman, you will comprehend the reach of the question I am putting; answer as you would were I really your sister; as you would to heaven. In the journey he undertakes, does my Lord Charny run any serious danger?"
"Who can tell where no danger is or is not in these times?" evasively responded young Charny. "On the morning of the day when my brother Valence was struck down, he would have surely answered No, if he had been asked if he stood in peril. Yet he was laid low in death by the morrow. At present, danger leaps up from the ground, and we face death without knowing whence it came and without calling it."
Andrea turned pale and said,
"There is danger of death, then? You think so if you do not say it."
"I think, lady, that if you have something important to tell my brother, the enterprise we are committed to is serious enough to make you charge me by word of mouth or writing with your wish or thought to be transmitted to him."
"It is well: viscount, I ask five minutes," said the countess, rising.
With the mechanical, slow step habitual to her, she went into her room, of which she shut the door.
The young gentleman looked at his watch with uneasiness.
"A quarter past nine, and the King expects me at half after," he muttered: "luckily it is but a step to the palace."
But the countess did not take the time she had stated; in a few seconds she returned with a sealed letter, and said with solemnity,
"Viscount, I entrust this to your honor."
Isidore stretched out his hand to take it.
"Stay, and clearly understand what I am telling you," said Andrea: "if your brother count fulfills the undertaking, there is nothing to be said to him beyond what I stated—sympathy for his loyalty, respect for his devotion and admiration for his character. If he be wounded"—here her voice faltered—"badly hurt, you will ask the favor for me to join him, whereupon you will send a messenger who can conduct me straight to him for I shall start directly. If he be mortally injured—" here emotion checked her voice: "Hand him this note; if he cannot read it, read it to him, for I want him to know this before he dies. Your pledge as a nobleman to do this, my lord?"
"On my honor," replied Isidore, as much affected as the speaker.
He kissed her hand and went out.
"Oh, if he should die, I must have him know that I love him!"
At the same time as he quitted his sister-in-law's and thrust the letter in his breast, beside another of which he had read the address by the light of a street lamp, two men, dressed just like himself, were ushered into the Queen's boudoir, but by different ways.
These two did not know each other but judging that the same business thus arrayed them they bowed to one another.
Immediately another door still opened and in walked Viscount Charny, the third outrider, who was as unknown to the other two, Malden and Valory, Royal Lifeguardsmen, as they, it happened, to each other. Isidore alone knew the aim of their being brought together, and the common design. No doubt he would have replied to the inquiries they were going to put but the door opened and Louis XVI. appeared.
"Gentlemen," said he to Malden and Valory, "excuse me disposing of you without your permission but you belonged to my guards and I hold you to be faithful servitors of the crown; so I suggested your going to a certain tailor's and trying one courier's costume which you would find there and be at the palace at half-past nine this evening. Your presence proves that you accept the errand with which I have to charge you."
The two guardsmen bowed.
"Sire," said Valory, "your Majesty was fully aware that he had no need to consult his gentlemen about laying down their lives on his behalf."
"Sire, my brother-soldier answers for me in answering for himself, and I presume for our third companion," said Malden.
"Your third companion, gentlemen, is an acquaintance good to form, being Viscount Charny, whose brother was slain defending the Queen's door at Versailles; we are habituated to the devotion of members of his family, so that we do not thank them for it."
"According to this," went on Valory, "my Lord of Charny would know the motive of our gathering, while we are ignorant and eager to learn."
"Gentlemen," said the King, "you know that I am a prisoner to the National Guard, the Assembly, the Mayor of Paris, the mob, to anybody who is for the time being the master. I rely on you to help me shake off this humiliation, and recover my liberty. My fate, that of the Queen and of our children, rests in your hands: all is ready for me to make away to-night; will you undertake to get me out of this place?"
"Give the orders, my lord," said the three young men.
"You will understand that we cannot go forth together. We are to meet at the corner of St. Nicaise Street, where Count Charny awaits us with a hired carriage. You, viscount, will take care of the Queen, and use the name of Melchior; you, Malden, under the name of Jean, escort Lady Elizabeth and the Princess Royal; you, Valory, guard Lady Tourzel and the Dauphin; they will call you François. Do not forget your new names and await further instructions."
He gave his hand all round to them and went out, leaving three men ready to die for him.
He went to dress, while the Queen and the others were also attiring themselves plainly, with large hats to conceal their faces.
Louis put on a plain grey suit with short breeches, grey stockings and buckled shoes. For the week past his valet Hue had gone in and out in a similar dress so as to get the sentinels used to the sight. He went out by the private door of Lord Villequier, who had fled the country six months before.
In provision of this flight, a room of his quarters had been set aside on the eleventh of the month. Here were the Queen and the others assembled. This flat was believed uninhabited; the King had the keys: and the sentries at about eleven were accustomed to see a number of the servants, who did not sleep on the premises, quit the palace in a flock.
Isidore Charny, who had been over the road with his brother, would ride on ahead; he would get the postboys ready so that no delay would be incurred.
Malden and Valory, on the driver's box, were to pay the postillions, who were given extra money as the carriage for the journey was a specially built one and very heavy from having to carry so many persons. Count Charny was to ride inside, ready for all emergencies; he would be well armed, like the three outriders; a pair of pistols for each were to be in the vehicle.
At a fair pace they reckoned to be at Chalons in thirteen hours.
All promised to obey the instructions settled between Charny and the Count of Choiseul.
Lights were blown out and all groped their way at midnight into Villequier's rooms. But the door by which they ought to have passed straightway, was locked. The King had to go to his smithy for keys and a pick-lock.
When he opened the door, he looked round triumphantly in the light of a little night-lamp.
"I will not say that a locksmith's art is not good sometimes," said the Queen; "but it is also well to be the King at others."
They had to regulate the order of the sallying forth.
Lady Elizabeth led, with the Princess Royal. At twenty paces she was followed by Lady Tourzel and the Dauphin. Malden came on behind to run to their succor.
The children stepped on tiptoe and trembling, with love before and behind them, to enter the ring of glare from the lamps with reflector, lighting the palace doors at the courtyard, but they passed before the sentinel without his appearing to trouble about them.
At the Carrousel Gate, the sentinel turned his back and they could easily pass. Had he recognized the illustrious fugitives? They believed so, and sent him a thousand blessings.
On the farther side of the wicket they perceived Charny's uneasy face. He was wearing a large blue coat with cape, called a Garrick from the English actor having made it popular, and his head was covered with a tarpaulin hat.
"Thank God, you have got through," he said, "what about the King, and the Queen?"
"They follow us," said Lady Elizabeth.
"Come," said he, leading them to the hack in St. Nicaise Street.
Another was beside theirs, and its driver might be a spy; so Malden jumped into it and ordered the man to drive him to the Opera-house as if he were a servant going to join his master there.
Scarcely had he driven off before the others saw a plain sort of fellow in a gray suit, with his hat cocked over his nose and his hands in his pocket, saunter out of the same gate as had given passage to Lady Elizabeth, like a clerk who was strolling home after his work was over.
This was the King, attended by Valory.
Charny went up to meet them; for he had recognized Valory, and not the King. He was one of those who always wish to see a king kinglike. He sighed with pain, almost with shame, as he murmured:
"Come, Sire, come. Where is the Queen?" he asked of Valory.
"Coming with your brother."
"Good; take the shortest road and wait for us at St. Martin's Gate; I will go by the longer way round; we meet at the coach."
Both arrived at the rendezvous and waited half an hour for the Queen.
We shall not try to paint the fugitives' anxiety; Charny, on whom the whole responsibility fell, was like a maniac. He wanted to go back and make inquiries, but the King restrained him. The little prince wept and cried for his mother. His sister and the two ladies could not console him.
Their terror doubled when they saw Lafayette's carriage dash by, surrounded by soldiers, some bearing torches.
When at the palace gates, Viscount Charny wanted to turn to the left; the Queen, on his arm, stopped him and said that the count was waiting at the waterside gate of the Tuileries. She was so sure of what she asserted that doubt entered his mind.
"Be very careful, lady, for any error may be deadly to us," he said.
"I heard him say by the waterside," she repeated.
So he let her drag him through three courtyards, separated by thick walls and with chains at each opening, which should have been guarded by sentinels. They had to scramble through the gaps and clamber over the chains. Not one of the watchers had the idea of saying anything to them. How could they believe that a buxom woman in such dress as a housemaid would wear and climbing over the chains on the arm of a strapping young chap in livery, was the Queen of the French?
On arriving at the water's edge they found it deserted.
"He must mean the other side of the river," said the crazed Queen.
Isidore wanted to return but he said as if in a vertigo:
"No, no, there it is!"
She drew him upon the Royal Bridge which they crossed to find the other shore as blank as the nigher one.
"Let us look up this street," said she.
She forced Isidore to go up the Ferry Street a little. At the end of a hundred paces she owned she was wrong, but she stopped, panting; her powers almost fled her.
"Now, take me where you will," she said.
"Courage, my lady," said Isidore.
"It is not courage I lack so much as strength. Oh, heaven, will I never get my breath again," she gasped.
Isidore paused, for he knew that the second wind she panted was necessary to her as to the hunted deer.
"Take breath, madam," he said: "we have time, for my brother would wait till daylight for your sake."
"Then you believe that he loves me?" she exclaimed rashly as quickly while pressing his arm against her breast.
"I believe that his life is yours as mine is, and that the feeling in others which is love and respect becomes adoration in him."
"Thanks," she said, "that does me good! I breathe again. On, on!"
With a feverish step, she retraced the path they had gone and they went out by the small gate of the Carrousel. The large open space was till midnight covered with stalls and prowling cabs. But it was now deserted and gloomy.
Suddenly they heard a great din of carriages and horses. They saw a light: no doubt the flambeaux accompanying the vehicles.
Isidore wanted to keep in the dark but the Queen pressed forward. He dragged her into the depths of the gateway but the torchlight flooded this cave with its beams.
In the middle of the escort of cavalry, half reclining in a carriage, in his costume of General of the National Guards, was Marquis Lafayette.
As it whizzed by, Isidore felt an arm, strong with will if not real power, elbow him aside. It was the Queen's left arm, while with a cane in her right hand she struck the carriage wheels.
"A fig for you, Jailer!" she said. "I am out of your prison!"
"What are you doing, and what are you risking?" ejaculated the Viscount.
"I am taking my revenge," said the silly victim of spite, "and one may risk a good deal for that."
Behind the last torch-bearer she bounded along, radiant as a goddess, and gleeful as a child.
CHAPTER X.
ON THE HIGHWAY.
The Queen had not taken ten paces beyond the gateway before a man in a blue garrick and with his face hidden by a tarpaulin hat, caught her convulsively by the arm and dragged her to a hackney coach stationed at the St. Nicaise corner: it was Count Charny.
They expected to see the Queen come up, after this half hour of delay, dying, downcast and prostrated, but they saw her merry and gladsome; the cut of the cane which she had given a carriage-wheel and fancied was on the rider, had made her forget her fatigue, her blunder, her obstinacy, the lost time and the consequences of the delay.
Charny pointed out a saddled horse which a servant was holding at a little distance to his brother who mounted and dashed ahead to pioneer the way. He would have to get the horses ready at Bondy.
Seeing him go, the Queen uttered some words of thanks which he did not hear.
"Let us be off, madam; we have not one second to lose," said Charny, with that firmness of will mixed with respect which great men take for grand occasions.
The Queen entered the hackney-coach, where were five already, the King, Lady Elizabeth, the Princess Royal, her brother and Lady Tourzel. She had to sit at the back with her son on her lap, with the King beside her: the two ladies and the girl were on the front seat. Fortunately the hackney carriages, old family coaches, were roomy in those days.
Charny got upon the box and to avert suspicion, turned the horses round and had them driven to the gate circuitously.
Their special conveyance was waiting for them there, on the side-road leading to the ditch. This part was lonesome. The traveling carriage had the door open, and Malden and Valory were on the steps.
In an instant the six travelers were out on the road. Charny drove the hack to the ditch and upset it in it, before returning to the party.
They were inside; Malden got up behind; Valory joined Charny on the box. The four horses went off at a rattling good pace as a quarter past one sounded from the church clock.
In an hour they were at Bondy, where Isidore had better teams ready. He saw the royal coach come up.
Charny got down to get inside as had been settled; but Lady Tourzel, who was to be sent back to town alone, had not been consulted.
With all her profound devotion to the Royal Family, she was unalterable on points of court etiquette. She stated that her duty was to look after the royal children, whom she was bound not to quit for a single instant unless by the King's express order, or the Queen's; but there being no precedent of a Queen having ordered the royal governess away from her charges, she would not go.
The Queen quivered with impatience, for she doubly wished Charny in the vehicle, as a lover who would make it pleasanter and as a Queen, as he would guard her.
Louis did not dare pronounce on the grave question. He tried to get out of the dilemma by a side-issue. Lady Tourzel stood ready to yield to the King's command but he dared not command her, so strong are the minutest regulations in the courtly-bred.
"Arrange anyway you like, count," said the fretful Queen, "only you must be with us."
"I will follow close to the carriage, like a simple servant," he replied: "I will return to town to get a horse by the one my brother came therefrom, and changing my dress I will join you at full speed."
"Is there no other means?" said Marie Antoinette in despair.
"I see none," remarked the King.
Lady Tourzel took her seat triumphantly and the stage-coach started off.
The importance of this discussion had made them forget to serve out the firearms which went back to Paris in the hack.
By daybreak, which was three o'clock, they changed horses at Meaux where the King was hungry. They brought their own provisions in the boot of the coach, cold veal and bread and wine, which Charny had seen to. But there were no knives and forks and the King had to carve with "Jean," that is, Malden's hunting-knife.
During this, the Queen leaned out to see if Charny were returning.
"What are you thinking of, madam?" inquired the King, who had found the two guards would not take refreshment.
"That Lafayette is in a way at this hour," replied the lady.
But nothing showed that their departure had been seen.
Valory said that all would go well.
"Cheer up!" he said, as he got upon the box with Malden and off they rolled again.
At eight o'clock they reached the foot of a long slope where the King had all get out to walk up. Scattered over the road, the pretty children romping and playing, the sister resting on her brother's arm and smiling: the pensive women looking backward, and all lit up by the June sun while the forest flung a transparent shade upon the highway—they seemed a family going home to an old manor to resume a regular and peaceful life and not a King and Queen of France fleeing from the throne which would be converted into their scaffold.
An accident was soon to stir up the dormant passions in the bosoms of the party.
The Queen suddenly stopped as though her feet had struck root.
A horseman appeared a quarter-league away, wrapped in the cloud of dust which his horse's hoofs threw up.
Marie Antoinette dared not say: "It is Count Charny!" but she did exclaim, "News from Paris!"
Everybody turned round except the Dauphin who was chasing a butterfly—compared with its capture the news from the capital little mattered.
Being shortsighted, the King drew a small spy-glass from his pocket.
"I believe it is only Lord Charny," he said.
"Yes, it is he," said the Queen.
"Go on," said the other: "he will catch up to us and we have no time to lose."
The Queen dared not suggest that the news might be of value.
It was only a few seconds at stake anyhow, for the rider galloped up as fast as his horse could go.
He stared as he came up for he could not understand why the party should be scattered all over the road.
He arrived as the huge vehicle stopped at the top of the ridge to take up the passengers.
It was indeed Charny as the Queen's heart and the King's eyes had told them. He was now wearing a green riding coat with flap collar, a broad brimmed hat with steel buckle, white waistcoat, tight buckskin breeches, and high boots reaching above the knee. His usually dead white complexion was animated by the ride and sparks of the same flame which reddened his cheeks shot from his eyes.
He looked like a conqueror as he rushed along; the Queen thought she had never seen him look handsomer. She heaved a deep sigh as the horseman leaped off his horse and saluted the King.
Turning, he bowed to the Queen. All grouped themselves round him, except two guardsmen who stood aloof in respect.
"Come near, gentlemen," said the King: "what news Count Charny brings concerns us all."
"To begin with, all goes well," said Charny: "At two in the morning none suspected our flight."
They breathed easier: the questions were multiplied. He related that he had entered the town and been stopped by a patrol of volunteers who however became convinced that the King was still in the palace. He entered his own room and changed his dress: the aid of Lafayette who first had a doubt, had become calm and dismissed extra guards.
He had returned on the same horse from the difficulty of getting a fresh one so early. It almost foundered, poor beast, but he reached Bondy upon it. There he took a fresh one and continued his ride with nothing alarming along the road.
The Queen found that such good news deserved the favor of her extending her hand to the bearer; he kissed it respectfully, and she turned pale. Was it from joy that he had returned, or with sorrow that he did not press it?
When the vehicle started off, Charny rode by the side.
At the next relay house all was ready except a saddle horse for the count which Isidore had not foreseen the want of. There would be delay for one to be found. The vehicle went off without him, but he overtook it in five minutes. It was settled that he should follow and not escort it. Still he kept close enough for the Queen to see him if she put her head out of the window and thus he exchanged a few words with the illustrious couple when the pace allowed it.
Charny changed horses at Montmirail and was dashing on thinking it had a good start of him when he almost ran into it. It had been pulled up from a trace breaking. He dismounted and found a new leather in the boot, filled with repairing stuff. The two guardsmen profited by the halt to ask for their weapons, but the King opposed their having them. On the objection that the vehicle might be stopped he replied that he would not have blood spilt on his account.
They lost half an hour by this mishap, when seconds were priceless.
They arrived at Chalons by two o'clock.
"All will go well if we reach Chalons without being stopped," the King had said.
Here the King showed himself for a moment. In the crowd around the huge conveyance two men watched him with sustained attention. One of them suddenly went away while the other came up.
"Sire, you will wreck all if you show yourself thus," he said. "Make haste, you lazybones," he cried to the postboys: "this is a pretty way to serve those who pay you handsomely."
He set to work, aiding the hostlers.
It was the postmaster.
At last the horses were hooked on and the postboys in their saddles and boots. The first tried to start his pair when they went clean off their feet. They got them up and all clear again, when the second span went off their feet! This time the postboy was caught under them.
Charny, who was looking on in silence, seized hold of the man and dragged him out of his heavy boots, remaining under the horse.
"What kind of horses have you given us?" demanded he of the postinghouse master.
"The best I had in," replied the man.
The horses were so entangled with the traces that the more they pulled at them the worse the snarl became.
Charny flew down to the spot.
"Unbuckle and take off everything," he said, "and harness up afresh. We shall get on quicker so."
The postmaster lent a hand in the work, cursing with desperation.
Meanwhile the other man, who had been looking on had run to the mayor, whom he told that the Royal Family were in a coach passing through the town. Luckily the official was far from being a republican and did not care to take any responsibility on himself. Instead of making the assertion sure, he shilly-shallied so that time was lost and finally arrived as the coach disappeared round the corner.
But more than twenty minutes had been frittered away.
Alarm was in the royal party; the Queen thought that the downfall of the two pair of horses were akin to the four candles going out one after another which she had taken to portend the death of herself, her husband and their two children.
Still, on getting out of the town, she and the King and his sister had all exclaimed:
"We are saved!"
But, a hundred paces beyond, a man shouted in at the window:
"Your measures are badly taken—you will be arrested!"
The Queen screamed but the man jumped into the hedge and was lost to sight.
Happily they were but four leagues from Sommevelle Bridge, where Choiseul and forty hussars were to be posted. But it was three in the afternoon and they were nearly four hours late.
CHAPTER XI.
THE QUEEN'S HAIRDRESSER.
On the morning of the twenty-first of June, the Count of Choiseul, who had notified the King that he could wait no longer but must pick up his detachments along the road and fall back towards Bouille, who was also at the end of his patience, was told that a messenger from the Queen was at last at his house in Paris.
It was Leonard the Queen's hairdresser. He was a favorite who enjoyed immense credit at the court, but the duke could wish for a more weighty confidant. But how could the Queen go into exile without the artist who alone could build up her hair into one of those towers which caused her to be the envy of her sex and the stupefaction of the sterner one?
He was wearing a round hat pulled down to his eyes and an enormous "wraprascal," which he explained were property of his brother. The Queen, in confiding to him her jewels, had ordered him to disguise himself, and placed himself under the command of Choiseul. Not only verbal was this direction but in a note which the duke read and burned.
He ordered a cab to be made ready. When the servant reported it at the door, he said to the hairdresser:
"Come, my dear Leonard."
"But where?"
"A little way out of town where your art is required."
"But the diamonds?"
"Bring them along."
"But my brother will come home and see I have taken his best hat and overcoat—he will wonder what has become of me."
"Let him wonder! Did not the Queen bid you obey me as herself?"
"True, but Lady Ange will be expecting me to do up her hair. Nobody can make anything of her scanty wisp but me, and——"
"Lady Ange must wait till her hair grows again."
Without paying farther heed to his lamentations, the lord forced him into his cab and the horse started off at a fast gait. When they stopped to renew the horse, he believed they were going to the world's end, though the duke confessed that their destination was the frontier.
At Montmirail they were to pass the balance of the night, and indeed at the inn beds were ready. Leonard began to feel better, in pride at having been chosen for such an important errand.
At eleven they reached Sommevelle Bridge, where Choiseul got out to put on his uniform. His hussars had not yet arrived.
Leonard watched his preparations, particularly his freshening the pistol primings, with sharp disquiet and heaved sighs which touched the hearer.
"It is time to let you into the truth, Leonard; you are true to your masters so you may as well know that they will be here in a couple of hours. The King, the Queen, Lady Elizabeth, and the royal children. You know what dangers they were running, and dangers they are running still, but in two hours they will be saved. I am awaiting a hussar detachment to be brought by Lieut. Goguelat. We will have dinner and take our time over it."
But they heard the bugle and the hussars arrived. Goguelat brought six blank royal warrants and the order from Bouille for Choiseul to be obeyed like himself by all military officers, whatever their ranking seniority.
The horses were hobbled, wine and eatables served out to the troopers and Choiseuil sat at table.
Not that the lieutenant's news was good. He had found ferment everywhere along the road. For more than a year rumors of the King's flight had circulated as well in the country as in town, and the stationing of the soldiers had aroused talk. In one township the village church bells had sounded the alarm.
This was calculated to dull even a Choiseuil's appetite. So he got up from the board in an hour, as the clock struck half after twelve, and leaving Lieut. Boudet to rule the troop of horse, he went out on a hill by the town entrance which commanded a good view. Every five minutes he pulled out his watch, and, each time, Leonard groaned: "Oh, my poor masters, they will not come. Something bad has happened them."
His despair added to the duke's disquiet.
Three o'clock came without any tidings. It will be remembered that this was the hour when the King left Chalons.
While Choiseul was fretting, Fatality, unless Cagliostro had a hand in it, was preparing an event which had much to do with influencing the drama in course of performance.
A few days before, some peasants on the Duchess of Elbœuf's estate, near Sommevelle Bridge, had refused payment of some unredeemable taxes. They were threatened with the sheriff calling in the military; but the Federation business had done its work and the inhabitants of the neighborhood vowed to make common cause with their brothers of the plow and came armed to resist the process-servers.
On seeing the hussars ride in, the clowns thought that they were here for this purpose. So they sent runners to the surrounding villages and at three o'clock the alarm-bells were booming all over the country.
Choiseul went back on hearing this and found Lieut. Boudet uneasy.
Threats were heard against the hussars who were the best hated corps in the army. The crowd bantered them and sang a song at them which was made for the occasion:
"Than the hussars there is no worse,
But we don't care for them a curse!"
Other persons, better informed or keener, began to whisper that the cavalry were here not to execute a writ on the Elbœuf tillers but to wait for the King and Queen coming through.
Meanwhile four o'clock struck without any courier with intelligence.
The count put Leonard in his cab with the diamonds, and sent him on to Varennes, with order to say all he could to the commanders of each military troop on the road.
To calm the agitation he informed the mob that he and his company were there not to assist the sheriff, but to guard a treasure which the War Minister was sending along. This word "treasure," with its double meaning, confirmed suspicions on one side while allaying irritability on the other. In a short time he saw that his men were so outnumbered and as hedged in that they could do nothing in such a mass, and would have been powerless to protect the Royal Family if they came then.
His orders were to "act so that the King's carriage should pass without hindrance," while his presence was becoming an obstacle instead of protection.
Even had the King came up he had better be out of the way. Indeed his departure would remove the block from the highway. But he needed an excuse for the going.
The postmaster was there among half-a-dozen leading citizens whom a word would turn into active foes. He was close to Choiseul who inquired:
"My friend, did you hear anything about this military money-chest coming through?"
"This very morning," replied the man, "the stage-coach came along for Metz with a hundred thousand crowns; two gendarmes rode with it."
"You don't say so?" cried the nobleman, amazed at luck so befriending him.
"It is so true that I was one of the escort," struck in a gendarme.
"Then the Minister preferred that way of transmitting the cash," said Choiseul, turning to his lieutenant, quietly, "and we were sent only as a blind to highwaymen. As we are no longer needed, I think we can be off. Boot and saddle, my men!"
The troop marched out with trumpets sounding and the count at the head as the clock struck half-past five.
He branched off the road to avoid St. Menehould, where great hubbub was reported to prevail.
At this very instant, Isidore Charny, spurring and whipping a horse which had taken two hours to cover four leagues, dashed up to the posthouse to get another; asking about a squad of hussars he was told that it had marched slowly out of the place a quarter of an hour before; leaving orders about the horses for the carriage, he rode off at full speed of the fresh steed, hoping to overtake the count.
Choiseul had taken the side road precisely as Isidore arrived at the post, so that the viscount never met him.
CHAPTER XII.
MISCHANCE.
Ten minutes after young Charny rode out, the King's coach rumbled in.
As the duke had foreseen, the crowd had dissolved almost completely.
Knowing that a detachment of soldiery was to be at Sommevelle, Charny had thought he need not linger and had galloped beside the door, urging on the postillions and keeping them up to the hand-gallop.
On arriving and seeing neither Choiseul nor the escort, the King stuck his head out of the window.
"For mercy's sake, do not show yourself," said Charny; "let me inquire."
In five minutes he returned from the postinghouse where he had learnt all, and he repeated it to the monarch. They understood that the count had withdrawn to leave the road open. No doubt he had fallen back on St. Menehould where they ought to hasten to find him with the hussars and dragoons.
"What am I to do?" asked Charny as they were about to proceed again; "does the Queen order me to go ahead or ride in the rear?"
"Do not leave me," said the Queen.
He bowed, and rode by the carriage side.
During this time Isidore rode on, gaining on the vehicle, and fearing that the people of St. Menehould would also take umbrage at having the soldiers in their town. He was not wrong.
The first thing he perceived there was a goodly number of National Guards scattered about the streets; they were the first seen since he left the capital.
The whole town seemed in a stir and on the opposite side, drums were beating.
He dashed through the streets without appearing to notice the tumult: crossing the square he stopped at the postinghouse.
On a bench in the square he noticed a dozen dragoons not in their helmets but fatigue caps, sitting at ease. Up at a ground floor window lounged Marquis Dandoins in undress, also, with a riding whip in his hand.
Isidore passed without seeming to look, presuming that the captain would recognize the royal courier by his uniform and not need any other hint.
At the posthouse was a young man whose hair was cut short in the Emperor Titus fashion which the Patriots adopted in the period: he wore his beard all round the lower face from ear to ear. He was in a dressing gown.
"What do you want?" challenged the black-whiskered man, seeing that the new-comer was looking round.
"To speak to the postmaster."
"He is out just now, but I am his son, Jean Baptiste Drouet. If I can replace him, speak."
He had emphasized his name as though he fore-felt that it would take a place on the historic page.
"I want six horses for two carriages coming after me."
Drouet nodded to show that he would fulfill the order and walked into the stable yard, calling out:
"Turn out there! six horses for carriages and a nag for the courier."
At this nick Marquis Dandoins hurriedly came up to Isidore.
"You are preceding the King's coach, I suppose?" he questioned.
"Yes, my lord, and I am surprised to see that you and your men are not in the battle array."
"We have not been notified; besides, very ugly manifestations have been made around us; attempts to make my men mutiny. What am I to do?"
"Why, as the King passes, guard the vehicle, act as circumstances dictate, and start off half an hour after the Royal Family to guard the rear." But he interrupted himself saying: "Hush, we are spied. Perhaps we have been overheard. Get away to your squadron and do all you can to keep your men steadfast."
Indeed, Drouet was at the kitchen door where this dialogue was held. Dandoins walked away.
At this period, cracking of whips was heard: the royal coach rolled up across the square and stopped at the posthouse.
At the noise it made, the population mustered around the spot with curiosity.
Captain Dandoins, whose heart was sore about the oversight, and wanting to explain why his men were standing at ease instead of being ready for action, darted up to the carriage window, taking off his cap and bowing, with all kind of respect to excuse himself to the sovereign and the Royal Family. To answer him the King put his head out of the window several times.
Isidore, with his foot in the stirrup, was near Drouet who watched the conveyance with profound attention: he had been up to town to the Federation Festival and he had seen the King whom he believed he recognized. That morning he had received a number of the new issue of assignats the paper money of the State which bore the monarch's head: he pulled one out and compared it with the original. This seemed to cry out to him: "You have the man before you."
Isidore went round the carriage to the other side where his brother was masking the Queen by leaning his elbow on the window.
"The King is recognized," he said; "hurry off the carriage and take a good look at that tall dark fellow—the postmaster's son, who has recognized the King. His name is Jean Baptiste Drouet."
"Right," responded George, "I will look to him. You, be off!"
Isidore galloped on to Clermont to have the fresh horses ready there.
Scarcely was he through the town before the vehicle started off, by Malden and Valory pressing and the promise of extra money.
Charny had lost sight of Drouet who did not budge, but was talking with the groom. The count went up to him.
"Was there no horse ordered for me, sir?" he demanded.
"One was ordered, but we are out of them."
"What do you mean—when here is a saddled horse in the yard."
"That is mine."
"But you can let me have it. I do not mind what I pay."
"Impossible. I have a journey to make, and it cannot be postponed."
To insist was to cause suspicions; to take by force was to ruin all. He thought of a means to smoothe over the difficulty. He went over to Captain Dandoins who was watching the royal carriage going round the corner. He turned on a hand being laid on his shoulder.
"Hush, I am Count Charny," said the Lifeguard. "I cannot get a horse here. Let me have one of your dragoons' as I must follow the King and the Queen. I alone know where the relays set by the Count of Choiseul are, and if I am not at hand the King will be brought to a standstill at Varennes."
"Count, you must take my charger, not one of my men's."
"I accept. The welfare of the Royal Family depends on the least accident. The better the steed the better the chances."
The two went through the town to the marquis' lodgings. Before departing Charny charged a quarter-master to watch young Drouet.
Unfortunately the nobleman's rooms were five hundred paces away. When the horses were saddled a quarter of an hour had gone by; for the marquis had another got ready as he was to take up the rear guard duty over the King.
Suddenly it seemed to Charny that he heard great clamor and could distinguish shouts of "The Queen, the Queen!"
He sprang from the house, begging Dandoins to have the horse brought to the square.
The town was in an uproar. Scarcely had Charny and his brother noble gone, as if Drouet had waited for it, he shouted out:
"That carriage which went by is the King's! in it are the King, the Queen, and the Royals!"
He jumped on his horse; some friends sought to detain him.
"Where are you off to? what do you intend? what is your project?"
"The colonel and the troop are here. We could not stop the King without a riot which might turn out ill for us. What cannot be done here can be done at Clermont. Keep back the dragoons, that is all I ask."
And away galloped he on the track of the King.
Hence the shouting that the King and the Queen had gone through, as Charny heard. Those shouts set the mayor and councilmen afoot; the mayor ordered the soldiers into the barracks as eight o'clock was striking and it was the hour when soldiers had no business to be about in arms.
"Horses!" cried Charny as Dandoins joined him.
"They are coming."
"Have you pistols in the holsters?"
"I loaded them myself."
"Good! Now, all hangs on the goodness of your horse. I must catch up with a man who has a quarter-hour's start, and kill him."
"You must kill him——"
"Or, all is lost!"
"Do not wait for the horses, then."
"Never mind me; you, get your men out before they are coaxed over; look at the mayor speechifying to them! you have no time to lose either; make haste!"
At this instant up came the orderly with the two chargers. Charny took the nearest at hazard, snatched the reins from the man's hands, leaped astride, drove in both spurs and burst away on the track of Drouet, without clearly comprehending what the marquis yelled after him. Yet these words were important.
"You have taken my horse and not yours, and the pistols are not loaded!"
CHAPTER XIII.
STOP, KING!
With Isidore riding before it, the royal conveyance flew over the road between St. Menehould and Clermont.
Night was falling; the coach entered Argonne Forest crossing the highway.
The Queen had noticed the absence of Charny, but she could not slacken the pace or question the postboys. She did lean out a dozen times but she discovered nothing.
At half-past nine they reached Clermont, four leagues covered. Count Damas was waiting outside the place as he had been warned by Leonard and he stopped Isidore on recognizing his livery.
"You are Charles de Damas? well; I am preceding the King. Get your dragoons in hand and escort the carriage."
"My lord," replied the count, "such a breath of discontent is blowing that I am alarmed, and must confess that my men cannot be answered for, if they recognize the King. All I can promise is that I will fall in behind when he gets by, and bar the road."
"Do your best—here they come!"
He pointed to the carriage rushing through the darkness and visible by the sparks from the horses' shoes.
Isidore's duty was to ride ahead and get the relays ready. In five minutes, he stopped at the posthouse door.
Almost at the same time, Damas rode up with half-a-dozen dragoons, and the King's coach came next. It had followed Isidore so closely that he had not had time to remount. Without being showy it was so large and well built that a great crowd gathered to see it.
Damas stood by the door to prevent the passengers being studied. But neither the King nor the Queen could master their desire to learn what was going on.
"Is that you, Count Damas?" asked the King. "Why are not your dragoons under arms?"
"Sire, your Majesty is five hours behind time. My troop has been in the saddle since four P. M. I have kept as quiet as possible but the town is getting fretful; and my men want to know what is the matter. If the excitement comes to a head before your Majesty is off again, the alarm bell will be rung and the road will be blocked. So I have kept only a dozen men ready and sent the others into quarters; but I have the trumpeters in my rooms so as to sound the Boot-and-Saddle at the first call. Your Majesty sees that all was for the best for the road is free."
"Very well; you have acted like a prudent man, my lord," said the King; "when I am gone, get your men together and follow me closely."
"Sire, will you kindly hear what Viscount Charny has to say?" asked the Queen.
"What has he to say?" said the King, fretfully.
"That you were recognised by the St. Menehould postmaster's son, who compared your face with the likeness on the new paper money; his brother the count stayed behind to watch this fellow, and no doubt something serious is happening as he has not rejoined us."
"If we were recognized, the more reason to hurry. Viscount, urge on the postboys and ride on before."
Isidore's horse was ready. He dashed on, shouting to the postillions: "The Varennes Road!" and led the vehicle, which rattled off with lightning speed.
Damas thought of following with his handful but he had positive orders and as the town was in commotion—lights appearing at windows and persons running from door to door—he thought only of one thing: to stop the alarm bell. He ran to the church tower and set a guard on the door.
But all seemed to calm down. A messenger arrived from Dandoins, to say that he and his dragoons were detained at St. Menehould by the people; besides—as Damas already knew—Drouet had ridden off to pursue the carriage which he had probably failed to catch up with, as they had not seen him at Clermont.
Then came a hussar orderly, from Commandant Rohrig, at Varennes with Count Bouille and another. He was a young officer of twenty who was not in the knowledge of the plot but was told a treasure was in question. Uneasy at time going by they wanted to know what news Damas could give.
All was quiet with them and on the road the hussar had passed the royal carriage.
"All's well," thought Count Damas, going home to bid his bugler sound "Boot and Saddle!"
All was therefore going for the best, except for the St. Menehould incident, by which Dandoins' thirty dragoons were locked up.
But Damas could dispense with them from having a hundred and forty.
Returning to the King's carriage, it was on the road to Varennes.
This place is composed of an upper and a lower town; the relay of horses was to be ready beyond the town, on the farther side of the bridge and a vaulted passage, where a stoppage would be bad.
Count Jules Bouille and Raigecourt were to guard these horses and Charny was to guide the party through the daedalus of streets. He had spent a fortnight in Varennes and had studied and jotted down every point; not a lane but was familiar, not a boundary post but he knew it.
Unfortunately Charny was not to the fore.
Hence the Queen's anxiety doubled. Something grave must have befallen him to keep him remote when he knew how much he was wanted.
The King grew more distressed, too, as he had so reckoned on Charny that he had not brought away the plan of the town.
Besides the night was densely dark—not a star scintillated.
It was easy to go wrong in a known place, still more a strange one.
Isidore's orders from his brother was to stop before the town.
Here his brother was to change horses and take the lead.
He was as troubled as the Queen herself at this absence. His hope was that Bouille and Raigecourt in their eagerness would come out to meet the Royal party: they must have learnt the site during three days and would do as guides.
Consequently on reaching the base of the hill, seeing a few lights sparkling over the town, Isidore pulled up irresolutely, and cast a glance around to try and pierce the murkiness. He saw nothing.
He ventured to call in a low voice, but louder and louder, for the officers; but no reply came.
He heard the rumbling of the stage coming along at a quarter of a league off, like a thunder peal.
Perhaps the officers were hiding in the woods which he explored along the skirts without meeting a soul.
He had no alternative but to wait.
In five minutes the carriage came up, and the heads of the royal couple were thrust out of the windows.
"Have you seen Count Charny?" both asked simultaneously.
"I have not, Sire," was the response: "and I judge that some hurt has met him in the chase of that confounded Drouet."
The Queen groaned.
"What can be done?" inquired the King who found that nobody knew the place.
"Sire," said the viscount, "all is silent and appears quiet. Please your Majesty, wait ten minutes. I will go into the town, and try to get news of Count Bouille or at least of the Choiseul horses."
He darted towards the houses.
The nearest had opened at the approach of the vehicles, and light was perceptible through the chink of the door.
The Queen got out, leant on Malden's arm and walked up to this dwelling: but the door closed at their drawing near. Malden had time to dash up and give it a shove which overpowered the resistance. The man who had attempted to shut it was in his fiftieth year; he wore a night gown and slippers.
It was not without astonishment that he was pushed into his own house by a gentleman who had a lady on his arm. He started when he cast a rapid glance at the latter.
"What do you want?" he challenged Malden.
"We are strangers to Varennes, and we beg you to point out the Stenay road."
"But if I give you the information, and it is known, I will be a ruined man."
"Whatever the risk, sir," said the Lifeguardsman, "it will be kindness to a lady who is in a dangerous position——"
"Yes, but this is a great lady—it is the Queen," he whispered to the sham courier.
The Queen pulled Malden back.
"Before going farther, let the King know that I am recognized," she said.
Malden took but a second to run this errand and he brought word that the King wanted to see this careful man.
He kicked off his slippers with a sigh, and went on tiptoe out to the vehicle.
"Your name, sir?" demanded the King.
"I am Major Prefontaine of the cavalry, and Knight of the St. Louis Order."
"In both capacities you have sworn fealty to me: it is doubly your duty therefore to help me in this quandary."
"Certainly: but will your Majesty please be quick about it lest I am seen," faltered the major.
"All the better if you are seen," interposed Malden; "you will never have a finer chance to do your duty."
Not appearing to be of this opinion, the major gave a groan. The Queen shook her shoulders with scorn and stamped with impatience.
The King waved his hand to appease her and said to the lukewarm royalist:
"Sir, did you hear by chance of soldiers waiting for a carriage to come through, and have you seen any hussars lately about?"
"They are on the other side of the town, Sire; the horses are at the Great Monarch inn and the soldiers probably in the barracks."
"I thank you, sir; nobody has seen you and you will probably have nothing happen you."
He gave his hand to the Queen to help her into the vehicle, and issued orders for the start to be made again.
But as the couriers shouted "To the Monarch Inn!" a shadowy horseman loomed up in the woods and darted crosswise on the road, shouting:
"Postboys, not a step farther! You are driving the fleeing King. In the name of the Nation, I bid ye stand!"
"The King," muttered the postillions, who had gathered up the reins.
Louis XVI. saw that it was a vital instant.
"Who are you, sir, to give orders here?" he demanded.
"A plain citizen, but I represent the law and I speak in the name of the Nation. Postillions, I order you a second time not to stir. You know me well: I am Jean Baptiste Drouet, son of the postmaster at St. Menehould."
"The scoundrel, it is he," shouted the two Lifeguardsmen, drawing their hunting-swords.
But before they could alight, the other had dashed away into the Lower Town streets.
"Oh, what has become of Charny?" murmured the Queen.
Fatality had ridden at the count's knee.
Dandoins' horse was a good racer but Drouet had twenty minute's start. Charny dug in the spurs, and the bounding horse blew steam from his nostrils as it darted off. Without knowing that he was pursued, Drouet tore along, but he rode an ordinary nag while the other was a thoroughbred.
The result was that at a league's end the pursuer gained a third. Thereupon the postmaster's son saw that he was chased and redoubled his efforts to keep beyond the hunter. At the end of the second league Charny saw that he had gained in the same proportion, while the other turned to watch him with more and more uneasiness.
Drouet had gone off in such haste that he had forgotten to arm himself. The young patriot did not dread death, but he feared being stopped in his mission of arresting the King, whereupon he would lose the opportunity of making his name famous.
He had still two leagues to go before reaching Clermont, but it was evident that he would be overtaken at the end of the first league, that is, the third, from his leaving St. Menehould.
As if to stimulate his ardor, he was sure that the royal carriage was in front of him.
He laid on the lash and drove in the spurs more cruelly.
It was half after nine and night fell.
He was but three quarters of a league from Clermont but Charny was only two hundred paces away.
Drouet knew Varennes was not a posting station and he surmised that the King would have to go through Verdun. He began to despair; before he caught up with the King he would be seized. He would have to give up the pursuit or turn to fight his pursuer and he was unarmed.
Suddenly, when Charny was not fifty paces from him, he met postillions returning with the unharnessed horses. Drouet recognized them as those who had ridden the royal horses.
"They took the Verdun Road, eh?" he called out as he forged past them.
"No, the Varennes Road," they shouted.
He roared with delight. He was saved and the King lost!
Instead of the long way he had a short cut to make. He knew all about Argonne Woods into which he flung himself: by cutting through, he would gain a quarter of an hour over the King, besides being shielded by the darkness under the trees.
Charny, who knew the ground almost as well as the young man, understood that he would escape him and he howled with rage.
"Stop, stop!" he shouted out to Drouet, as he at the same time urged his horse also on the short level separating the road from the woods.
But Drouet took good care not to reply: he bent down on his horse's neck, inciting him with whip and spur and voice. All he wanted was to reach the thicket—he would be safe there.
He could do it, but he had to run the gauntlet of Charny at ten paces. He seized one of the horse-pistols and levelled it.
"Stop!" he called out again, "or you are a dead man."
Drouet only leaned over the more and pressed on. The royalist pulled the trigger but the flint on the hammer only shot sparks from the pan: he furiously flung the weapon at the flyer, took out the other of the pair and plunging into the woods after him, shot again at the dark-form—but once more the hammer fell uselessly; neither pistol was loaded.
It was then he remembered that Dandoins had called out something to him which he had heard imperfectly.
"I made a mistake in the horse," he said, "and no doubt what he shouted was that the pistols were not charged. Never mind, I will catch this villain, and strangle him with my own hands if needs must."
He took up the pursuit of the shadow which he just descried in the obscurity. But he had hardly gone a hundred paces in the forest before his horse broke down in the ditch: he was thrown over its head; rising he pulled it up and got into the seat again but Drouet was out of sight.
Thus it was that he escaped Charny, and swept like a phantom over the road to bid the King's conductors to make not another step.
They obeyed, for he had conjured them in the name of the Nation, beginning to be more mighty than the King's.
Scarcely had he dived into the Lower Town and the sound of his horse lessened before they heard that of another coming nearer.
Isidore appeared by the same street as Drouet had taken.
His information agreed with that furnished by Major Prefontaine. The horses were beyond the town at the Monarch Hotel.
Lieutenant Rohrig had the hussars at the barracks.
But instead of filling them with joy by his news he found the party plunged into the deepest stupor. Prefontaine was wailing and the two Lifeguardsmen threatening someone unseen.
"Did not a rider go by you at a gallop?"
"Yes, Sire."
"The man was Drouet," said the King.
"Then my brother is dead," ejaculated Isidore with a deep pang at the heart.
The Queen uttered a shriek and buried her face in her hands.
CHAPTER XIV.
THE CAPTURE.
Inexpressible prostration overpowered the fugitives, checked on the highway by a danger they could not measure.
"Sire," said Isidore, the first to shake it off; "dead or living, let us not think of our brother, but of your Majesty. There is not an instant to lose. These fellows must know the Monarch Hotel; so, gallop to the Grand Monarch!"
But the postillions did not stir.
"Did you not hear?" queried the young noble.
"Yes, sir, we heard——"
"Well, why do we not start?"
"Because Master Drouet forbade us."
"What? Drouet forbade you? when the King commands and Drouet forbids, do you obey a Drouet?"
"We obey the Nation."
"Then, gentlemen," went on Isidore, "there are moments when a human life is of no account. Pick out your man; I will settle this one. We will drive ourselves."
He grasped the nearest postillion by the collar and set the point of his short sword to his breast.
On seeing the three knives flash, the Queen screamed and cried:
"Mercy, gentlemen!"
She turned to the postboys:
"Friends, fifty gold pieces to share among you, and a pension of five hundred a-year if you save the King!"
Whether they were frightened by the young nobles' demonstration or snapped at the offer, the three shook up their horses and resumed the road.
Prefontaine sneaked into his house all of a tremble and barred himself in.
Isidore rode on in front to clear the way through the town and over the bridge to the Monarch House.
The vehicle rolled at full speed down the slope.
On arriving at a vaulted way leading to the bridge and passing under the Revenue Tower, one of the doors was seen closed. They got it open but two or three wagons were in the way.
"Lend me a hand, gentlemen," cried Isidore, dismounting.
Just then they heard the bells boom and a drum beat. Drouet was hard at work!
"The scamp! if ever I lay hold of him—" growled Isidore, grinding his teeth. By an incredible effort he dragged one of the carts aside while Malden and Valory drew off the other. They tugged at the last as the coach thundered under the vault.
Suddenly through the uprights of the tilt, they saw several musket barrels thrust upon the cart.
"Not a step or you are dead men!" shouted a voice.
"Gentlemen," interposed the King, looking out of the window, "do not try to force your way through—I order you."
The two officers and Isidore fell back a step.
"What do they mean to do?" asked the King.
At the same time a shriek of fright sounded from within the coach. Besides the men who barred the way, two or three had slipped up to the conveyance and shoved their gun barrels under the windows. One was pointed at the Queen's breast: Isidore saw this; he darted up, and pushed the gun aside by grasping the barrel.
"Fire, fire," roared several voices.
One of the men obeyed but luckily his gun missed fire.
Isidore raised his arm to stab him but the Queen stopped his hand.
"Oh, in heaven's name, let me charge this rabble," said Isidore, enraged.
"No, sheathe your sword, do you hear me?"
He did not obey her by half; instead of sheathing his sword he let it fall on the ground.
"If I only get hold of Drouet," he snarled.
"I leave you him to wreck your vengeance on," said the Queen, in an undertone and squeezing his arm with strange force.
"In short, gentlemen," said the King, "what do you want?"
"We want to see your passports," returned several voices.
"So you may," he replied. "Get the town authorities and we will show them."
"You are making too much fuss over it," said the fellow who had missed fire with his gun and now levelled it at the King.
But the two Guardsmen leaped upon him, and dragged him down; in the scuffle the gun went off and the bullet did no harm in the crowd.
"Who fired?" demanded a voice.
"Help," called out the one whom the officers were beating.
Five or six armed men rushed to his rescue. The two Lifeguardsmen whipped out their short swords and prepared to use them. The King and the Queen made useless efforts to stop both parties: the contest was beginning fierce, terrible and deadly.
But two men plunged into the struggle, distinguishable by a tricolored scarf and military uniform; one was Sausse the County Attorney and the other National Guard Commandant Hannonet.
They brought twenty muskets, which gleamed in the torchlight.
The King comprehended that these officials were a guarantee if not assistance.
"Gentlemen," he said, "I am ready to entrust myself and party to you, but put a stop to these rough fellow's brutality."
"Ground your arms," cried Hannonet.
The men obeyed but growlingly.
"Excuse me, sir," said the attorney, "but the story is about that the King is in flight and it is our duty to make sure if it is a fact."
"Make sure?" retorted Isidore. "If this carriage really conveyed his Majesty you ought to be at his feet: if it is but a private individual by what right do you stay him?"
"Sir, I am addressing you," went on Sausse, to the King. "Will you be good enough to answer me?"
"Sire, gain time," whispered Isidore: "Damas and his dragoons are somewhere near and will doubtless ride up in a trice."
The King thought this right and replied to Sausse:
"I suppose you will let us go on if our passes are correct?"
"Of course," was the reply.
"Then, Baroness," said the Monarch to Lady Tourzel, "be good enough to find the passports and give them to the gentleman."
The old lady understood what the speaker meant by saying "find!" so she went to seeking in the pockets where it was not likely to be.
"Nonsense," said one of the crowd, "don't you see that they have not got any passport."
The voice was fretful and full of menace too.
"Excuse me, sir," said the Queen, "my lady the baroness has the paper but not knowing that it would be called for, she does not know where she put it."
The bystanders began to hoot, showing that they were not dupes of the trick.
"There is a plainer way," said Sausse: "postillions, drive on to my store, where the ladies and gentlemen can go in while the matter is cleared up. Go ahead, boys! Soldiers of the National Guard, escort the carriage."
This invitation was too much like an order to be dallied with.
Besides resistance would probably not have succeeded for the bells continued to ring and the drum to beat so that the crowd was considerably augmented, as the carriage moved on.
"Oh, Colonel Damas," muttered the King, "if you will only strike in before we are put within this accursed house!"
The Queen said nothing for she had to stifle her sobs as she thought of Charny, and restrained her tears.
Damas? he had managed to break out of Clermont with three officers and twice as many troopers but the rest had fraternized with the people.
Sausse was a grocer as well as attorney, and his grocery had a parlor behind the store where he meant to lodge the visitors.
His wife, half-dressed, came from upstairs as the Queen crossed the sill, with the King next, Lady Elizabeth and Lady Tourzel following.
More than a hundred persons guarded the coach, and stopped before the store which was in a little square.
"If the lady has found the pass yet," observed Sausse, who had shown the way in, "I will take it to the Town Council and see if it is correct."
As the passport which Charny had got from Baron Zannone, and given to the Queen, was in order, the King made a sign that Lady Tourzel was to hand it over. She drew the precious paper from her pocket and let Sausse have it. He charged his wife to do the honor of his house while he went to the town-house.
It was a lively meeting, for Drouet was there to fan the flames. The silence of curiosity fell as the attorney entered with the document. All knew that he harbored the party. The mayor pronounced the pass perfectly good.
"It must be good for there is the royal signature," he said.
A dozen hands were held out for it but Drouet snatched it up.
"But has it got the signature of the Assembly?" he demanded.
It was signed by a member of the Committee though not for the president.
"This is not the question," said the young patriot, "these travelers are not Baroness von Korff, a Russian lady, with her steward, her governess and her children, but the King and the Queen, the Prince and the Princess Royal and Lady Elizabeth, a court lady, and their guardsmen—the Royal Family in short. Will you or will you not let the Royal Family go out of the kingdom?"
This question was properly put, but it was too heavy for the town governors of a third-rate town to handle.
As their deliberation promised to take up some time, Sausse went home to see how his guests were faring.
They had refused to lay aside their wraps or sit down as this concession seemed to delay their approaching departure, which they took for granted.
All their faculties were concentrated on the master of the house who might be expected to bring the council's decision. When he arrived the King went to meet him.
"Well, what about the passport?" he asked, with anxiety he vainly strove to conceal.
"It causes a grave debate in the council," replied Sausse.
"Why? is its validity doubted by any chance?" proceeded the King.
"No; but it is doubted that it is really in the hands of Lady Korff, and the rumor spreads that it covers the Royal Family."
Louis hesitated an instant, but then, making up his mind, he said:
"Well, yes; I am the King. You see the Queen and the children; I entreat you to deal with them with the respect the French have always shown their sovereigns."
The street door had remained open to the staring multitude; the words were heard without. Unhappily, though they were uttered with a kind of dignity, the speaker did not carry out the idea in his bob wig, grey coat, and plain stockings and shoes.
How could anybody see the ruler of the realm in this travesty?
The Queen felt the flush come to her eyes at the poor impression made on the mob.
"Let us accept Madam Sausse's hospitality," she hastened to say, "and go upstairs."
Meanwhile the news was carried to the town house and the tumult redoubled over the town.
How was it this did not attract the soldiers in waiting?
At about nine in the evening, Count Jules Bouille—not his brother Louis whom we have seen in locksmith's dress—and Lieut. Raigecourt, with their hussars, were at the Monarch inn door, when they heard a carriage coming. But it was the cab containing the Queen's hairdresser. He was very frightened.
He revealed his personality.
"The King got out of Paris last evening," he said: "but it does not look as if he could keep on; I have warned Colonel Damas who has called in his outposts; the dragoon regiment mutinied; at Clermont there was a riot—I have had great trouble to get through. I have the Queen's diamonds and my brother's hat and coat, and you must give me a horse to help me on the road."
"Master Leonard," said Bouille, who wanted to set the hairdresser down a peg, "the horses here are for the King's service and nobody else can use them."
"But as I tell you that there is little likelihood of the King coming along——"
"But still he may, and he would hold me to task for letting you have them."
"What, do you imagine that the King would blame you for giving me his horses when it is to help me out of a fix?"
The young noble could not help smiling. Leonard was comic in the big hat and misfit coat, and he was glad to get rid of him by begging the landlord to find a horse for the cab.
Bouille and his brother-officer went through the town and saw nothing on the farther side; they began to believe that the King, eight or ten hours belated, would never come. It was eleven when they returned to the inn. They had sent out an orderly before this, who had reported to Damas, as we have seen.
They threw themselves, dressed, on the bed to wait till midnight.
At half past twelve they were aroused by the tocsin, the drum and the shouting. Thrusting their heads out of the window, they saw the town in confusion racing towards the town hall. Many armed men ran in the same direction with all sorts of weapons.
The officers went to the stables to get the horses out so that they would be ready for the carriage if it crossed the town. They had their own chargers ready and kept by the King's relay, on which sat the postboys.
Soon they learnt, amid the shouts and menaces that the royal party had been stopped.
They argued that they had better ride over to Stenay where the little army corps commanded by Bouille was waiting. They could arrive in two hours.
Abandoning the relay, they galloped off, so that one of the main forces foiled the King at the critical moment!
During this time, Choiseul had been pushing on but he lost three quarters of an hour by threading a wood, the guide going wrong by accident or design. This was the very time while the King was compelled to alight and go into Sausse's.
At half after twelve, while the two young officers were riding off by the other road, Choiseul presented himself at the gate, coming by the cross-road.
"Who goes there?" was challenged at the bridge where National guards were posted.
"France—Lauzun Hussars," was the count's reply.
"You cannot pass!" returned the sentry, who called up the guard to arms.
At the instant the darkness was streaked with torchlight, and the cavalry could see masses of armed men and the musket-barrels shine.
Not knowing what had happened, Choiseul parleyed and said that he wanted to be put in communication with the officers of the garrison.
But while he was talking he noticed that trees were felled to make a breastwork and that two field pieces were trained on his forty men. As the gunner finished his aiming, the hussar's provost-marshal's squad arrived, unhorsed; they had been surprised and disarmed in the barracks and only knew that the King had been arrested. They were ignorant what had become of their comrades.
As they were concluding these thin explanations, Choiseul saw a troop of horse advance in the gloom and heard the bridge guards challenge:
"Who goes there?"
"The Provence Dragoons!"
A national Guard fired off his gun:
"It is Damas with his cavalry," whispered the count to an officer.
Without waiting for more, he shook off the two soldiers who were clinging to his skirts and suggesting that his duty was to obey the town authorities and know nothing beyond. He commanded his men to go at the trot, and took the defenders so well by surprise that he cut through, and rushed the streets, swarming with people.
On approaching Sausse's store, he saw the royal carriage, without the horses, and a numerous guard before the mean-looking house in the petty square.
Not to have a collision with the townsfolk, the count went straight to the military barracks, which he knew.
As he came out, two men stopped him and bade him appear before the town council; still having his troopers within call, he sent them off, saying that he would pay the council a visit when he found time, and he ordered the sentry to allow no one entrance.
Inquiring of the stablemen, he learnt that the hussars, not knowing what had become of their leaders, had scattered about the streets where the inhabitants had sympathized with them and treated them to drink. He went back into barracks to count what he might rely upon, say, forty men, as tired as their horses which had travelled more than twenty leagues that day.
But the situation was not one to trifle with.
He had the pistols inspected to make sure they were loaded; as the hussars were Germans and did not understand French, he harangued them in their tongue to the effect that they were in Varennes where the Royal Family had been waylaid and were detained and that they must be rescued or the rescuers should die. Short but sharp, the speech made a fine impression; the men repeated in German: "The King! the Queen!" with amazement.
Leaving them no time to cool down, he arranged them in fours and led them with sabres drawn to the house where he suspected the King was held in durance.
In the midst of the volunteer guards' invectives, he placed two videttes at the door, and alighted to walk in.
As he was crossing the threshold, he was touched on the shoulder by Colonel Damas on whose assistance he had no little depended.
"Are you in force?" he inquired.
"I am all but alone. My regiment refused to follow me and I have but half-a-dozen men."
"What a misfortune! but never mind—I have forty fellows and we must see what we can do with them."
The King was receiving a deputation from the town, whose spokesman said:
"Since there is no longer any doubt that Varennes has the honor to receive King Louis, we come to have his orders."
"My orders are to have the horses put to my carriage and let me depart," replied the monarch.
The answer to this precise request will never be known as at this point they heard Choiseul's horsemen gallop up and saw them form a line on the square with flashing swords.
The Queen started with a beam of joy in her eyes.
"We are saved," she whispered to her sister-in-law.
"Heaven grant it," replied the holy woman, who looked to heaven for everything.
The King waited eagerly and the town's delegation with disquiet.
Great riot broke out in the outer room guarded by countrymen with scythes; words and blows were exchanged and Choiseul, without his hat and sword in hand, appeared on the sill.
Above his shoulder was seen the colonel's pale but resolute face.
In the look of both was such a threatening expression that the deputies stood aside so as to give a clear space to the Royal Family.
"Welcome, Lord Choiseul," cried the Queen going over to the officer.
"Alas, my lady, I arrive very late."
"No matter, since you come in good company."
"Nay, we are almost alone, on the contrary. Dandoins has been held with his cavalry at St. Menehould and Damas has been abandoned by his troop."
The Queen sadly shook her head.
"But where is Chevalier Bouille, and Lieut. Raigecourt?" he looked inquiringly around.
"I have not so much as seen those officers," said the King, joining in.
"I give you my word, Sire, that I thought they had died under your carriage-wheels, or even you had come to this," observed Count Damas.
"What is to be done?" asked the King.
"We must save you," replied Damas. "Give your orders."
"My orders?"
"Sire, I have forty hussars at the door, who are fagged but we can get as far as Dun."
"But how can we manage?" inquired the King.
"I will dismount seven of my men, on whose horses you should get, the Dauphin in your arms. We will lay the swords about us and cut our way through as the only chance. But the decision must be instant for in a quarter of an hour perhaps my men will be bought over."
The Queen approved of the project but the King seemed to elude her gaze and the influence she had over him.
"It is a way," he responded to the proposer, "and I daresay the only one; but can you answer for it that in the unequal struggle of thirty men with seven or eight hundred, no shot will kill my boy or my daughter, the Queen or my sister?"
"Sire, if such a misfortune befell through my suggestion, I should be killed under your Majesty's eyes."
"Then, instead of yielding to such mad propositions," returned the other, "let us reason calmly."
The Queen sighed and retired a few paces. In this regretful movement, she met Isidore who was going over to the window whither a noise in the street attracted him; he hoped it was his brother coming.
"The townsfolk do not refuse to let me pass," said the King, without appearing to notice the two in conversation, "but ask me to wait till daybreak. We have no news of the Count of Charny, who is so deeply devoted to us. I am assured that Bouille and Raigecourt left the town ten minutes before we drove in, to notify Marquis Bouille and bring up his troops, which are surely ready. Were I alone I should follow your advice and break through; but it is impossible to risk the Queen, my children, my sister and the others with so small a guard as you offer, especially as part must be dismounted—for I certainly would not leave my Lifeguards here."
He looked at his watch.
"It will soon be three o'clock; young Bouille left at half after twelve so that, as his father must have ranged his troops in detachments along the road, he will warn them and they will successively arrive. About five or six, Marquis Bouille ought to be here with the main body, the first companies outstripping him. Thereupon, without any danger to my family, and no violence, we can quit Varennes and continue our road."
Choiseul acknowledged the logic in this argument but he felt that logic must not be listened to on certain occasions.
He turned to the Queen to beg other orders from her, or to have her get the King to revoke his, but she shook her head and said:
"I do not want to take anything upon myself; it is the King's place to command and my duty to obey. Besides, I am of his opinion—Bouille will soon be coming."
Choiseul bowed and drew Damas aside while beckoning the two Lifeguards to join in the council he held.
CHAPTER XV.
POOR CATHERINE.
The scene was slightly changed in aspect.
The little princess could not resist the weariness and she was put abed beside her brother, where both slumbered.
Lady Elizabeth stood by, leaning her head against the wall.
Shivering with anger the Queen stood near the fireplace, looking alternatively at the King, seated on a bale of goods, and on the four officers deliberating near the door.
An old woman knelt by the children and prayed; it was the attorney's grandmother who was struck by the beauty of the children and the Queen's imposing air.
Sausse and his colleagues had gone out, promising that the horses should be harnessed to the carriage.
But the Queen's bearing showed that she attached little faith to the pledge, which caused Choiseul to say to his party:
"Gentlemen, do not trust to the feigned tranquility of our masters; the position is not hopeless and we must look it in the face. The probability is that at present, Marquis Bouille has been informed, and will be arriving here about six, as he ought to be at hand with some of the royal Germans. His vanguard may be only half an hour before him; for in such a scrape all that is possible ought to be performed. But we must not deceive ourselves about the four or five thousand men surrounding us, and that the moment they see the troops, there will be dreadful excitement and imminent danger.
"They will try to drag the King back from Varennes, put him on a horse and carry him to Clermont, threaten and have a try at his life perhaps—but this will only be a temporary danger," added Choiseul, "and as soon as the barricades are stormed and our cavalry inside the town, the route will be complete. Therefore we ten men must hold out as many minutes; as the land lays we may hope to lose but a man a minute, so that we have time enough."
The audience nodded; this devotion to the death's point, thus plainly set down, was accepted with the same simplicity.
"This is what we must do," continued the count, "at the first shot we hear and shout without, we rush into the outer room, where we kill everybody in it, and take possession of the outlets: three windows, where three of us defend. The seven others stand on the stairs which the winding will facilitate our defending as one may face a score. The bodies of the slain will serve as rampart; it is a hundred to one that the troops will be masters of the town, before we are killed to the last man, and though that happens, we will fill a glorious page in history, as recompense for our sacrifice."
The chosen ones shook hands on this pledge like Spartans, and selected their stations during the action: the two Lifeguards, and Isidore, whose place was kept though he was absent, at the three casements on the street; Choiseul at the staircase foot; next him, Damas, and the rest of the soldiers.
As they settled their arrangements, bustle was heard in the street.
In came a second deputation headed by Sausse, the National Guards commander Hannonet, and three or four town officers. Thinking they came to say the horses were put to the coach, the King ordered their admittance.
The officers who were trying to read every token, believed that Sausse betrayed hesitation but that Hannonet had a settled will which was of evil omen.
At the same time, Isidore ran up and whispered a few words to the Queen before he went out again. She went to the children, pale, and leaned on the bed.
As the deputation bowed without speaking, the King pretended to infer what they came upon, and said:
"Gentlemen, the French have merely gone astray, and their attachment to their monarch is genuine. Weary of the excesses daily felt in my capital, I have decided to go down into the country where the sacred flame of devotion ever burns; I am assured of finding the ancient devotion of the people here, I am ready to give my loyal subjects the proof of my trust. So, I will form an escort, part troops of the line and part National Guards, to accompany me to Montmedy where I have determined to retire. Consequently, commander, I ask you to select the men to escort me from your own force, and to have my carriage ready."
During the silence, Sausse and Hannonet looked at each other for one to speak. At last the latter bowed and said,
"Sire, I should feel great pleasure in obeying your Majesty, but an article of the Constitution forbids the King leaving the kingdom and good Frenchmen from aiding a flight."
This made the hearer start.
"Consequently," proceeded the volunteer soldier, lifting his hand to hush the King, "the Varennes Council decide that a courier must take the word to Paris and return with the advice of the Assembly before allowing the departure."
The King felt the perspiration damp his brow, while the Queen bit her pale lips fretfully, and Lady Elizabeth raised her eyes and hands to heaven.
"Soho, gentlemen," exclaimed the sovereign with the dignity returning to him when driven to the wall. "Am I no longer the master to go my own way? In that case I am more of a slave than the meanest of my subjects."
"Sire," replied the National Guardsman, "you are always the ruler; but all men, King or citizens, are bound by their oath; you swore to obey the law, and ought to set the example—it is also a noble duty to fulfill."
Meanwhile Choiseul had consulted with the Queen by glances and on her mute assent he had gone downstairs.
The King was aware that he was lost if he yielded without resistance to this rebellion of the villages, for it was rebellion from his point of view.
"Gentlemen," he said, "this is violence; but I am not so lonely as you imagine. At the door are forty determined men and ten thousand soldiers are around Varennes. I order you to have my horses harnessed to the coach—do you hear, I order!"
"Well said, Sire," whispered the Queen, stepping up; "let us risk life but not injure our honor and dignity."
"What will result if we refuse your Majesty?" asked the National Guards officer.
"I shall appeal to force, and you will be responsible for the blood spilt, which will be shed by you."
"Have it so then," replied Hannonet, "call in your hussars—I will let my men loose on them!"
He left the room.
The King and the Queen looked at one another, daunted; they would perhaps have given way had it not been for an incident.
Pushing aside her grandmother, who continued to pray by the bedside, Madam Sausse walked up to the Queen and said with the bluntness and plain speech of the common people:
"So, so, you are the Queen, it appears?"
Marie Antoinette turned, stung at being accosted thus.
"At least I thought so an hour ago," she replied.
"Well, if you are the Queen, and get twenty odd millions to keep your place, why do you not hold to it, being so well paid?"
The Queen uttered an outcry of pain and said to the King:
"Oh, anything, everything but such insults!"
She took up the sleeping prince off the couch in her arms, and running to open the window, she cried:
"My lord, let us show ourselves to the people, and learn whether they are entirely corrupted. In that case, appeal to the soldiers, and encourage them with voice and gesture. It is little enough for those who are going to die for us!"
The King mechanically followed her and appeared on the balcony. The whole square on which fell their gaze presented a scene of lively agitation.
Half Choiseul's hussars were on horseback; the others, separated from their chargers, were carried away by the mob, having been won over; the mounted men seemed submissive yet to Choiseul, who was talking to them in German but they seemed to point to their lost comrades.
Isidore Charny, with his knife in hand, seemed to be waylaying for some prey like a hunter.
"The King!" was the shout from five hundred voices.
Had the Sixteenth Louis been regally arrayed, or even militarily, with sword or sceptre in his hand, and spoken in the strong, imposing voice seeming still to the masses that of God, he might have swayed the concourse.
But in the grey dawn, that wan light which spoils beauty itself, he was not the personage his friends—or even his enemies, expected to behold. He was clad like a waiting-gentleman, in plain attire, with a powderless curly wig; he was pale and flabby and his beard had bristled out; his thick lip and dull eye expressed no idea of tyranny or the family man; he stammered over and over again: "Gentlemen, my children!"
However, the Count of Choiseul cried "Long live the King!" Isidore Charny imitated him, and such was the magic of royalty that spite of his not looking to be head of the great realm, a few voices uttered a feeble "God save the King!"
But one cheer responded, set up by the National Guards commander, and most generally repeated, with a mighty echo—it was:
"The Nation forever!" It was rebellion at such a time, and the King and the Queen could see that part of their German hussars had joined in with it.
She uttered a scream of rage, and hugging her son to her, ignorant of the grandeur of passing events, she hung over the rail, muttering between her teeth and finally hurling at the multitude these words:
"You beasts!"
Some heard this and replied by similar language, the whole place being in immense uproar.
Choiseul, in despair, was only wishful to get killed.
"Hussars," he shouted, "in the name of honor, save the King!"
But at the head of twenty men, well armed, a fresh actor came on the stage. It was Drouet, come from the council which he had constrained to stay the King from going.
"Ha," he cried, stepping up to the count, "you want to take away the King, do ye? I tell you it will not be unless dead."
Choiseul started towards him with his sword up.
"Stand, or I will have you shot," interrupted the National Guards commander.
Just then a man leaped out of the crowd, who could not stop him. It was Isidore Charny who was watching for Drouet.
"Back, back," he yelled to the bystanders, crushing them away from before the breast of his horse, "this wretch belongs to me."
But as he was striking at Drouet with his short sword, two shots went off together: a pistol and a gun—the bullet of the first flattened on his collarbone, the other went through his chest. They were fired so close to him that the unfortunate young noble was literally wrapt in flame and smoke.
Through the fiery cloud he was seen to throw up his arms as he gasped:
"Poor Catherine!"
Letting his weapon drop, he bent back in the saddle, and slipped from the crupper to the ground.
The Queen uttered a terrible shriek. She nearly let the prince fall, and in her own falling back she did not see a horseman riding at the top of his pace from Dun, and plunging into the wake Isidore had furrowed in the crowd.
The King closed the window behind the Queen.
It was no longer almost but all voices that roared "The Nation forever!" The twenty hussars who had been the last reliance of royalty in distress, added their voices to the cheer.
The Queen sank upon an armchair, hiding her face in her hands, for she still saw Isidore falling in her defense as his brother had been slain at her door at Versailles.
Suddenly there was loud disturbance at the door which forced her to lift her eyes. We renounce describing what passed in an instant in her heart of Queen and loving woman—it was George Charny, pale and bloody from the last embrace of his brother, who stood on the threshold!
The King seemed confounded.
CHAPTER XVI.
THE MAN OF THE PEOPLE.
The room was crammed with strangers and National Guards whom curiosity had drawn into it.
The Queen was therefore checked in her first impulse which was to rush to the new arrival, sponge away the blood with her handkerchief and address him some of the comforting words which spring from the heart, and therefore go to them.
But she could not help rising a little on her seat, extend her arms towards him and mutter his Christian name.
Calm and gloomy, he waved his hand to the strangers and in a soft but firm voice, said:
"You will excuse me, but I have business with their Majesties."
The National Guard began to remonstrate that they were there to prevent anybody talking with the prisoners, but Charny pressed his bloodless lips, frowned, opened his riding coat to show that he carried pistols, and repeated in a voice as gentle as before but twice as menacing:
"Gentlemen, I have already had the honor to tell you that I have private business with the King and the Queen."
At the same time he waved them to go out. On this voice, and the mastery Charny exercised over others, Damas and the two bodyguards resumed their energy, temporarily impaired, and cleared the room by driving the gapers and volunteer soldiers before them.
The Queen now comprehended what use this man would have been in the royal carriage instead of Lady Tourzel, whom she had let etiquette impose on them.
Charny glanced round to make sure that only the faithful were at hand, and said as he went nearer Marie Antoinette:
"I am here, my lady. I have some seventy hussars at the town gate. I believe I can depend on them. What do you order me to do?"
"Tell us first what has happened you, my poor Charny?" she said in German.
He made a sign towards Malden whom he knew to understand the speaker's language.
"Alas, not seeing you, we thought you were dead," she went on in French.
"Unhappily, it is not I but my brother who is slain—poor Isidore! but my turn is coming."
"Charny, I ask you what happened and how you came to keep so long out of the way?" continued the Queen. "You were a defaulter, George, especially to me," she added in German and in a lower voice.
"I thought my brother would account for my temporary absence," he said, bowing.
"Yes, I know: to pursue that wretch of a man, Drouet, and we feared for awhile that you had come to disaster, in that chase."
"A great misfortune did befall me, for despite all my efforts, I could not catch up with him. A postboy returning let him know that your carriage had taken the Varennes Road when he was thinking it had gone to Verdun: he turned into the woods where I pulled my pistols on him but they were not loaded—I had taken Dandoins' horse and not the one prepared for me. It was fatality, and who could help it? I pursued him none the less through the forest but I only knew the roads, so that I was thrown by my horse falling into a ditch! In the darkness I was but hunting a shadow, and he knew it in every hollow. Thus I was left alone in the night, cursing with rage."
She offered her hand to him and he touched it with his tremulous lips.
"Nobody replied to my calls. All night long I wandered and only at daybreak came out at a village on the road from Varennes to Dun. As it was possible that you had escaped Drouet as he escaped me, it was then useless for me to go to Varennes; yet but as he might have had you stopped there, and I was but one man and my devotion was useless, I determined to go on to Dun.
"Before I arrived I met Captain Deslon with a hundred hussars. He was fretting in the absence of news: he had seen Bouille and Raigecourt racing by towards Stenay, but they had said nothing to him, probably from some distrust. But I know Deslon to be a loyal gentleman; I guessed that your Majesty had been detained at Varennes, and that Bouille and his companion had taken flight to get help. I told Deslon all, adjured him to follow me with his cavalry, which he did, but leaving thirty to guard the Meuse Bridge.
"An hour after we were at Varennes, four leagues in an hour, where I wanted to charge and upset everything between us and your Majesty: but we found breastworks inside of works; and to try to ride over them was folly. So I tried parleying: a post of the National Guards being there, I asked leave to join my hussars with those inside but it was refused me: I asked to be allowed to get the King's orders direct and as that was about to be refused likewise. I spurred my steed, jumped two barricades and guided by the tumult, galloped up to this spot just when my bro—your Majesty fell back from the balcony. Now, I await your orders," he concluded.
The Queen pressed his hand in both hers.
"Sire," she said to the King, still plunged in torpor; "have you heard what this faithful servitor is saying?"
The King gave no answer and she went over to him.
"Sire, there is no time to lose, and indeed too much has been lost. Here is Lord Charny with seventy men, sure, he says, and he wants your orders."
He shook his head, though Charny implored him with a glance and the Queen by her voice.
"Orders? I have none to give, being a prisoner. Do whatever you like."
"Good, that is all we want," said the Queen: "you have a blank warrant, you see," she added to her follower whom she took aside: "Do as the King says, whatever you see fit." In a lower voice she appended: "Do it swiftly, and with vigor, or else we are lost!"
"Very well," returned the Lifeguards officer, "let me confer a moment with these gentlemen and we will carry out what we determine immediately."
Choiseul entered, carrying some letters wrapped in a bloodstained handkerchief. He offered this to Charny without a word. The count understood that it came from his brother and putting out his hand to receive the tragic inheritance, he kissed the wrapper. The Queen could not hold back a sigh.
But Charny did not turn round to her, but said as he thrust the packet into his breast:
"Gentlemen, can you aid me in the last effort I intend?"
"We are ready for anything."
"Do you believe we are a dozen men staunch and able?"
"We are eight or nine, any way."
"Well, I will return to my hussars. While I attack the barriers in front, you storm them in the rear. By favor of your diversion, I will force through, and with our united forces we will reach this spot where we will extricate the King."
They held out their hands to him by way of answer.
"In an hour," said Charny to the King and Queen, "you shall be free, or I dead."
"Oh, count, do not say that word," said she, "it causes me too much pain."
George bowed in confirmation of his vow, and stepped towards the door without being appalled by the fresh uproar in the street.
But as he laid his hand on the knob, it flew open and gave admission to a new character who mingled directly in the already complicated plot of the drama.
This was a man in his fortieth year; his countenance was dark and forbidding; his collar open at the throat, his unbuttoned coat, the dust on his clothes, and his eyes red with fatigue, all indicated that he had ridden far and fast under the goad of fierce feeling.
He carried a brace of pistols in his sash girdle and a sabre hung by his side.
Almost breathless as he opened the door, he appeared relieved only when he saw the Royal Family. A smile of vengeance flittered over his face and without troubling about the other persons around the room and by the doorway itself, which he almost blocked up with his massive form, he thundered as he stretched out his hand:
"In the name of the National Assembly, you are all my prisoners!"
As swift as thought Choiseul sprang forward with a pistol in hand and offered to blow out the brains of this intruder, who seemed to surpass in insolence and resolution all they had met before. But the Queen stopped the menacing hand with a still swifter action and said in an undertone to the count:
"Do not hasten our ruin! prudence, my lord! let us gain time for Bouille to arrive."
"You are right," said Choiseul, putting up the firearm.
The Queen glanced at Charny whom she had thought would have been the first to intervene: but, astonishing thing! Charny seemed not to want the new-comer to notice him, and shrank into the darkest corner apparently in that end.
But she did not doubt him or that he would step out of the mystery and shadow at the proper time.
The threatening move of the nobleman against the representative of the National Assembly had passed over without the latter appearing to remark his escape from death.
Besides, another emotion than fear seemed to monopolize his heart: there was no mistaking his face's expression; so looks the hunter who has tracked to the den of the lion, the lioness and their cubs, with their jackals,—amongst whom was devoured his only child!
But the King had winced at the word "Prisoners," which had made Choiseul revolt.
"Prisoners, in the name of the Assembly? what do you mean? I do not understand you."
"It is plain, and easy enough," replied the man. "In spite of the oath you took not to go out of France, you have fled in the night, betraying your pledge, the Nation and the people; hence the nation have cried 'To arms!' risen, and to say:—by the voice of one of your lowest subjects, not less powerful because it comes from below, though: 'Sire, in the name of the people, the nation and the National Assembly, you are my prisoner!"
In the adjoining room, a cheer burst at the words.
"My lady," said Choiseul to the Queen, in her ear, "do not forget that you stopped me and that you would not suffer this insult if your pity had not interfered for this bully."
"It will go for nothing if we are revenged," she replied.
"But if not?"
She could only groan hollowly and painfully. But Charny's hand was slowly reached over the duke's shoulder and touched the Queen's arm. She turned quickly.
"Let that man speak and act—I answer for him," said the count.
Meanwhile the monarch, stunned by the fresh blow dealt him, stared with amazement at the gloomy figure which had spoken so energetic a language, and curiosity was mingled with it from his belief that he had seen him before.
"Well, in short, what do you want? Speak," he said.
"Sire, I am here to prevent you and the Royal Family taking another step towards the frontier."
"I suppose you come with thousands of men to oppose my march," went on the King, who became grander during his discussion.
"No, Sire, I am alone, or with only another, General Lafayette's aid-de-camp, sent by him and the Assembly to have the orders of the Nation executed. I am sent by Mayor Bailly, but I come mainly on my own behalf to watch this envoy and blow out his brains if he flinches."
All the hearers looked at him with astonishment; they had never seen the commoners but oppressed or furious, and begging for pardon or murdering all before them; for the first time they beheld a man of the people upright, with folded arms, feeling his force and speaking in the name of his rights.
Louis saw quickly that nothing was to be hoped from one of this metal and said in his eagerness to finish with him:
"Where is your companion?"
"Here he is, behind me," said he, stepping forward so as to disclose the doorway, where might be seen a young man in staff-officer's uniform, who was leaning against the window. He was also in disorder but it was of fatigue not force. His face looked mournful. He held a paper in his hand.
This was Captain Romeuf, Lafayette's aid, a sincere patriot, but during Lafayette's dictature while he was superintending the Tuileries, he had shown so much respectful delicacy that the Queen had thanked him on several occasions.
"Oh, it is you?" she exclaimed, painfully surprised. "I never should have believed it," she added, with the painful groan of a beauty who feels her fancied invincible power failing.
"Good, it looks as if I were quite right to come," muttered the second deputy, smiling.
The impatient King did not give the young officer time to present his warrant; he took a step towards him rapidly and snatched it from his hands.
"There is no longer a King in France," he uttered after having read it.
The companion of Romeuf smiled as much as to say: "I knew that all along."
The Queen moved towards the King to question him at these words.
"Listen, madam," he said, "to the decree the Assembly has presumed to issue."
In a voice shaking with indignation he read the following lines:
"It is hereby ordered by the Assembly that the Home Secretary shall send instantly messengers into every department with the order for all functionaries, National Guards, and troops of the line in the country to arrest or have arrested all persons soever attempting to leave the country, as well as to prevent all departure of goods, arms, ammunition, gold and silver, horses and vehicles; and in case these messengers overtake the King, or any members of the Royal Family, and those who connive at their absconding, the said functionaries, National Guards and troops of the line are to take, and hereby are bound to take, all measure possible to check the said absconding, prevent the absconders continuing their route, and give an account immediately to the House of Representatives."
The Queen listened in torpor—but when the King finished she shook her head to arouse her wits and said:
"Impossible—give it to me," and she held out her hand for the fatal message.
In the meantime Romeuf's companion was encouraging the National Guards and patriots of Varennes with a smile.
Though they had heard the tenor of the missive the Queen's expression of "Impossible!" had startled them.
"Read, Madam, and if still you doubt," said the King with bitterness; "it is written and signed by the Speaker of the House."
"What man dares write and sign such impudence?"
"A peer of the realm—the Marquis of Beauharnais."
Is it not a strange thing, which proves how events are mysteriously linked together, that the decree stopping Louis in his flight should bear a name, obscure up to then, yet about to be attached in a brilliant manner with the history of the commencement of the 19th Century?
The Queen read the paper, frowning. The King took it to re-peruse it and then tossed it aside so carelessly that it fell on the sleeping prince and princess's couch. At this, the Queen, incapable of self-constraint any longer, rose quickly with an angry roar, and seizing the paper, crushed it up in her grip before throwing it afar, with the words:
"Be careful, my lord—I would not have such a filthy rag sully my children."
A deafening clamor arose from the next room, and the Guards made a movement to rush in upon the illustrious fugitives. Lafayette's aid let a cry of apprehension escape him. His companion uttered one of wrath.
"Ha," he growled between his teeth, "is it thus you insult the Assembly, the Nation and the people?—very well, we shall see! Come, citizens!" he called out, turning to the men without, already excited by the contest, and armed with guns, scythes mounted on poles like spears, and swords.
They were taking the second stride to enter the room and Heaven only knows what would have been the shock of two such enmities, had not Charny sprang forward. He had kept aloof during the scene, and now grasping the National Guards man by the wrist as he was about to draw his sabre, he said:
"A word with you, Farmer Billet; I want to speak with you."
Billet, for it was he, emitted a cry of astonishment, turned pale as death, stood irresolute for an instant, and then said as he sheathed the half-drawn steel:
"Have it so. I have to speak with you, Lord Charny." He proceeded to the door and said: "Citizens, make room if you please. I have to confer with this officer; but have no uneasiness," he added in a low voice, "there shall not escape one wolf, he or she, or yet a whelp. I am on the lookout and I answer for them!"
As if this man had the right to give them orders, though he was unknown to them all—save Charny—they backed out and left the inner room free. Besides, each was eager to relate to those without what had happened inside, and enjoin all patriots to keep close watch.
In the meantime Charny whispered to the Queen:
"Romeuf is a friend of yours; I leave him with you—get the utmost from him."
This was the more easy as Charny closed the door behind him to prevent anybody, even Billet, entering.
CHAPTER XVII.
THE FEUD.
The two men, on facing each other, looked without the nobleman making the plebeian cower. More than that, it was the latter who spoke the first.
"The count does me the honor to say he wants to speak with me. I am waiting for him to be good enough to do so."
"Billet," began Charny, "how comes it that you are here on an errand of vengeance? I thought you were the friend of your superiors the nobles, and, besides, a faithful and sound subject of his Majesty."
"I was all that, count: I was your most humble servant—for I cannot say your friend, in as much as such an honor is not vouchsafed to a farmer like me. But you may see that I am nothing of the kind at present."
"I do not follow you, Billet."
"Why need you? am I asking you the reason for your fidelity to the King, and your standing true to the Queen? No, I presume you have your reasons for doing this, and as you are a good and wise gentleman I expect your reasons are sound or at least meet for your conscience. I am not in your high position, count, and have not your learning; but you know, or you have heard I am accounted an honest and sensible man, and you may suppose that, like yourself, I have my reasons——suiting my conscience, if not good."
"Billet, I used to know you as far different from what you are now," said Charny, totally unaware of the farmer's grounds for hatred against royalty and nobility.
"Oh, certainly I am not going to deny that you saw me unlike this," replied Billet, with a bitter smile. "I do not mind telling you, count, how this is: I was a true lover of my country, devoted to one thing and two persons: the men were the King and Dr. Gilbert—the thing, my native-land. One day the King's men—I confess that this began to set me against him," said the farmer, shaking his head, "broke into my house and stole away a casket, half by surprise, half by force, a precious trust left me by Dr. Gilbert.
"As soon as I was free I started for Paris, where I arrived on the evening of the thirteenth of July. It was right in the thick of the riot over the busts of Necker and the Duke of Orleans. Fellows were carrying them about the street, with cheers for those two, doing no harm to the King, when the royal soldiers charged upon us. I saw poor chaps, who had committed no offense but shouting for persons they had probably never seen, fall around me, some with their skulls laid open with sabre slashes, others with their breasts bored by bullets. I saw Prince Lambesq, a friend of the King, drive women and children inside the Tuileries gardens, who had shouted for nobody, and trample under his horse's hoofs an old man. This set me still more against the King.
"Next day I went to the boarding school where Dr. Gilbert's son Sebastian was kept, and learnt from the poor lad that his father was locked up in the Bastile on a King's order sued for by a lady of the court. So I said to myself, this King, whom they call kind, has moments when he errs, blunders or is ignorant, and I ought to amend one of the faults the King so makes—which I proposed to do by contributing all my power to destroying the Bastile. We managed that—not without its being a tough job, for the soldiers of the King fired on us, and killed some two hundred of us which gave me a fresh wrinkle on the kindness of the King. But in short, we took the Bastile. In one of its dungeons I found Dr. Gilbert, for whom I had risked death a hundred times, and the joy of finding him made me forget that and a lot more. Besides, he was the first to tell me that the King was kind, ignorant for the most part of the shameful deeds perpetrated in his name, and that one must not bear him a grudge but cast it on his ministers. Now, as all that Dr. Gilbert said at that time was Gospel, I believed Dr. Gilbert.
"The Bastile being captured, Dr. Gilbert safe and free, and Pitou and myself all well, I forgot the charges in the Tuileries garden, the shooting in the street, the two hundred men slain by Marshal Saxe's sackbut, which is or was a gun on the Bastile ramparts, and the imprisonment of my friend on the mere application of a court dame. But, pardon me, count," Billet interrupted himself, "all this is no concern of yours, and you cannot have asked to speak with me to hear the babble of a poor uneducated rustic—you who are both a high noble and learned gentleman."
He made a move to lay hold of the doorknob and re-enter the other room. But Charny stopped him for two reasons, the first that it might be important to learn why Billet acted thus, and again, to gain time.
"No; tell me the whole story, my dear Billet," he said; "you know the interest my poor brothers and I always bore you, and what you say engages me in a high degree."
Billet smiled bitterly at the words "My poor brothers."
"Well, then," he replied, "I will tell you all; with regret that your poor brothers—particularly Lord Isidore, are not here to hear me."
This was spoken with such singular intonation that the count repressed the feeling of grief the mention of Isidore's name had aroused in his soul, and he waved his hand for the farmer to continue, as Billet was evidently ignorant of what had happened the viscount whose presence he desired.
"Hence," proceeded the yeoman, "when the King returned to Paris from Versailles, I saw in it sheerly the return home of a father among his children. I walked with Dr. Gilbert beside the royal carriage, making a breastwork for those within it of my body, and shouting 'Long live the King!' to split the ear. This was the first journey of the King: blessings and flowers were all around him. On arriving at the City Hall it was noticed that he did not wear the white cockade of his fathers, but he had not yet donned the tricolored one. So I plucked mine from my hat and gave it him as they were roaring he must sport it, and therefore he thanked me, to the cheering of the crowd. I was wild with glee at the King wearing my own favor and I shouted Long Life to him louder than anybody.
"I was so enthusiastic about our good King that I wanted to stay in town. My harvest was ripe and cried for me; but pooh, what mattered a harvest? I was rich enough to lose one season and it was better for me to stay beside this good King to be useful, this Father of the People, this Restorer of French Liberty, as we dunces called him at the time. I lost pretty near all the harvest because I trusted it to Catherine, who had something else to look after than my wheat. Let us say no more on that score.
"Still, it was said that the King had not quite fairly agreed to the change in things, that he moved forced and constrained; that he might wear the tricolor cockade in his hat but the white one was in his heart. They were slanderers who said this; it was clearly proved that at the Guards' Banquet, the Queen put on neither the national nor the French cockade but the black one of her brother the Austrian Emperor. I own that this made my doubts revive; but as Dr. Gilbert pointed out, 'Billet, it is not the King who did this but the Queen; and the Queen being a woman, one must be indulgent towards a woman.' I believed this so deeply that, when the ruffians came from Paris to attack the Versailles Palace, though I did not hold them wholly in the wrong—it was I who ran to rouse General Lafayette—who was in the sleep of the blessed, poor dear man! and brought him on the field in time to save the Royal Family.
"On that night I saw Lady Elizabeth hug General Lafayette and the Queen give him her hand to kiss, while the King called him his friend, and I said to myself, says I: 'Upon my faith, I believe Dr. Gilbert is right. Surely, not from fear would such high folks make such a show of gratitude, and they would not play a lie if they did not share this hero's opinions, howsoever useful he may be at this pinch to them all.' Again I pitied the poor Queen, who had only been rash, and the poor King, only feeble; but I let them go back to Paris without me—I had better to do at Versailles. You know what, Count Charny!"
The Lifeguardsman uttered a sigh recalling the death of his brother Valence.
"I heard that this second trip to the town was not as merry as the former," continued Billet; "instead of blessings, curses were showered down; instead of shouts of Long Live! those of Death to the lot! instead of bouquets under the horses hoofs and carriage wheels, dead men's heads carried on spear-points. I don't know, not being there, as I stayed at Versailles. Still I left the farm without a master, but pshaw! I was rich enough to lose another harvest after that of '89! But, one fine morning, Pitou arrived to announce that I was on the brink of losing something dearer which no father is rich enough to lose: his daughter!"
Charny started, but the other only looked at him fixedly as he went on:
"I must tell you, lord, that a league off from us, at Boursonne, lives a noble family of mighty lords, terribly rich. Three brothers were the family. When they were boys and used to come over to Villers Cotterets, the two younger of the three were wont to stop on my place, doing me the honor to say that they never drank sweeter milk than my cows gave, or eaten finer bread than my wife made, and, from time to time they would add—I believing they just said it in payment of my good cheer—ass that I was! that they had never seen a prettier lass than my Catherine. Lord bless you, I thanked them for drinking the milk, and eating the bread, and finding my child so pretty into the bargain! What would you? as I believed in the King, though he is half a German by the mother's side, I might believe in noblemen who were wholly French.
"So, when the youngest of all, Valence, who had been away from our parts for a long time, was killed at Versailles, before the Queen's door, on the October Riot night, bravely doing his duty as a nobleman, what a blow that was to me! His brother saw me on my knees before the body, shedding almost as many tears as he shed blood—his eldest brother, I mean, who never came to my house, not because he was too proud, I will do him that fair play, but because he was sent to foreign parts while young. I think I can still see him in the damp courtyard, where I carried the poor young fellow in my arms so that he should not be hacked to pieces, like his comrades, whose blood so dyed me that I was almost as reddened as yourself, Lord Charny. He was a pretty boy, whom I still see riding to school on his little dappled pony, with a basket on his arm—and thinking of him thus, I think I can mourn him like yourself, my lord. But I think of the other, and I weep no more," said Billet.
"The other? what do you mean." cried the count.
"Wait, we are coming to it," was the reply. "Pitou had come to Paris, and let a couple of words drop to show that it was not my crops so much in danger as my child—not my fortune but my happiness. So I left the King to shift for himself in the city. Since he meant the right thing, as Dr. Gilbert assured me, all would go for the best, whether I was at hand or not, and I returned on my farm.
"I believed that Catherine had brain fever or something I would not understand, but was only in danger of death. The condition in which I found her made me uneasy, all the more as the doctor forbade me the room till she was cured. The poor father in despair, not allowed to go into the sickroom, could not help hanging round the door. Yes, I listened. Then I learnt that she was at death's point almost out of her senses with fever, mad because her lover—her gallant, not her sweetheart, see! had gone away. A year before, I had gone away, but she had smiled on my going instead of grieving. My going left her free to meet her gallant!
"Catherine returned to health but not to gladness! a month, two, three, six months passed without a single beam of joy kissing the face which my eyes never quitted. One morning I saw her smile and shuddered. Was not her lover coming back that she should smile? Indeed a shepherd who had seen him prowling about, a year before, told me that he had arrived that morning. I did not doubt that he would come over on my ground that evening or rather on the land where Catherine was mistress. I loaded up my gun at dark and laid in wait——"
"You did this, Billet?" queried Charny.
"Why not?" retorted the farmer. "I lay in wait right enough for the wild boar coming to make mush of my potatoes, the wolf to tear my lambs' throats, the fox to throttle my fowls, and am I not to lay in wait for the villain who comes to disgrace my daughter?"
"But your heart failed you at the test, Billet, I hope," said the count.
"No, not the heart, but the eye and the hand," said the other: "A track of blood showed me that I had not wholly missed, only you may understand that a defamed maid had not wavered between father and scoundrel—when I entered the house, Catherine had disappeared."
"And you have not seen her since?"
"No. Why should I see her? she knows right well that I should kill her on sight."
Charny shrank back in terror mingled with admiration for the massive character confronting him.
"I retook the work on the farm," proceeded the farmer. "What concern of mine was my misfortune if France were only happy? Was not the King marching steadily in the road of Revolution? was he not to take his part in the Federation? might I not see him again whom I had saved in October and sheltered with my own cockade? what a pleasure it must be for him to see all France gathered on the parade-ground at Paris, swearing like one man the Unity of the country!
"So, for a space, while I saw him, I forgot all, even to Catherine—no, I lie—no father forgets his child! He also took the oath. It seemed to me that he swore clumsily, evasively, from his seat, instead of at the Altar of the Country, but what did that matter? the main thing was that he did swear. An oath is an oath. It is not the place where he takes it that makes it holy, and when an honest man takes an oath, he keeps it. So the King should keep his word. But it is true that when I got home to Villers Cotterets,—having no child now, I attended to politics—I heard say that the King was willing to have Marquis Favras carry him off but the scheme had fallen through; that the King had tried to flee with his aunts, but that had failed; that he wanted to go out to St. Cloud, whence he would have hurried off to Rouen, but that the people prevented him leaving town. I heard all this but I did not believe it. Had I not with my own eyes seen the King hold up his hand to high heaven on the Paris Parade-ground and swear to maintain the nation? How could I believe that a king, having sworn in the presence of three hundred thousand citizens, would not hold his pledge to be as sacred as that of other men? It was not likely!
"Hence, as I was at Meaux Market yesterday,—I may as well say I was sleeping at the postmaster's house, with whom I had made a grain deal—I was astonished to see in a carriage changing horses at my friend's door, the King, the Queen and the Dauphin! There was no mistaking them; I was in the habit of seeing them in a coach; on the sixteenth of July, I accompanied them from Versailles to Paris. I heard one of the party say: 'The Chalons Road!' This man in a buff waistcoat had a voice I knew; I turned and recognized—who but the gentleman who had stolen away my daughter! This noble was doing his duty by playing the flunky before his master's coach."
At this, he looked hard at Charny to see if he understood that his brother Isidore was the subject; but the hearer was silent as he wiped his face with his handkerchief.
"I wanted to fly at him, but he was already at a distance. He was on a good horse and had weapons—I, none. I ground my teeth at the idea that the King was escaping out of France and this ravisher escaping me, but suddenly another thought struck me. Why, look ye; I took an oath to the Nation, and while the King breaks his, I shall keep mine. I am only ten leagues from Paris which I can reach in two hours on a good nag; it is but three in the morning. I will talk this matter over with Mayor Bailly, an honest man who appears to be one of the kind who stick to the promises they make. This point settled I wasted no time, but begged my friend the postinghouse keeper to lend me his national Guards uniform, his sword and pistols and I took the best horse in his stables—all without letting him know what was in the wind, of course. Instead, therefore, of trotting home, I galloped hellity-split to Paris.
"Thank God, I got there on time! the flight of the King was known but not the direction. Lafayette had sent his aid Romeuf on the Valenciennes Road! But mark what a thing chance is! they had stopped him at the bars, and he was brought back to the Assembly, where he walked in at the very nick when Mayor Bailly, informed by me, was furnishing the most precise particulars about the runaways. There was nothing but the proper warrant to write and the road to state. The thing was done in a flash. Romeuf was dispatched on the Chalons Road and my order was to stick to him, which I am going to do. Now," concluded Billet, with a gloomy air, "I have overtaken the King, who deceived me as a Frenchman, and I am easy about his escaping me! I can go and attend to the man who deceived me as a father; and I swear to you, Lord Charny, that he shall not escape me either."
"You are wrong, my dear Billet—woeful to say," responded the count.
"How so?"
"The unfortunate young man you speak of has escaped."
"Fled?" cried Billet with indescribable rage.
"No, he is dead," replied the other.
"Dead?" exclaimed Billet, shivering in spite of himself, and sponging his forehead on which the sweat had started out.
"Dead," repeated Charny, "for this is his blood which you see on me and which you were right just now in likening to that from his brother slain at Versailles. If you doubt, go down into the street where you will find his body laid out in a little yard, like that of Versailles, struck down for the same cause for which his brother fell."
Billet looked at the speaker, who spoke in a gentle voice, but with haggard eyes and a frightened face; then suddenly he cried:
"Of a truth, there is justice in heaven!" He darted out of the room, saying: "I do not doubt your word, lord, but I must assure my sight that justice is done."
Charny stifled a sigh as he watched him go, and dashed away a tear. Aware that there was not an instant to lose, he hurried to the Queen's room, and as soon as he walked directly up to her, he asked how she had got on with Romeuf.
"He is on our side," responded the lady.
"So much the better," said Charny, "for there is nothing to hope in that quarter."
"What are we to do then?"
"Gain time for Bouille to come up."
"But will he come?"
"Yes, for I am going to fetch him."
"But the streets swarm with murderers," cried the Queen. "You are known, you will never pass, you will be hewn to pieces: George, George!"
But smiling without replying, Charny opened the window on the back garden, waved his hand to the King and the Queen, and jumped out over fifteen feet. The Queen sent up a shriek of terror and hid her face in her hands; but the man ran to the wind and by a cheer allayed her fears.
Charny had scaled the garden wall and was disappearing on the other side.
It was high time, for Billet was entering.
CHAPTER XVIII.
ON THE BACK TRACK.
Billet's countenance was dark; thoughtfulness lowered the brows over eyes deeply investigating; he reviewed all the prisoners and over the circle he made two remarks.
Charny's flight was patent; the window was being closed by the Colonel after him; by bending forward Billet could see the count vaulting over the garden wall. It followed that the agreement made between Captain Romeuf and the Queen was for him to stand neutral.
Behind Billet the outer room was filled as before with the scythe-bearers, musketeers and swordsmen whom his gesture had dismissed.
These men seemed to obey this chief to whom they were attracted by magnetic influence, because they divined in one a plebeian like themselves patriotism or hatred equal to their own.
His glance behind himself meeting theirs told him that he might rely on them, even in case he had to proceed to violence.
"Well, have they decided to go?" he asked Romeuf.
The Queen threw on him one of those side looks which would have blasted him if they had the power of lightning, which they resemble. Without replying, she clutched the arm of her chair as though to clamp herself to it.
"The King begs a little more time as they have not slept in the night and their Majesties are dying of fatigue?" said Romeuf.
"Captain," returned Billet bluntly, "you know very well that it is not because their Majesties are fatigued that they sue for time, but because they hope in a few instants that Lord Bouille will arrive. But it will be well for their Majesties not to dally," added Billet with emphasis, "for if they refuse to come out willingly, they will be lugged by the heels."
"Scoundrel!" cried Damas, darting at the speaker with his sword up.
Billet turned to face him, but with folded arms. He had in truth no need to defend himself, for eight or ten men sprang into the room, and the colonel was threatened by ten different weapons. The King saw that the least word or move would lead to all his supporters being shot or chopped to rags, and he said,
"It is well: let the horses be put to. We are going."
One of the Queen's women who travelled in a cab with her companion after the royal coach, screamed and swooned; this awakened the boy prince and his sister, who wept.
"Fie, sir, you cannot have a child that you are so cruel to a mother," said the Queen to the farmer.
"No, madam," replied he, repressing a start, and with a bitter smile, "I have no child now. There is to be no delay about the horses," he went on, to the King, "the horses are harnessed, and the carriage at the door."
Approaching the window the King saw that all was ready; in the immense din he had not heard the horses brought up. Seeing him through the window the mob burst into a shout which was a threat. He turned pale.
"What does your Majesty order?" inquired Choiseul of the Queen: "we had rather die than witness this outrage."
"Do you believe Lord Charny has got away?" she asked quickly in an undertone.
"I can answer for that."
"Then let us go; but in heaven's name, for your own sake as well as ours, do not quit us."
The King understood her fear.
"I do not see any horses for Lord Choiseul and Damas," observed he.
"They can follow as they like," said Billet; "my orders are to bring the King and the Queen, and do not speak of them."
"But I declare that I will not go without them having their horses," broke forth the monarch with more firmness than was expected from him.
"What do you say to that?" cried Billet to his men swarming into the room. "Here is the King not going because these gentlemen have no horses!"
The mob roared with laughter.
"I will find them," said Romeuf.
"Do not quit their Majesties," interposed Choiseul: "your office gives you some power over the people, and it depends on your honor that not a hair of their head should fall."
Romeuf stopped, while Billet snapped his fingers.
"I will attend to this," said he, leading the way; but stopping on the threshold he said, frowning: "But you will fetch them along, eh, lads?"
"Oh, never fear," replied the men, with a peal of laughter evidencing that no pity was to be expected in case of resistance.
At such a point of irritation, they would certainly have used roughness and shot down any one resisting. Billet had no need to come upstairs again. One of them by the window watched what happened in the street.
"The horses are ready," he said: "out you get!"
"Out, and be off!" said his companions with a tone admitting no discussion.
The King took the lead. Romeuf was supposed to look particularly after the family, but the fact is he had need to take care of himself. The rumor had spread that he was not only carrying out the Assembly's orders with mildness but by his inertia, if not actively, favored the flight of one of the most devoted upholders of the Royals, who had only quitted them in order to hurry up Marquis Bouille to their rescue.
The result was that on the sill, while Billet's conduct was glorified by the gathering, Romeuf heard himself qualified as a traitor and an aristocrat.
The party stepped into the carriage and the cab, with the two Lifeguards on the box.
Valory had asked as a favor that the King would let him and his comrade be considered as domestics since they were no longer allowed to act as his soldiers.
"As things stand," he pleaded, "princes of the blood royal might be glad to be here; the more honor for simple gentlemen like us."
"Have it so," said the sovereign tearfully, "you shall not quit me ever."
Thus they took in reality the place of couriers. Choiseul closed the door.
"Gentlemen," said the King, "I positively give the order that you shall drive me to Montmedy. Postillions, to Montmedy!"
But one voice, that of the united populations of more than this town, replied:
"To Paris!"
In the lull, Billet pointed with his sword and said:
"Postboys, take the Clermont Road."
The vehicle whirled round to obey this order.
"I take you all for witness that I am overpowered by violence," said Louis XVI.
Exhausted by the effort he had made, the unfortunate King, who had never shown so much will before, fell back on the rear seat, between the Queen and his sister.
In five minutes, after going a couple of hundred paces, a great clamor was heard behind. As they were placed, the Queen was the passenger who could first get her head out of the window.
She drew in almost instantly, covering her eyes with both hands, and muttering:
"Oh, woe to us! they are murdering Choiseul."
The King tried to rise, but the two ladies pulled him down; anyhow the carriage turned the road and they could not see what passed at twenty paces that way.
Choiseul and Damas had mounted their horses at Sausse's door but Romeuf's had been taken away from the post-house. He and two cavalrymen followed on foot, hoping to find a horse or two, either of the hussars and dragoons who had been led off by the people, or abandoned by their masters. But they had not gone fifteen steps before Choiseul perceived that the three were in danger of being smothered, pressed down and scattered in the multitude. He stopped, letting the carriage go on, and judging that Romeuf was of the most value to the Royal Family in this strait, called to his servant, James Brisack, who was mixed up with the press.
"Give my spare horse to Captain Romeuf."
Scarce had he spoken the words than the exasperated crowd enveloped him, yelling:
"This is the Count of Choiseul, one who wanted to take away the King! Down with the aristocrat—death to the traitor!"
All know with what rapidity the effect follows the threat in popular commotions.
Torn from his saddle, Count Choiseul was hurled back and was swallowed up in that horrible gulf of the multitude, from which in that epoch of deadly passions one emerged only in fragments.
But at the same time as he fell five persons rushed to his rescue. These were Damas, Romeuf, Brisack and two others, the last having lost the led horse so that his hands were free for his master's service.
Such a conflict arose as the Indians wage around the body of a fallen warrior whom they do not wish scalped.
Contrary to all probability, Choiseul was not hurt, or at least slightly, despite the ugly weapons used against him. A soldier parried with his musket a scythe thrust aimed at him, and Brisack warded off another with a stick he had snatched from a hand in the medley. This stick was cleft like a reed, but the cut was so turned as to wound only the count's horse.
"This way the dragoons!" it came into Adjutant Foucq's head to halloa.
Some soldiers rushed up at the call and cleared a space in their shame at the officer being murdered among them. Romeuf sprang into the open space.
"In the name of the National Assembly, and of General Lafayette, whose deputy I am, lead these gentleman to the town-hall!" he vociferated.
Both names of the Assembly and the general enjoyed full popularity at this period and exerted their usual effect.
"To the town-hall," roared the concourse.
Willing hands made a united effort and Choiseul and his companions were dragged towards the council rooms. It took well over an hour to get there; each minute had its threat and attempt to murder, and every opening the protectors left was used to thrust with a pike or pitchfork or sabre.
However, the municipal building was reached at last, where only one towns officer remained, frightened extremely at the responsibility devolving on him. To relieve him of this charge, he ordered that Choiseul, Damas and Floirac should be put in the cells and watched by the National Guards.
Romeuf thereupon declared that he would not quit Choiseul, who had shielded him and so brought on himself what happened. So the town official ordered that he should be put in the cell along with him.
Choiseul made a sign for his groom Brisack to get away and see to the horses. Not much pulled about, they were in an inn, guarded by the volunteers.
Romeuf stayed till the Verdun National Guard came in, when he entrusted the prisoners to them, and went his way with the officers' pledge that they would keep them well.
Isidore Charny's remains were dragged into a weaver's house, where pious but alien hands prepared them for the grave—less fortunate he than his brother Valence, who, at least, was mourned over by his brother and Billet, and Gilbert. But at that time, Billet was a devoted and respectful friend. We know how these feelings changed into hate: as implacable as the better sentiments had been deep.
CHAPTER XIX.
THE DOLOROUS WAY.
In the meantime the Royal Family continued on the road to Paris.
They advanced slowly, for the carriage could not move but at the gait of the escort, and that was composed mostly of men on foot. Their ranks were filled up with women and children, the women lifting their babes up in their arms to see the King dragged back to the capital: probably they would never have seen him under other circumstances.
The coach and the cab with the ladies in waiting, seemed in the human sea like a ship with her tender. Incidents stirred up the sea into heaving furiously at times when the coach disappeared under the billows and appeared very slow to emerge.
Though it was six miles to Clermont where they arrived, the terrible escort did not lessen in number as those who dropped off were replaced by new-comers from the countryside who wanted to have a peep at the show.
Of all the captives on and in this ambulatory prison the worst exposed to the popular wrath and the plainest butt of the menaces were the unhappy Lifeguards on the large box seat; as the order of the National Assembly made the Royal Family inviolable, the way to vent spite on them by proxy, was to plague these men. Bayonets were continually held to their breasts, some scythes, really Death's, gleamed over their heads, or some spear glided like a perfidious serpent, in the gaps to pierce the flesh with its keen sting and return to the wielder disgusted that he had not drawn more blood.
All at once they saw a man without hat or weapon, his clothing smeared with mud and dust, split the crowd. After having addressed a respectful bow to the King and the Queen, he sprang upon the forepart of the carriage and from the trace-chain hooks upon the box between the two Lifeguards.
The Queen's outcry was of fear, joy and pain. She had recognized Charny.
Fear, for what he did was so bold that it was a miracle he had reached the perch without receiving some wound. Joy, for she was happy to see that he had escaped the unknown dangers he must have run, all the greater as imagination was outstripped by the reality. Pain, for she comprehended that Charny's solitary return implied that nothing was to be expected from Bouille.
In fact, while Charny had reached the royalists at Grange-au-Bois on a horse he picked up on the road, his attempt to guide the army ended in failure: a canal which he had not noted down in his survey, perhaps cut since then, was brimful of water and he nearly lost his life, as he did his horse, in trying to swim across it. All he could do, on scrambling out on the other side from his friends, was to wave them a farewell, for he understood that the cavaliers as a mass could not succeed where he had fallen short.
Confounded by the audacity of this recruit to the lost cause, the mob seemed to respect him for this boldness.
At the turmoil, Billet, who was riding at the head, turned and recognized the nobleman.
"Ha, I am glad that nothing happened him," he said: "but woe to whomsoever tries this again, for he shall certainly pay for the two."
At two of the afternoon they arrived at St. Menehould.
Loss of sleep and weariness was telling on all the prisoners, but particularly on the Dauphin, who was feverish and wanted to be undressed and put to bed, as he was not well, he said.
But St. Menehould was the place most enraged against the Royal Family. So no attention was paid to the King who ordered a stop. A contradictory order from Billet led to the change of horses being hooked on the pole.
The Queen could not withstand her child's complaints and holding the little prince up at the window to show him to the people, shivering and in tears, she said:
"Gentlemen, in pity for this boy, stop!"
"Forward, March!" shouted Billet.
"Forward," repeated the people.
Billet passed the carriage window to take his place in the front when the Queen appealed to him:
"For shame, sir, it is plain, I repeat that you never were a father."
"And I repeat, madam, that I was a father once, but am one no longer."
"Do as you will, for you are the stronger: but beware! for no voice cries more loudly to heaven than that of these little ones!"
The procession went on again.
It was cruel work passing through the town. If kings could learn any thing, the enthusiasm excited by sight of Drouet, to whom the arrest was due, would have been a dreadful lesson; but both captives saw merely blind fury in the cheers; they saw but rebels in these patriots who were convinced that they were saving their country.
Perhaps it was the King's impression that Paris alone was perverted that urged him into the evil course. He had relied on "his dear provinces." But here were the dear rurals not only escaping him but turning pitilessly against him. The country folk had frightened Choiseul in Sommevelle, imprisoned Dandoins at St. Menehould, fired on Damas at Clermont, and lately killed Isidore Charny under the royal eyes. All classes rose against him.
It would have cut him worse had he seen what the spreading news did; roused all the country to come—not to stare and form an escort—but to kill him. The harvest was so bad that this country was called "Blank Champagne," and here came the King who had brought in the thievish hussar and the pillaging pandour to trample the poor fields under their horses' hoofs; but the carriage was guarded by an angel and two cherubs.
Lady Elizabeth was twenty-seven but her chastity had kept the unfading brilliancy of youth on her brow: the Dauphin, ailing and shivering on his mother's knee; the princess fair as the blondes can be, looking out with her firm while astonished gaze.
These men saw these, the Queen bent over her boy, and the King downhearted: and their anger abated or sought another object on which to turn it.
They yelped at the Lifeguardsmen; insulted them, called those noble and devoted hearts traitors and cowards, while the June sun made a fiery rainbow in the chalky dust flung up by the endless train upon those hotheads, heated by the cheap wine of the taverns.
Half a mile out of the town, an old Knight of St. Louis was seen galloping over the fields; he wore the ribbon of the order at his buttonhole: as it was first thought that he came from sheer curiosity, the crowd made room for him. He went up to the carriage window, hat in hand, saluted the King and the Queen, and hailed them as Majesties. The people had measured true force and real majesty, and were indignant at the title being given away from them to whom it was due; they began to grumble and threaten.
The King had already learnt what this growl portended from hearing it around the house at Varennes.
"Sir Knight," he said to the old chevalier, "the Queen and myself are touched by this publicly expressed token of your devotion; but in God's name, get you hence—your life is not safe."
"My life is the King's, and the finest day of it will be when laid down for the King."
Hearing this speech, some growled.
"Retire," said the King. "Make way there, my friends, for Chevalier Dampierre."
Those near who heard the appeal, stood back. But unfortunately the horseman was squeezed in and used the whip and spur on the animal unable to move freely. Some trodden-on women screamed, a frightened child cried, and on the men shaking their fists the old noble flourished his whip. Thereupon the growl changed to a roar: the grand popular and leonine fury broke forth.
Dampierre was already on the edge of the forest of men; he drove in both spurs which made the steed leap the ditch where it galloped across the country. He turned, and waving his hat, cried: "God save the King!"—a final homage to his sovereign but a supreme insult to the people.
Off went a gun. He pulled a pistol from his holsters and returned the fire. Everyone who had firearms, let fly at him. The horse fell, riddled with bullets.
Nobody ever knew whether the man was slain outright or not by this dreadful volley. The multitude rushed like an avalanche where rider and steed had dropped, some fifty paces from the royal carriage: one of those tumults arose such as surge upon a dead body in battle: then, out of the disordered movements, the shapeless chaos, the gulf of yells and cheers, up rose a pike surmounted by the white head of the luckless Chevalier Dampierre.
The Queen screamed and threw herself back in the vehicle.
"Monsters, cannibals, assassins!" shouted Charny.
"Hold your tongue, count," said Billet, "or I cannot answer for you."
"What matters? I am tired of life. What can befall me worse than my poor brother?"
"Your brother was guilty and you are not," replied Billet.
Charny started to jump down from the box but the other Lifeguard restrained him, while twenty bayonets bristled to receive him.
"Friends," said the farmer in his strong and imposing voice, as he pointed to Charny, "whatever this man says or does, never heed—I forbid a hair of his head being touched. I am answerable for him to his wife."
"To his wife," muttered the Queen, shuddering as though one of the steel points menacing her beloved had pricked her heart, "why does he say to his wife?"
Billet could not have himself told. He had invoked the name of the count's wife, knowing how powerful such a charm is over a mob composed mainly of men with wives.
They were late reaching Chalons, where the King, in alighting at the house prepared for the family, heard a bullet whizz by his ear.
Was it an accident where so many were inexperienced in arms or an attempt at regicide?
"Some clumsy fellow," said he coolly: "gentlemen, you ought to be careful—an accident soon happens."
Apart from this shot, there was a calmer atmosphere to step into. The uproar ceased at the house door: murmurs of compassion were heard; the table was laid out with elegance astonishing the captives. There were servants also, but Charny claimed their work for himself and the other Lifeguards, hiding under the pretended humility, the intention to stay close to the King for any event.
Marie Antoinette understood this; but in her heart rumbled Billet's words about Charny's wife, like a storm brewing.
Charny, whom she had expected to take away from France, to live abroad with her, was now returning to Paris to see his wife Andrea again!
He was ignorant of this ferment in her heart, from not supposing she had heard the words; besides, he was busy over some freshly conceived hopes. Having been sent in advance to study the route he had conscientiously fulfilled his errand. He knew the political tone of even each village. Chalons had a royalist bias from it being an old town, without trade, work or activity, peopled by nobles, retired business men and contented citizens.
Scarcely were the royal party at table than the County Lieutenant, whose house they were in, came to bow to the Queen, who looked at him uneasily from having ceased to expect anything good, and said:
"May it please your Majesty to let the maids of Chalons offer flowers?"
"Flowers?" repeated she, looking with astonishment from him to Lady Elizabeth. "Pray, let them come."
Shortly after, twelve young ladies, the prettiest they could find in the town, tripped up to the threshold where the Queen held out her arms to them. One of them who had been taught a formal speech, was so effected by this warm greeting that she forgot it all and stammered the general opinion:
"Oh, your Majesty, what a dreadful misfortune!"
The Queen took the bunch of flowers and kissed the girl.
"Sire," whispered Charny to the King meanwhile, "something good may be done here; if your Majesty will spare me for an hour, I will go out and inquire how the wind turns."
"Do so, but be prudent," was the reply: "I shall never console myself if harm befalls you. Alas, two deaths are enough in one family."
"Sire, my life is as much the King's as my brothers'."
In the presence of the monarch his stoicism could be worn but he felt his grief when by himself.
"Poor Isidore," he muttered, while pressing his hand to his breast to see if he still had in the pocket the papers of the dead handed him by Count Choiseul, which he had promised himself to read as he would the last will of his loved one.
Behind the girls came their parents, almost all nobles or members of the upper middle class; they came timidly and humbly to crave permission to offer their respect to their unfortunate sovereigns. They could hardly believe that they had seen the unfortunate Dampierre hewn to pieces under their eyes a while before.
Charny came back in half an hour. It was impossible for the keenest eye to read the effect of his reconnoitre on his countenance.
"All is for the best, Sire," replied he to the King's inquiry. "The National Guard offer to conduct your Majesty to-morrow to Montmedy."
"So you have arranged some course?"
"With the principal citizens. It is a church feast to-morrow so that they cannot refuse your request to go to hear service. At the church door a carriage will be waiting which will receive your Majesties; amid the cheering you will give the order to be driven to Montmedy and you will be obeyed."
"That is well," said Louis: "thank you, count, and we will do this if nothing comes between. But you and your companions must take some rest; you must need it more than we."
The reception was not prolonged far into the night so that the Royal Family retired about nine. A sentinel at their door let them see that they were still regarded as prisoners. But he presented arms to them. By his precise movement the King recognized an old soldier.
"Where have you served, my friend?" he inquired.
"In the French Guards, Sire," answered the veteran.
"Then I am not surprised to see you here," returned the monarch; for he had not forgotten that the French Guards had gone over to the people on the 13th July, 1789.
This sentinel was posted at their sleeping room door. An hour afterwards, he asked to speak with the leader of the escort, who was Billet, on his being relieved of guard-mounting. The farmer was taking supper with the rustics who flocked in from all sides and endeavoring to persuade them to stay in town all night. But most of them had seen the King, which was mainly what led them, and they wanted to celebrate the holiday at home. He tried to detain them because the aristocratic tendency of the old town alarmed him.
It was in the midst of this discussion that the sentinel came to talk with him. They conversed in a low voice most lively.
Next, Billet sent for Drouet, and they held a similar conference. After this they went to the postmaster, who was Drouet's friend, and the same line of business made them friendlier still.
He saddled two horses and in ten minutes Billet was galloping on the road to Rheims and Drouet to Vitry.
Day dawned. Hardly six hundred men remained of the numerous escort, and they were fagged out, having passed the night on straw they had brought along, in the street. As they shook themselves awake in the dawn they might have seen a dozen men in uniform enter the Lieutenancy Office and come out hastily shortly after.
Chalons was headquarters for the Villeroy Company of Lifeguards, and ten or twelve of the officers came to take orders from Charny. He told them to don full dress and be on their horses by the church door for the King's exit. These were the uniformed men whom we have seen.
Some of the peasants reckoned their distance from home in the morning and to the number of two hundred more or less they departed, in spite of their comrades' pleadings. This reduced the faithful to a little over four hundred only.
To the same number might be reckoned the National Guards devoted to the King, without the Royal Guards officers and those recruited, a forlorn hope which would set the lead in case of emergency.
Besides, as hinted, the town was aristocratic.
When the word was sent to Billet and Drouet to hear what they said about the King and the Queen going to hear mass, they could not be found and nothing therefore opposed the desire.
The King was delighted to hear of the absence but Charny shook his head: he did not know Drouet's character but he knew Billet's.
Nevertheless all the augury was favorable, and indeed the King not only came out of church amid cheers but the royalist gathering had assumed colossal proportions.
Still it was not without apprehension that Charny encouraged the King to make up his mind.
He put his head out of the carriage window and said:
"Gentlemen, yesterday at Varennes, violence was used against me; I gave the order to be driven to Montmedy but I was constrained to go towards a revolted capital. Then I was among rebels, but now I am among honest subjects, to whom I repeat, 'To Montmedy!'"
"To Montmedy!" echoed Charny and the others shouted the same, and to the chorus of "Long live the King!" the carriage was turned round and retook the road it had yesterday travelled.
In the absence of Billet and Drouet the rustics seemed commanded by the French Guardsman who had stood sentry at the royal door. Charny watched and saw that he made his men wheel and mutely follow the movement though the scowls showed that they did not approve of it. They let the National Guards pass them, and massed in their rear as a rearguard. In the foremost ranks marched the pike and spear-men: then fifty who carried muskets and fowling pieces manœuvring so neatly that Charny was disquieted: but he could not oppose it and he was unable to understand it.
He was soon to have the explanation.
As they approached the town gates, spite of the cheering, they heard another sound like the dull rolling of a storm. Suddenly Charny turned pale and laid his hand on the Lifeguard next him.
"All is lost," he gasped: "do you not hear that drum?"
They turned the corner into a square where two streets entered. One came from Rheims the other from Vitry, and up each was marching a column of National Guards; one numbered eighteen hundred, the other more than two thousand. Each was led by a man on horseback. One was Billet, the other Drouet.
Charny saw why they had disappeared during the night. Fore-warned no doubt, of the counteraction in preparation, they had gone off for reinforcements. They had concerted their movements so as to arrive simultaneously. They halted their men in the square, completely blocking the road. Without any cries, they began to load their firearms. The procession had to stop.
"What is the matter?" asked the King, putting his head out of the window, of Charny, pale and gritting his teeth.
"Why, my lord, the enemy has gone for reinforcements and they stand yonder, loading their guns, while behind the Chalons National Guards the peasants are ready with their guns."
"What do you think of all this?"
"That we are caught between two fires, which will not prevent us passing, but what will happen to your Majesty I cannot tell."
"Very well, let us turn back. Enough blood has been shed for my sake and I weep bitter tears for it. I do not wish one drop more to flow. Let us return."
"Gentlemen," said Charny, jumping down and taking the leader horse by the bridle, "the King bids us turn back."
At the Paris Gate the Chalons National Guards, become useless, gave place to those from Rheims and Vitry.
"Do you not think I behaved properly, madam?" inquired Louis of his wife.
"Yes—but I think Count Charny obeyed you very easily," was her comment.
She fell into one of those gloomy reveries which was not entirely due to the terrible situation in which she was hedged in.
CHAPTER XX.
MIRABEAU'S SUCCESSOR.
The royal carriage sadly travelled the Paris Road, watched by the two moody men who had forced it to alter its direction. Between Epernay and Dormans, Charny, from his stature and his high seat, could distinguish a four-in-hand coach approaching from the way of Paris.
He guessed that it brought grave news of some important character.
Indeed, it was hailed with cheers for the National Assembly, and contained three officials. One was Hatour Maubourg, Lafayette's right hand man, Petion and Barnave, members of the House.
Of the three the oldest stepped up to the royal carriage, leaving his own, and roughly opening the door, he said:
"I am Petion, and these Barnave and Latour, members of the Assembly, sent by it to serve you as escort and see that the wrath of the populace does not anticipate justice with its own hand. Close up there to make room for me."
The Queen darted on all three one of those disdainful glances which the haughty daughter of Maria Theresa deigned to let fall from her pride. Latour was a gentleman of the old school, like Lafayette, and he could not support the glance. He declined to enter the carriage on the ground that the occupants were too closely packed.
"I will get into the following one," he said.
"Get in where you like," said Petion; "my place is with the King and the Queen, and in I go."
He stepped in at the same time. He looked one after another at the King, the Queen and Lady Elizabeth, who occupied the back seat.
"Excuse me, madam," he said to the last, "but the place of honor belongs to me as representative of the Assembly. Be obliging enough to rise and take the front seat."
"Whoever heard of such a thing?" muttered the Queen.
"Sir!" began the King.
"That is the way of it; so, rise, madam, and give your place to me."
Lady Elizabeth obeyed, with a sign of resignation to her brother and sister.
Latour had gone to the cab to ask the ladies to let him travel with them. Member Barnave stood without, wavering about entering the conveyance where seven persons were.
"Are you not coming, Barnave?" asked Petion.
"Where am I to put myself?" inquired the somewhat embarrassed man.
"Would you like my place?" demanded the Queen tartly.
"I thank you, madam," rejoined Barnave, stung; "a seat in the front will do for me."
It was made by Lady Elizabeth drawing the Princess Royal to her side while the Queen took the Dauphin on her knee. Barnave was thus placed opposite the Queen.
"All ready," cried Petion, without asking the King, "on you go!"
The vehicle resumed the journey, to cheers for the National Assembly.
It was the people who stepped into the royal carriage with their representatives.
There was silence during which each studied the others except Petion who seemed in his roughness to be indifferent to everything.
Jerome Petion, alias Villeneuve, was about thirty-two; his features were sharply defined; his merit lay in the exaltation, clearness and straightforwardness of his political opinions. Born at Chartres, he was a lawyer when sent to Paris in 1789, as member of the Assembly. He was fated to be Mayor of Paris, enjoy popularity effacing that of Bailly and Lafayette and die on the Bordeaux salt meadow wastes, devoured by wolves. His friends called him the Virtuous Petion. He and Camille Desmoulins were republicans when nobody else in France knew the word.
Pierre Joseph Marie Barnave was born at Grenoble; he was hardly thirty; in the Assembly he had acquired both his reputation and great popularity, by struggling with Mirabeau as the latter waned. All the great orator's enemies were necessarily friends of Barnave and had sustained him. He appeared but five-and-twenty, with bright blue eyes, a largish mouth, turned-up nose and sharp voice. But his form was elegant; a duelist and aggressive, he looked like a young military captain in citizen's dress. He was worth more than he seemed.
He belonged to the Constitutional Royalist party.
"Gentlemen," said the King as he took his seat, "I declare to you that it never was my intention to quit the kingdom."
"That being so, the words will save France," replied Barnave, looking at him ere he sat down.
Thereupon something strange transpired between this scion of the country middle class and the woman descended from the greatest throne of Europe. Each tried to read the other's heart, not like two political foes, hiding state secrets, but like a man and a woman seeking mysteries of love.
Barnave aimed in all things to be the heir and successor of Mirabeau. In everybody's eyes Mirabeau passed for having enjoyed the King's confidence and the Queen's affection. We know what the truth was. It was not only the fashion then to spread libels but to believe in them.
Barnave's desire to be Mirabeau in all respects is what led him to be appointed one of the three Commissioners to bring back the Royal Family.
He came with the assurance of the man who knows that he has the power to make himself hated if he cannot make himself loved.
The Queen divined this with her woman's eye if she did not perceive it.
She also observed Barnave's moodiness.
Half a dozen times in a quarter of an hour, Barnave turned to look at the three Lifeguards on the box, examining them with scrupulous attention, and dropping his glance to the Queen more hard and hostile than before.
Barnave knew that one of the trio was Charny, but which he was ignorant of: and public rumor accredited Charny as the Queen's paramour. He was jealous, though it is hard to explain such a feeling in him; but the Queen guessed that, too.
From that moment she was stronger; she knew the flaw in the adversary's breastplate and she could strike true.
"Did you hear what that man who was conducting the carriage said about the Count of Charny?" she asked of Louis XVI.
Barnave gave a start which did not escape the Queen, whose knees was touching his.
"He declared, did he not, that he was responsible for the count's life?" rejoined the sovereign.
"Exactly, and that he answered for his life to his wife."
Barnave half closed his eyes but he did not lose a syllable.
"Now the countess is my old friend Andrea Taverney. Do you think, on our return to Paris, that it will be handsome to give him leave to go and cheer his wife. He has run great risks, and his brother has been killed on our behalf. I think that to claim his continued service beside us would be to act cruelly to the happy couple."
Barnave breathed again and opened his eyes fully.
"You are right, though I doubt that the count will accept it," returned the King.
"In that case we shall both have done our duty—we in proposing it and the count in refusing."
By magnetic sympathy she felt that Barnave's irritation was softening. At the same time that his generous heart understood that he had been unfair to her his shame sprang up.
He had borne himself with a high head like a judge, and now she suddenly spoke the very words which determined her innocence of the charge which she could not have foreseen, or her repentance. Why not innocence?
"We would stand in the better position," continued the Queen, "from our not having taken Count Charny with us, and from my thinking, on my part, that he was in Paris when he suddenly appeared by the side of our carriage."
"It is so," proceeded the monarch; "but it only proves that the count has no need of stimulant when his duty is in question."
There was no longer any doubt that she was guiltless.
How was Barnave to obtain the Queen's forgiveness for having wronged her as a woman? He did not dare address her, and was he to wait till she spoke the first? She said nothing at all as she was satisfied with the effect she had produced.
He had become gentle, almost humble; he implored her with a look, but she did not appear to pay him any heed.
He was in one of those moods when to rouse a woman from inattention he would have undertaken the twelve labors of Hercules, at the risk of the first being too much for him.
He was beseeching "the Supreme Being," which was the fashionable God in 1789, when they had ceased to believe in heaven, for some chance to bring attention upon him, when all at once, as though the Ruler, under whatever title addressed, had heard the prayer, a poor priest who waited for the King to go by, approached from the roadside to see the august prisoner the nearer, and said as he raised his supplicating hands and tear-wet eyes:
"God bless your Majesty!"
It was a long time since the crowd had a chance of flying into anger. Nothing had presented itself since the hapless Knight of St. Louis, whose head was still following on the pike-point. This occasion was eagerly embraced.
The mob replied to the reverence with a roar: they threw themselves on the priest in a twinkling, and he was flung down and would have been flayed alive before Barnave broke from his abstraction had not the frightened Queen appealed to him.
"Oh, sir, do you not see what is going on?"
He raised his head, plunged a rapid look into the ocean which submerged the priest, and rolled in growling and tumultuous waves up to the carriage; he burst the door with such violence that he would have fallen out if the Princess Elizabeth had not caught him by the coat.
"You villains!" he shouted. "Tigers, who cannot be French men! or France, the home of the brave, has become a den of assassins!"
This apostrophe may appear bombastic to us but it was in the style of the period. Besides, the denunciator belonged to the National Assembly and supreme power spoke by his voice. The crowd recoiled and the old man was saved.
He rose and said:
"You did well to save an old man, young sir—he will ever pray for you."
He made the sign of the cross, and went his way, the throng opening to him, dominated by the voice and attitude of Barnave, who seemed the statue of Command. When the victim was gone from sight, the young deputy simply and naturally retook his seat, as if he were not aware he had saved a human life.
"I thank you, sir," said the Queen.
These few words set him quivering over all his frame. In all the long period during which we have accompanied Marie Antoinette, though she had been more lovely, never had she been more touching.
He was contemplating so much motherly grace when the prince uttered a cry of pain at the moment when Barnave was inclined to fall at the knees of dying Majesty. The boy had played some roguish trick on the virtuous Petion, who had deemed it proper to pull his ears. The King reddened with anger, the Queen turned pale with shame. She held out her arms and pulled the boy from between Petion's knees, so that Barnave received him between his. She still wished to draw him to her but he resisted, saying:
"I am comfortable here."
Through motherly playfulness or womanly seductiveness, she allowed the boy to stay. It is impossible to tell what passed in Barnave's heart: he was both proud and happy. The prince set to playing with the buttons of the member's coat, which bore the motto: "Live Free or Die."
"What does that mean?" he wanted to know.
As Barnave was silent, Petion interpreted.
"My little man, that means that the French have sworn never to know masters more, if you can understand that? Explain it otherwise, Barnave, if you can."
The other was hushed: the motto, which he had thought sublime, seemed almost cruel at present. But he took the boy's hand and respectfully kissed it. The Queen wiped away a tear, risen from her heart.
The carriage, moving theatre of this little episode, continued to roll forward through the hooting of the mob, bearing to death six of the eight passengers.
CHAPTER XXI.
ANOTHER DUPE.
On arriving at Dormans, the party had to get out at an inn as nothing was prepared for them. Either from Petion's orders or from the Royal Family's snubbing him on the journey having vexed him, or because the place was really full, only three garret rooms were available.
Charny got down the first to have the Queen's orders but she gave him a look to imply that he was to keep in the background. He hastened to obey without knowing the cause.
It was Petion who entered the hotel, and acted as quarter-master; he did not give himself the trouble to come out again and it was a waiter who told the Royals that their rooms were ready.
Barnave was embarrassed as he wanted to offer his arm to the Queen, but he feared that she who had been wont to rail at exaggerated etiquette, would nevertheless invoke it now. So he waited.
The King stepped out, followed by the Queen, who held out her arms for her son, but he said as if he knew his part to please his mother:
"No, I want to stay with my friend Barnave."
Marie Antoinette submitted with a sweet smile. Barnave let lady Elizabeth pass out with the Princess Royal before he alighted, carrying the boy in his arms.
Lady Tourzel closed the march, eager to snatch the royal child from these plebeian arms but the Queen made her a sign which cooled the ardor of the aristocratic governess. Barnave did not say anything on finding that the Virtuous Petion had taken the best part of the house, as he set down the prince on the second landing.
"Mamma, here is my friend Barnave going away," cried he.
"Very right, too," observed the Queen on seeing the attics reserved for her and her family.
The King was so tired that he wished to lie down, but the bed was so short that he had to get up in a minute and called for a chair. With the cane-bottomed one eking out a wooden one he lengthened the couch.
"Oh, Sire," said Malden, who brought the chair, "can you pass the night thus?"
"Certainly: besides, if what the ministers say be true, many of my subjects would be only too glad to have this loft, these chairs and this pallet."
He laid on this wretched bed, a prelude to his miserable nights in the Temple Prison.
When he came in to supper, he found the table set for six: Petion had added himself to the Royal Family.
"Why not eight, then, for Messieurs Latour Maubourg and Barnave?" jeered the King.
"M. Barnave excused himself, but M. Petion persisted," replied the waiter.
The grave, austere face of the deputy appeared in the doorway.
The King bore himself as if alone and said to the waiter:
"I sit at table with my own family solely: or without guests. If not, we do not eat at all."
Petion went away furious, and heard the door bolted after him.
The Queen looked for Charny during the meal, wishing that he had disobeyed her.
Her husband was rising after finishing supper when the waiter came to state that the first floor parlors were ready for them. They had been decked out with flowers, by the forethought of Barnave.
The Queen sighed: a few years before she would have had to thank Charny for such attentions. Moreover, Barnave had the delicacy not to appear to receive his reward; just as the count would have acted. How was it a petty country lawyer should show the same attentions and daintiness as the most eminent courtier? There was certainly much in this to set a woman—even a queen, a-thinking. Hence she did ponder over this mystery half the night.
What had become of Count Charny during this interval?
With his duty keeping him close to his masters, he was glad to have the Queen's signal for him to take some leisure for lonely reflection.
After having been so busy for others lately, he was not sorry to have time for his own distress.
He was the old-time nobleman, more a father than a brother to his younger brothers.
His grief had been great at Valence's death, but at least he had a comfort in the second brother Isidore on whom he placed the whole of his affection. Isidore had become more dear still since he was his intermediary with Andrea.
The less Charny saw of Andrea the more he thought of her, and to think of her was to love her. She was a statue when he saw her, but when he departed she became colored and animated by the distance. It seemed to him that internal fire sprang up in the alabaster mould and he could see the veins circulate blood and the heart throb.
It was in these times of loneliness and separation that the wife was the real rival of the Queen: in the feverish nights Charny saw the tapestry cleft or the walls melt to allow the transparent statue to approach his couch, with open arms and murmuring lips and kindled eye: the fire of her love beamed from within. He also would hold out his arms, calling the lovely vision, and try to press the phantom to his heart. But, alas! the vision would flee and, embracing vacancy, he would fall from his breathless dream into sad and cold reality.
Therefore, Isidore was dearer to him than Valence, and he had not the chance to mourn over him as he had over the cadet of the family.
Both had fallen for the same fatal woman and into the abyss of the same cause full of pitfalls. For them he would certainly fall.
Alone in an attic, shut up with a table which bore an old-fashioned three-wicked oil lamp, he drew out the bloodstained papers, the last relics of his brother. He sighed, raised his head and opened one letter.
It was from poor Catherine Billet. Charny had suspected the connection some months before Billet had at Varennes given him confirmation of it. Only then had he given it the importance it should have taken in his mind.
Now he learnt that the title of mistress had become holy by its promotion to that of mother, and in the simple language Catherine used, all her woman's life was given in expiation of her fault as a girl. A second and a third, showed the same plans of love, maternal joys, fears of the loving, pains and repentance.
Suddenly, among the letters, he saw one whose writing struck him. To this was attached a note of Isidore's, sealed with his arms in black wax. It was the letter which Andrea had enjoined him to give her husband in case he were mortally hurt or read to him if unable. The note explained this and concluded:
"I league to my brother the Count of Charny poor Catherine Billet, now living with my boy in the village of Villedovray."
This note had totally absorbed him: but finally he turned his attention to that from his wife. But after reading the explanation three times, he shook his head and said in an undertone:
"I have no right to open this letter; but I will so entreat her that she will let me read it."
Dawn surprised him, devouring with his gaze this letter damp with frequent pressing it with his lips.
Suddenly in the midst of the bustle for the departure, he heard his name called and he hurried out on the stairs.
Here he met Barnave inquiring for the Queen and charging Valory to get the order for the start. It was easy to see that Barnave had had no more sleep than the count. They bowed to each other, and Charny would surely have remarked the jealous gleam in the member's eye if he had been able to think of anything but the letter of his wife which he pressed to his heart under his arm.
On stepping into the coach once more the royal pair noticed they had only the population of the town to stare at them and cavalry to escort them. This was an attention of Barnave's.
He knew what the Queen had suffered from the squalid and infected peasants pressing round the wheels, the severed head, the threats to her guards. He pretended to have heard of an invasion by the Austrians to help Marquis Bouille, and he had turned towards the frontier all the irregularly armed men.
The hatred of the French for the foreign invader was such that it made them forget for the moment that the Queen was one of them.
She guessed to whom she owed this boon, and thanked him with a look.
As she resumed her place in the conveyance she glanced out to see Charny, who had taken the outer seat beside the Guards; he wanted to be in the danger, in hopes that a wound would give him the right to open his wife's letter. He did not notice her looking for him, and that made her sigh, which Barnave heard. Uneasy about it, he stopped on the carriage step.
"Madam," he said, "I remarked yesterday how incommoded we were in here: if you like I will find room in the other carriage with M. Latour-Maubourg."
While suggesting this, he would have given half his remaining days—not that many were left him!—to have her refuse the offer.
"No, stay with us," she quickly responded.
At once the Dauphin held out his little hands to draw him to him, saying:
"My friend Barnave! I do not want him to go."
Barnave gladly took his former place. The prince went over to his knee from his mother's. The Queen kissed him on his cheek as he passed and the member looked at the pink spots caused by the pressure like Tantalus at the fruit hanging over his head. He asked leave to kiss the little fellow and did it with such ardor that the boy cried out. She lost none of this incident in which Barnave was staking his head.
Perhaps she had no more slept than Charny or the deputy; perhaps the animation enflaming her eyes was caused by fever; any way, her purpled lips and rosy cheeks, all made her that perilous siren who with one golden tress would draw her adorers over the whirlpool's edge.
The carriage went faster and they could dine at Chateau Thierry. Before they got to Meaux, at evening Lady Elizabeth was overpowered by sleep and laid down in the middle of the vehicle. Her giving way had caused her to lean against Petion, who deposed in his report that she had tried to tempt him with love and had rested her head on his virtuous shoulder—that pious creature!
The halt at Meaux was in the bishop's palace, a gloomy structure which still echoed those sinister wails from Bossuet's study that presaged the downfall of monarchy.
The Queen looked around for support and smiled on seeing Barnave.
"Give me your arm," she said, "and be my guide in this old palace. I dare not venture alone lest the great voice is heard which one day made Christianity shudder with the outcry: 'The Duchess Henriette is dead!'"
Barnave sprang forward to offer his arm, while the lady cast a last glance around, fretted by Charny's obstinate silence.
"Do you seek some one?" he asked.
"Yes; the King."
"Oh, he is chatting with Petion."
Appearing satisfied, the Queen drew Barnave into the pile. She seemed a fugitive, following some phantom and looking neither before her nor behind. She only stopped, breathless, in the great preacher's sleeping chamber, where chance placed her confronting the portrait of a lady. Mechanically looking, she read the label: "Madam Henriette." She started without Barnave understanding why. From the name he guessed.
"Yes," he observed, "not Henrietta Maria of England, not the widow of the unfortunate Charles the First but the wife of the reckless Philip of Orleans; not she who died of cold in the Louvre Palace, but she who died of poison at St. Cloud and sent her ring to Bossuet. Rather would I have it her portrait," he said after a pause "for such a mouth as hers might give advice, but, alas! such are the very ones death seals up."
"What could Charles the First's widow furnish me in the way of advice?" she inquired.
"By your leave, I will try to say. 'Oh, my sister (Seems to say this mouth) do you not see the resemblance between our fates? I come from England as you from Austria, and was a foreigner to the English as you are to the French. I might have given my husband good counsel, but was silent or gave him bad; instead of uniting him to his people, I excited him to war against them; I gave him the counsel to march on London with the Irish. Not only did I maintain correspondence with the enemies of England but twice I went over into France to bring back foreign troops'. But why continue the bloody story which you know?"
"Continue," said the Queen, with dark brow and pleated lip.
"The portrait would continue to say: 'Sister, finally the Scotch delivered up their monarch, so that he was arrested just when he dreamt of escaping into France. A tailor seized him, a butcher led him into prison, a carter packed the jury, a beer-vendor presided over the assembly, and that nothing should be omitted odious in the trial and the sentence, it was carried out by a masked deaths-man striking off the victim's head.' This is what the picture of Henrietta Maria would say. God knows that nothing is lacking for the likeness. We have our brewer in Santerre for Cromwell, our butcher in Lengedre, not Harrison, and all the other plebeians who will conduct the trial; even as the conductor of this array is a lowborn peasant. What do you say to the picture?"
"I would say: 'Poor dear princess, you are reading me a page of history not giving me advice.'"
"If you do not refuse to follow it, the advice would be given you by the living," rejoined Barnave.
"Dead or living, those who can advise ought to do so: if good, it should be followed."
"Dead or living, one kind alone is given. Gain the people's love."
"It is so very easy to gain your people's love!"
"Why, madam, they are more your people than mine, and the proof is that they worshiped you when you first came here."
"Oh, sir, dwell not on that flimsy thing, popularity."
"Madam," returned Barnave, "if I, springing from my obscure sphere, won this popularity, how much easier for you to keep it than I to conquer it? But no," continued he, warming with the theme, "to whom have you confided this holy cause of monarchy, the loftiest and most splendorous? What voices and what arms do you choose to defend it? Never was seen such ignorance of the times and such forgetfulness of the characteristics of France! Why, you have only to look at me for one instance—who solicited the mission of coming to you with the single end of offering myself, devoting myself——"
"Hush, some one is coming," interrupted the Queen; "we must refer to this, M. Barnave, for I am ready to listen to your counsel and heed you."
It was a servant announcing that dinner was waiting.
The two Lifeguards waited at table, but Charny stood in a window recess. Though under the roof of one of the first bishops, the meal was nothing to brag of: but the King ate heartily.
The Dauphin had been asking for strawberries but was told along the road that there were none, though he had seen the country lads devouring them by the handsful. So the poor little fellow had envied the rustic urchins who could seek the fruit in the dewy grass like the birds that revel at nature's bounteous board.
This desire had saddened the Queen, who called Charny in a voice hoarse with emotion. At the third call he heard her and came, but the door opened and Barnave appeared on the sill; in his hand was a platter of the fruit.
"I hope the King and the Queen will excuse my intruding," he said, "but I heard the prince ask for strawberries several times during the day, so that, finding this dish on the bishop's table, I made so bold as to take and bring it."
"Thank you, count," said the Queen to Charny, "but M. Barnave has divined my want and I have no farther need of you."
Charny bowed without a word and returned to his place. The Dauphin thanked the member, and the King asked him to sit down between the boy and the Queen to partake of the meal, bad as it was.
Charny beheld the scene without a spark of jealousy. But he said, on seeing this poor moth singe its wings at the royal light:
"Still another going to destruction! a pity, for he is worth more than the others." But returning to his thought, he muttered: "This letter, what can be in this letter?"
CHAPTER XXII.
THE CENTRE OF CATASTROPHES.
After the repast, the King called the three Lifeguards into council with the Queen and Lady Elizabeth.
"Gentlemen," he began, "yesterday, M. Petion proposed that you should flee in disguise, but the Queen and I opposed the plan for fear it was a plot. This day he repeats the offer, pledging his honor as a representative, and I believe you ought to hear the idea."
"Sire, we humbly beg," replied Charny for the others, "that we may be free to take the hint or leave it."
"I pledge myself to put no pressure on you. Your desires be done."
The astonished Queen looked at Charny without understanding the growing indifference she remarked in his determination not to swerve from his duty. She said nothing but let the King conduct the conversation.
"Now that you reserve freedom, here are Petion's own words," he went on. "Sire, there is no safeguard for your attendants in Paris. Neither I, nor Barnave nor Latour can answer for shielding them even at peril of our lives, for their blood is claimed by the people.'"
Charny exchanged a look with the other two bodyguards who smiled with scorn.
"Well?" he said.
"M. Petion suggests that he should provide three National Guards suits and you might in them get away this night."
Charny consulted his brother officers who replied with the same smile.
"Sire," he replied, "our days are set apart for your Majesty, having deigned to accept the homage, it is easier for us to die than separate. Do us the favor to treat us as you have been doing. Of all your court and army and Lifeguards, three have stood staunch; do not rob them of the only glory they yearn for, namely to be true to the last."
"It is well, gentlemen," said, the Queen; "but you understand that you are no longer servants but brothers." She took her tablets from her pockets. "Let us know the names of your kinsfolk so that, should you fall in the struggle, we can tell the loved ones how it happened and soothe them as far as in our power lies."
Malden named his old, infirm mother and Valory his young orphan sister. The Queen stopped in her writing to wipe her eyes.
"Count," she said, turning to Charny, "we know that you have no one to mention as you have lost your two brothers——"
"Yes, they had the happiness to perish for your sake," said the nobleman "but the latter to fall leaves a poor girl recommended in a kind of will found upon him. He stole her away from her family which will never forgive her. So long as I live she and her child never shall want, but, as your Majesty says with her admirable courage, we are all in the face of death, and if death strikes me down, she and her babe will be penniless. Madam, deign to write the name of this poor country girl, and if I die like the others of the house of Charny, for my august master and noble mistress, lower your generosity to Catherine Billet and her child, in Villedovray."
No doubt the idea of George Charny expiring like his brothers was too dreadful a picture for the hearer, for in swaying back with a faint cry, she let the tablets fall and sank giddily on a chair. The two Guards hastened to her while Charny caught up the memo-book and inscribed the name and address.
The Queen recovered and said: "Gentlemen, do not leave me without kissing my hand."
The Lifeguards obeyed, but when it came Charny's turn he barely brushed the hand with his lips. It seemed to him sacrilege when he was carrying Andrea's letter on his heart. The Queen sighed: never had she so accurately measured the depth of the gulf between her and her lover, widening daily.
As the Guards therefore replied next day to the Committeemen that they would not change their attire from what the King authorized them to wear, Barnave had an extra seat placed in front of them with two grenadiers to occupy it so as to shield them in some degree.
At ten A. M. they quitted Meaux for Paris, from which they had been five days absent.
What an unfathomable abyss had deepened in those few days.
At a league beyond Meaux the accompanying sightseers took an aspect more frightful than before. All the dwellers of the Paris suburbs flocked to the road. Barnave tried to make the postillions go at a trot but the Claye National Guard blocked the way with their bayonets and it would be imprudent to try to break that dam: comprehending the danger, the Queen supplicated the deputies not to vex the mob—it was a formidable storm growling and felt to be coming.
Such was the press that the horses could hardly move at a walk.
It had never been hotter, the air seemed fire.
The insolent curiosity of the people pursued the royal prisoners right up to the carriage interior. Men mounted upon it and clung to the horses. It was a miracle that Charny and his comrades were not killed over and over again. The two grenadiers failed to fend off the attacks: appeals in the name of the Assembly were drowned by the hooting.
Two thousand men formed the vanguard, and double that number closed up the rear. On the flanks rolled an incalculable gathering.
The air seemed to fail as they neared Paris as though that giant inhaled it all. The Queen was suffocating, and when the King begged for a glass of wine it was proposed that he should have a sponge dipped in gall and vinegar.
At Lavillette, the multitude was beyond the power of sight to estimate; the pavement was so covered that they could not move. Windows, walls, doors, all were crammed. The trees were bending under the novel living fruit.
Everybody wore their hats, for the walls had been placarded:
"Flogging for whoever salutes the King: hanging for him who insults him."
All this was so appalling that the Commissioners dared not go down St. Martin's Street Without-the-City, a crowded way full of horrors, where Berthier Savigny had been torn to pieces and other barbarities committed.
So they made the circuit and went by the Champs Elysees.
The concourse of spectators was still more great and broke up the ranks of the soldiery.
It was the third time Louis had entered by this dread entrance.
All Paris rushed hither. The King and the Queen saw a vast sea of heads, silent, sombre and threatening, with hats on. Still more alarming was the double row of National Guards, all the way to the Tuileries, their muskets held butt up as if at a funeral. It was a funeral procession indeed, for the monarchy of seven centuries!
This slowly toiling carriage was the hearse taking royalty to the grave.
On perceiving this long file of Guards the soldiers of the escort greeted them with "Long Live the Nation!" and that was the cry bursting out along the line from the barrier to the palace.
All the bystanders joined in, a cry of brotherhood uttered by the whole of France, but this one family was excluded.
Behind the cab following the royal carriage came a chaise, open but covered with green boughs on account of the heat; it contained Drouet and two others who had arrested the King. Fatigue had forced them to ride.
Billet alone, indefatigable, as if revenge made him bronze, kept on horseback and seemed to lead the whole procession.
Louis noticed that the statue of his ancestor, on Louis XV. Square, had the eyes bandaged; in token of the blindness of rulers, Petion explained.
Spite of all, the mob burst all bars and stormed the carriage. Suddenly the Queen saw at the windows those hideous men with implacable speech who come to the surface on certain days like the sea monsters seen only in tempestuous weather.
Once she was so terrified that she pulled down the sash, whereupon a dozen furious voices demanded the reason.
"I am stifling," she stammered.
"Pooh, we will stifle you in quite another way, never fear," replied a rough voice while a dirty fist smashed the window.
Nevertheless the cortege reached the grand terrace steps.
"Oh, gentlemen, save the Lifeguards," cried the Queen, particularly to Barnave and Petion.
"Have you any preference?" asked the former.
"No," she answered, looking at him full and square.
She required that the King and the royal children should first alight.
The next ten minutes were the cruelest of her life. She was under the impression, not that she would be killed—prompt death would be nothing—but made the sport of the mob or dragged away into jail whence she would issue only after a trial handing her over to ignominious death.
As she stepped forth, under the ceiling of steel made by the swords and bayonets of the soldiers, Barnave gathered to cover her. Even as a giddiness made her close her eyes, she caught a glimpse down the flashing vista of a face she remembered. This face seemed to be the centre of the multitudinous eyes of the mob: from his glance would come the cue for her immolation. It was the terrible man who had in a mysterious manner at Taverney Manor raised the veil over the future. He whom she had seen at Sevres on returning from Versailles. He who appeared merely to foretell great catastrophes or to witness their fulfillment.
And yet if Cagliostro, was he not dead in the dungeons of the Pope?
To be assured that her sight did not deceive her, she darted down the tunnel of steel, strong against realities but not against this sinister vision.
It seemed to her that the earth gave way under her tread; that all whirled round her, palace, gardens, trees, the countless people; that vigorous arms seized her and carried her away amid deafening yells. She heard the Lifeguards shouting, calling the wrath upon them to turn it aside from its true aim. Opening her eyes an instant, she beheld Charny between the pair hurled from the box—pale and handsome, as ever, he fought with ten men at once, with the nobleman's smile of scorn and the martyr's light in his gaze. From Charny her eyes went back to the man whose myrmidons ruled the storm and swept her out of the maelstrom. With terror she undoubtedly recognized the magician of Taverney and Sevres.
"You, it is you!" she gasped, trying to repel him with her rigid hands.
"Yes, it is I," he hissed in her ear. "I still need you to push the throne into its last gulf, and so I save you!"
She could support no more, but screaming, she swooned.
Meanwhile the mob, defrauded of the chief morsel, were tearing the Lifeguards to pieces and carrying Billet and Drouet in triumph.
CHAPTER XXIII.
THE BITTER CUP.
When the Queen came to her senses she was in her sleeping room in the Tuileries. Her favorite bed-chamber women, Lady Misery and Madam Campan were at hand. Though they told her the Dauphin was safe, she rose and went to see him: he was in sleep after the great fright.
She looked at him for a long time, haunted by the words of that awful man: "I save you because you are needed to hurl the throne over into the last abyss." Was it true that she would destroy the monarchy? Were her enemies guarding her that she might accomplish the work of destruction better than themselves? But would this gulf close after swallowing the King, the throne and herself? Would not her two children go down in it also? In religions of the past alone is innocence safe to disarm the gods?
Abraham's sacrifice had not been accepted, but it was not so in Jephthaph's case.
These were gloomy thoughts for a Queen, gloomier still for a mother.
She shook her head and went slowly back to her rooms. She noticed the disorder she was in and took a bath and was attired more fitly.
The news awaiting her was not so black as she had feared; all three Lifeguards had been saved from the mob, mainly by Petion who screened a good heart under his rough bark. Malden and Valory were in the palace, bruised, wounded, but alive. Nobody knew where Charny was in refuge after having been snatched from the ruffians.
At these words from Madam Campan, such a deadly pallor came over the Queen's countenance that the Lady thought it was from anxiety about the count and she hastened to say:
"But there need be no alarm about his coming back to the palace; the countess has a town house and of course he will hasten there."
This was just what she feared and what made her lose color.
She wanted to dress, as if she would be allowed to go out of the palace prison to inquire about his fate, when he was announced as present in the other room.
"Oh, he is keeping his word," muttered the Queen which her attendants did not understand.
Her toilet hastily completed, she ordered the count to be introduced into her sitting room, where she joined him.
He had also dressed for the reception, for he wore the naval uniform in which she had first seen him. Never had he been calmer, handsomer and more elegant, and she could not believe that this beau was the man whom she had seen the mob fall upon a while before.
"Oh, my lord, I hope you were told how distressed I was on your behalf and that I was sending out for tidings?"
"Madam, you may be sure that I did not go away till I learned that you were safe and sound," was his rejoinder. "And now that I am assured by sight, and hearing of the health of your children and the King, I think it proper to ask leave to give personal news to my lady the countess."
The Queen pressed her hand to her heart as if to ascertain if this blow had not deadened it, and said in a voice almost strangled by the dryness of her throat:
"It is only fair, my lord, and I wonder how it is that you did not ask before this."
"The Queen forgets my promise not to see the countess without her permission."
"I suppose, though, in your ardor to see the lady again, you could do without it?"
"I think the Queen unjust to me," he replied. "When I left Paris I believed it was to part from her forever. During the journey I did all that was humanly possible to make the journey a success. It is not my fault that I did not lose my life like my brother or was not cut to pieces on the road or in the Tuileries Gardens. Had I the honor to conduct your Majesty across the frontier, I should have lived in exile with you, or if I were fated to die, I should have died without seeing the countess. But, I repeat, I cannot, being again in town, give the lady this mark of indifference, not to show her I am alive, particularly as I no longer have my brother Isidore as my substitute; at all events, either M. Barnave is wrong or your Majesty was of the same opinion only yesterday."
The Queen glided her arm along the chair-arm and following the movement with her body said:
"You must love this woman fondly to give me this pain so coldly?"
"Madam, at a time when I did not think of such a thing, as there was but one woman the world for me—it will soon be six years—this woman being placed too high above me for me to hope for her, as well as under an indissoluble bond—you gave me as wife Mdlle. Andrea Taverney, imposed her on me! In these six years my hand has not twice touched hers; without necessity I have not spoken a word to her and our glances have not met a dozen times. My life has been occupied by another love, the thousand tasks, cares and combats agitating man's existence in camp and court. I have coursed the King's highways, entangling the thread the master gave me in the intrigues of fatality. I have not counted the days, or months or years, for time has passed most rapidly from my being enwrapt in these tasks.
"But not so has fared the Countess of Charny. Since she has had the affliction of quitting your Majesty, after having displeased you, I suppose, she has lived lonely in the Paris summerhouse, accepting the neglect and isolation without complaining, for she has not the same affections as other women from her heart being devoid of love. But she may not accept without complaint my forgetting the simplest duty and the most commonplace attentions."
"Good gracious, my lord, you are mightily busy about what the countess thinks of you according to whether you see her or not! Before worrying yourself it would be well to know whether she does think of you in the hour of your departure or in that of your return."
"I do not know about the hour of my return but I do know that she thought about me when I departed."
"So you saw her before you went?"
"I had the honor of stating that I had not seen the countess since I promised the Queen not to see her."
"Then she wrote to you? confess it!" cried Marie Antoinette.
"She confided a letter for me to my brother Isidore."
"A letter which you read? what does she say? but she promised me—but let us hear quickly. What does she say in this letter? Speak, see you not that I am on thorns?"
"I cannot repeat what it says as I have not read it."
"You destroyed it unread?" exclaimed she delightedly, "you threw it in the fire? Oh, Charny, if you did that, you are the most true of lovers and I was wrong to scold—for I have lost nothing."
She held out her arms to lure him to his former place, but he stood firm.
"I have not torn it or burnt it," he replied.
"But then, how came you not to read it?" questioned she, sinking back on the chair.
"The letter was to be given me if I were mortally wounded. But alas! it was the bearer who fell. He being dead, his papers were brought to me and among them was this, the countess's letter."
She took the letter with a trembling hand and rang for lights. During the brief silence in the dusk, her breathing could be heard and the hurried throbbing of her heart. As soon as the candlesticks were placed on the mantle shelf, before the servant left the room, she ran to the light. She looked on the paper twice without ability to read it.
"It is flame," she said, "Oh, God!" she ejaculated, smoothing her forehead to bring back her sight and stamping her foot to calm her hand by force of will. In a husky voice utterly like her own, she read:
"This letter is intended not for me but for my brother Count Charny, or to be returned to the countess. It is from her I had it with the following recommendation. If in the enterprise undertaken by the count, he succeeds without mishap, return the letter to the countess."
The reader's voice became more panting as she proceeded.
"If he is grievously hurt, but without mortal danger, his wife prays to be let join him."
"That is clear," said the Queen falteringly and in a scarcely intelligible voice she added: "'Lastly, if he be wounded to the death, give him the letter or read it to him if he cannot, in order that he should know the secret contained before he dies.'
"Do you deny it now, that she loves you?" demanded the Queen, covering the count with a flaming look.
"The countess love me? what are you saying?" cried Charny.
"The truth, unhappy woman that I am!"
"Love me? impossible!"
"Why, for I love you?"
"But in six years the countess has never let me see it, never said a word!"
The time had come for Marie Antoinette to suffer so keenly that she felt the need to bury her grief like a dagger in the depth of his heart.
"Of course," she sneered, "she would not breathe a word, she would not let a token show, and the reason is because she was well aware that she was not worthy to be your wife."
"Not worthy?" reiterated Charny.
"She cherished a secret which would slay your love," continued the other, more and more maddened by her pain.
"A secret to kill our love?"
"She knew you would despise her after she told it."
"I, despise the countess? tut, tut!"
"Unless one is not to despise the girl who is a mother without being a wife."
It was the man's turn to become paler than death and lean on the back of the nearest chair.
"Madam, you have said too much or too little, and I have the right for an explanation."
"Do you ask a queen for explanations?"
"I do," replied Charny.
The door opened, and the Queen turned to demand impatiently:
"What is wanted?"
It was a valet who announced Dr. Gilbert, come by appointment. She eagerly bade him send him in.
"You call for an explanation about the countess," she continued to the count: "well, ask it of this gentleman, who can give it, better than anybody else."
Gilbert had come in so as to hear the final words and he remained on the threshold, mute and standing.
The Queen tossed the letter to Charny and took a few steps to gain her dressing room when the count barred her passage and grasped her wrist.
"My lord, methinks that you forget I am your Queen," said Marie Antoinette, with clenched teeth and enfevered eye.
"You are an ungrateful woman who slanders her friend, a jealous women who defames another, and that woman the wife of a man who has for three days risked his life a score of times for you—the wife of George Count of Charny. Justice must be rendered in face of her you have calumniated and insulted! Sit down and wait."
"Well, have it so," railed the Queen. "Dr. Gilbert," she pursued, forcing a shallow laugh, "you see what this nobleman desires."
"Dr. Gilbert, you hear what the Queen orders," rebuked Charny with a tone full of courtesy and dignity.
"Oh, madam," said Gilbert, sadly regarding the Queen as he came forward. "My Lord Count," he went on to the gentleman, "I have to tell you of the shame of a man and the glory of a woman. A wretched earthworm fell in love with his lord's daughter, the Lady of Taverney. One day, he found her in a mesmeric trance, and without respect for her youth, beauty and innocence, this villain abused her and thus the maid became a woman, the mother before marriage. Mdlle. Taverney was an angel—Lady Charny is a martyr!"
"I thank Dr. Gilbert," said the count, wiping his brow. "Madam," he proceeded to the Queen, "I was ignorant that Mdlle. Taverney was so unfortunate—that Lady Charny was so worthy of respect; otherwise, believe me, six years would not have elapsed before I fell at her feet and adored her as she deserves."
Bowing to the stupefied Queen, he stalked forth without the baffled one making a move to detain him. But he heard her shriek of pain when the door closed between them. She comprehended that over those portals the hand of the demon of jealousy was writing the dread doom:
"Leave hope behind who enter here."
CHAPTER XXIV.
AT LAST THEY ARE HAPPY!
It is easy for us who know the state of Andrea's heart to imagine what she suffered from the time of Isidore's leaving. She trembled for the grand plot failing or succeeding. If succeeding, she knew the count's devotion to his masters too well not to be sure that he would never quit them in exile. If failure, she knew his courage too well not to be sure that he would struggle till the last moment, so long as hope remained, and beyond that.
So she had her eye open to every light and her ear to every sound.
On the following day, she learnt with the rest of the population that the King had fled from the capital in the night, without any mischance.
She had suspected the flight, and as Charny would participate, she was losing him by his going far from her.
Sighing deeply, she knelt in prayer for the journey to be happy.
For two days, Paris was dumb, without news; then the rumor broke forth that the King had been stopped at Varennes. No details, just the word.
Andrea hunted up on the map the little obscure point on which attention was centred. There she lived on hopes, fears and thought.
Gradually came the details precious to her, particularly when news came that a Charny, one of the royal bodyguard, had been killed: Isidore or George? for two days, while this was undecided, Andrea's heart oscillated in anguish indescribable.
Finally the return of the august prisoners were heralded. They slept at Meaux.
At eleven in the morning, veiled and dressed most plainly she went and waited till three o'clock at the east end, for it was supposed that the party would enter by St. Martin's suburb. At that hour the mob began to move away, hearing that the King was going round to enter through the Champs Elysees. It was half the city to cross afoot as no vehicles could move in the throng, unexampled since the Taking of the Bastile.
Andrea did not hesitate and was one of the first on the spot where she had still three mortal hours to wait.
At last the procession appeared, we know in what order.
She hailed the royal coach with a cry of joy for she saw Charny on the box. A scream which seemed an echo of her own, though different in tone, arose, and she saw a girl in convulsions in the crowd. She would have gone to her help, though three or four kind persons flew to her side, but she heard the men around her pour imprecations on the three on the box seat. On them would fall the popular rage as the scapegoats of the royal treachery; when the coach stopped they would be torn to pieces.
And Charny was one!
She resolved to do her utmost to get within the Tuileries gardens; this she managed by going round about but the crush was so dense that she could not get into the front. She retired to the waterside terrace where she saw and heard badly, but that was better than not seeing at all.
She saw Charny, indeed, on the same level, little suspecting that the heart beating for him alone was so near; probably he had no thought for her—solely for the Queen, forgetting his own safety to watch over hers.
Oh, had she known that he was pressing her letter on his heart and offering her the last sigh which he thought he must soon yield! At last the coach stopped amid the howling, groaning and clamor. Almost instantly around it rose an immense turbulence, weapons swaying like a steel wheat-field shaken by the breeze.
Precipitated from the box, the three Lifeguards disappeared as if dropped into a gulf. Then there was such a back-wave of the crowd that the retiring rear ranks broke against the terrace front.
Andrea was shrouded in anguish; she could hear and see nothing; breathless and with outstretched arms, she screamed inarticulate sounds into the midst of the dreadful concert of maledictions, blasphemy and death cries.
She could no longer understand what went on: the earth turned, the sky grew red, and a roar as of the sea rang in her ears.
She fell, half dead, knowing only that she lived from her feeling suffering.
A sensation of coolness brought her round: a woman was putting to her forehead a handkerchief dipped in river water. She remembered her as having fainted when the royal coach came into sight, without guessing what sympathy attached her to this mistress of her husband's brother—for this was Catherine Billet.
"Are they dead?" was her first question.
Compassion is intelligent: they around her understood that she asked after the three Lifeguardsmen.
"No, all three are saved."
"The Lord be praised! Where are they?"
"I believe in the palace."
Rising and shaking her head, seeing where she was in a distracted way, she went around to the Princes' Court and sprang into the janitor's room. This man knew the countess as having been in attendance when the court first came back from Versailles. He had also seen her go away, with Sebastian in her carriage.
He related that the Guardsmen were safe; Count Charny had gone out for a little while, when he returned dressed in naval uniform to appear in the Queen's rooms, where he probably was at that period.
Andrea thanked the good fellow and hastened home, now that George was safe. She knelt on her praying stand, to thank heaven, with all her soul going up to her Maker.
She was plunged in ecstasy when she heard the door open, and she wondered what this earthly sound could be, disturbing her in her deepest reverie.
The shadow in the doorway was dim but her instinct told her who it was without the girl announcing:
"My lord the Count of Charny."
Andrea tried to rise but her strength failed her: half turning, she slid down the slope of the stand, leaning her arm on the guard.
"The count," she murmured, disbelieving her eyes.
The servant closed the door on her master and mistress.
"I was told you had recently returned home? Am I rude in following you indoors so closely?" he asked.
"No, you are welcome, my lord," she tremblingly replied. "I was so uneasy that I left the house to learn what had happened."
"Were you long out?"
"Since morning; I was first out to St. Martin's Bars, and then went to the Champs Elysees; there I saw—" she hesitated—"I saw the Royal Family—you, and momentarily I was set at ease, though I feared for you when the carriage should set you down. Then I went into the Tuileries Gardens, where I thought I should have died."
"Yes, the crowd was great; you were crushed, and I understand——"
"No," said Andrea, shaking her head, "that was not it. I inquired and learned that you were unhurt, so that I hastened home to thank God on my knees."
"Since you are so, praying, say a word for my poor brother."
"Isidore—poor youth! was it he, then?" exclaimed Andrea.
She let her head sink on her hands. Charny stepped forward a few steps to regard the chaste creature at her devotions. In his look was immense commiseration, together with a longing restrained.
Had not the Queen said—or rather revealed that Andrea loved him?
"And he is no more?" queried the lady, turning round after finishing her prayer.
"He died, madam, like Valence, and for the same cause, fulfilling the same duty."
"And in the great grief which you must have felt, you still thought of me?" asked Andrea in so weak a voice that her words were barely audible.
Luckily Charny was listening with the heart as well as ear.
"Did you not charge my brother with a message for me?" he inquired. "A letter to my address?"
She rose on one knee and looked with anxiety upon him.
"After poor Isidore's death, his papers were handed to me and among them was this letter."
"And you have read it—ah!" she cried, hiding her face in her hands.
"I ought to know the contents only if I were mortally wounded and you see I have returned safe. Consequently, as you see, it is intact, as you gave it to Isidore."
"Oh, what you have done is very lofty—or very unkind," muttered the countess, taking the letter.
Charny stretched out his hand and caught her hand in spite of an effort to retain it. As Charny persisted, uttering a reproachful "Oh!" she sighed almost with fright; but she gave way, leaving it quivering in his clasp. Embarrassed, not knowing where to turn her eyes, to avoid his glance, which she felt to be fastened on her, and unable to retreat as her back was against the wall, she said:
"I understand—you came to restore the letter."
"For that, and another matter. I have to beg your pardon heartily, Andrea."
She shuddered to the bottom of her soul for this was the first time he had addressed her so informally. The whole sentence had been spoken with indescribable softness.
"Pardon of me, my lord? on what grounds?"
"For my behavior towards you these six years."
"Have I ever complained?" she asked, eyeing him in profound astonishment.
"No, because you are an angel."
Despite herself her eyes were veiled and tears welled out.
"You weep, Andrea," exclaimed Charny.
"Excuse me, my lord," she sobbed, "but I am not used to being thus spoken to. Oh, heavens!" She sank on an easy chair, hiding her face in her hands for a space but then withdrawing them, she said:
"Really, I must be going mad."
She stopped—while she had her eyes hid, Charny had fallen on his knees to her.
"Oh, you, on your knees to me?" she said.
"Did I not say I must ask your forgiveness?"
"What can this mean?" she muttered.
"Andrea, it means that I love you," he answered in his sweetest voice.
Laying her hand on her heart, she uttered a cry. Springing upright as though impelled by a spring under her feet, she pressed her temples between her hands and cried:
"He loves me? this cannot be."
"Say that it is impossible you should love me, but not that I should love you."
She lowered her gaze on the speaker to see if he spoke truly and his eyes said more than his tongue: though she might doubt the words she could not the glance.
"Oh, God, in all the world is there a being more unfortunate than me?" she cried.
"Andrea, tell me that you love me," continued Charny, "or at least that you do not hate me?"
"I, hate you?" she said, with a double flash from the calm eyes usually so limpid and serene. "Oh, my lord, it would be very wrong to take for hate the feeling you inspire."
"But if not hate or love, what is it?"
"It is not love because I am not allowed to love you; but did you not hear me call myself the unhappiest of God's creatures?"
"Why are you not allowed to love me when I love you with all the strength of my soul?"
"Oh, that I cannot, dare not, must not tell you," replied she, wringing her hands.
"But if another should tell me what you cannot, dare not, must not tell?" he demanded.
"Heaven!" she gasped, leaning her hands on his shoulder.
"Suppose I know? and that, considering you the more worthy because of the noble way you have borne that woe, it was that terrible secret which determined me upon telling you that I loved you?"
"If you did this, you would be the noblest and most generous of men."
"Andrea, I love you," cried he, three times.
"Oh, God, I knew not that there could be such bliss in this world," she said, lifting her arms heavenward.
"Now, in your turn, tell me that you love me."
"Oh, no, that I dare not, but you may read that letter," said Andrea.
While she covered her face with her hands, he sharply broke the letter seal, and exclaimed when he had read the first lines; parting her hands and with the same movement drawing her upon his heart, he said: "How shall I love you enough, saintly creature, to make you forget what you have undergone in these six years!"
"Oh, God, if this be a dream, let me never awake, or die on awakening," prayed Andrea, bending like a reed beneath the weight of so much happiness.
And now, let us forget these who are happy to return to those who hate, suffer or are struggling, and perhaps their evil fate will forget them, too.
CHAPTER XXV.
CORRECTING THE PETITION.
On the Field of Mars the Altar of the Country still stood, set up for the anniversary of the Bastile Capture, a skeleton of the past. On this sixteenth of July, it was used as a table on which was spread a petition to the Assembly, which considered that the King had practically abdicated by his flight, and that he ought to be replaced by "Constitutional methods." This was a cunning way to propose the Duke of Orleans as Regent.
Politics is a fine veil, but the people see through it if they are given time.
There was some discussion by the persons called on to sign over these very words. But they might have been glossed over by the man in charge of the paper, the pen and the ink, but for a man of the people, judging by his manners and dress, who, with a frankness next to roughness, stopped the secretary abruptly.
"Halt, this is cheating the people," said he.
"What do you mean?"
"This stuff about replacing the abdicated King by 'constitutional means.' You want to give us King Stock instead of King Log. You want to rig up royalty again and that is just what we don't want any more of."
"No, no more Kings—enough of royalty?" shouted most of the lookers on.
The secretary was Brissot, a Jacobin, and strange thing, here were the arch-revolutionists, the Jacobins defending royalty!
"Have a care, gentlemen," cried he and his supporters, "with no royalty, no king; the Republic would come, and we are not ripe for anything of that kind."
"Not ripe?" jeered the Commoner: "a few such suns as shone on Varennes when we nabbed the skulking King, will ripen us."
"Let's vote on this petition."
"Vote," shouted those who had clamored for no more royalty.
"Let those who do not want Louis XVI. or any other king, put up their hand," cried the plebeian in a lusty voice.
Such a powerful number held up their hands that the Ayes had it beyond a necessity of farther trial.
"Good," said the stranger; "to-morrow is Sunday, the seventeenth; let all the boys come out here to sign the petition as amended to our liking. I, Billet, will get the right sort ready."
At this name everybody recognized Farmer Billet, the Taker of the Bastile, the hero of the people, the volunteer envoy who had accompanied Lafayette's dandy aid to Varennes where he arrested the King whom he had brought back to Paris.
Thus, at the first start, the boldest of the politicians had been surpassed by—a man of the people, the embodied instincts of the masses! The other leaders said that a storm would be raised and that they had best get permission of the Mayor to hold this meeting on the morrow.
"Very well," said Billet, "obtain leave, and if refused you, I will wrest it from them."
Mayor Bailly was absent when Brissot and Desmoulins called for the leave: his deputy verbally granted it, but sent word to the House what he had done.
The House was caught napping, for it had done nothing in fixing the status of the King after his flight. As if from an enemy of the rulers, the decree was passed that "The suspension of the executive power will last until the King shall have accepted and signed the Constitutional Act." Thus he was as much of a king as before; the popular petition became useless.
Whoever claimed the dethronement of a monarch who was constitutionally maintained by the House, so long as the King agreed to accomplish this condition, was a rebel, of course. The decree was to be posted throughout the town next morning at eight.
Prudent politicians went out of the town. The Jacobins retired, and their vulgar member, Santerre, the great brewer of the working quarter, was chosen to go and withdraw the petition from the Altar of the Country.
But those meant to attend, spite of governmental warning, who are like the wolves and vultures who flock to the battlefields.
Marat was confined to his cellar by his monomania, but he yelled for the Assembly to be butchered and cried for a general massacre out of which he would wade a universal dictator.
Verriere, the abominable hunchback, careered about on a horse like the spectre of the Apocalypse, and stopped at every crossroad to invite the masses to meet on the Field of Mars.
So the thousands went to the rendezvous, to sign the paper, sing and dance and shout "The Nation Forever!"
The sun rose magnificently. All the petty tradesfolk who cater to the multitude swarmed on the parade-ground where the Altar of the Country stood up in the middle like a grand catafalque.
By half past four a hundred and fifty thousand souls were present. Those who rise early are usually bad sleepers, and who has not slept well is commonly in a bad humor.
In the midst of the chatter a woman's scream was heard. On the crowd flocking round her, she complained of having been stabbed in the ankle while leaning against the altar. Indeed the point of a gimlet was seen sticking through the boards. In a twinkling the planks were torn down and two men were unearthed in the hollow. They were old cronies, sots who had taken a keg of liquor with them and eatables, and stolen a march on the crowd by hiding here overnight.
But unfortunately the mob at the woman's cue thought they made peepholes for a mean purpose and cried that the keg contained powder to blow up the signers of the petition. They forgot that these new Guido Fawkes hardly looked the sort to blow themselves up with their victims.
Be this as it may, they were taken to the police court where the magistrates laughingly released them; but the washer-women, great sticklers for women not to be probed in the ankle by gimlets, gave them a beating with the paddles used in thumping linen. This was not all: the cry that powder was found getting spread, they were taken from the women and slain. A few minutes after, their heads were cut off and the ready pikes were there to receive them on their points.
The news was perverted on its way to the Assembly where the heads were stated to be of two friends of order who had lost them while preaching respect to the law.
The Assembly at once voted the City to be under martial law.
Santerre, sent by the Jacobin Club to withdraw their petition before Billet transformed it, found that worthy the centre of the immense gathering. He did not know how to write but he had let some one guide his hand when he "put his fist" to it.
The brewer went up the steps of the altar, announced that the Assembly proclaimed any one a rebel who dared demand the dethronement of the King, and said he was sent to call in the petition.
Billet went down three steps to face the brewer. The two members of the lower orders looked at each other, examining the symbols of the two forces ruling France, the town and the country.
They had fought together to take the Bastile and acknowledged that they were brothers.
"All right," said Billet, "we do not want your petition; take yours back to the Jacobins; we will start another."
"And fetch it along to my brewery in the St. Antoine Suburb, where I will sign it and get my men and friends to do the same."
He held out his broad hand in which Billet clapped his.
At sight of this powerful alliance, the mob cheered.
They began to know the worth of the brewer, too. He went away with one of those gestures expressive of meeting again, which the lower classes understood.
"Now, look here," said Billet, "the Jacobins are afraid. They have a right to back out with their petition, but we are not afraid and we have the right to draw up another."
"Hurrah for another petition! all be on hand to-morrow."
"But why not to-day?" cried Billet: "who knows what may happen to-morrow?"
"He's right," called out many; "to-day—at once!"
A group of enlightened men flocked round Billet; they were members of the Invisibles like him, and, besides, strength has the loadstone's power to attract.
Roland and his celebrated wife with Dr. Gilbert, wrote the petition, which was read in silence, while all bared their head to this document dictated by the people. It declared that the King had abdicated the throne by his flight and called for a fresh House to "proceed in a truly national manner to try the guilty ruler and organize a new executive power."
It answered to everybody's wish so that it was applauded at the last phrase. Numbered sheets were served out for the signatures to be written on them by the many who sought to sign, all over the place.
During this work, which was so quietly done that women were strolling about the groups with their children, Lafayette arrived with his special guard, who were paid troops.
But he could not see any cause to intervene and marched away. It is true that on the road he had to take one barricade set up by the gang who had slaughtered the two Peeping Toms of the Altar of the Country. One of his aids had been fired at in this scuffle; and the report ran to the House that in a severe action Lafayette had been shot and his officers wounded.
The house sent a deputation to inquire.
This party of three found the multitude still signing, and signing a document so harmless that they personally said they would put their own names to it if they were not in an official position.
In the conflict of no importance between the mob and the National Guards two prisoners had been made by the latter. As usual in such cases they had nothing to do with the riot.
The principal petitioners asked their release.
"We can do nothing in the matter," replied the deputation; "but send a committee to the City Hall and the liberation will be given."
Billet was unanimously chosen chairman of a party of twelve. They were kept waiting an hour before the Mayor Bailly came to receive them. Bailly was pale but determined; he knew he was unjust but he had the Assembly's order at his back and he would carry it out to the end.
But Billet walked straight up to him, saying, in his firm tone:
"Mayor, we have been kept waiting an hour."
"Who are you and what have you to say to me?"
"I am surprised you should ask who I am, Mayor Bailly but those who turn off the right road do not always get back on the track. I am Farmer Billet."
Bailly was reminded of one of the Takers of the Bastile, who had tried to save the objects of public wrath from the slaughterers; the man who had given the King the tricolor cockade; who had aroused Lafayette on the night when the Royal Family were nearly murdered; the leader who had not shrank from making the King and the Queen prisoners.
"As for what I have to say," continued he, "we are the messengers of the people assembled on the parade-ground: we demand the fulfillment of the promise of your three envoys—that the two citizens unjustly accused and whose innocence we guarantee, shall be set free straightway."
"Nonsense, whoever heard of promises being kept that were made to rioters?" returned Bailly, trying to go by.
The committee looked astonished at one another and Billet frowned.
"Rioters? so we are rioters now, eh?"
"Yes, factious folk, among whom I will restore peace by going to the place."
Billet laughed roughly in that way which is a menace on some lips.
"Restore peace? Your friend Lafayette has been there, and your three delegates, and they will say it is calmer than the City Hall Square."
At this juncture a captain of militia came running up in fright to tell the Mayor that there was fighting on the Field of Mars, "where fifty thousand ragamuffins were making ready to march on the Assembly."
Scarce had he got the words out before he felt Billet's heavy hand on his shoulder.
"Who says this?" demanded the farmer.
"The Assembly."
"Then the Assembly lies." The captain drew his sword on him, which he seized by the hilt and the point and wrenched from his grasp.
"Enough, gentlemen," said Bailly; "we will ourselves see into this. Farmer Billet, return the sword, and if you have influence over those you come from, hasten back, to make them disperse."
Billet threw the sabre at the officer's feet.
"Disperse be hanged! the right to petition is recognized by decree and till another revokes it, nobody can prevent citizens expressing their wishes—mayor, or National Guards commander, or others. Come to the place—we will be there before you."
Those around expected Bailly to give orders for the arrest of this bold speaker, but he knew that this was the voice of the people, so loud and lofty. He made a sign and Billet and his friends passed out.
When they arrived on the parade-ground, the crowd was a third larger, say, sixty thousand, all old, women and men. There was a rush for the news.
"The two citizens are not released: the mayor will not answer except that we are all rioters."
The "rioters" laughed at this title and went on signing the petition, which had some five thousand names down: by night it would be fifty thousand, and the Assembly would be forced to bow to such unanimity.
Suddenly the arrival of the military was shouted. Bailly and the city officials were leading the National Guards hither.
When the bayonets were seen, many proposed retiring.
"Brothers, what are you talking of?" said Billet, on the Altar of the Country, "why this fear? either martial law is aimed at us, or not. If not, why should we run? if it is, the riot act must be read and that will give time to get away."
"Yes, yes," said many voices, "we are lawfully here. Wait for the summons to disperse. Stand your ground."
The drums were heard and the soldiers appeared at three entrances into the ground. The crowd fell back towards the Altar which resembled a pyramid of human bodies. One corps was composed of four thousand men from the working quarter and Lafayette, who did not trust them, had added a battalion of his paid Guards to them. They were old soldiers, Fayettists, who had heard of their god being fired on and were burning to avenge the insult.
So, when Bailly was received by the "booing" of the boys, and one shot was heard from the mob in that part, which sent a bullet to slightly wound a dragoon, the Mayor ordered a volley, but of blank cartridge from those soldiers around him.
But the Fayettists, also obeyed the command and fired on the mass at the Altar, a most inoffensive crowd.
A dreadful scream arose there, and the fugitives were seen leaving corpses behind them, with the wounded dragging themselves in trails of blood! Amid the smoke and dust the cavalry rushed in chase of the running figures.
The broad expanse presented a lamentable aspect, for women and children had mostly been shot and cut down.
An aid galloped up to the East-end battalions and ordered them to march on their side and sweep the mob away till they had formed a junction with the other corps. But these workingmen pointed their guns at him and the cavalry running down the fugitives and made them recoil before the patriotic bayonets. All who ran in this direction found protection.
Who gave the order to fire? none will ever know. It remains one of those historical mysteries inexplicable despite the most conscientious investigations. Neither the chivalric Lafayette nor the honest Bailly liked bloodshed, and this stain clung to them to the end. In vain were they congratulated by the Assembly; in vain their press organs called this slaughter a constitutional victory; this triumph was branded like all those days when the slain were given no chance to fight. The people who always fit the cap to the right head, call it "The Massacre of the Champ de Mars."
CHAPTER XXVI.
CAGLIOSTRO'S COUNSEL.
Paris had heard the fusillade and quivered, feeling that she had been wounded and the blood was flowing.
The Queen had sent her confidential valet Weber to the spot to get the latest news. To be just to her and comprehend the hatred she felt for the French, she had not only so suffered during the flight to Varennes, that her hair had turned white, but also after her return.
It was a popular idea, shared in by her own retinue, that she was a witch. A Medea able to go out of window in a flying car.
But if she kept her jailers on the alert, they also frightened her. She had a dream of scenes of violence, for they had always turned against her.
She waited with anxiety for her envoy's return, for the mobs might have overturned this old, decrepit, trimming Assembly of which Barnave had promised the help, and which might now want help itself.
The door opened: she turned her eyes swiftly thither, but instead of her foster-brother, it was Dr. Gilbert, with his stern face.
She did not like this royalist whose constitutional ideas made him a republican almost; but she felt respect for him; she would not have sent him in any strait, but she submitted to his influence when by.
"You, doctor?" she said with a shiver.
"It is I, madam. I bring you more precise news than those you expect by Weber. He was on the side of the Seine where no blood was spilt, while I was where the slaughter was committed. A great misfortune has taken place—the court party has triumphed."
"Oh, you would call this a misfortune, doctor!"
"Because the triumph is one of those which exhaust the victor and lay him beside the dead. Lafayette and Bailly have shot down the people, so that they will never be able to serve you again; they have lost their popularity."
"What were the people doing when shot down?"
"Signing a petition demanding the removal of the King."
"And you think they were wrong to fire on men doing that?" returned the sovereign, with kindling eye.
"I believe it better to argue with them than shoot them."
"Argue about what?"
"The King's sincerity."
"But the King is sincere!"
"Excuse me, madam: three days ago, I spent the evening trying to convince the King that his worst enemies were his brothers and the fugitive nobles abroad. On my knees I entreated him to break off dealings with them and frankly adopt the Constitution, with revision of the impracticable articles. I thought the King persuaded, for he kindly promised that all was ended between him and the nobles who fled: but behind my back he signed, and induced you to sign, a letter which charged his brother to get the aid of Prussia and Austria."
The Queen blushed like a schoolboy caught in fault; but such a one would have hung his head—she only held hers the stiffer and higher.
"Have our enemies spied in our private rooms?" she asked.
"Yes, madam," tranquilly replied the doctor, "which is what makes such double-dealing on the King's part so dangerous."
"But, sir, this letter was written wholly by the royal hand, after I signed it, too, the King sealed it up and handed it to the messenger."
"It has been read none the less."
"Are we surrounded by traitors?"
"All men are not Charnys."
"What do you mean?"
"Alas, Madam! that one of the fatal tokens foretelling the doom of Kings is their driving away from them those very men whom they ought to 'grapple to them by hooks of steel.'"
"I have not driven Count Charny away," said the Queen bitterly, "he went of his own free will. When monarchs become unfortunate, their friends fall off."
"Do not slander Count Charny," said Gilbert mildly, "or the blood of his brothers will cry from their graves that the Queen of France is an ingrate. Oh, you know I speak the truth, madam: that on the day when unmistakable danger impends, the Count of Charny will be at his post and that the most perillous."
"But I suppose you have not come to talk about Count Charny," said she testily, though she lowered her head.
"No, madam; but ideas are like events, they are attached by invisible links and thus are drawn forth from darkness. No, I come to speak to the Queen and I beg pardon if I addressed the woman: but I am ready to repair the error. I wish to say that you are staking the woe or good of the world on one game: you lost the first round on the sixth of October, you win the second, in the courtiers' eyes, on this sad day; and to-morrow you will begin what is called the rub. If you lose, with it go throne, liberty and life."
"Do you believe that this prospect makes us recede?" queried the proud one, quickly rising.
"I know the King is brave and the Queen heroic; so I never try to do anything with them but reason; unfortunately I can never pass my belief into their minds."
"Why trouble about what you believe useless?"
"Because it is my duty. It is sweet in such times to feel, though the result is unfruitful, that one has done his duty."
She looked him in the face and asked:
"Do you think it possible to save the King and the throne?"
"I believe for him and hope for the other."
"Then you are happier than I," she responded with a sad sigh: "I believe both are lost and I fight merely to salve my conscience."
"Yes, I understand that you want a despotic monarchy and the King an absolute one: like the miser who will not cast away a portion of his gold in a shipwreck so that he may swim to shore with the rest, you will go down with all. No, cut loose of all burdens and swim towards the future."
"To throw the past into a gulf is to break with all the crowned heads of Europe."
"Yes, but it is to join hands with the French people."
"Our enemies," returned Marie Antoinette.
"Because you taught them to doubt you."
"They cannot struggle against an European Coalition."
"Suppose a Constitutional King at their head and they will make the conquest of Europe."
"They would need a million of armed men for that."
"Millions do not conquer Europe—an idea will. Europe will be conquered when over the Alps and across the Rhine advance the flags bearing the mottoes: 'Death to tyranny!' and 'Freedom to all!'"
"Really, sir, there are times when I am inclined to think the wise are madmen."
"Ah, you know not that France is the Madonna of Liberty, for whose coming the peoples await around her borders. She is not merely a nation, as she advances with her hands full of freedom—but immutable Justice and eternal Reason. But if you do not profit by all not yet committed to violence, if you dally too long, these hands will be turned to rend herself.
"Besides, none of these kings whose help you seek is able to make war. Two empires, or rather an empress and a minister, deeply hate us but they are powerless! Catherine of Russia and William Pitt. Your envoy to Pitt, the Princess Lamballe, can get him to do much to prevent France becoming a republic, but he hates the monarch and will not promise to save him. Is not Louis the Constitutional King, the crowned philosopher, who disputed the East Indies with him and helped America to wrest herself from the Briton's grasp? He desires only that the French will have a pendant to his Charles the Beheaded."
"Oh, who can reveal such things to you?" gasped the Queen.
"The same who tell me what is in the letters you secretly write."
"Have we not even a thought that is our own?"
"I tell you that the Kings of Europe are enmeshed in an unseen net where they write in vain. Do not you resist, madam: but put yourself at the head of ideas which will otherwise spurn you if you take the lead, and this net will be your defense when you are outside of it and the daggers threatening you will be turned towards the other monarchs."
"But you forgot that the kings are our brothers, not enemies, as you style them."
"But, Madam, if the French are called your sons you will see how little are your brothers according to politics and diplomacy. Besides, do you not perceive that all these monarchs are tottering towards the gulf, to suicide, while you, if you liked, might be marching towards the universal monarchy, the empire of the world!"
"Why do you not talk thus to the King?" said the Queen, shaken.
"I have, but like yourself, he has evil geniuses who undo what I have done. You have ruined Mirabeau and Barnave, and will treat me the same—whereupon the last word will be spoken."
"Dr. Gilbert, await me here!" said she: "I will see the King for a while and will return."
He had been waiting a quarter of an hour when another door opened than that she had left by, and a servant in the royal livery entered. He looked around warily, approached Gilbert, making a masonic sign of caution, handed him a letter and glided away.
Opening the letter, Gilbert read:
"GILBERT: You waste your time. At this moment, the King and the Queen are listening to Lord Breteuil fresh from Vienna, who brings this plan of policy: 'Treat Barnave as you did Mirabeau; gain time, swear to the Constitution and execute it to the letter to prove that it is unworkable. France will cool and be bored, as the French have a fanciful head and will want novelty, so that the mania for liberty will pass. If it do not, we shall gain a year and by that time we shall be ready for war.'
"Leave these two condemned beings, still called King and Queen in mockery, and hasten to the Groscaillou Hospital, where an injured man is in a dying state, but not so hopeless as they: he may be saved, while they are not only lost but will drag you down to perdition with them!"
The note had no signature, but the reader knew the hand of Cagliostro.
Madam Campan entered from the Queen's apartments; she brought a note to the effect that the King would be glad to have Dr. Gilbert's proposition in writing, while the Queen could not return from being called away on important business.
"Lunatics," he said after musing. "Here, take them this as my answer."
And he gave the lady Cagliostro's warning, as he went out.
CHAPTER XXVII.
THE SQUEEZED LEMON.
On the day after the Constituent Assembly dissolved, that is, the second of October, at Barnave's usual hour for seeing the Queen, he was ushered into the Grand Study.
On the day of the King taking the oath to the Constitution, Lafayette's aids and soldiers had been withdrawn from the palace and the King had become less hampered if not more powerful.
It was slender satisfaction for the humiliations they had lately undergone. In the street, when out for carriage exercise, as some voices shouted "Long live the King!" a roughly dressed man, walking beside the coach and laying his unwashed hand on the window ledge, kept repeating in a loud voice:
"Do not believe them. The only cry is, 'The Nation Forever!'"
The Queen had been applauded at the Opera where the "house was packed," but the same precaution could not be adopted at the Italians, where the pit was taken in advance. When the hirelings in the gallery hailed the Queen, they were hushed by the pit.
Looking into the pit to see who these were who so detested her, the Queen saw that the leader was the Arch-Revolutionist, Cagliostro, the man who had pursued from her youth. Once her eyes were fastened on his, she could not turn hers aloof, for he exercised the fascination of the serpent on the bird.
The play commenced and she managed to tear her gaze aloof for a time, but ever and anon it had to go back again, from the potent magnetism. It was fatal possession, as by a nightmare.
Besides, the house was full of electricity; two clouds surcharged were floating about, restless to thunder at each other: a spark would send forth the double flame.
Madam Dugazon had a song to sing with the tenor in this opera of Gretry, "Unforeseen Events." She had the line to sing:
"Oh, how I love my mistress!"
The Queen divined that the storm was to burst, and involuntarily she glanced towards the man controlling her. It seemed to her that he gave a signal to the audience, and from all sides was hurled the cry:
"No more mistresses—no more masters! away with kings and queens!"
She screamed and hid her eyes, unable to look longer on this demon of destruction who ruled the disorder. Pursued by the roar: "No more masters, no more kings and queens!" she was borne fainting to her carriage.
She received the orator standing, though she knew the respect he cherished for her and saw that he was paler and sadder than ever.
"Well," she said, "I suppose you are satisfied, since the King has followed your advice and sworn to the Constitution?"
"You are very kind to say my advice has been followed," returned Barnave, bowing, "but if it had not been the same as that from Emperor Leopold and Prince von Kaunitz, perhaps his Majesty would have put greater hesitation in doing the act, though the only one to save the King if the King——"
"Can be saved, do you imply?" questioned she, taking the dilemma by the horns with the courage, or rashness peculiar to her.
"Lord preserve me from being the prophet of such miseries! And yet I do not want to dispirit your Majesty too much or leave too many deceptions as I depart from Paris to dwell afar from the throne."
"Going away from town and me?"
"The work of the Assembly of which I am a member has terminated, and I have no motive to stay here."
"Not even to be useful to us?"
"Not even that." He smiled sadly. "For indeed I cannot be useful to you in any way now. My strength lay in my influence over the House and at the Jacobin club, in my painfully acquired popularity, in short; but the House is dissolved, the Jacobins are broke up, and my popularity is lost."
He smiled more mournfully than before.
She looked at him with a strange glare which resembled the glow of triumph.
"You see, sir, that popularity may be lost," she said.
By his sigh, she felt that she had perpetrated one of those pieces of petty cruelty which were habitual to her.
Indeed, if he had lost it in a month, was it not for her, the angel of death, like Mary Stuart, to those who tried to serve her?
"But you will not go?" she said.
"If ordered to remain by the Queen, I will stay, like a soldier who has his furlough but remains for the battle; but if I do so, I become more than weak, a traitor."
"Explain: I do not understand," she said, slightly hurt.
"Perhaps the Queen takes the dissolved Assembly as her enemy?"
"Let us define matters; in that body were friends of mine. You will not deny that the majority were hostile."
"It never passed but one bill really an act of hostility to your Majesty and the King; that was the decree that none of its members could belong to the Legislative. That snatched the buckler from your friends' arms."
"But also the sword from our foemen's hand, methinks."
"Alas, you are wrong. The blow comes from Robespierre and is dreadful like all from that man. As things were we knew whom we had to meet; with all uncertainty we strike in the fog. Robespierre wishes to force France to take the rulers from the class above us or beneath. Above us there is nothing, the aristocracy having fled; but anyway the electors would not seek representatives among the noble. The people will choose deputies from below us and the next House will be democratic, with slight variations."
The Queen began to be alarmed from following this statement.
"I have studied the new-comers: particularly those from the South," went on Barnave; "they are nameless men eager to acquire fame, the more as they are all young. They are to be feared as their orders are to make war on the priests and nobles; nothing is said as to the King, but if he will be merely the executive, he may be forgiven the past."
"How? they will forgive him? I thought it lay in the King to pardon?" exclaimed insulted majesty.
"There it is—we shall never agree. These new-comers, as you will unhappily have the proof, will not handle the matter in gloves. For them the King is an enemy, the nucleus, willingly or otherwise, of all the external and internal foes. They think they have made a discovery though, alas! they are only saying aloud what your ardent adversaries have whispered all the time."
"But, the King the enemy of the people?" repeated the lady.
"Oh, M. Barnave, this is something you will never induce me to admit, for I cannot understand it."
"Still it is the fact. Did not the King accept the Constitution the other day? well, he flew into a passion when he returned within the palace and wrote that night to the Emperor."
"How can you expect us to bear such humiliations?"
"Ah, you see, madam! he is the born enemy and so by his character. He was brought up by the chief of the Jesuits, and his heart is always in the hands of the priests, those opponents of free government, involuntarily but inevitably counter to Revolution. Without his quitting Paris he is with the princes at Coblentz, with the clergy in Lavendee, with his allies in Vienna and Prussia. I admit that the King does nothing, but his name cloaks the plots; in the cabin, the pulpit and the castle, the poor, good, saintly King is prated about, so that the revolution of pity is opposed to that of Freedom."
"Is it really you who cast this up, M. Barnave, when you were the first to be sorry for us."
"I am sorry for you still, lady; but there is this difference, that I was sorry in order to save you while these others want to ruin you."
"But, in short, have these new-comers, who have vowed a war of extermination on us, any settled plan?"
"No, madam, I can only catch a few vague ideas: to suppress the title of Majesty in the opening address, and set a plain arm-chair beside the Speaker's instead of throne-chair. The dreadful thing is that Bailly and Lafayette will be done away with."
"I shall not regret that," quickly said the Queen.
"You are wrong, madam, for they are your friends——"
She smiled bitterly.
"Your last friends, perhaps. Cherish them, and use what power they have: their popularity will fly, like mine."
"This amounts to your leading me to the brink of the crater and making me measure the depth without telling me I may avoid the eruption."
"Oh, that you had not been stopped on the road to Montmedy!" sighed Barnave after being mute for a spell.
"Here we have M. Barnave approving of the flight to Varennes!"
"I do not approve of it: but the present state is its natural consequence, and so I deplore its not having succeeded—not as the member of the House, but as Barnave your humble servant, ready to give his life, which is all he possesses."
"Thank you," replied the Queen: "your tone proves you are the man to hold to your word, but I hope no such sacrifice will be required of you."
"So much the worse for me, for if I must fall, I would wish it were in a death-struggle. The end will overtake me in my retreat. Your friends are sure to be hunted out; I will be taken, imprisoned and condemned: yet perhaps my obscure death will be unheard of by you. But should the news reach you, I shall have been so little a support to you that you will have forgotten the few hours of my use."
"M. Barnave," said Marie Antoinette with dignity, "I am completely ignorant what fate the future reserves to the King, and myself, but I do know that the names of those to whom we are beholden are written on our memory, and nothing ill or good that may befall them will cease to interest us. Meanwhile, is there anything we can do for you?"
"Only, give me your hand to kiss."
A tear stood in her dry eyes as she extended to the young man the cold white hand which had at a year's interval been kissed by the two leaders, Mirabeau and Barnave.
"Madam," said he, rising, "I cannot say, 'I save the monarchy!' but he who has this favor will say 'If lost, he went down with it.'"
She sighed as he went forth, but her words were:
"Poor squeezed lemon, they did not take much time to leave nothing of you but the peel!"
CHAPTER XXVIII.
THE FIELD OF BLOOD.
Lugubrious was the scene which met the eye of a young man who trod the Champ de Mars, after the tragedy of which Bailly and Lafayette were the principal actors.
It was illumined by the moon two-thirds full, rolling among huge black clouds in which it was lost now and then.
It had the semblance of a battle field, covered with maimed and dead, amid which wandered like shades the men charged to throw the lifeless into the River Seine and load up the wounded to be transported to the Groscaillou Hospital.
The young man was dressed like a captain of the National Guards. He paused on the way over the Field, and muttered as he clasped his hands with unaffected terror:
"Lord help us, the matter is worse than they gave me to understand."
After looking for a while on the weird work in operation, he approached two men who were carrying a corpse towards the water, and asked:
"Citizens, do you mind telling me what you are going to do with that man?"
"Follow us, and you will know all about it," replied one.
He followed them. On reaching the wooden bridge, they swung the body between them as they counted: "One, two, three, and it's off!" and slung it into the tide.
The young officer uttered a cry of terror.
"Why, what are you about, citizens?" he demanded.
"Can't you see, officer," replied one, "we are clearing up the ground."
"And you have orders to act thus?"
"It looks so, does it not?"
"From whom?"
"From the Municipality."
"Oh," ejaculated the young man, stupefied. "Have you cast many bodies into the stream?" he inquired, after a little pause during which they had returned upon the place.
"Half a dozen or so," was the man's answer.
"I beg your pardon, citizens," went on the captain, "but I have a great interest in the question I am about to put. Among those bodies did you notice one of a man of forty-five or so, six feet high but looking less from his being strongly built; he would have the appearance of a countryman."
"Faith, we have only one thing to notice," said the man, "it is whether the men are alive or dead: if dead, we just fling them over board; if alive, we send them on to the hospital."
"Ah," said the captain: "the fact is that one of my friends, not having come home and having gone out here, as I learnt, I am greatly afeared that he may be among the hurt or killed."
"If he came here," said one of the undertakers, shaking a body while his mate held up a lantern, "he is likely to be here still; if he has not gone home, the chances are he has gone to his last long one." Redoubling the shaking, to the body lying at his feet, he shouted: "Hey, you! are you dead or alive? if you are not dead, make haste to tell us."
"Oh, he is stiff enough," rejoined his associate; "he has a bullet clean through him."
"In that case, into the river with him."
They lifted the body and retook the way to the bridge.
"Citizens," said the young officer, "you don't need your lamp to throw the man into the water; so be kind enough to lend it me for a minute: while you are on your errand, I will seek my friend."
The carriers of the dead consented to this request; and the lantern passed into the young man's hands, whereupon he commenced his search with care and an expression denoting that he had not entitled the lost one his friend merely from the lips but out of his heart.
Ten or more persons, supplied like him with lights, were engaged likewise in the ghastly scrutiny. From time to time, in the midst of stillness—for the awful solemnity of the picture seemed to hush the voice of the living amid the dead—a name spoken in a loud tone, would cross the space.
Sometimes a cry, a moan, or groan would reply to the call; but most often, the answer was gruesome silence.
After having hesitated for a time as though his voice was chained by awe, the young officer imitated the example set him, and three times called out:
"Farmer Billet!"
No voice responded.
"For sure he is dead," groaned he, wiping with his sleeve the tears flowing from his eyes: "Poor Farmer Billet!"
At this moment, two men came along, bearing a corpse towards the river.
"Mild, I fancy our stiff one gave a sigh," said the one who held the upper part of the body and was consequently nearer the head.
"Pooh," laughed the other: "if we were to listen to all these fellows say, there would not be one dead!"
"Citizens, for mercy's sake," interrupted the young officer, "let me see the man you are carrying."
"Oh, willingly, officer," said the men.
They placed the dead in a sitting posture for him to examine it. Bringing the lantern to it, he uttered a cry. In spite of the terrible wound disfiguring the face, he believed it was the man he was seeking.
But was he alive or dead?
This wretch who had gone half way to the watery grave, had his skull cloven by a sword stroke. The wound was dreadful, as stated: it had severed the left whisker and left the cheekbone bare; the temporal artery had been cut, so that the skull and body were flooded with gore. On the wounded side the unfortunate man was unrecognizable.
The lantern-bearer swung the light round to the other side.
"Oh, citizens," he cried, "it is he, the man I seek: Farmer Billet."
"The deuce it is—he seems to have his billet for the other world—ha, ha, ha!" said one of the men. "He is pretty badly hammered."
"Did you not say he heaved a sigh?"
"I think so, anyhow."
"Then do me a kindness," and he fumbled in his pocket for a silver coin.
"What is it?" asked the porter full of willingness on seeing the money.
"Run to the river and bring me some water."
"In a jiffy."
While the fellow ran to the river the officer took his place and held up the wounded one.
In five minutes he had returned.
"Throw the water in his face," said the captain.
The man obeyed by dipping his hand in his hat, which was his pitcher, and sprinkling the slashed face.
"He shivered," exclaimed the young man holding the dying one: "he is not dead. Oh, dear M. Billet, what a blessing I came here."
"In faith, it is a blessing," said the two men; "another twenty paces and your friend would have come to his senses in the nets at St. Cloud."
"Throw some more on him."
Renewing the operation, the wounded man shuddered and uttered a sigh.
"Come, come, he certainly ain't dead," said the man.
"Well, what shall we do with him?" inquired his companion.
"Help me to carry him to St. Honore Street, to Dr. Gilbert's house, if you would like good reward," said the young captain.
"We cannot do that. Our orders are to heave the dead over, or to hand the hurt to the carriers for the hospital. Since this chap makes out he is not dead, why, he must be taken to the hospital."
"Well, carry him there," said the young man, "and as soon as possible. Where is the hospital?" he asked, looking round.
"Close to the Military Academy, about three hundred paces."
"Then it is over yonder?"
"You have it right."
"The whole of the place to cross?"
"And the long way too."
"Have you not a hand-barrow?"
"Well, if it comes to that, such a thing can be found, like the water, if a crownpiece or two——"
"Quite right," said the captain; "you shall not lose by your kindness. Here is more money—only, get the litter."
Ten minutes after the litter was found.
The wounded man was laid on a pallet; the two fellows took up the shafts and the mournful party proceeded towards the military hospital escorted by the young officer, the lantern in hand, by the disfigured head.
A dreadful thing was this night marching over the blood-stained ground, among the stiffened and motionless remains, against which one stumbled at every step, or wounded wretches who rose only to fall anew and called for succor.
In a quarter of an hour they crossed the hospital threshold.
CHAPTER XXIX.
IN THE HOSPITAL.
Gilbert had obeyed Cagliostro's injunction to go to the Groscaillou Hospital to attend to a patient.
At this period hospitals were far from being organized as at present, particularly military ones like this which was receiving the injured in the massacre, while the dead were bundled into the river to save burial expenses and hide the extent of the crime of Lafayette and Bailly.
Gilbert was welcomed by the overworked surgeons amid the disorder which opposed their desires being fulfilled.
Suddenly in the maze, he heard a voice which he knew but had not expected there.
"Ange Pitou," he exclaimed, seeing the peasant in National Guards uniform by a bed; "what about Billet?"
"He is here," was the answer, as he showed a motionless body. "His head is split to the jaw."
"It is a serious wound," said Gilbert, examining the hurt. "You must find me a private room; this is a friend of mine," he added to the male nurses.
There were no private rooms but they gave up the laundry to Dr. Gilbert's special patient. Billet groaned as they carried him thither.
"Ah," said the doctor, "never did an exclamation of pleasure give me such joy as that wrung by pain; he lives—that is the main point."
It was not till he had finished the dressing that he asked the news of Pitou.
The matter was simple. Since the disappearance of Catherine, whom Isidore Charny had had transported to Paris with her babe, and the departure of Billet to town also, Mother Billet, whom we have never presented as a strong-minded woman, fell into an increasing state of idiocy. Dr. Raynal said that nothing would rouse her from this torpor but the sight of her daughter.
Without waiting for the cue, Pitou started to Paris. He seemed predestined to arrive there at great events.
The first time, he was in time to take a hand in the storming of the Bastile; the next, to help the Federation of 1790; and now he arrived for the Massacre of the Champ de Mars. He heard that it had all come about over a petition drawn up by Dr. Gilbert and presented by Billet to the signers.
Pitou learnt at the doctor's house that he had come home, but there were no tidings of the farmer.
On going to the scene of blood, Pitou happened on the nearly lifeless body which would have been hurled in the river but for his interposition.
It was thus that Pitou hailed the doctor in the hospital and the wounded man had his chances improved by being in such skillful hands as his friend Gilbert's.
As Billet could not be taken to his wife's bedside, Catherine was more than ever to be desired there. Where was she? The only way to reach her would be through the Charny family.
Happily Ange had been so warmly greeted by her when he took Sebastian to her house that he did not hesitate to call again.
He went there with the doctor in the latter's carriage; but the house was dark and dismal. The count and countess had gone to their country seat at Boursonnes.
"Excuse me, my friend," said the doctor to the janitor who had received the National Guards captain with no friendliness, "but can you not give me a piece of information in your master's absence?"
"I beg pardon, sir," said the porter recognizing the tone of a superior in this blandness and politeness.
He opened the door and in his nightcap and undress came to take the orders of the carriage-gentleman.
"My friend, do you know anything about a young woman from the country in whom the count and countess are taking interest?"
"Miss Catherine?" asked the porter.
"The same," replied Gilbert.
"Yes, sir; my lord and my lady sent me twice to see her and learn if she stood in need of anything, but the poor girl, whom I do not believe to be well off, no more than her dear little child, said she wanted for nothing."
Pitou sighed heavily at the mention of the dear little child.
"Well, my friend," continued the doctor, "poor Catherine's father was wounded on the Field of Mars, and her mother, Mrs. Billet, is dying out at Villers Cotterets, which sad news we want to break to her. Will you kindly give us her address?"
"Oh, poor girl, may heaven assist her. She was unhappy enough before. She is living at Villedavray, your honor, in the main street. I cannot give you the number, but it is in front of the public well."
"That is straight enough," said Pitou; "I can find it."
"Thanks, my friend," said Gilbert, slipping a silver piece into the man's hand.
"There was no need of that, sir, for Christians ought to do a good turn amongst themselves," said the janitor, doffing his nightcap and returning indoors.
"I am off for Villedavray," said Pitou.
He was always ready to go anywhere on a kind errand.
"Do you know the way?"
"No; but somebody will tell me."
"You have a golden heart and steel muscles," said the doctor laughing; "but you want rest and had better start to-morrow."
"But it is a pressing matter——"
"On neither side is there urgency," corrected the doctor; "Billet's state is serious but not mortal unless by mischance. Mother Billet may linger ten days yet."
"She don't look it, but, of course, you know best."
"We may as well leave poor Catherine another night of repose and ignorance; a night's rest is of importance to the unfortunate, Pitou."
"Then, where are we going, doctor?" asked the peasant, yielding to the argument.
"I shall give you a room you have slept in before; and to-morrow at six, my horses shall be put to the carriage to take you to Villedavray."
"Lord, is it fifty leagues off?"
"Nay, it is only two or three."
"Then I can cover it in an hour or two—I can lick it up like an egg."
"Yes, but Catherine can lick up like an egg the distance from Villedavray to Paris and the eighteen leagues from Paris to Villers Cotterets?"
"True: excuse me, doctor, for being a fool. Talking of fools—no, I mean the other way about—how is Sebastian?"
"Wonderfully well, you shall see him to-morrow."
"Still at college? I shall be downright glad."
"And so shall he, for he loves you with all his heart."
At six, he started in the carriage and by seven was at Catherine's door. She opened it and shrieked on seeing Pitou:
"I know—my mother is dead!"
She turned pale and leaned against the wall.
"No; but you will have to hasten to see her before she goes," replied the messenger.
This brief exchange of words said so much in little that Catherine was at once placed face to face with her affliction.
"That is not all," added the peasant.
"What's the other misfortune?" queried Catherine, in the sharp tone of one who has exhausted the measure of human ails and has no fear of an overflow.
"Master Billet was dangerously wounded on the parade-grounds."
"Ah," said she, much less affected by this news than the other.
"So I says to myself, and Dr. Gilbert bears me out: 'Miss Catherine will pay a visit to her father at the hospital on the way down to her mother's.'"
"But you, Pitou?" queried the girl.
"While you go by stage-coach to help Mother Billet to make her long journey, I will stay by the farmer. You understand that I must stick to him who has never a soul to look after him, see?"
Pitou spoke the words with that angelic simplicity of his, with no idea that he was painting his whole devoted nature.
"You have a kind heart, Ange," said she, giving him her hand. "Come and kiss my little Isidore."
She walked into the house, prettier than ever, though she was clad in black, which drew another sigh from Pitou.
She had one little room, overlooking the garden, its furniture a bed for the mother and a cradle for the infant. It was sleeping.
She pulled a muslin curtain aside for him to see it.
"Oh, the sweet little angel!" exclaimed Pitou.
He knelt as it were to an angel, and kissed the tiny hand. He was speedily rewarded for his devotion for he felt Catherine's tresses on his head and her lips on his forehead. The mother was returning the caress given her son.
"Thank you, good Pitou," she said; "since the last kiss he had from his father, I alone have fondled the pet."
"Oh, Miss Catherine!" muttered Pitou, dazzled and thrilled by the kiss as by an electrical shock.
And yet it was purely what a mother's caress may contain of the holy and grateful.
Ten minutes afterwards, Catherine, little Isidore and Pitou were rolling in the doctor's carriage towards the hospital, where she handed the child to the peasant with as much or more trust as she would have had in a brother, and walked in at the door.
Dr. Gilbert was by his patient's side. Little change had taken place. Despite the beginning of fever, the face was still deadly pale from the great loss of blood and one eye and the left cheek were swelling.
Catherine dropped on her knees by the bedside, and said as she raised her hands to heaven,
"O my God, Thou knowest that my utmost wish has been for my father's life to be spared."
This was as much as could be expected from the girl whose lover's life had been attempted by her father.
The patient shuddered at this voice, and his breathing was more hurried; he opened his eyes and his glance, wandering for a space over the room, was fixed on the woman. His hand made a move to repulse this figure which he doubtless took to be a vision. Their glances met, and Gilbert was horrified to see the hatred which shot towards each, rather than affection.
She rose and went to find Pitou by the door. He was on all fours, playing with the babe.
She caught up her boy with a roughness more like a lioness than a woman, and pressed it to her bosom, crying,
"My child, oh, my child!"
In the outburst were all the mother's anguish, the widow's wails, and the woman's pangs.
Pitou proposed seeing her to the stage, but she repulsed him, saying:
"Your place is here."
Pitou knew nothing but to obey when Catherine commanded.
CHAPTER XXX.
THE MOTHER'S BLESSING.
It was six o'clock in the afternoon, broad day, when Catherine arrived home.
Had Isidore been alive and she were coming to visit her mother in health, she would have got down from the stage at the end of the village and slipped round upon her father's farm, without going through. But a widow and a mother, she did not give a thought to rustic jests; she alighted without fear; it seemed to her that scorn and insult ought to be warded off from her by her child and her sorrow, the dark and the bright angel.
At the first she was not recognized; she was so pale and so changed that she did not seem the same woman; and what set her apart from her class was the lofty air which she had already caught from community with an elegant man.
One person knew her again but not till she had passed by.
This was Pitou's aunt Angelique. She was gossiping at the townhouse door with some cronies about the oath required of the clergy, declaring that she had heard Father Fortier say that he would never vow allegiance to the Revolution, preferring to submit to martyrdom than bend his head to the democratic yoke.
"Bless us and save us!" she broke forth, in the midst of her speech, "if here ain't Billet's daughter and her fondling a-stepping down off the coach."
"Catherine?" cried several voices.
"Yes, but look at her running away, down the lane."
Aunt Angelique was making a mistake: Catherine was not running away and she took the sideway simply because she was in haste to see her mother.
At the cry the children scampered after her, and as she was fond of them always, and more than ever at present, she gave them some small change with which they returned.
"What is that?" asked the gossips.
"It is Miss Catherine; she asked how her mother was and when we said the doctor says she is good for a week yet, she thanked us and gave us some money."
"Hem! then, she seems to have taken her pigs to a good market in Paris," sneered Angelique, "to be able to give silver to the urchins who run at her heels."
She did not like Catherine because the latter was young and sweet and Angelique was old and sour; Catherine was tall and well made while the other was short and limped. Besides, when Angelique turned her nephew Ange out of doors, it was on Billet's farm that he took refuge.
Again, it was Billet who had lugged Father Fortier out of his rectory to say the mass for the country on the day of the Declaration of the Rights of Man.
All these were ample reasons for Angelique to hate Catherine, joined to her natural asperity, in particular, and the Billet's in general. And when she hated it was thorough, as becomes a prude and a devotee.
She ran to the priest's to tell him and his sister the fresh scandal of Billet's daughter returning home with her child.
"Indeed," said Fortier, "I should have thought she would drop it into the box at the Foundling Hospital."
"The proper thing to do, for then the thing would not have to blush for his mother."
"That is a new point from which to regard that institution! But what has she come after here?"
"It looks as if to see her mother, who might not have been living still."
"Stay, a woman who does not come to confess, methinks?" said the abbé, with a wicked smile.
"Oh, that is not her fault!" said the old maid, "but she has had softening of the brain lately; up to the time when her daughter threw this grief upon her, she was a pious soul who feared God and paid for two chairs when she came to church, one to sit in, the other to put her feet upon."
"But how many chairs did her husband pay for, Billet, the Hero of the Mobs, the Conqueror of the Bastile?" cried the priest, his little eyes sparkling with spite.
"I do not know," returned Angelique simply, "for he never comes to church, while his good wife——"
"Very well, we will settle accounts with him on the day of his good wife's funeral."
In the meantime Catherine continued her way, one long series of memories of him who was no more, unless his arms were around the little boy whom she carried on her bosom.
What would the neighbors say of her shame and dishonor? So handsome a boy would be a shame and disgrace to a peasant!
But she entered the farm without fear though rapidly.
A huge dog barked as she came up, but suddenly recognizing his young mistress, he neared her to the stretch of his chain, and stood up with his forepaws in the air to utter little joyous yelps.
At the dog's barking a man ran out to see the cause.
"Miss Catherine," he exclaimed.
"Father Clovis," she said.
"Welcome, dear young mistress—the house much needs you, by heaven!"
"And my poor mother?"
"Sorry to say she is just the same, neither worse nor better—she is dying out like an oilless lamp, poor dear!"
"Where is she?"
"In her own room."
"Alone?"
"No, no, no! I would not have allowed that. You must excuse me, Miss Catherine, coming out as the master here, but your having stopped at my house before you went to town made me one of the family, I thought, in a manner of speaking, and I was very fond of you and poor Master Isidore."
"So you know?" said Catherine, wiping away her tears.
"Yes, yes, killed for the Queen's sake, like his brother. But he has left something behind him, a lovely boy, so while we mourn for the father we must smile for the son."
"Thank you, Clovis," said she, giving her hand: "but my mother?"
"I had Mother Clement the nurse to sit with her, the same who attended to you——"
"Has my mother her senses yet?" asked the girl hesitating.
"Sometimes I think so, when your name is spoken. That was the great means of stirring her, but since yesterday she has not showed any signs even when you are spoken of."
He opened the bedroom door and she could glance in.
Mother Clement was dozing in a large armchair, while her patient seemed to be asleep: she was not much changed but her complexion was like ivory in pallor.
"Mother, my dear mother," exclaimed Catherine, rushing into the room.
The dying one opened her eyes and tried to turn her head, as a gleam of intelligence sparkled in her look; but, babbling, her movement was abortive, and her arm sank inert on the head of the girl, kneeling by her side.
From the lethargy of the father and the mother had shot two opposite feelings: hate from the former, love from the latter.
The girl's arrival caused excitement on the farm, where Billet was expected, not his daughter. She related the accident to the farmer, and how he was as near death's door as his wife at home, only he was moving from it on the right side.
She went into her own room, where there were many tears evoked by the memories where she had passed in the bright dreams of childhood, and the girl's burning passions, and returned with the widow's broken heart.
At once she resumed the sway over that house in disorder which her father had delegated to her to the detriment of her mother.
Father Clovis, thanked and rewarded, retook the road to his "earth," as his hut was called.
When Dr. Raynal came next day on his tri-weekly visit, he was glad to see the girl.
He broached the great question which he had not dared debate with Billet, whether the poor woman should receive the Last Sacrament. Billet was a rabid Voltairian, while the doctor was a scientist. But he believed it his duty in such cases to warn the family of the dying and let them settle it.
Catherine was pious and attached little importance to the wrangles between her father and the priest.
But the abbé was one of the sombre school, who would have been an inquisitor in Spain. When he found the sufferer unconscious, he said that he could not give absolution to those unable to confess, and went out again.
There was no use applying elsewhere as he was monarch over this parish.
Catherine accepted the refusal as still another grief and went on with her cares as daughter and mother for eight or nine days and nights.
As she was watching by her mother, frail bark sinking deeper and deeper on Eternity's sea, the door opened, and Pitou appeared on the sill.
He came from Paris that morning. Catherine shuddered to see him, fearing that her father was dead. But his countenance, without being what you would call gay, was not that of the bearer of bad news. Indeed, Billet was mending; since a few days the doctor had answered for him: that morning he had been moved from the hospital to the doctor's house.
Pitou feared for Catherine, now. His opinion was that the moment Billet learned what he was sure to ask, how his wife was, he would start for home.
What would it be if he found Catherine there?
It was Gilbert who had therefore sent Pitou down into the country. But when Pitou expressed their fears about their meeting, Catherine declared that she would not leave her mother's pillow although her father slew her there.
Pitou groaned at such a determination but he did not combat it.
So he stayed there to intervene, if he might.
During two days and nights, Mother Billet's life seemed going, breath by breath. It was a wonder how a body lived with so little breath, but how slightly it lived!
During the night, when all animation seemed extinct, the patient awoke as it were, and she stared at Catherine, who ran to bring her boy.
The eyes were bright when she returned, a sound was heard, and the arms were held out.
Catherine fell on her knees beside the bed.
A strange phenomenon took place: Mother Billet rose on her pillow, slowly held out her arms over the girl's head and the boy, and with a mighty effort, said:
"Bless you, my children!"
She fell back, dead. Her eyes remained open, as though she longed to see her daughter from beyond the grave from not having seen enough of her before.
CHAPTER XXXI.
FORTIER EXECUTES HIS THREAT.
Catherine piously closed her mother's eyes, with her hand and then with her lips, while Mother Clement lit the candles and arranged other paraphernalia.
Pitou took charge of the other details. Reluctant to visit Father Fortier, with whom he stood on delicate ground, he ordered the mortuary mass of the sacristan, and engaged the gravedigger and the coffin-bearers.
Then he went over to Haramont to have his company of militia notified that the wife of the Hero of the People would be buried at eleven on the morrow. It was not an official order but an invitation. But it was too well known what Billet had done for this Revolution which was turning all heads and enflaming all hearts; what danger Billet was even then running for the sake of the masses—for this invitation not to be regarded as an order: all the volunteer soldiers promised their captain that they would be punctual.
Pitou brought the joiner with him, who carried the coffin. He had all the heartfelt delicacy rare in the lowborn, and hid the man and his bier in the outhouse so Catherine should not see it, and to spare her from hearing the sound of the hammering of the nails, he entered the dwelling alone.
Catherine was still praying by the dead, which had been shrouded by two neighbors.
Pitou suggested that she should go out for a change of air; then for the child's sake, upon which she proposed he should take the little one. She must have had great confidence in Pitou to trust her boy to him for a time.
"He won't come," reported Pitou, presently. "He is crying."
She kissed her mother, took her child by the hand and walked away with Pitou. The joiner carried in the coffin when she was gone.
He took her out on the road to Boursonnes, where she went half a league without saying a word to Pitou, listening to the voices of the woodland which talked to her heart.
When she got home, the work was done, and she understood why Ange had insisted on her going out. She thanked him with an eloquent look. She prayed for a long while by the coffin, understanding now that she had but one of the two friends, left, her mother and Pitou, when Isidore died.
"You must come away," said the peasant, "or I must go and hire a nurse for Master Isidore."
"You are right, Pitou," she said. "My God, how good Thou art to me—and how I love you, Pitou!"
He reeled and nearly fell over backwards. He leaned up against the wall, choking, for Catherine had said that she loved him! He did not deceive himself about the kind of love, but any kind was a great deal for him.
Finishing her prayer, she rose and went with a slow step to lean on his shoulder. He put his arm round her to sustain her; she allowed this. Turning at the door, she breathed: "Farewell, mother!" and went forth.
Pitou stopped her at her own door. She began to understand Pitou.
"Why, Miss Catherine," he stammered, "do you not think it is a good time to leave the farm?"
"I shall only leave when my mother shall no longer be here," she replied.
She spoke with such firmness that he saw it was an irrevocable resolve.
"When you do go, you know you have two homes, Father Clovis' and my house."
Pitou's "house" was his sitting room and bedroom.
"I thank you," she replied, her smile and nod meaning that she accepted both offers.
She went into her room without troubling about the young man, who had the knack of finding some burrow.
At ten next day all the farmers for miles around flocked to the farm. The Mayor came, too. At half after ten up marched the Haramont National Guards, with colors tied up in black, without a man being missing. Catherine, dressed in black, with her boy in mourning, welcomed all comers and it must be said that there was no feeling for her but of respect.
At eleven, some three hundred persons were gathered at the farm. The priest and his attendants alone were absent. Pitou knew Father Fortier and he guessed that he who had refused the sacraments to the dying woman, would withhold the funeral service under the pretext that she had died unconscious. These reflections, confided to Mayor Longpre, produced a doleful impression. While they were looking at each other in silence, Maniquet, whose opinions were anti-religious, called out:
"If Abbé Fortier does not like to say mass, we will get on without it."
But it was evidently a bold act, although Voltaire and Rousseau were in the ascendancy.
"Gentlemen," suggested the mayor, "let us proceed to Villers Cotterets where we will have an explanation."
The procession moved slowly past Catherine and her little boy, and was going down the road, when the rear guards heard a voice behind them. It was a call and they turned.
A man on a horse was riding from the side of Paris.
Part of the rider's face was covered with black bandages; he waved his hat in his hand and signalled that he wanted the party to stop.
Pitou had turned like the others.
"Why, it is Billet," he said, "good! I should not like to be in Father Fortier's skin."
At the name everybody halted. He advanced rapidly and as he neared all were able to recognize him as Pitou had done.
On reaching the head of the line, Billet jumped off his horse, threw the bridle on its neck, and, after saying a lusty: "Good day and thank ye, citizens!" he took his proper place which Pitou had in his absence held to lead the mourners.
A stable boy took away the horse.
Everybody looked curiously at the farmer. He had grown thinner and much paler. Part of his face and around his left eye had retained the black and blue tint of extravasated blood. His clenched teeth and frowning brows indicated sullen rage which waited the time for a vent.
"Do you know what has happened?" inquired Pitou.
"I know all," was the reply.
As soon as Gilbert had told his patient of the state of his wife, he had taken a cabriolet as far as Nanteuil. As the horse could go no farther, though Billet was weak, he had mounted a post horse and with a change at Levignan, he reached his farm as we know.
In two words Mother Clement had told the story. He remounted the horse and stopped the procession which he descried on turning a wall.
Silent and moody before, the party became more so since this figure of hate led the way.
At Villers Cotterets a waiting party fell into the line. As the cortege went up the street, men, women and children flowed out of the dwellings, saluted Billet, who nodded, and incorporated themselves in the ranks.
It numbered five hundred when it reached the church. It was shut, as Pitou had anticipated. They halted at the door.
Billet had become livid; his expression had grown more and more threatening.
The church and the town hall adjoined. The player of the bassoon in the holy building was also janitor at the mayor's, so that he belonged under the secular and the clerical arm. Questioned by Mayor Longpre, he answered that Father Fortier had forbidden any retainer of the church to lend his aid to the funeral. The mayor asked where the keys were, and was told the beadle had them.
"Go and get the keys," said Billet to Pitou, who opened out his long compass-like legs and, having been gone five minutes, returned to say:
"Abbé Fortier had the keys taken to his house to be sure the church should not be opened."
"We must go straight to the priest for them," suggested Maniquet, the promoter of extreme measures.
"Let us go to the abbé's," cried the crowd.
"It would take too long," remarked Billet: "and when death knocks at a door, it does not like to wait."
He looked round him. Opposite the church, a house was being built. Some carpenters had been squaring a joist. Billet walked up and ran his arm round the beam, which rested on trestles. With one effort he raised it. But he had reckoned on absent strength. Under the great burden the giant reeled and it was thought for an instant that he would fall. It was but a flash; he recovered his balance and smiled terribly; and forward he walked, with the beam under his arm, with a firm step albeit slow.
He seemed one of those antique battering-rams with which the Caesars overthrow walls.
He planted himself, with legs set apart, before the door and the formidable machine began to work. The door was oak with iron fastenings; but at the third shove, bolts, bars and lock had flown off; the oaken panels yawned, too.
Billet let the beam drop. It took four men to carry it back to its place, and not easily.
"Now, mayor, have my poor wife's coffin carried to the midst of the choir—she never did harm to anybody—and you, Pitou, collect the beadle, the choirboys and the chanters, while I bring the priest."
Several wished to follow Billet to Father Fortier's house.
"Let me go alone," said he: "maybe what I do is serious and I should bear my own burden."
This was the second time that the revolutionist had come into conflict with the son of the church, at a year's interval. Remembering what had happened before, a similar scene was anticipated.
The rectory door was sealed up like that of the church. Billet looked round for some beam to be used like the other, but there was nothing of the sort. The only thing was a stone post, a boundary mark, with which the children had played so long at "over-ing" that it was loose in the socket like an old tooth.
The farmer stepped up to it, shook it violently to enlarge its orbit, and tore it clean out. Then raising it like a Highlander "putting the stone," he hurled it at the door which flew into shivers.
At the same time as this breach was made, the upper window opened and Father Fortier appeared, calling on his parishioners with all the power of his lungs. But the voice of the pastor fell lost, as the flock did not care to interfere between him and the wolf.
It took Billet some time to break all the doors down between him and his prey, but in ten minutes, more or less, that was done.
At the end of that time, loud shrieks were heard and by the abbé's most expressive gestures it was to be surmised that the danger was drawing nearer and nearer him.
In fact, suddenly was seen to rise behind the priest Billet's pale face, as his hand launched out and grabbed him by the shoulder.
The priest clutched the window sill; he was of proverbial strength and it would not be easy for Hercules to make him relax his grip.
Billet passed his arm around the priest as a girdle; straightened himself on both legs, and with a pull which would uproot an oak, he tore him away with the snapped wood between his hands.
Farmer and priest, they disappeared within the room, where in the depths were heard the wailings of the priest, dying away like the bellowing of a bull carried off by a lion.
In the meanwhile, Pitou had gathered up the trembling church staff, who hastened to don the vestments, light the candles and incense and prepare all things for the death mass.
Billet was seen coming, dragging the priest with him at as smart a pace, though he still made resistance, as if he were alone.
This was not a man, but one of the forces of nature: something like a torrent or an avalanche; nothing human could withstand him and it took an element to combat with him.
About a hundred steps from the church, the poor abbé ceased to kick, completely overpowered.
All stood aside to let the pair go by.
The abbé cast a frightened glance on the door, shivered like a pane of glass and seeing all his men at their stands whom he had forbidden to enter the place, he shook his head like one who acknowledges that some resistless power weighed on the church's ministers if not on itself.
He entered the sacristy and came forth in his robes, with the sacrament in his hand.
But as he was mounting the altar Billet stretched out his hand.
"Enough, you faulty servant of God," he thundered: "I only attempted to check your pride, that is all: but I want it known that a sainted woman like my wife can dispense with the prayers of a hateful and fanatical priest like you."
As a loud murmur rose under the vaulted ceiling of the fane, he said:
"If this be sacrilege, let it fall on my head."
Turning to the crowd he added: "Citizens, to the cemetery!"
"To the cemetery," cried the concourse which filled not the church alone but the square in front.
The four bearers passed their muskets under the bier lifting the body and as they had come without ecclesiastical pomp, such as religion has devised to accompany man to the grave, they went forth. Billet conducted the mourners, with six hundred persons following the remains, to the burial-ground, situated at the end of a lane near Aunt Angelique's house.
The cemetery-gates were closed but Billet respected the dead; he sent for the gravedigger who had the key, and Pitou brought it with two spades.
Fortier had proscribed the dead as unfit for consecrated ground, which the gravedigger had been ordered not to break for her.
At this last evidence of the priest's hatred for the farmer, a shiver of menace ran through the gathering: if Billet had had a little of the gall which the Tartuffes hold, to the amazement of Boileau, he had but a word to say and the Abbé Fortier would have had that satisfaction of martyrdom for which he had howled on the day when he refused to say mass on the Altar of the Country.
But Billet's wrath was that of the people and the lion; he did not retrace his steps to tear.
He thanked Pitou with a nod, took the key, opened the gates, passed the coffin in, and following it, was followed by the procession, recruited by all that could walk.
Arrived where the grave had been marked out before the sexton had the order not to open the earth, Billet held out his hand to Pitou for one of the spades.
Thereupon, with uncovered head, Pitou and Billet, amid the citizens bareheaded likewise, under the devouring July sun dug the resting-place for this poor creature who, pious and resigned throughout life, would have been greatly astonished in her lifetime if told what a sensation her death would cause.
The task lasted an hour without either worker thinking of being relieved. Meanwhile rope was sought for and was ready.
It was still Billet and Pitou who lowered the coffin into the pit. They did all so naturally that nobody thought of offering help. It would have been a sacrilege to have stayed them from carrying out all to the end. Only at the first clods falling on the coffin, Billet ran his hand over his eyes and Pitou his sleeve. Then they resolutely shoveled the earth in. When they had finished, Billet flung the spade far from him and gripped Pitou by the hand.
"God is my witness," said he, "that I hold in hand all the simple and grandest virtues on earth: charity, devotion, abnegation, brotherhood—and that I dedicate my life to these virtues." He held out his hand over the grave, saying: "God be again my witness that I swear eternal war against the King who tried to have me murdered; to the nobles who defamed my daughter; to the priests who refused sepulture to my wife!"
Turning towards the spectators full of sympathy with this adjuration, he said:
"Brothers, a new assembly is to be convoked in place of the traitors now in session; select me to represent you in this new parliament, and you will see how I keep my oath."
A shout of universal adhesion hailed this suggestion, and at once over his wife's grave, terrible altar, worthy of the dread vow, the candidature of Billet was proposed, seconded and carried. After this, he thanked his fellow citizens for their sympathy in his affliction, his friendship and his hatred, and each, citizen, countryman, peasant and forester, went home, carrying in heart that spirit of revolutionary propaganda to which in their blindness the most deadly weapons were afforded by those who were to be destroyed by them—priests, nobles and King!
How Billet kept his oath, with other circumstances which are linked with his return to Paris in the new Legislative Assembly, will be recorded in the sequel entitled "THE COUNTESS OF CHARNY."
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It Tells all about Electrical Psychology, showing how you can biologize any person, and, while under the influence, he will do anything you may wish him, no matter how ridiculous it may be, and he cannot help doing it.
It Tells how to Mesmerize. Knowing this, you can place any person in a mesmeric sleep, and then be able to do with him as you will. This secret has been sold over and over again for $10.
It Tells how to make persons at a distance think of you—something all lovers should know.
It Tells how you can charm those you meet and make them love you, whether they will or not.
It Tells how Spiritualists and others can make writing appear on the arm in blood characters, as performed by Foster and all noted magicians.
It Tells how to make a cheap Galvanic Battery; how to plate and gild without a battery; how to make a candle burn all night; how to make a clock for 25 cents; how to detect counterfeit money; how to banish and prevent mosquitoes from biting; how to make yellow butter in winter; Circassian curling fluid; Sympathetic or Secret Writing Ink; Cologne Water; Artificial honey; Stammering; how to make large noses small; to cure drunkenness; to copy letters without a press; to obtain fresh-blown flowers in winter; to make good burning candles from lard.
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It Tells how to make the Eggs of Pharo's Serpents, which when lighted, though but the size of a pea, there issues from it a coiling, hissing serpent, wonderful in length and similarity to a genuine serpent.
It Tells how to make gold and silver from block tin (the least said about which the better). Also how to take impressions from coins. Also how to imitate gold and silver.
It Tells of a simple and ingenious method of copying any kind of drawing or picture. Also, more wonderful still, how to print pictures from the print itself.
It Tells how to perform the Davenport Brothers' "Spirit Mysteries." So that any person can astonish an audience, as they have done. Also scores of other wonderful things which there is no room to mention.
Old Secrets and New Discoveries is worth $5 to any person; but it will be mailed to any address on receipt of only 25 cents.
OUT IN THE STREETS.—By S. N. Cook. Price, 15 cents.
We take pleasure in offering the strictly moral and very amusing temperance drama entitled, "Out in the Streets," to all entertainment committees as one that will give entire satisfaction. The parts are taken by six male and six female characters.
PHUNNY PHELLOW'S GRAB BAG; or, Jolly Tid-Bits for Mirthful Mortals.—Josh Billings, Danbury News Man and Bret Harte rolled into one. It is not too much to say that the book contains the choicest humor in the English language. Its size is mammoth, containing more than one thousand of the raciest jests, comical hits, exhilarating stories, flowers of wit, excruciating jokes, uproarious poems, laughable sketches, darky comicalities, clowns' efforts, button-bursting conundrums, endmen's jokes, plantation humors, funny caricatures, hifalutin dialogues, curious scenes, cute sayings, ludicrous drolleries, peculiar repartees, and nearly 500 illustrations. 25 cents.
SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE (THE).—By John Cowan, M.D. A handsome 8vo, containing over 400 pages, with more than 100 illustrations, and sold at the following prices; English cloth, beveled boards, gilt side and back, $3.00; leather, sprinkled edges, $3.50; half turkey morocco, marbled edges, gilt back, $4.00.
SOME FUNNY THINGS said by Clever Children. Who is not interested in children? We are satisfied that this book will give genuine satisfaction to all who are interested in listening to the happy voices of children. This will show that humor is not confined to adult minds by any means. 64 pages, 10 cents.
PALLISER'S AMERICAN ARCHITECTURE; or, EVERY MAN A COMPLETE BUILDER. The Latest and Best Publication on Modern Artistic Dwellings and other Buildings of Low Cost. This is a new book just published, and there is not a Builder or any one intending to Build or otherwise interested in building that can afford to be without it. It is a practical work and everybody buys it. The best, cheapest and most popular work of the kind ever issued. Nearly four hundred drawings. A $5 book in size and style, but we have determined to make it meet the popular demand, to suit the times, so that it can be easily reached by all.
This book contains 104 pages, 11×14 inches in size, and consists of large 9x12 plate pages giving plans, elevations, perspective views, descriptions, owners' names, actual cost of construction, no guess work, and instructions HOW TO BUILD 70 Cottages, Villas, Double Houses, Brick Block Houses, suitable for city suburbs, town and country, houses for the farm and workingmen's homes for all sections of the country, and costing from $300 to $4,500; also Barns, Stables, School House, Town Hall, Churches and other public buildings, together with specifications, form of contract, etc., etc., and a large amount of information on the erection of buildings, selection of site, employment of Architects, etc., etc.
This book of 104 pages, as described above, will be sent by mail, postpaid to any address on receipt of price. Price, heavy paper cover, $1; handsomely bound in cloth, $2.
SECRETS FOR FARMERS.—This book tells how to restore rancid butter to its original flavor and purity; a new way of coloring butter; how largely to increase the milk of cows; a sure cure for kicking cows; how to make Thorley's celebrated condimental food for cattle; how to make hens lay every day in the year; it gives an effectual remedy for the Canada thistle; to save mice-girdled trees; a certain plan to destroy the curculio and peach-borer; how to convert dead animals and bones into manure; Barnet's certain preventive for the potato rot, worth $50 to any farmer; remedy for smut in wheat; to cure blight in fruit trees; to destroy potato bug; to prevent mildew and rust in wheat; to destroy the cut-worm; home-made stump machine, as good as any sold; to keep cellars from freezing, etc., etc.
It is impossible to give the full contents of this valuable book here; space will not allow. Price, 25 cents.
SIDNEY'S STUMP SPEAKER.—Price, 15 cents.
A collection of Yankee, Dutch, French, Irish and Ethiopian Stump Speeches and Recitations, Burlesque Orations, Laughable Scenes, Humorous Lectures, Button-bursting Witticisms, Ridiculous Drolleries. Funny Stories, etc., etc.
SUNNYSIDE COLLECTION OF READINGS AND RECITATIONS, NO 1.—Compiled by J. S. Ogilvie. 12mo, 192 pages, paper cover, 25 cents. This book contains a choice collection of Readings and Recitations, which have been selected with great care, and are especially adapted for Day and Sabbath Schools, all adult and juvenile Organizations, Young People's Associations, Reading Clubs, Temperance Societies, and Parlor Entertainments. They comprise Prose and Poetry—Serious, Humorous, Pathetic, Comic, Temperance, Patriotic. All those who are interested in providing an entertainment should have this collection.
THE SUNNYSIDE COOK BOOK.—12mo, 250 pages. Paper cover, 25 cents; bound in cloth, 75 cents. This book is offered as one of the best and most complete books of the kind published. Not only are all the recipes practical, but they are economical and such as come within the reach of families of moderate income. It also contains valuable information in relation to home matters not found in any other publication. It also gives plain and easily understood directions for preparing and cooking, with the greatest economy, every kind of dish, with complete instruction for serving the same. This book is just the thing for a young housekeeper.
HOW TO GET MARRIED ALTHOUGH A WOMAN; OR, THE ART OF PLEASING MEN. By "A Young Widow." A new book that every woman will buy! The following table of contents indicates the character of the work and will also insure a large demand for it: Girls and Matrimony, The Girls Whom Men Like, The Girl Who Wins, The Girl Who Fails, Some Unfailing Methods, A Word of Warning, The Secret of the Widow's Power, Lady Beauty, The Loved Wife, etc., etc.
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THE COUNTESS OF CHARNY.
CHAPTER I.
THE NEW MEN AT THE WHEEL.
IT was on the first of October, 1791, that the new Legislative Assembly was to be inaugurated over France.
King Louis XVI., captured with Queen Marie Antoinette and the royal family, while attempting to escape from the kingdom and join his brothers and the other princes abroad, was held in a kind of detention, like imprisonment without hard labor, in the Tuileries Palace in Paris.
His fate hung on the members of the new House of Representatives. Let us hasten to see what they were.
The Congress was composed of seven hundred and forty-five members: four hundred lawyers of one kind or another; some seventy literary men; seventy priests who had taken the oath to abide by the Constitution, not yet framed, but to which the king had subscribed on the sketch. The remaining two hundred odd were landholders, farming their own estates or hiring them out to others.
Among these was François Billet, a robust peasant of forty-five, distinguished by the people of Paris and France as a hero, from having been mainly instrumental in the taking of the Bastile, regarded as the embodiment of the ancient tyranny, now almost leveled with the dust.
Billet had suffered two wrongs at the hands of the king's men and the nobles, which he had sworn to avenge as well on the classes as on the individuals.
His farm-house had been pillaged by Paris policemen acting under a blank warrant signed by the king and issued at the request of Andrea de Taverney, Countess of Charny, the queen's favorite, as her husband the count was reckoned, too. She had a spite against Billet's friend, Dr. Honore Gilbert, a noted patriot and politician. In his youth, this afterward distinguished physician had taken advantage of her senses being steeped in a mesmeric swoon, to lower her pride. Thanks to this trance and from his overruling love, he was the progenitor of her son, Sebastian Emile Gilbert; but with all the pride of this paternity, he was haunted by unceasing remorse. Andrea could not forgive this crime, all the more as it was a thorn in her side since her marriage.
It was a marriage enforced on her, as the Count of Charny had been caught by the king on his knees to the queen; and to prevent the stupid monarch being convinced by this scene that there was truth in the tattle at court that Count Charny was Marie Antoinette's paramour, she had explained that he merely was suing for the hand of her friend Andrea. The king's consent given, this marriage took place, but for six years the couple dwelt apart; not that mutual love did not prevail between them, but neither was aware of the affection each had inspired in the other at first sight.
The new countess thought that Charny's affection for the queen was a guilty and durable one; while he, believing his wife, by compulsion, a saint on earth, dared not presume on the position which fate and devotion to their sovereign had imposed on them both.
This devotion was confirmed on the count's part, cemented by blood; for his two brothers, Valence and Isidore, had lost their lives in defending the king and queen from the revolutionists.
Andrea had a brother, Philip, who also loved the queen, but he had been offended by her amour with Charny; and, being touched by an American republican fever while fighting with Lafayette for the liberation of the thirteen colonies, he had quitted the court of France.
On his way he had wounded Gilbert, whom he learned to be his sister's wronger, as well as having stolen away her infant son; but although the wound would have been mortal under other treatment, it had been healed by the wondrous medicaments of Joseph Balsamo, alias Count Cagliostro, the celebrated head of the Invisibles, a branch of the Orient Freemasons, dedicated to overthrow the monarchy and set up a republic, after the United States model, in France, if not in Europe.
Gilbert and Cagliostro were therefore fast friends, to say nothing of the latter's regret that he should have set temptation in the young man's way; it was he who had plunged Andrea into the magnetic slumber from which she had awakened a maid no longer.
But some recompense had come to the proud lady, after the six years' wedded life to the very man she adored, though fate and misunderstanding had estranged them. On learning what a martyr she had been through the unconscious motherhood, Count George had more than forgiven her—he worshiped her; and in their country seat at Boursonnes, eighteen miles from Paris, he was forgetting, in her lovely arms the demands of his queen, his king, and his caste, to use his influence in the political arena.
This silence on his part led to the candidature of Farmer Billet being unimpeded.
Besides, Charny would hardly have moved in opposition to the latter, as one cause of the enmity of the peasant was his daughter's ruin by Viscount Isidore Charny. The death of the latter, not being by Billet's hand, had not appeased the grudge. He was a stern, unrelenting man; and just as he would not forgive his daughter Catherine for her dishonor, or even look upon her son, he stood out uncompromisingly against the nobles and the priests.
Charny had stolen his daughter; the clergy, in the person of his parish priest, Father Fortier, had refused burial to his wife.
On her grave he had vowed eternal hostility to the nobles and the clericals.
The farmers had great power at election time, as they employed ten, twenty, or thirty hands; and though the suffrage was divided into two classes at the period, the result depended on the rural vote.
As each man quitted Billet at the grave, he shook him by the hand, saying:
"It is a sure thing, brother."
Billet had gone home to his lonely farm, easy on this score; for the first time he saw a plain way of returning the noble class and royalty all the harm they had done him. He felt, but did not reason, and his thirst for vengeance was as blind as the blows he had received.
His daughter had come home to nurse her mother, and receive at the last gasp her blessing and for her son, born in shame; but Billet had said never a word to her; none could tell if he were aware of her flitting through the farm. Since a year he had not uttered her name, and it was the same as if she had never existed.
Her only friend was Ange Pitou, a poor peasant lad whom Billet had harbored when he was driven from home by his Aunt Angelique.
As Catherine was really the ruler of the roast on the farm, it was but natural that Pitou should offer her some part of the gratitude Billet had earned. This excellent feeling expanded into love; but there was little chance for the peasant when the girl had been captivated by the elegant young lord, although the elevation common during revolution had exalted Ange into a captaincy of the National Guards.
But Pitou had never swerved in his love for the deluded girl. He had a heart of gold; he was deeply sorry that Catherine had not loved him, but on comparing himself with young Charny, he acknowledged that she must prefer him. He envied Isidore, but he bore Catherine no ill-will; quite otherwise, he still loved her with profound and entire devotion.
To say this dedication was completely exempt from anguish, is going too far; but the pangs which made Pitou's heart ache at each new token of Catherine's love for her dead lover, showed his ineffable goodness.
All his feeling for Catherine when Isidore was slain at Varennes, where Billet arrested the king in his flight, was of utter pity. Quite contrary to Billet, he did justice to the young noble in the way of grace, generosity, and kindness, though he was his rival without knowing it. Like Catherine, he knew that the barriers of caste were insurmountable, and that the viscount could not have made his sweetheart his wife.
The consequence was that Pitou perhaps more loved the widow in her sorrow than when she was the coquettish girl, but it came to pass that he almost loved the little orphan boy like his own.
Let none be astonished, therefore, that after taking leave of Billet like the others, Ange went toward Haramont instead of Billet's farm, which might also be his home.
But he had lodgings at Haramont village, where he was born, and he was chief of the National Guards there.
They were so accustomed to his sudden departures and unexpected returns, that nobody was worried at them. When he went away, they said to one another: "He has gone to town to confer with General Lafayette," for the French lieutenant of General Washington was the friend, here as there, of Dr. Gilbert, who was their fellow-peasants' patron, and had furnished the funds to equip the Haramont company of volunteers.
On their commander's return they asked news of the capital; and as he could give the freshest and truest, thanks to Dr. Gilbert, who was an honorary physician to the king as well as friend of Cagliostro—in other words, the communicator between the two Leyden jars of the revolution—Pitou's predictions were sure to be realized in a few days, so that all continued to show him blind trust, as well as military captain as political prophet.
On his part, Gilbert knew all that was good and self-sacrificing in the peasant; he felt that he was a man to whom he might at the scratch intrust his life or Sebastian's—a treasure or a commission, anything confided to strength and loyalty. Every time Pitou came to Paris, the doctor would ask him if he stood in need of anything, without the young man coloring up; and while he would always say, "Nothing, thank you, Doctor Gilbert," this did not prevent the physician giving him some money, which Pitou ingulfed in his pocket.
A few gold pieces, with what he picked up in the game shot or trapped in the Duke of Orleans' woods, were a fortune; so, rarely did he find himself at the end of his resources when he met the doctor and had his supply renewed.
Knowing, then, how friendly Pitou was with Catherine and her baby, it will be understood that he hastily separated from Billet, to know how his cast-off daughter was getting on.
His road to Haramont took him past a hut in the woods where lived a veteran of the wars, who, on a pension and the privilege of killing a hare or a rabbit each day, lived a happy hermit's life, remote from man. Father Clovis, as this old soldier was called, was a great friend of Pitou. He had taught the boy to go gunning, and also the military drill by which he had trained the Haramont Guards to be the envy of the county. When Catherine was banished from her father's, after Billet had tried to shoot Isidore, his hut sheltered her till after the birth of her son. On her applying once more for the like hospitality, he had not hesitated; and when Pitou came along, she was sitting on the bed, with tears on her cheek at the revival of sad memories, and her boy in her arms.
On seeing the new-comer, Catherine set down the child and offered her forehead for Pitou's kiss; he gladly took her two hands, kissed her, and the child was sheltered by the arch formed with his stooping figure. Dropping on his knees to her and kissing the baby's little hands, he exclaimed:
"Never mind, I am rich; Master Isidore shall never come to want."
Pitou had twenty-five gold louis, which he reckoned to make him rich. Keen of wit and kind of heart, Catherine appreciated all that is good.
"Thank you, Captain Pitou," she said; "I believe you, and I am happy in so believing, for you are my only friend, and if you were to cast me off, we should stand alone in the world; but you never will, will you?"
"Oh, don't talk like that," cried Pitou, sobbing; "you will make me pour out all the tears in my body."
"I was wrong; excuse me," she said.
"No, no, you are right; I am a fool to blubber."
"Captain Pitou," said Catherine, "I should like an airing. Give me your arm for a stroll under the trees. I fancy it will do me good."
"I feel as if I were smothering myself," added Pitou.
The child had no need of air, nothing but sleep; so he was laid abed, and Catherine walked out with Pitou.
Five minutes after they were in the natural temple, under the huge trees.
Without being a philosopher on a level with Voltaire or Rousseau, Pitou understood that he and Catherine were atoms carried on by the whirlwind. But these atoms had their joy and grief just like the other atoms called king, queen, nobles; the mill of God, held by fatality, ground crowns and thrones to dust at the same time, and crushed Catherine's happiness no less harshly than if she wore a diadem.
Two years and a half before, Pitou was a poor peasant lad, hunted from home by his Aunt Angelique, received by Billet, feasted by Catherine, and "cut out" by Isidore.
At present, Ange Pitou was a power; he wore a sword by his side and epaulets on his shoulders; he was called a captain, and he was protecting the widow and son of the slain Viscount Isidore.
Relatively to Pitou the expression was exact of Danton, who, when asked why he was making the revolution, replied: "To put on high what was undermost, and send the highest below all."
But though these ideas danced in his head, he was not the one to profit by them, and the good and modest fellow went on his knees to beg Catherine to let him shield her and the boy.
Like all suffering hearts, Catherine had a finer appreciation in grief than in joy. Pitou, who was in her happy days a lad of no consequence, became the holy creature he really was; in other words, a man of goodness, candor, and devotion. The result was that, unfortunate and in want of a friend, she understood that Pitou was just the friend she wished; and so, always received by Catherine with one hand held out to him, and a witching smile, Pitou began to lead a life of bliss of which he never had had the idea even in dreams of paradise.
During this time, Billet, still mute as regarded his daughter, pursued his idea of being nominated for the House while getting in his harvest. Only one man could have beaten him, if he had the same ambition; but, entirely absorbed in his love and happiness, the Count of Charny, the world forgetting, believed himself forgotten by the world. He did not think of the matter, enjoying his unexpected felicity.
Hence, nothing opposed Billet's election in Villers Cotterets district, and he was elected by an immense majority.
As soon as chosen, he began to turn everything into money; it had been a good year. He set aside his landlord's share, reserved his own, put aside the grain for sowing, and the fodder for his live stock, and the cash to keep the work-folks going, and one morning sent for Pitou.
Now and then Pitou paid him a visit. Billet always welcomed him with open hand, made him take meals, if anything was on the board, or wine or cider, if it was the right time for drinks. But never had Billet sent for Pitou. Hence, it was not without disquiet that the young man proceeded to the farm.
Billet was always grave; nobody could say that he had seen a smile pass over his lips since his daughter had left the farm. This time he was graver than usual.
Still he held out his hand in the old manner to Pitou, shook his with more vigor than usual, and kept it in his, while the other looked at him with wonder.
"Pitou, you are an honest fellow," said the farmer.
"Faith, I believe I am," replied Pitou.
"I am sure of it."
"You are very good, Master Billet."
"It follows that, as I am going away, I shall leave you at the head of my farm."
"Impossible! There are a lot of petty matters for which a woman's eye is indispensable."
"I know it," replied Billet; "you can select the woman to share the superintendence with you. I shall not ask her name; I don't want to know it; and when I come down to the farm, I shall notify you a week ahead, so she will have time to get out of the way if she ought not to see me or I see her."
"Very well, Master Billet," said the new steward.
"Now, in the granary is the grain for sowing; also the hay and other fodder for the cattle, and in this drawer you see the cash to pay the hands." He opened a drawer full of hard money.
"Stop a bit, master. How much is in this drawer?"
"I do not know," rejoined Billet, locking the drawer and giving the key to Pitou, with the words; "When you want more, ask for it."
Pitou felt all the trust in this speech and put out his hand to grasp the other's, but was checked by his humility.
"Nonsense," said Billet; "why should not honest men grasp hands?"
"If you should want me in town?"
"Rest easy; I shall not forget you. It is two o'clock; I shall start for Paris at five. At six, you might be here with the woman you choose to second you."
"Right; but then, there is no time to lose," said Pitou. "I hope we shall soon meet again, dear Master Billet."
Billet watched him hurrying away as long as he could see him, and when he disappeared, he said: "Now, why did not Catherine fall in love with an honest chap like that, rather than one of those noble vermin who leaves her a mother without being a wife, and a widow without her being wed."
It is needless to say that Billet got upon the Villers Cotterets stage to ride to Paris at five, and that at six Catherine and little Isidore re-entered the farm.
Billet found himself among young men in the House, not merely representatives, but fighters; for it was felt that they had to wrestle with the unknown.
They were armed against two enemies, the clergy and the nobility. If these resisted, the orders were for them to be overcome.
The king was pitied, and the members were left free to treat him as occasion dictated. It was hoped that he might escape the threefold power of the queen, the clergy, and the aristocracy; if they upheld him, they would all be broken to pieces with him. They moved that the title of majesty should be suppressed.
"What shall we call the executive power, then?" asked a voice.
"Call him 'the King of the French,'" shouted Billet. "It is a pretty title enough for Capet to be satisfied with."
Moreover, instead of a throne, the King of the French had to content himself with a plain arm-chair, and that was placed on the left of the speaker's, so that the monarch should be subordinated.
In the absence of the king, the Constitution was sworn to by the sad, cold House, all aware that the impotent laws would not endure a year.
As these motions were equivalent to saying, "there is no longer a king." Money, as usual, took fright; down went the stocks dreadfully, and the bankers took alarm.
There was a revulsion in favor of the king, and his speech in the House was so applauded that he went to the theater that evening in high glee. That night he wrote to the powers of Europe that he had subscribed to the Constitution.
So far, the House had been tolerant, mild to the refractory priests, and paying pensions to the princes and nobles who had fled abroad.
We shall see how the nobles recompensed this mildness.
When they were debating on paying the old and infirm priests, though they might be opposed to the Reformation, news came from Avignon of a massacre of revolutionists by the religious fanatics, and a bloody reprisal of the other party.
As for the runaway nobles, still drawing revenue from their country, this is what they were doing.
They reconciled Austria with Prussia, making friends of two enemies. They induced Russia to forbid the French embassador going about the St. Petersburg streets, and sent a minister to the refugees at Coblentz. They made Berne punish a town for singing the "It shall go on." They led the kings to act roughly; Russia and Sweden sent back with unbroken seals Louis XVI.'s dispatches announcing his adhesion to the Constitution.
Spain refused to receive it, and a French revolutionist would have been burned by the Inquisition only for his committing suicide.
Venice threw on St. Mark's Place the corpse of a man strangled in the night by the Council of Ten, with the plain inscription: "This was a Freemason."
The Emperor and the King of Prussia did answer, but it was by a threat: "We trust we shall not have to take precautions against the repetition of events promising such sad auguries."
Hence there was a religious war in La Vendee and in the south, with prospective war abroad.
At present the intention of the crowned heads was to stifle the revolution rather than cut its throat.
The defiance of aristocratic Europe was accepted, and instead of waiting for the attack, the orator of the House cried for France to begin the movement.
The absentee princes were summoned home on penalty of losing all rights to the succession; the nobles' property was seized, unless they took the oath of allegiance to the country. The priests were granted a week to take the oath, or to be imprisoned, and no churches could be used for worship unless by the sworn clergy.
Lafayette's party wished the king to oppose his veto to these acts, but the queen so hated Lafayette that she induced the Court party to support Petion instead of the general for the post of mayor of Paris. Strange blindness, in favor of Petion, her rude jailer, who had brought her back from the flight to Varennes.
On the nineteenth of December the king vetoed the bill against the priests.
That night, at the Jacobin Club, the debate was hot. Virchaux, a Swiss, offered the society a sword for the first general who should vanquish the enemies of freedom. Isnard, the wrath of the House, a southerner, drew the sword, and leaped up into the rostrum, crying:
"Behold the sword of the exterminating angel! It will be victorious! France will give a loud call, and all the people will respond; the earth will then be covered with warriors, and the foes of liberty will be wiped out from the list of men!"
Ezekiel could not have spoken better. This drawn sword was not to be sheathed, for war broke out within and without. The Switzer's sword was first to smite the King of France, the foreign sovereigns afterward.
CHAPTER II.
GILBERT'S CANDIDATE.
DR. GILBERT had not seen the queen for six months, since he had let her know that he was informed by Cagliostro that she was deceiving him.
He was therefore astonished to see the king's valet enter his room one morning. He thought the king was sick and had sent for him, but the messenger reassured him. He was wanted in the palace, whither he hastened to go.
He was profoundly attached to the king; he pitied Marie Antoinette more as a woman than a queen. It was profound pity, for she inspired neither love nor devotion.
The lady waiting to greet Gilbert was the Princess Elizabeth. Neither king nor queen, after his showing them he saw they were playing him false, had dared to send directly to him; they put Lady Elizabeth forward.
Her first words proved to the doctor that he was not mistaken in his surmise.
"Doctor Gilbert," said she, "I do not know whether others have forgotten the tokens of interest you showed my brother on our return from Versailles, and those you showed my sister on our return from Varennes, but I remember."
"Madame," returned Gilbert, bowing, "God, in His wisdom, hath decided that you should have all the merits, memory included—a scarce virtue in our days, and particularly so among royal personages."
"I hope you are not referring to my brother, who often speaks of you, and praises your experience."
"As a medical adviser," remarked Gilbert, smiling.
"Yes; but he thinks you can be a physician to the realm as well as to the ruler."
"Very kind of the king. For which case is he calling me in at present?"
"It is not the king who calls you, sir, but I," responded the lady, blushing; for her chaste heart knew not how to lie.
"You? Your health worries me the least; your pallor arises from fatigue and disquiet, not from bad health."
"You are right; I am not trembling for myself, but my brother, who makes me fret."
"So he does me, madame."
"Oh, our uneasiness does not probably spring from the same cause, as I am concerned about his health. I do not mean that he is unwell, but he is downcast and disheartened. Some ten days ago—I am counting the days now—he ceased speaking, except to me, and in his favorite pastime of backgammon he only utters the necessary terms of the game."
"It is eleven days since he went to the House to present his veto. Why was he not mute that day instead of the next?"
"Is it your opinion that he should have sanctioned that impious decree?" demanded the princess, quickly.
"My opinion is, that to put the king in front of the priests in the coming tide, the rising storm, is to have priests and king broken by the same wave."
"What would you do in my poor brother's place, doctor?"
"A party is growing, like those genii of the Arabian Nights, which becomes a hundred cubits high an hour after release from the imprisoning bottle."
"You allude to the Jacobins?"
Gilbert shook his head.
"No; I mean the Girondists, who wish for war, a national desire."
"But war with whom? With the emperor, our brother? The King of Spain, our nephew? Our enemies, Doctor Gilbert, are at home, and not outside of France, in proof of which—" She hesitated, but he besought her to speak.
"I really do not know that I can tell you, though it is the reason of my asking you here."
"You may speak freely to one who is devoted and ready to give his life to the king."
"Do you believe there is any counterbane?" she inquired.
"Universal?" queried Gilbert, smiling. "No, madame; each venomous substance has its antidote, though they are of little avail generally."
"What a pity!"
"There are two kinds of poisons, mineral and vegetable—of what sort would you speak?"
"Doctor, I am going to tell you a great secret. One of our cooks, who left the royal kitchen to set up a bakery of his own, has returned to our service, with the intention of murdering the king. This red-hot Jacobin has been heard crying that France would be relieved if the king were put out of the way."
"In general, men fit for such a crime do not go about bragging beforehand. But I suppose you take precautions?"
"Yes; it is settled that the king shall live on roast meat, with a trusty hand to supply the bread and wine. As the king is fond of pastry, Madame Campan orders what he likes, as though for herself. We are warned especially against powdered sugar."
"In which arsenic might be mixed unnoticed?"
"Exactly. It was the queen's habit to use it for her lemonade, but we have entirely given up the use of it. The king, the queen, and I take meals together, ringing for what we want. Madame Campan brings us what we like, secretly, and hides it under the table; we pretend to eat the usual things while the servants are in the room. This is how we live, sir; and yet the queen and I tremble every instant lest the king should turn pale and cry out he was in pain."
"Let me say at once, madame," returned the doctor, "that I do not believe in these threats of poisoning; but in any event, I am under his majesty's orders. What does the king desire? That I should have lodgings in the palace? I will stay here in such a way as to be at hand until the fears are over."
"Oh, my brother is not afraid!" the princess hastened to say.
"I did not mean that. Until your fears are over. I have some practice in poisonings and their remedies. I am ready to baffle them in whatever shape they are presented; but allow me to say, madame, that all fears for the king might be removed if he were willing."
"Oh, what must be done for that?" intervened a voice, not the Lady Elizabeth's, and which, by its emphatic and ringing tone, made Gilbert turn.
It was the queen, and he bowed.
"Has the queen doubted the sincerity of my offers?"
"Oh, sir, so many heads and hearts have turned in this tempestuous wind, that one knows not whom to trust."
"Which is why your majesty receives from the Feuillants Club a Premier shaped by the Baroness de Stael?"
"You know that?" cried the royal lady, starting.
"I know your majesty is pledged to take Count Louis de Narbonne."
"And, of course, you blame me?"
"No; it is a trial like others. When the king shall have tried all, he may finish by the one with whom he should have commenced."
"You know Madame de Stael? What do you think of her?"
"Physically, she is not altogether attractive."
The queen smiled; as a woman, she was not sorry to hear another woman decried who just then was widely talked about.
"But her talent, her parts, her merits?"
"She is good and generous, madame; none of her enemies would remain so after a quarter of an hour's conversation."
"I speak of her genius, sir; politics are not managed by the heart."
"Madame, the heart spoils nothing, not even in politics; but let us not use the word genius rashly. Madame de Stael has great and immense talent, but it does not rise to genius; she is as iron to the steel of her master, Rousseau. As a politician, she is given more heed than she deserves. Her drawing-room is the meeting-place of the English party. Coming of the middle class as she does, and that the money-worshiping middle class, she has the weakness of loving a lord; she admires the English from thinking that they are an aristocratic people. Being ignorant of the history of England, and the mechanism of its government, she takes for the descendants of the Norman Conquerors the baronets created yesterday. With old material, other people make a new stock; with the new, England often makes the old."
"Do you see in this why Baroness de Stael proposes De Narbonne to us?"
"Hem! This time, madame, two likings are combined: that for the aristocracy and the aristocrat."
"Do you imagine that she loves Louis de Narbonne on account of his descent?"
(Louis de Narbonne was supposed to be an incestuous son of King Louis XV.)
"It is not on account of any ability, I reckon?"
"But nobody is less well-born than Louis de Narbonne; his father is not even known."
"Only because one dares not look at the sun."
"So you do not believe that De Narbonne is the outcome of the Swedish Embassy, as the Jacobins assert, with Robespierre at the head?"
"Yes; only he comes from the wife's boudoir, not the lord's study. To suppose Lord de Stael has a hand in it, is to suppose he is master in his own house. Goodness, no; this is not an embassador's treachery, but a loving woman's weakness. Nothing but Love, the great, eternal magician, could impel a woman to put the gigantic sword of the revolution in that frivolous rake's hands."
"Do you allude to the demagogue Isnard kissed at the Jacobin Club?"
"Alas, madame, I speak of the one suspended over your head."
"Therefore, it is your opinion that we are wrong to accept De Narbonne as Minister of War?"
"You would do better to take at once his successor, Dumouriez."
"A soldier of fortune?"
"Ha! the worst word is spoken; and it is unfair any way."
"Was not Dumouriez a private soldier?"
"I am well aware that Dumouriez is not of that court nobility to which everything is sacrificed. Of the rustic nobility, unable to obtain a rank, he enlisted as a common soldier. At twenty years he fought five or six troopers, though hacked badly, and despite this proof of courage, he languished in the ranks."
"He sharpened his wits by serving Louis XV. as spy."
"Why do you call that spying in him which you rate diplomacy in others? I know that he carried on correspondence with the king without the knowledge of the ministers; but what noble of the court does not do the same?"
"But, doctor, this man whom you recommend is essentially a most immoral one," exclaimed the queen, betraying her deep knowledge of politics by the details into which she went. "He has no principles—no idea of honor. The Duke of Choiseul told me that he laid before him two plans about Corsica—one to set her free, the other to subdue her."
"Quite true; but Choiseul failed to say that the former was preferred, and that Dumouriez fought bravely for its success."
"The day when we accept him for minister it will be equivalent to a declaration of war to all Europe."
"Why, madame, this declaration is already made in all hearts," retorted Gilbert. "Do you know how many names are down in this district as volunteers to start for the campaign? Six hundred thousand. In the Jura, the women have proposed all the men shall march, as they, with pikes, will guard their homes."
"You have spoken a word which makes me shudder—pikes! Oh, the pikes of '89! I can ever see the heads of my Life Guardsmen carried on the pikes' point."
"Nevertheless, it was a woman, a mother, who suggested a national subscription to manufacture pikes."
"Was it also a woman who suggested your Jacobins adopting the red cap of liberty, the color of blood?"
"Your majesty is in error on that point," said Gilbert, although he did not care to enlighten the queen wholly on the ancient head-gear. "A symbol was wanted of equality, and as all Frenchmen could not well dress alike, a part of a dress was alone adopted: the cap such as the poor peasant wears. The red color was preferred, not as it happens to be that of blood, but because gay, bright, and a favorite with the masses."
"All very fine, doctor," sneered the queen. "I do not despair of seeing such a partisan of novelties coming some day to feel the king's pulse, with the red cap on your head and a pike in your hand."
Seeing that she could not win with such a man, the queen retired, half jesting, half bitter.
Princess Elizabeth was about to do the same, when Gilbert appealed to her:
"You love your brother, do you not?"
"Love? The feeling is of adoration."
"Then you are ready to transmit good advice to him, coming from a friend?"
"Then, speak, speak!"
"When his Feuillant Ministry falls, which will not take long, let him take a ministry with all the members wearing this red cap, though it so alarms the queen." And profoundly bowing, he went out.
CHAPTER III.
POWERFUL, PERHAPS; HAPPY, NEVER.
THE Narbonne Ministry lasted three months. A speech of Vergniaud blasted it. On the news that the Empress of Russia had made a treaty with Turkey, and Austria and Prussia had signed an alliance, offensive and defensive, he sprung into the rostrum and cried:
"I see the palace from here where this counter-revolution is scheming those plots which aim to deliver us to Austria. The day has come when you must put an end to so much audacity, and confound the plotters. Out of that palace have issued panic and terror in olden times, in the name of despotism—let them now rush into it in the name of the law!"
Dread and terror did indeed enter the Tuileries, whence De Narbonne, wafted thither by a breath of love, was expelled by a gust of storm. This downfall occurred at the beginning of March, 1792.
Scarce three months after the interview of Gilbert and the queen, a small, active, nervy little man, with flaming eyes blazing in a bright face, was ushered into King Louis' presence. He was aged fifty-six, but appeared ten years younger, though his cheek was brown with camp-fire smoke; he wore the uniform of a camp-marshal.
The king cast a dull and heavy glance on the little man, whom he had never met; but it was not without observation. The other fixed on him a scrutinizing eye full of fire and distrust.
"You are General Dumouriez? Count de Narbonne, I believe, called you to Paris?"
"To announce that he gave me a division in the army in Alsace."
"But you did not join, it appears?"
"Sire, I accepted; but I felt that I ought to point out that as war impended"—Louis started visibly—"and threatened to become general," went on the soldier, without appearing to remark the emotion, "I deemed it good to occupy the south, where an attack might come unawares; consequently, it seemed urgent to me that a plan for movements there should be drawn up, and a general and army sent thither."
"Yes; and you gave this plan to Count de Narbonne, after showing it to members of the Gironde?"
"They are friends of mine, as I believe they are of your majesty."
"Then I am dealing with a Girondist?" queried the monarch, smiling.
"With a patriot, and faithful subject of his king."
Louis bit his thick lips.
"Was it to serve the king and the country the more efficaciously that you refused to be foreign minister for a time?"
"Sire, I replied that I preferred, to being any kind of minister, the command promised me. I am a soldier, not a statesman."
"I have been assured, on the contrary, that you are both," observed the sovereign.
"I am praised too highly, sire."
"It was on that assurance that I insisted."
"Yes, sire; but in spite of my great regret, I was obliged to persist in refusing."
"Why refuse?"
"Because it is a crisis. It has upset De Narbonne and compromises Lessart. Any man has the right to keep out of employment or be employed, according to what he thinks he is fitted for. Now, my liege, I am good for something or for nothing. If the latter, leave me in my obscurity. Who knows for what fate you draw me forth? If I am good for something, do not give me power for an instant, the premier of a day, but place some solid footing under me that I may be your support at another day. Our affairs—your majesty will pardon me already regarding his business as mine—our affairs are in too great disfavor abroad for courts to deal with an ad interim ministry; this interregnum—you will excuse the frankness of an old soldier"—no one was less frank than Dumouriez, but he wanted to appear so at times—"this interval will be a blunder against which the House will revolt, and it will make me disliked there; more, I must say that it will injure the king, who will seem still to cling to his former Cabinet, and only be waiting for a chance to bring it back."
"Were that my intention, do you not believe it possible, sir?"
"I believe, sire, that it is full time to drop the past."
"And make myself a Jacobin, as you have said to my valet, Laporte?"
"Forsooth, did your majesty this, it would perplex all the parties, and the Jacobins most of all."
"Why not straightway advise me to don the red cap?"
"I wish I saw you in it," said Dumouriez.
For an instant the king eyed with distrust the man who had thus replied to him; and then he resumed:
"So you want a permanent office?"
"I am wishing nothing at all, only ready to receive the king's orders; still, I should prefer them to send me to the frontier to retaining me in town."
"But if I give you the order to stay, and the foreign office portfolio in permanency, what will you say?"
"That your majesty has dispelled your prejudices against me," returned the general, with a smile.
"Well, yes, entirely, general; you are my premier."
"Sire, I am devoted to your service; but—"
"Restrictions?"
"Explanations, sire. The first minister's place is not what it was. Without ceasing to be your majesty's faithful servant on entering the post, I become the man of the nation. From this day, do not expect the language my predecessors used; I must speak according to the Constitution and liberty. Confined to my duties, I shall not play the courtier; I shall not have the time, and I drop all etiquette so as to better serve the king. I shall only work with you in private or at the council—and I warn you that it will be hard work."
"Hard work—why?"
"Why, it is plain; almost all your diplomatic corps are anti-revolutionists. I must urge you to change them, cross your tastes on the new choice, propose officials of whom your majesty never so much as heard the names, and others who will displease."
"In which case?" quickly interrupted Louis.
"Then I shall obey when your majesty's repugnance is too strong and well-founded, as you are the master; but if your choice is suggested by your surroundings, and is clearly made to get me into trouble, I shall entreat your majesty to find a successor for me. Sire, think of the dreadful dangers besieging your throne, and that one must have the public confidence in support; sire, this depends on you."
"Let me stay you a moment; I have long pondered over these dangers." He stretched out his hand to the portrait of Charles I. of England, by Vandyke, and continued, while wiping his forehead with his handkerchief: "This would remind me, if I were to forget them. It is the same situation, with similar dangers; perhaps the scaffold of Whitehall is erecting on City Hall Place."
"You are looking too far ahead, my lord."
"Only to the horizon. In this event, I shall march to the scaffold as Charles I. did, not perhaps as knightly, but at least as like a Christian. Proceed, general."
Dumouriez was checked by this firmness, which he had not expected.
"Sire, allow me to change the subject."
"As you like; I only wish to show that I am not daunted by the prospect they try to frighten me with, but that I am prepared for even this emergency."
"If I am still regarded as your Minister of Foreign Affairs, I will bring four dispatches to the first consul. I notify your majesty that they will not resemble those of previous issue in style or principles; they will suit the circumstances. If this first piece of work suits your majesty, I will continue; if not, my carriage will be waiting to carry me to serve king and country on the border; and, whatever may be said about my diplomatic ability," added Dumouriez, "war is my true element, and the object of my labors these thirty-six years."
"Wait," said the other, as he bowed before going out; "we agree on one point, but there are six more to settle."
"My colleagues?"
"Yes; I do not want you to say that you are hampered by such a one. Choose your Cabinet, sir."
"Sire, you are fixing grave responsibility on me."
"I believe I am meeting your wishes by putting it on you."
"Sire, I know nobody at Paris save one, Lacoste, whom I propose for the navy office."
"Lacoste? A clerk in the naval stores, I believe?" questioned the king.
"Who resigned rather than connive at some foul play."
"That's a good recommendation. What about the others?'"
"I must consult Petion, Brissot, Condorcet—"
"The Girondists, in short?"
"Yes, sire."
"Let the Gironde pass; we shall see if they will get us out of the ditch better than the other parties."
"We have still to learn if the four dispatches will suit."
"We might learn that this evening; we can hold an extraordinary council, composed of yourself, Grave, and Gerville—Duport has resigned. But do not go yet; I want to commit you."
He had hardly spoken before the queen and Princess Elizabeth stood in the room, holding prayer-books.
"Ladies," said the king, "this is General Dumouriez, who promises to serve us well, and will arrange a new Cabinet with us this evening."
Dumouriez bowed, while the queen looked hard at the little man who was to exercise so much influence over the affairs of France.
"Do you know Doctor Gilbert?" she asked. "If not, make his acquaintance as an excellent prophet. Three months ago he foretold that you would be Count de Narbonne's successor."
The main doors opened, for the king was going to mass. Behind him Dumouriez went out; but the courtiers shunned him as though he had the leprosy.
"I told you I should get you committed," whispered the monarch.
"Committed to you, but not to the aristocracy," returned the warrior; "it is a fresh favor the king grants me." Whereupon he retired.
At the appointed hour he returned with the four dispatches promised—for Spain, Prussia, England, and Austria. He read them to the king and Messieurs Grave and Gerville, but he guessed that he had another auditor behind the tapestry by its shaking.
The new ruler spoke in the king's name, but in the sense of the Constitution, without threats, but also without weakness. He discussed the true interests of each power relatively to the French Revolution. As each had complained of the Jacobin pamphlets, he ascribed the despicable insults to the freedom of the press, a sun which made weeds to grow as well as good grain to flourish. Lastly, he demanded peace in the name of a free nation, of which the king was the hereditary representative.
The listening king lent fresh interest to each paper.
"I never heard the like, general," he said, when the reading was over.
"That is how ministers should speak and write in the name of rulers," observed Gerville.
"Well, give me the papers; they shall go off to-morrow," the king said.
"Sire, the messengers are waiting in the palace yard," said Dumouriez.
"I wanted to have a duplicate made to show the queen," objected the king, with marked hesitation.
"I foresaw the wish, and have copies here," replied Dumouriez.
"Send off the dispatches," rejoined the king.
The general took them to the door, behind which an aid was waiting. Immediately the gallop of several horses was heard leaving the Tuileries together.
"Be it so," said the king, replying to his mind, as the meaning sounds died away. "Now, about your Cabinet?"
"Monsieur Gerville pleads that his health will not allow him to remain, and Monsieur Grave, stung by a criticism of Madame Roland, wishes to hold office until his successor is found. I therefore pray your majesty to receive Colonel Servan, an honest man in the full acceptation of the words, of a solid material, pure manners, philosophical austerity, and a heart like a woman's, withal an enlightened patriot, a courageous soldier, and a vigilant statesman."
"Colonel Servan is taken. So we have three ministers: Dumouriez for the Foreign Office, Servan for War, and Lacoste for the Navy. Who shall be in the Treasury?"
"Clavieres, if you will. He is a man with great financial friends and supreme skill in handling money."
"Be it so. As for the Law lord?"
"A lawyer of Bordeaux has been recommended to me—Duranthon."
"Belonging to the Gironde party, of course?"
"Yes, sire, but enlightened, upright, a very good citizen, though slow and feeble; we will infuse fire into him and be strong enough for all of us."
"The Home Department remains."
"The general opinion is that this will be fitted to Roland."
"You mean Madame Roland?"
"To the Roland couple. I do not know them, but I am assured that the one resembles a character of Plutarch and the other a woman from Livy."
"Do you know that your Cabinet is already called the Breechless Ministry?"
"I accept the nickname, with the hope that it will be found without breaches."
"We will hold the council with them the day after to-morrow."
General Dumouriez was going away with his colleagues, when a valet called him aside and said that the king had something more to say to him.
"The king or the queen?" he questioned.
"It is the queen, sir; but she thought there was no need for those gentlemen to know that."
And Weber—for this was the Austrian foster-brother of Marie Antoinette—conducted the general to the queen's apartments, where he introduced him as the person sent for.
Dumouriez entered, with his heart beating more violently than when he led a charge or mounted the deadly breach. He fully understood that he had never stood in worse danger. The road he traveled was strewn with corpses, and he might stumble over the dead reputations of premiers, from Calonne to Lafayette.
The queen was walking up and down, with a very red face. She advanced with a majestic and irritated air as he stopped on the sill where the door had been closed behind him.
"Sir, you are all-powerful at this juncture," she said, breaking the ice with her customary vivacity. "But it is by favor of the populace, who soon shatter their idols. You are said to have much talent. Have the wit, to begin with, to understand that the king and I will not suffer novelties. Your constitution is a pneumatic machine; royalty stifles in it for want of air. So I have sent for you to learn, before you go further, whether you side with us or with the Jacobins."
"Madame," responded Dumouriez, "I am pained by this confidence, although I expected it, from the impression that your majesty was behind the tapestry."
"Which means that you have your reply ready?"
"It is that I stand between king and country, but before all I belong to the country."
"The country?" sneered the queen. "Is the king no longer anything, that everybody belongs to the country and none to him?"
"Excuse me, lady; the king is always the king, but he has taken oath to the Constitution, and from that day he should be one of the first slaves of the Constitution."
"A compulsory oath, and in no way binding, sir!"
Dumouriez held his tongue for a space, and, being a consummate actor, he regarded the speaker with deep pity.
"Madame," he said, at length, "allow me to say that your safety, the king's, your children's, all, are attached to this Constitution which you deride, and which will save you, if you consent to be saved by it. I should serve you badly, as well as the king, if I spoke otherwise to you."
The queen interrupted him with an imperious gesture.
"Oh, sir, sir, I assure you that you are on the wrong path!" she said; adding, with an indescribable accent of threat: "Take heed for yourself!"
"Madame," replied Dumouriez, in a perfectly calm tone, "I am over fifty years of age; my life has been traversed with perils, and on taking the ministry I said to myself that ministerial responsibility was not the slightest danger I ever ran."
"Fy, sir!" returned the queen, slapping her hands together; "you have nothing more to do than to slander me?"
"Slander you, madame?"
"Yes; do you want me to explain the meaning of the words I used? It is that I am capable of having you assassinated. For shame, sir!"
Tears escaped from her eyes. Dumouriez had gone as far as she wanted; he knew that some sensitive fiber remained in that indurated heart.
"Lord forbid I should so insult my queen!" he cried. "The nature of your majesty is too grand and noble for the worst of her enemies to be inspired with such an idea, she has given heroic proofs which I have admired, and which attached me to her."
"Then excuse me, and lend me your arm. I am so weak that I often fear I shall fall in a swoon."
Turning pale, she indeed drooped her head backward. Was it reality, or only one of the wiles in which this fearful Medea was so skilled? Keen though the general was, he was deceived; or else, more cunning than the enchantress, he feigned to be caught.
"Believe me, madame," he said, "that I have no interest in cheating you. I abhor anarchy and crime as much as yourself. Believe, too, that I have experience, and am better placed than your majesty to see events. What is transpiring is not an intrigue of the Duke of Orleans, as you are led to think; not the effect of Pitt's hatred, as you have supposed; not even the outcome of popular impulse, but the almost unanimous insurrection of a great nation against inveterate abuses. I grant that there is in all this great hates which fan the flames. Leave the lunatics and the villains on one side; let us see nothing in this revolution in progress but the king and the nation, all tending to separate them brings about their mutual ruin. I come, my lady, to work my utmost to reunite them; aid me, instead of thwarting me. You mistrust me? Am I an obstacle to your anti-revolutionary projects? Tell me so, madame, I will forthwith hand my resignation to the king, and go and wail the fate of my country and its ruler in some nook."
"No, no," said the queen; "remain, and excuse me."
"Do you ask me to excuse you? Oh, madame, I entreat you not to humble yourself thus."
"Why should I not be humble? Am I still a queen? am I yet treated like a woman?"
Going to the window, she opened it in spite of the evening coolness; the moon silvered the leafless trees of the palace gardens.
"Are not the air and the sunshine free to all? Well, these are refused to me; I dare not put my head out of window, either on the street or the gardens. Yesterday I did look out on the yard, when a Guards gunner hailed me with an insulting nickname, and said: 'How I should like to carry your head on a bayonet-point.' This morning, I opened the garden window. A man standing on a chair was reading infamous stuff against me; a priest was dragged to a fountain to be ducked; and meanwhile, as though such scenes were matters of course, children were sailing their balloons and couples were strolling tranquilly. What times we are living in—what a place to live in—what a people! And would you have me still believe myself a queen, and even feel like a woman?"
She threw herself on a sofa, and hid her face in her hands.
Dumouriez dropped on one knee, and taking up the hem of her dress respectfully, he kissed it.
"Lady," he said, "from the time when I undertake this struggle, you will become the mighty queen and the happy woman once more, or I shall leave my life on the battle-field."
Rising, he saluted the lady and hurried out. She watched him go with a hopeless look, repeating:
"The mighty queen? Perhaps, thanks to your sword—for it is possible; but the happy woman—never, never, never!"
She let her head fall between the sofa cushions, muttering the name dearer every day and more painful:
"Charny!"
The Dumouriez Cabinet might be called one of war.
On the first of March, the Emperor Leopold died in the midst of his Italian harem, slain by self-compounded aphrodisiacs. The queen, who had read in some lampoon that a penny pie would settle the monarchy, and who had called Dr. Gilbert in to get an antidote, cried aloud that her brother was poisoned. With him passed all the halting policy of Austria.
Francis II., who mounted the throne, was of mixed Italian and German blood. An Austrian born at Florence, he was weak, violent, and tricky. The priests reckoned him an honest man; his hard and bigoted soul hid its duplicity under a rosy face of dreadful sameness. He walked like a stage ghost; he gave his daughter to a conqueror rather than part with his estate, and then stabbed him in the back at his first retreating step in the snows. Francis II. remains in history the tyrant of the Leads of Venice and the Spitzberg dungeons, and the torturer of Andryane and Silvio Pellico.
This was the protector of the French fugitives, the ally of Prussia and the enemy of France. He held Embassador Noailles as a prisoner at Vienna.
The French embassador to Berlin, Segur, was preceded by a rumor that he expected to gain the secrets of the King of Prussia by making love to his mistresses—this King of Prussia was a lady-killer! Segur presented himself at the same time as the envoy from the self-exiled princes at Coblentz.
The king turned his back on the French representative, and asked pointedly after the health of the Prince of Artois.
These were the two ostensible foes; the hidden ones were Spain, Russia, and England. The chief of the coalition was to be the King of Sweden, that dwarf in giant's armor whom Catherine II. held up in her hand.
With the ascension of Francis, the diplomatic note came: Austria was to rule in France, Avignon was to be restored to the pope, and things in France were to go back to where they stood in June, 1789.
This note evidently agreed with the secret wishes of the king and the queen. Dumouriez laughed at it. But he took it to the king.
As much as Marie Antoinette, the woman for extreme measures, desired a war which she believed one of deliverance for her, the king feared it, as the man for the medium, slowness, wavering, and crooked policy. Indeed, suppose a victory in the war, he would be at the mercy of the victorious general; suppose a defeat, and the people would hold him responsible, cry treason, and rush on the palace!
In short, should the enemy penetrate to Paris, what would it bring? The king's brother, Count Provence, who aimed to be regent of the realm. The result of the return of the runaway princes would be the king deposed, Marie Antoinette pronounced an adulteress, and the royal children proclaimed, perhaps, illegitimate.
The king trusted foreigners, but not the princes of his own blood and kingdom.
On reading the note, he comprehended that the hour to draw the sword for France had come, and that there was no receding.
Who was to bear the flag of the revolution? Lafayette, who had lost his fame by massacring the populace on the Paris parade-ground; Luckner, who was known only by the mischief he wrought in the Seven Years' War, and old Rochambeau, the French naval hero in the American Revolution, who was for defensive war, and was vexed to see Dumouriez promote young blood over his head without benefiting by his experience.
It was expected that Lafayette would be victorious in the north; when he would be commander-in-chief, Dumouriez would be the Minister of War; they would cast down the red cap and crush Jacobins and Girondists with the two hands.
The counter-revolution was ready.
But what were Robespierre and the Invisibles doing—that great secret society which held the agitators in its grasp as Jove holds the writhing thunder-bolts? Robespierre was in the shade, and many asserted that he was bribed by the royal family.
At the outset all went well for the Royalists; Lafayette's lieutenants, two Royalists, Dillon and Biron, headed a rout before Lille; the scouts, dragoons, still the most aristocratic arm of the service, turned tail and started a panic. The runaways accused the captains of treachery, and murdered Dillon and other officers. The Gironde accused the queen and Court party of organizing the flight.
The popular clamor compelled Marie Antoinette to let the Constitutional Guard be abolished—another name for a royal life-guard—and it was superseded by the Paris National Guards.
Oh! Charny, Charny, where were you?—you who, at Varennes, nearly rescued the queen with but three hundred horsemen—what would you not have done at Paris with six thousand desperadoes?
Charny was happy, forgetting everything in the arms of his countess.
CHAPTER IV.
THE FOES FACE TO FACE.
WHILE the queen was looking from the palace to see the Austrians coming, another was watching in her little reception-rooms. One was revolution embodied, the other its opponents intensified; that was Madame Roland, this the queen from Austria.
The real war at this period was between this pair.
A singular thing, both had such influence over their husbands as to lead them to death, although by different roads.
Dumouriez had thrown a sop to the Jacobins without knowing who the Colonel Servan was whom he took for Minister of War. He was a favorite of Madame Roland. Like all the Girondists, of whom she was the light, the fire, the egeria, he was inspired by that valiant spirit.
But he and Roland were neutralized at the council by Dumouriez. They had forced the Royalist Constitutional Guards to disband, but they had merely changed their uniform for that of the Swiss Guards, the sworn defenders of royalty, and swaggered about the streets more insolently than before.
Madame Roland suggested that, on the occasion of the July festivals, a camp of twenty thousand volunteers should be established in Paris. Servan was to present this as a citizen, apart from his being a minister. In the same way, Roland was to punish the rebellious priests who were preaching from the pulpits that taxpayers would be damned, by ordering their exile.
Dumouriez supported the volunteer proposition at the council, in the hope that the new-comers would be Jacobins; that is, the Invisibles, by whom neither the Girondists nor the Feuillants would profit.
"If your majesty vetoes it," he said, firmly, "instead of the twenty thousand authorized, we shall have forty thousand unruly spirits in town, who may with one rush upset Constitution, Assembly, and the throne. Had we been vanquishers—But we must give in—I say accept."
But the queen urged the king to stand firm. As we know, she would rather be lost than be saved by Lafayette.
As for the decree against the priests, it was another matter. The king said that he wavered in temporal questions as he judged them with his mind, which was fallible; but he tried religious matters with his conscience, which was infallible!
But they could not dispense with Dumouriez at this juncture.
"Accept the volunteer act," said the queen, at last; "let the camp be at Soissons, where the general says he will gradually draft them off out of the way; and—well, we will see about the decree aimed at the priests. Dumouriez has your promise, but there must be some way of evading the issue when you are the Jesuits' pupil!"
Roland, Servan, and Clavieres resigned, and the Assembly applauded their act as deserving the thanks of the country.
Hearing of this, and that Dumouriez was badly compromised, the pupil of Vauguyon agreed to the Volunteer Camp Bill, but pleading conscientious scruples, deferred signing the decree banishing the refractory priests. This made the new ministers wince, and Dumouriez went away sore at heart. The king had almost succeeded in baffling him, the fine diplomatist, sharp politician, and the general whose courage was doubled by intrigue!
He found at home the spies' reports that the Invisibles were holding meetings in the working quarters, and openly at Santerre's brewery. He wrote to warn the king, whose answer was:
"Do not believe that I can be bullied; my mind is made up."
Dumouriez replied, asking for an audience, and requested his successor to be sought for. It was clear that the anti-revolutionist party felt strong.
Indeed, they were reckoning on the following forces:
The Constitutional Guards, six thousand strong, disbanded, but ready to fly to arms at the first call; seven or eight thousand Knights of the Order of St. Louis, whose red ribbon was the rallying token; three battalions of Switzers, sixteen hundred men, picked soldiers, unshaken as the old Helvetic rocks.
Better than all, Lafayette had written: "Persist, sire; fortified with the authority the National Assembly has delegated to you, you will find all good citizens on your side!"
The plan was to gather all the forces at a given signal, seize the cannon of each section of Paris, shut up the Jacobin's Club-house and the Assembly, add all the Royalists in the National Guard, say, a contingent of fifteen thousand men, and wait for Lafayette, who might march up in three days.
The misfortune was that the queen would not hear of Lafayette. Lafayette was merely the Revolution moderated, and might prolong it and lead to a republic like that he had brought round in America; while the Jacobins' outrageous rule would sicken the people and could not endure.
Oh, had Charny been at hand! But it was not even known where he was; and were it known, it would be too low an abasement for the woman, if not the queen, to have recourse to him.
The night passed tumultuously at the palace, where they had the means of defense and attack, but not a hand strong enough to grasp and hurl them.
Dumouriez and his colleagues came to resign. They affirmed they were willing to die for the king, but to do this for the clergy would only precipitate the downfall of the monarchy.
"Sire," pleaded Dumouriez, "your conscience is misled; you are beguiled into civil war. Without strength, you must succumb, and history, while sorrowing for you, will blame you for causing the woes of France."
"Heaven be my witness that I wished but her happiness!"
"I do not doubt that; but one must account to the King of kings not only for purity of intentions, but the enlightened use of intentions. You suppose you are saving religion, but you will destroy it; your priests will be massacred; your broken crown will roll in your blood, the queen's, your children's, perhaps—oh, my king, my king!"
Choking, he applied his lips to the royal hand. With perfect serenity, and a majesty of which he might not be believed capable, Louis replied.
"You are right, general. I expect death, and forgive my murderers beforehand. You have well served me; I esteem you, and am affected by your sympathy. Farewell, sir!"
With Dumouriez going, royalty had parted with its last stay. The king threw off the mask, and stood with uncovered face before the people.
Let us see what the people were doing on their side.
CHAPTER V.
THE UNINVITED VISITORS.
ALL day long a man in general's uniform was riding about the St. Antoine suburb, on a large Flanders horse, shaking hands right and left, kissing the girls and treating the men to drink. This was one of Lafayette's half dozen heirs, the small-change of the commander of the National Guard—Battalion Commander Santerre.
Beside him rode, on a fiery charger, like an aid next his general, a stout man who might by his dress be taken to be a well-to-do farmer. A scar tracked his brow, and he had as gloomy an eye and scowling a face as the battalion commander had an open countenance and frank smile.
"Get ready, my good friends; watch over the nation, against which traitors are plotting. But we are on guard," Santerre kept saying.
"What are we to do, friend Santerre?" asked the working-men. "You know that we are all your own. Where are the traitors? Lead us at them!"
"Wait; the proper time has not come."
"When will it strike?"
Santerre did not know a word about it; so he replied at a hazard, "Keep ready; we'll let you know."
But the man who rode by his knee, bending down over the horse's neck, would make signs to some men, and whisper:
"June twenty."
Whereupon these men would call groups of twenty or so around each, and repeat the date to them, so that it would be circulated. Nobody knew what would be done on the twentieth of June, but all felt sure that something would happen on that day.
By whom was this mob moved, stirred, and excited? By a man of powerful build, leonine mane, and roaring voice, whom Santerre was to find waiting in his brewery office—Danton.
None better than this terrible wizard of the Revolution could evoke terror from the slums and hurl it into the old palace of Catherine di Medicis. Danton was the gong of riots; the blow he received he imparted vibratingly to all the multitude around him. Through Hebert he was linked to the populace, as by the Duke of Orleans he was affixed to the throne.
Whence came his power, doomed to be so fatal to royalty? To the queen, the spiteful Austrian who had not liked Lafayette to be mayor of Paris, but preferred Petion, the Republican, who had no sooner brought back the fugitive king to the Tuileries than he set to watch him closely.
Petion had made his two friends, Manuel and Danton, the Public Prosecutor and the Vice, respectively.
On the twentieth of June, under the pretext of presenting a petition to the king and raising a liberty pole, the palace was to be stormed.
The adepts alone knew that France was to be saved from the Lafayettes and the Moderates, and a warning to be given to the incorrigible monarch that there are some political tempests in which a vessel may be swamped with all hands aboard; that is, a king be overwhelmed with throne and family as in the oceanic abysses.
Billet knew more than Santerre when he accompanied him on his tour, after presenting himself as from the committee.
Danton called on the brewer to arrange for the meeting of the popular leaders that night at Charenton for the march on the morrow, presumably to the House, but really to the Tuileries.
The watchword was, "Have done with the palace!" but the way remained vague.
On the evening of the nineteenth, the queen saw a woman clad in scarlet, with a belt full of pistols, gallop, bold and terrible, along the main streets. It was Theroigne Mericourt, the beauty of Liege, who had gone back to her native country to help its rebellion; but the Austrians had caught her and kept her imprisoned for eighteen months.
She returned mysteriously to be at the bloody feast of the coming day. The courtesan of opulence, she was now the beloved of the people; from her noble lovers had come the funds for her costly weapons, which were not all for show. Hence the mob hailed her with cheers.
From the Tuileries garret, where the queen had climbed on hearing the uproar, she saw tables set out in the public squares and wine broached; patriotic songs were sung and at every toast fists were shaken at the palace.
Who were the guests? The Federals of Marseilles, led by Barbaroux, who brought with them the song worth an army—"the Marseillaise Hymn of Liberty."
Day breaks early in June. At five o'clock the battalions were marshaled, for the insurrection was regularized by this time and had a military aspect. The mob had chiefs, submitted to discipline, and fell into assigned places under flags.
Santerre was on horseback, with his staff of men from the working district. Billet did not leave him, for the occult power of the Invisibles charged him to watch over him.
Of the three corps into which the forces were divided, Santerre commanded the first, St. Huruge the second, and Theroigne the last.
About eleven, on an order brought by an unknown man, the immense mass started out. It numbered some twenty thousand when it left the Bastile Square.
It had a wild, odd, and horrible look.
Santerre's battalion was the most regular, having many in uniform, and muskets and bayonets among the weapons. But the other two were armed mobs, haggard, thin, and in rags from three years of revolutions and four of famine.
Neither had uniforms nor muskets, but tattered coats and smocks; quaint arms snatched up in the first impulse of self-defense and anger: pikes, cooking-spits, jagged spears, hiltless swords, knives lashed to long poles, broad-axes, stone-masons' hammers and curriers' knives.
For standards, a gallows with a dangling doll, meant for the queen; a bull's head, with an obscene card stuck on the horns; a calf's heart on a spit, with the motto: "An Aristocrat's;" while flags showed the legends: "Sanction the decrees, or death!"—"Recall the patriotic ministers!"—"Tremble, tyrant; your hour has come!"
At every crossing and from each by-way the army was swollen.
The mass was silent, save now and then when a cheer burst from the midst, or a snatch of the "It shall go on" was sung, or cries went up of "The nation forever!"—"Long live the Breechless!"—"Down with Old Veto and Madame Veto!"
They came out for sport—to frighten the king and queen, and did not mean murdering. They demanded to march past the Assembly through the Hall, and for three hours they defiled under the eyes of their representatives.
It was three o'clock. The mob had obtained half their programme, the placing of their petition before the Assembly. The next thing was to call on the king for his sanction to the decree.
As the Assembly had received them, how could the king refuse? Surely he was not a greater potentate than the Speaker of the House, whose chair was like his and in the grander place?
In fact, the king assented to receiving their deputation of twenty.
As the common people had never entered the palace, they merely expected their representatives would be received while they marched by under the windows. They would show the king their banners with the odd devices and the gory standards.
All the palace garden gates were closed; in the yards and gardens were soldiers with four field-pieces. Seeing this apparently ample protection, the royal family might be tranquil.
Still without any evil idea, the crowd asked for the gates to be opened which allowed entrance on the Feuillants Terrace.
Three municipal officers went in and got leave from the king for passage to be given over the terrace and out by the stable doors.
Everybody wanted to go in as soon as the gates were open, and the throng spread over the lawn; it was forgotten to open the outlet by the stables, and the crush began to be severe. They streamed before the National Guards in a row along the palace wall to the Carrousel gates, by which they might have resumed the homeward route. They were locked and guarded.
Sweltering, crushed, and turned about, the mob began to be irritated. Before its growls the gates were opened and the men spread over the capacious square.
There they remembered what the main affair was—to petition the king to revoke his veto. Instead of continuing the road, they waited in the square for an hour, when they grew impatient.
They might have gone away, but that was not the aim of the agitators, who went from group to group, saying:
"Stay; what do you want to sneak away for? The king is going to give his sanction; if we were to go home without that, we should have all our work to do over again."
The level-headed thought this sensible advice, but at the same time that the sanction was a long time coming. They were getting hungry, and that was the general cry.
Bread was not so dear as it had been, but there was no work going on, and however cheap bread may be, it is not made for nothing.
Everybody had risen at five, workmen and their wives, with their children, and come to the palace with the idea that they had but to get the royal sanction to have hard times end. But the king did not seem to be at all eager to give his sanction.
It was hot, and thirst began to be felt. Hunger, thirst, and heat drive dogs mad; yet the poor people waited and kept patient. But those next to the railings set to shaking them. A municipal officer made a speech to them:
"Citizens, this is the king's residence, and to enter with arms is to violate it. The king is quite ready to receive your petition, but only from twenty deputies bearing it."
What! had not their deputation, sent in an hour ago, been attended to yet?
Suddenly loud shouts were heard on the streets. It was Santerre, Billet, and Huruge on their horses, and Theroigne riding on her cannon.
"What are you fellows hanging round this gate for?" queried Huruge. "Why do you not go right in?"
"Just so; why haven't we?" said the thousands.
"Can't you see it is fast?" cried several voices.
Theroigne jumped off her cannon, saying:
"The barker is full to the muzzle; let's blow the old gate open."
"Wait! wait!" shouted two municipal officers; "no roughness. It shall be opened to you."
Indeed, by pressing on the spring-catch they released the two gates, which drew aside, and the mass rushed through.
Along with them came the cannon, which crossed the yard with them, mounted the steps, and reached the head of the stairs in their company. Here stood the city officials in their scarfs of office.
"What do you intend doing with a piece of artillery?" they challenged. "Great guns in the royal apartments! Do you believe anything is to be gained by such violence?"
"Quite right," said the ringleaders, astonished themselves to see the gun there; and they turned it round to get it down-stairs. The hub caught on the jamb, and the muzzle gaped on the crowd.
"Why, hang them all, they have got cannon all over the palace!" commented the new-comers, not knowing their own artillery.
Police-Magistrate Mouchet, a deformed dwarf, ordered the men to chop the wheel clear, and they managed to hack the door-jamb away so as to free the piece, which was taken down to the yard. This led to the report that the mob were smashing all the doors in.
Some two hundred noblemen ran to the palace, not with the hope of defending it, but to die with the king, whose life they deemed menaced. Prominent among these was a man in black, who had previously offered his breast to the assassin's bullet, and who always leaped like a last Life-Guard between danger and the king, from whom he had tried to conjure it. This was Gilbert.
After being excited by the frightful tumult, the king and queen became used to it.
It was half past three, and it was hoped that the day would close with no more harm done.
Suddenly, the sound of the ax blows was heard above the noise of clamor, like the howling of a coming tempest. A man darted into the king's sleeping-room and called out:
"Sire, let me stand by you, and I will answer for all."
It was Dr. Gilbert, seen at almost periodical intervals, and in all the "striking situations" of the tragedy in play.
"Oh, doctor, is this you? What is it?" King and queen spoke together.
"The palace is surrounded, and the people are making this uproar in wanting to see you."
"We shall not leave you, sire," said the queen and Princess Elizabeth.
"Will the king kindly allow me for an hour such power as a captain has over his ship?" asked Gilbert.
"I grant it," replied the monarch. "Madame, hearken to Doctor Gilbert's advice, and obey his orders, if needs must." He turned to the doctor: "Will you answer to me for the queen and the dauphin?"
"I do, or I shall die with them; it is all a pilot can say in the tempest!"
The queen wished to make a last effort, but Gilbert barred the way with his arms.
"Madame," he said, "it is you and not the king who run the real danger. Rightly or wrongly, they accuse you of the king's resistance, so that your presence will expose him without defending him. Be the lightning-conductor—divert the bolt, if you can!"
"Then let it fall on me, but save my children!"
"I have answered for you and them to the king. Follow me."
He said the same to Princess Lamballe, who had returned lately from London, and the other ladies, and guided them to the Council Hall, where he placed them in a window recess, with the heavy table before them.
The queen stood behind her children—Innocence protecting Unpopularity, although she wished it to be the other way.
"All is well thus," said Gilbert, in the tone of a general commanding a decisive operation; "do not stir."
There came a pounding at the door, which he threw open with both folds, and as he knew there were many women in the crowd, he cried:
"Walk in, citizenesses; the queen and her children await you."
The crowd burst in as through a broken dam.
"Where is the Austrian? where is the Lady Veto?" demanded five hundred voices.
It was the critical moment.
"Be calm," said Gilbert to the queen, knowing that all was in Heaven's hand, and man was as nothing. "I need not recommend you to be kind."
Preceding the others was a woman with her hair down, who brandished a saber; she was flushed with rage—perhaps from hunger.
"Where is the Austrian cat? She shall die by no hand but mine!" she screamed.
"This is she," said Gilbert, taking her by the hand and leading her up to the queen.
"Have I ever done you a personal wrong?" demanded the latter, in her sweetest voice.
"I can not say you have," faltered the woman of the people, amazed at the majesty and gentleness of Marie Antoinette.
"Then why should you wish to kill me?"
"Folks told me that you were the ruin of the nation," faltered the abashed young woman, lowering the point of her saber to the floor.
"Then you were told wrong. I married your King of France, and am mother of the prince whom you see here. I am a French woman, one who will nevermore see the land where she was born; in France alone I must dwell, happy or unhappy. Alas! I was happy when you loved me." And she sighed.
The girl dropped the sword, and wept.
"Beg your pardon, madame, but I did not know what you were like. I see you are a good sort, after all."
"Keep on like that," prompted Gilbert, "and not only will you be saved, but all these people will be at your feet in an hour."
Intrusting her to some National Guardsmen and the War Minister, who came in with the mob, he ran to the king.
Louis had gone through a similar experience. On hastening toward the crowd, as he opened the Bull's-eye Room, the door panels were dashed in, and pikes, bayonets, and axes showed their points and edges.
"Open the doors!" cried the king.
Servants heaped up chairs before him, and four grenadiers stood in front, but he made them put up their swords, as the flash of steel might seem a provocation.
A ragged fellow, with a knife-blade set in a pole, darted at the king, yelling:
"Take that for your veto!"
One grenadier, who had not yet sheathed his sword, struck down the stick with the blade. But it was the king who, entirely recovering self-command, put the soldier aside with his hand, and said:
"Let me stand forward, sir. What have I to fear amid my people?"
Taking a forward step, Louis XVI., with a majesty not expected in him, and a courage strange heretofore in him, offered his breast to the weapons of all sorts directed against him.
"Hold your noise!" thundered a stentorian voice in the midst of the awful din. "I want a word in here."
A cannon might have vainly sought to be heard in this clamor, but at this voice all the vociferation ceased. This was the butcher Legendre. He went up almost to touching the king, while they formed a ring round the two.
Just then, on the outer edge of the circle, a man made his appearance, and behind the dread double of Danton, the king recognized Gilbert, pale and serene of face. The questioning glance implying: "What have you done with the queen?" was answered by the doctor's smile to the effect that she was in safety. He thanked him with a nod.
"Sirrah," began Legendre.
This expression, which seemed to indicate that the sovereign was already deposed, made the latter turn as if a snake had stung him.
"Yes, sir, I am talking to you, Veto," went on Legendre. "Just listen to us, for it is our turn to have you hear us. You are a double-dealer, who have always cheated us, and would try it again, so look out for yourself. The measure is full, and the people are tired of being your plaything and victim."
"Well, I am listening to you, sir," rejoined the king.
"And a good thing, too. Do you know what we have come here for? To ask the sanction of the decrees and the recall of the ministers. Here is our petition—see!"
Taking a paper from his pocket, he unfolded it, and read the same menacing lines which had been heard in the House. With his eyes fixed on the speaker, the king listened, and said, when it was ended, without the least apparent emotion:
"Sir, I shall do what the laws and the Constitution order me to do!"
"Gammon!" broke in a voice; "the Constitution is your high horse, which lets you block the road of the whole country, to keep France in-doors, for fear of being trampled on, and wait till the Austrians come up to cut her throat."
The king turned toward this fresh voice, comprehending that it was a worse danger. Gilbert also made a movement and laid his hand on the speaker's shoulder.
"I have seen you somewhere before, friend," remarked the king. "Who are you?"
He looked with more curiosity than fear, though this man wore a front of terrible resolution.
"Ay, you have seen me before, sire. Three times: once, when you were brought back from Versailles; next at Varennes; and the last time, here. Sire, bear my name in mind, for it is of ill omen. It is Billet."
At this the shouting was renewed, and a man with a lance tried to stab the king; but Billet seized the weapon, tore it from the wielder's grip, and snapped it across his knee.
"No foul play," he said; "only one kind of steel has the right to touch this man: the ax of the executioner! I hear that a King of England had his head cut off by the people whom he betrayed—you ought to know his name, Louis. Don't you forget it."
"'Sh, Billet!" muttered Gilbert.
"Oh, you may say what you like," returned Billet, shaking his head; "this man is going to be tried and doomed as a traitor."
"Yes, a traitor!" yelled a hundred voices; "traitor, traitor!"
Gilbert threw himself in between.
"Fear nothing, sire, and try by some material token to give satisfaction to these mad men."
Taking the physician's hand, the king laid it on his heart.
"You see that I fear nothing," he said; "I received the sacraments this morning. Let them do what they like with me. As for the material sign which you suggest I should display—are you satisfied?"
Taking the red cap from a by-stander, he set it on his own head. The multitude burst into applause.
"Hurrah for the king!" shouted all the voices.
A fellow broke through the crowd and held up a bottle.
"If fat old Veto loves the people as much as he says, prove it by drinking our health."
"Do not drink," whispered a voice. "It may be poisoned."
"Drink, sire, I answer for the honesty," said Gilbert.
The king took the bottle, and saying, "To the health of the people," he drank. Fresh cheers for the king resounded.
"Sire, you have nothing to fear," said Gilbert; "allow me to return to the queen."
"Go," said the other, gripping his hand.
More tranquil, the doctor hastened to the Council Hall, where he breathed still easier after one glance. The queen stood in the same spot; the little prince, like his father, was wearing the red cap.
In the next room was a great hubbub; it was the reception of Santerre, who rolled into the hall.
"Where is this Austrian wench?" demanded he.
Gilbert cut slanting across the hall to intercept him.
"Halloo, Doctor Gilbert!" said he, quite joyfully.
"Who has not forgotten that you were one of those who opened the Bastile doors to me," replied the doctor. "Let me present you to the queen."
"Present me to the queen?" growled the brewer.
"You will not refuse, will you?"
"Faith, I'll not. I was going to introduce myself; but as you are in the way—"
"Monsieur Santerre needs no introduction," interposed the queen. "I know how at the famine time he fed at his sole expense half the St. Antoine suburb."
Santerre stopped, astonished; then, his glance happening to fall, embarrassed, on the dauphin, whose perspiration was running down his cheeks, he roared:
"Here, take that sweater off the boy—don't you see he is smothering?"
The queen thanked him with a look. He leaned on the table, and bending toward her, he said in an under-tone:
"You have a lot of clumsy friends, madame. I could tell you of some who would serve you better."
An hour afterward all the mob had flowed away, and the king, accompanied by his sister, entered the room where the queen and his children awaited him.
She ran to him and threw herself at his feet, while the children seized his hands, and all acted as though they had been saved from a shipwreck. It was only then that the king noticed that he was wearing the red cap.
"Faugh!" he said; "I had forgotten!"
Snatching it off with both hands, he flung it far from him with disgust.
The evacuation of the palace was as dull and dumb as the taking had been gleeful and noisy. Astonished at the little result, the mob said:
"We have not made anything; we shall have to come again."
In fact, it was too much for a threat, and not enough for an attempt on the king's life.
Louis had been judged on his reputation, and recalling his flight to Varennes, disguised as a serving-man, they had thought that he would hide under a table at the first noise, and might be done to death in the scuffle, like Polonius behind the arras.
Things had happened otherwise; never had the monarch been calmer, never so grand. In the height of the threats and the insults he had not ceased to say: "Behold your king!"
The Royalists were delighted, for, to tell the truth, they had carried the day.
CHAPTER VI.
"THE COUNTRY IS IN DANGER!"
THE king wrote to the Assembly to complain of the violation of his residence, and he issued a proclamation to "his people." So it appeared there were two peoples—the king's, and those he complained of.
On the twenty-fourth, the king and queen were cheered by the National Guards, whom they were reviewing, and on this same day, the Paris Directory suspended Mayor Petion, who had told the king to his face that the city was not riotous.
Whence sprung such audacity?
Three days after, the murder was out.
Lafayette came to beard the Assembly in its House, taunted by a member, who had said, when he wrote to encourage the king in his opposition and to daunt the representatives:
"He is very saucy in the midst of his army; let us see if he would talk as big if he stood among us."
He escaped censure by a nominal majority—a victory worse than a defeat.
Lafayette had again sacrificed his popularity for the Royalists.
He cherished a last hope. With the enthusiasm to be kindled among the National Guards by the king and their old commander, he proposed to march on the Assembly and put down the Opposition, while in the confusion the king should gain the camp at Maubeuge.
It was a bold scheme, but was almost sure in the state of minds.
Unfortunately, Danton ran to Petion at three in the morning with the news, and the review was countermanded.
Who had betrayed the king and the general? The queen, who had said she would rather be lost than owe safety to Lafayette.
She was helping fate, for she was doomed to be slain by Danton.
But supposing she had less spite, and the Girondists might have been crushed. They were determined not to be caught napping another time.
It was necessary to restore the revolutionary current to its old course, for it had been checked and was running up-stream.
The soul of the party, Mme. Roland, hoped to do this by rousing the Assembly. She chose the orator Vergniaud to make the appeal, and in a splendid speech, he shouted from the rostrum what was already circulating in an under-tone:
"The country is in danger!"
The effect was like a waterspout; the whole House, even to the Royalists, spectators, officials, all were enveloped and carried away by this mighty cyclone; all roared with enthusiasm.
That same evening Barbaroux wrote to his friend Rebecqui, at Marseilles:
"Send me five hundred men eager to die."
On the eleventh of July, the Assembly declared the country to be in danger, but the king withheld his authorization until the twenty-first, late at night. Indeed, this call to arms was an admission that the ruler was impotent, for the nation would not be asked to help herself unless the king could or would do nothing.
Great terror made the palace quiver in the interval, as a plot was expected to break out on the fourteenth, the anniversary of the taking of the Bastile—a holiday.
Robespierre had sent an address out from the Jacobin Club which suggested regicide.
So persuaded was the Court party, that the king was induced to wear a shirt of mail to protect him against the assassin's knife, and Mme. Campan had another for the queen, who refused to don it.
"I should be only too happy if they would slay me," she observed, in a low voice. "Oh, God, they would do me a greater kindness than Thou didst in giving me life! they would relieve me of a burden!"
Mme. Campan went out, choking. The king, who was in the corridor, took her by the hand and led her into the lobby between his rooms and his son's, and stopping, groped for a secret spring; it opened a press, perfectly hidden in the wall, with the edges guarded by the moldings. A large portfolio of papers was in the closet, with gold coin on the shelves.
The case of papers was so heavy that the lady could not lift it, and the king carried it to her rooms, saying that the queen would tell her how to dispose of it. She thrust it between the bed and the mattress, and went to the queen, who said:
"Campan, those are documents fatal to the king if he were placed on trial, which the Lord forbid. Particularly—which is why, no doubt, he confides it all to you—there is a report of a council, in which the king gave his opinion against war; he made all the ministers sign it, and reckons on this document being as beneficial in event of a trial as the others may be hurtful."
The July festival arrived. The idea was to celebrate the triumph of Petion over the king—that of murdering the latter not being probably entertained.
Suspended in his functions by the Assembly, Petion was restored to them on the eve of the rejoicings.
At eleven in the morning, the king came down the grand staircase with the queen and the royal children. Three or four thousand troops, of unknown tendencies, escorted them. In vain did the queen seek on their faces some marks of sympathy; the kindest averted their faces.
There was no mistaking the feeling of the crowd, for cheers for Petion rose on all sides. As if, too, to give the ovation a more durable stamp than momentary enthusiasm, the king and the queen could read on all hats a lettered ribbon: "Petion forever!"
The queen was pale and trembling. Convinced that a plot was aimed at her husband's life, she started at every instant, fancying she saw a hand thrust out to bring down a dagger or level a pistol.
On the parade-ground, the monarch alighted, took a place on the left of the Speaker of the House, and with him walked up to the Altar of the Country. The queen had to separate from her lord here to go into the grand stand with her children; she stopped, refusing to go any further until she saw how he got on, and kept her eyes on him.
At the foot of the altar, one of those rushes came which is common to great gatherings. The king disappeared as though submerged.
The queen shrieked, and made as if to rush to him; but he rose into view anew, climbing the steps of the altar.
Among the ordinary symbols figuring in these feasts, such as justice, power, liberty, etc., one glittered mysteriously and dreadfully under black crape, carried by a man clad in black and crowned with cypress. This weird emblem particularly caught the queen's eyes. She was riveted to the spot, and, while encouraged a little by the king's fate, she could not take her gaze from this somber apparition. Making an effort to speak, she gasped, without addressing any one specially:
"Who is that man dressed in mourning?"
"The death's-man," replied a voice which made her shudder.
"And what has he under the veil?" continued she.
"The ax which chopped off the head of King Charles I."
The queen turned round, losing color, for she thought she recognized the voice. She was not mistaken; the speaker was the magician who had shown her the awful future in a glass at Taverney, and warned her at Sèvres and on her return from Varennes—Cagliostro, in fact.
She screamed, and fell fainting into Princess Elizabeth's arms.
One week subsequently, on the twenty-second, at six in the morning, all Paris was aroused by the first of a series of minute guns. The terrible booming went on all through the day.
At day-break the six legions of the National Guards were collected at the City Hall. Two processions were formed throughout the town and suburbs to spread the proclamation that the country was in danger.
Danton had the idea of this dreadful show, and he had intrusted the details to Sergent, the engraver, an immense stage-manager.
Each party left the Hall at six o'clock.
First marched a cavalry squadron, with the mounted band playing a funeral march, specially composed. Next, six field-pieces, abreast where the road-way was wide enough, or in pairs. Then four heralds on horseback, bearing ensigns labeled "Liberty"—"Equality"—"Constitution"—"Our Country." Then came twelve city officials, with swords by the sides and their scarfs on. Then, all alone, isolated like France herself, a National Guardsman, in the saddle of a black horse, holding a large tri-color flag, on which was lettered:
"CITIZENS, THE COUNTRY IS IN DANGER!"
In the same order as the preceding, rolled six guns with weighty jolting and heavy rumbling, National Guards and cavalry at the rear.
On every bridge, crossing, and square, the party halted, and silence was commanded by the ruffling of the drums. The banners were waved, and when no sound was heard and the crowd held their peace, the grave voice of the municipal crier arose, reading the proclamation, and adding:
"The country is in danger!"
This last line was dreadful, and rang in all hearts. It was the shriek of the nation, of the motherland, of France. It was the parent calling on her offspring to help her.
And ever and anon the guns kept thundering.
On all the large open places platforms were run up for the voluntary enlistments. With the intoxication of patriotism, the men rushed to put their names down. Some were too old, but lied to be inscribed; some too young, but stood on tiptoe and swore they were full sixteen.
Those who were accepted leaped to the ground, waving their enrollment papers, and cheering or singing the "Let it go on," and kissing the cannon's mouth.
It was the betrothal of the French to war—this war of twenty odd years, which will result in the freedom of Europe, although it may not altogether be in our time.
The excitement was so great that the Assembly was appalled by its own work; it sent men through the town to cry out: "Brothers, for the sake of the country, no rioting! The court wishes disorder as an excuse for taking the king out of the city, so give it no pretext. The king should stay among us."
These dread sowers of words added in a deep voice:
"He must be punished."
They mentioned nobody by name, but all knew who was meant.
Every cannon-report had an echo in the heart of the palace. Those were the king's rooms where the queen and the rest of the family were gathered. They kept together all day, from feeling that their fate was decided this time, so grand and solemn. They did not separate until midnight, when the last cannon was fired.
On the following night Mme. Campan was aroused; she had slept in the queen's bedroom since a fellow had been caught there with a knife, who might have been a murderer.
"Is your majesty ill?" she asked, hearing a moan.
"I am always in pain, Campan, but I trust to have it over soon now. Yes," and she held out her pale hand in the moonbeam, making it seem all the whiter, "in a month this same moonlight will see us free and disengaged from our chains."
"Oh, you have accepted Lafayette's offers," said the lady, "and you will flee?"
"Lafayette's help? Thank God, no," said the queen, with repugnance there was no mistaking; "no, but in a month, my nephew, Francis, will be in Paris."
"Is your majesty quite sure?" asked the royal governess, alarmed.
"Yes, all is settled," returned the sovereign; "alliance is made between Austria and Prussia, two powers who will march upon Paris in combination. We have the route of the French princes and their allied armies, and we can surely say that on such and such a day they will be here or there."
"But do you not fear—"
"Murder?" The queen finished the phrase. "I know that might befall; but they may hold us as hostages for their necks when vengeance impends. However, nothing venture, nothing win."
"And when do the allied sovereigns expect to be in Paris?" inquired Mme. Campan.
"Between the fifteenth and twentieth of August," was the reply.
"God grant it!" said the lady.
But the prayer was not granted; or, if heard, Heaven sent France the succor she had not dreamed of—the Marseillaise Hymn of Liberty.
CHAPTER VII.
THE MEN FROM MARSEILLES.
WE have said that Barbaroux had written to a friend in the south to send him five hundred men willing to die.
Who was the man who could write such lines? and what influence had he over his friends?
Charles Barbaroux was a very handsome young man of barely twenty-five, who was reproached for his beauty, and considered by Mme. Roland as frivolous and too generally amorous. On the contrary, he loved his country alone, or must have loved her best, for he died for her.
Son of a hardy sea-faring man, he was a poet and orator when quite young—at the breaking out of trouble in his native town during the election of Mirabeau. He was then appointed secretary to the Marseilles town board. Riots at Arles drew him into them; but the seething caldron of Paris claimed him; the immense furnace which needed perfume, the huge crucible hissing for purest metal.
He was Roland's correspondent at the south, and Mme. Roland had pictured from his regular, precise, and wise letters, a man of forty, with his head bald from much thinking, and his forehead wrinkled with vigils. The reality of her dream was a young man, gay, merry, light, fond of her sex, the type of the rich and brilliant generation flourishing in '92, to be cut down in '93.
It was in this head, esteemed too frivolous by Mme. Roland, that the first thought of the tenth of August was conceived, perhaps.
The storm was in the air, but the clouds were tossing about in all directions for Barbaroux to give them a direction and pile them up over the Tuileries.
When nobody had a settled plan, he wrote for five hundred determined men.
The true ruler of France was the man who could write for such men and be sure of their coming.
Rebecqui chose them himself out of the revolutionists who had fought in the last two years' popular affrays, in Avignon and the other fiery towns; they were used to blood; they did not know what fatigue was by name.
On the appointed day they set out on the two hundred league tramp, as if it were a day's strolling. Why not? They were hardy seamen, rugged peasants, sunburned by the African simoom or the mountain gale, with hands callous from the spade or tough with tar.
Wherever they passed along they were hailed as brigands.
In a halt they received the words and music of Rouget de l'Isle's "Hymn to Liberty," sent as a viaticum by Barbaroux to shorten the road. The lips of the Marseilles men made it change in character, while the words were altered by their new emphasis. The song of brotherhood became one of death and extermination—forever "the Marseillaise."
Barbaroux had planned to head with the Marseilles men some forty thousand volunteers Santerre was to have ready to meet them, overwhelm the City Hall and the House, and then storm the palace. But Santerre went to greet them with only two hundred men, not liking to let the strangers have the glory of such a rush.
With ardent eyes, swart visages, and shrill voices, the little band strode through all Paris to the Champs Elysées, singing the thrilling song. They camped there, awaiting the banquet on the morrow.
It took place, but some grenadiers were arrayed close to the spot, a Royalist guard set as a rampart between them and the palace.
They divined they were enemies, and commencing by insults, they went on to exchanging fisticuffs. At the first blood the Marseillaise shouted "To arms!" raided the stacks of muskets, and sent the grenadiers flying with their own bayonets. Luckily, they had the Tuileries at their backs and got over the draw-bridge, finding shelter in the royal apartments. There is a legend that the queen bound up the wounds of one soldier.
The Federals numbered five thousand—Marseilles men, Bretons, and Dauphinois. They were a power, not from their number, but their faith. The spirit of the revolution was in them.
They had fire-arms but no ammunition; they called for cartridges, but none were supplied. Two of them went to the mayor and demanded powder, or they would kill themselves in the office.
Two municipal officers were on duty—Sergent, Danton's man, and Panis, Robespierre's.
Sergent had artistic imagination and a French heart; he felt that the young men spoke with the voice of the country.
"Look out, Panis," he said; "if these youths kill themselves, the blood will fall on our heads."
"But if we deliver the powder without authorization, we risk our necks."
"Never mind. I believe the time has come to risk our necks. In that case, everybody for himself," replied Sergent. "Here goes for mine; you can do as you like."
He signed the delivery note, and Panis put his name to it.
Things were easier now; when the Marseilles men had powder and shot they would not let themselves be butchered without hitting back.
As soon as they were armed, the Assembly received their petition, and allowed them to attend the session. The Assembly was in great fear, so much so as to debate whether it ought not to transfer the meetings to the country. For everybody stood in doubt, feeling the ground to quake underfoot and fearing to be swallowed.
This wavering chafed the southerners. No little disheartened, Barbaroux talked of founding a republic in the south.
He turned to Robespierre, to see if he would help to set the ball rolling. But the Incorruptible's conditions gave him suspicions, and he left him, saying:
"We will no more have a dictator than a king."
CHAPTER VIII.
THE FRIEND IN NEED.
THE very thing encouraging the Tuileries party was what awed the rebels.
The palace had become a formidable fortress, with a dreadful garrison.
During the night of the fourth of August, the Swiss battalions had been drawn from out of town into the palace. A few companies were left at Gaillon, where the king might take refuge.
Three reliable leaders were beside the queen: Maillardet with his Switzers, Hervilly with the St. Louis Knights and the Constitutional Guard, and Mandat, who, as National Guard commander, promised twenty thousand devoted and resolute fighting men.
On the evening of the eighth a man penetrated the fort; everybody knew him, so that he had no difficulty in passing to the queen's rooms, where they announced "Doctor Gilbert."
"Ah, welcome, welcome, doctor!" said the royal lady, in a feverish voice, "I am happy to see you."
He looked sharply at her, for on the whole of her face was such gladness and satisfaction that it made him shudder. He would sooner have seen her pale and disheartened.
"I fear I have arrived too late," he said.
"It is just the other way, doctor," she replied, with a smile, an expression her lips had almost forgotten how to make; "you come at the right time, and you are welcome. You are going to see what I have long yearned to show you—a king really royal."
"I am afraid, madame, that you are deceiving yourself," he returned, "and that you will exhibit rather the commandant of a fort."
"Perhaps, Doctor Gilbert, we can never come to a closer understanding on the symbolical character of royalty than on other matters. For me a king is not solely a man who may say, 'I do not wish,' but one who can say, 'Thus I will.'"
She alluded to the famous veto which led to this crisis.
"Yes, madame," said Gilbert, "and for your majesty, a king is a ruler who takes revenge."
"Who defends himself," she retorted; "for you know we are openly threatened, and are to be attacked by an armed force. We are assured that five hundred desperadoes from Marseilles, headed by one Barbaroux, took an oath on the ruins of the Bastile, not to go home until they had camped on the ruins of the Tuileries."
"Indeed, I have heard something of the kind," remarked Gilbert.
"Which only makes you laugh?"
"It alarms me for the king and yourself, madame."
"So that you come to propose that we should resign, and place ourselves at the mercy of Messieurs Barbaroux and his Marseilles bullies?"
"I only wish the king could abdicate and guarantee, by the sacrifice of his crown, his life and yours, and the safety of your children."
"Is this the advice you give us, doctor?"
"It is; and I humbly beseech you to follow it."
"Monsieur Gilbert, let me say that you are not consistent in your opinions."
"My opinions are always the same, madame. Devoted to king and country, I wished him to be in accord with the Constitution; from this desire springs the different pieces of counsel which I have submitted."
"What is the one you fit to this juncture?"
"One that you have never had such a good chance to follow. I say, get away."
"Flee?"
"Ah, you well know that it is possible, and never could be carried out with greater facility. You have nearly three thousand men in the palace."
"Nearer five thousand," said the queen, with a smile of satisfaction, "with double to rise at the first signal we give."
"You have no need to give a signal, which may be intercepted; the five thousand will suffice."
"What do you think we ought to do with them?"
"Set yourself in their midst, with the king and your august children; dash out when least expected; at a couple of leagues out, take to horse and ride into Normandy, to Gaillon, where you are looked for."
"You mean, place ourselves under the thumb of General Lafayette?"
"At least, he has proved that he is devoted to you."
"No, sir, no! With my five thousand in hand, and as many more ready to come at the call, I like another course better—to crush this revolt once for all."
"Oh, madame, how right he was who said you were doomed."
"Who was that, sir?"
"A man whose name I dare not repeat to you; but he has spoken three times to you."
"Silence!" said the queen, turning pale; "we will try to give the lie to this prophet of evil."
"Madame, I am very much afraid that you are blinded."
"You think that they will venture to attack us?"
"The public spirit turns to this quarter."
"And they reckon on walking in here as easily as they did in June?"
"This is not a stronghold."
"Nay; but if you will come with me, I will show you that we can hold out some time."
With joy and pride she showed him all the defensive measures of the military engineers and the number of the garrison whom she believed faithful.
"That is a comfort, madame," he said, "but it is not security."
"You frown on everything, let me tell you, doctor."
"Your majesty has taken me round where you like; will you let me take you to your own rooms, now?"
"Willingly, doctor, for I am tired. Give me your arm."
Gilbert bowed to have this high favor, most rarely granted by the sovereign, even to her intimate friends, especially since her misfortune.
When they were in her sitting-room he dropped on one knee to her as she took a seat in an arm-chair.
"Madame," said he, "let me adjure you, in the name of your august husband, your dear ones, your own safety, to make use of the forces about you, to flee and not to fight."
"Sir," was the reply, "since the fourteenth of July, I have been aspiring for the king to have his revenge; I believe the time has come. We will save royalty, or bury ourselves under the ruins of the Tuileries."
"Can nothing turn you from this fatal resolve?"
"Nothing."
She held out her hand to him, half to help him to rise, half to send him away. He kissed her hand respectfully, and rising, said:
"Will your majesty permit me to write a few lines which I regard as so urgent that I do not wish to delay one instant?"
"Do so, sir," she said, pointing to a writing-table, where he sat down and wrote these lines:
"MY LORD,—Come! the queen is in danger of death, if a friend does not persuade her to flee, and I believe you are the only one who can have that influence over her."
"May I ask whom you are writing to, without being too curious?" demanded the lady.
"To the Count of Charny, madame," was Gilbert's reply.
"And why do you apply to him?"
"For him to obtain from your majesty what I fail to do."
"Count Charny is too happy to think of his unfortunate friends; he will not come," said the queen.
The door opened, and an usher appeared.
"The Right Honorable, the Count of Charny," he announced, "desiring to learn if he may present his respects to your majesty."
The queen had been pale, and now became corpse-like, as she stammered some unintelligible words.
"Let him enter," said Gilbert; "Heaven hath sent him."
Charny appeared at the door in naval officer's uniform.
"Oh, come in, sir; I was writing for you," said the physician, handing him the note.
"Hearing of the danger her majesty was incurring, I came," said the nobleman, bowing.
"Madame, for Heaven's sake, hear and heed what Count Charny says," said Gilbert; "his voice will be that of France."
Respectfully saluting the lord and the royal lady, Gilbert went out, still cherishing a last hope.
CHAPTER IX.
CHARNY ON GUARD.
ON the night of the ninth of August, the royal family supped as usual; nothing could disturb the king in his meals. But while Princess Elizabeth and Lady Lamballe wept and prayed, the queen prayed without weeping. The king withdrew to go to confession.
At this time the doors opened, and Count Charny walked in, pale, but perfectly calm.
"May I have speech with the king?" he asked, as he bowed.
"At present I am the king," answered Marie Antoinette.
Charny knew this as well as anybody, but he persisted.
"You may go up to the king's rooms, count, but I protest that you will very much disturb him."
"I understand; he is with Mayor Petion."
"The king is with his ghostly counselor," replied the lady, with an indescribable expression.
"Then I must make my report to your majesty as major-general of the castle," said the count.
"Yes, if you will kindly do so."
"I have the honor to set forth the effective strength of our forces. The heavy horse-guards, under Rulhieres and Verdiere, to the number of six hundred, are in battle array on the Louvre grand square; the Paris City foot-guards are barracked in the stables; a hundred and fifty are drawn from them to guard at Toulouse House, at need, the Treasury and the discount and extra cash offices; the Paris Mounted Patrol, only thirty men, are posted in the princes' yard, at the foot of the king's back stairs; two hundred officers and men of the old Life Guards, a hundred young Royalists, as many noblemen, making some four hundred combatants, are in the Bull's-eye Hall and adjoining rooms; two or three hundred National Guards are scattered in the gardens and court-yards; and lastly, fifteen hundred Swiss, the backbone of resistance, are taking position under the grand vestibule and the staircases which they are charged to defend."
"Do not all these measures set you at ease, my lord?" inquired the queen.
"Nothing can set me at ease when your majesty's safety is at stake," returned the count.
"Then your advice is still for flight?"
"My advice, madame, is that you ought, with the king and the royal children, be in the midst of us."
The queen shook her head.
"Your majesty dislikes Lafayette? Be it so. But you have confidence in the Duke of Liancourt, who is in Rouen, in the house of an English gentleman of the name of Canning. The commander of the troops in that province has made them swear allegiance to the king; the Salis-Chamade Swiss regiment is echeloned across the road, and it may be relied on. All is still quiet. Let us get out over the swing-bridge, and reach the Etoille bars, where three hundred of the horse-guards await us. At Versailles, we can readily get together fifteen hundred noblemen. With four thousand, I answer for taking you wherever you like to go."
"I thank you, Lord Charny. I appreciate the devotion which made you leave those dear to you, to offer your services to a foreigner."
"The queen is unjust toward me," replied Charny. "My sovereign's existence is always the most precious of all in my eyes, as duty is always the dearest of virtues."
"Duty—yes, my lord," murmured the queen; "but I believe I understand my own when everybody is bent on doing theirs. It is to maintain royalty grand and noble, and to have it fall worthily, like the ancient gladiators, who studied how to die with grace."
"Is this your majesty's last word?"
"It is—above all, my last desire."
Charny bowed, and as he met Mme. Campan by the door, he said to her:
"Suggest to the princesses that they should put all their valuables in their pockets, as they may have to quit the palace without further warning."
While the governess went to speak to the ladies, he returned to the queen, and said:
"Madame, it is impossible that you should not have some hope beyond the reliance on material forces. Confide in me, for you will please bear in mind that at such a strait, I will have to give an account to the Maker and to man for what will have happened."
"Well, my lord," said the queen, "an agent is to pay Petion two hundred thousand francs, and Danton fifty thousand, for which sums the latter is to stay at home and the other is to come to the palace."
"Are you sure of the go-betweens?"
"You said that Petion had come, which is something toward it."
"Hardly enough; as I understood that he had to be sent for three times."
"The token is, in speaking to the king, he is to touch his right eyebrow with his forefinger—"
"But if not arranged?"
"He will be our prisoner, and I have given the most positive orders that he is not to be let quit the palace."
The ringing of a bell was heard.
"What is that?" inquired the queen.
"The general alarm," rejoined Charny.
The princesses rose in alarm.
"What is the matter?" exclaimed the queen. "The tocsin is always the trumpet of rebellion."
"Madame," said Charny, more affected by the sinister sound than the queen, "I had better go and learn whether the alarm means anything grave."
"But we shall see you again?" asked she, quickly.
"I came to take your majesty's orders, and I shall not leave you until you are out of danger."
Bowing, he went out. The queen stood pensive for a space, murmuring: "I suppose we had better see if the king has got through confessing."
While she was going out, Princess Elizabeth took some garments off a sofa in order to lie down with more comfort; from her fichu she removed a cornelian brooch, which she showed to Mme. Campan; the engraved stone had a bunch of lilies and the motto: "Forget offenses, forgive injuries."
"I fear that this will have little influence over our enemies," she remarked; "but it ought not be the less dear to us."
As she was finishing the words, a gunshot was heard in the yard.
The ladies screamed.
"There goes the first shot," said Lady Elizabeth. "Alas! it will not be the last."
Mayor Petion had come into the palace under the following circumstances. He arrived about half past ten. He was not made to wait, as had happened before, but was told that the king was ready to see him; but to arrive, he had to walk through a double row of Swiss guards, National Guards, and those volunteer royalists called Knights of the Dagger. Still, as they knew he had been sent for, they merely cast the epithets of "traitor" and "Judas" in his face as he went up the stairs.
Petion smiled as he went in at the door of the room, for here the king had given him the lie on the twentieth of June; he was going to have ample revenge.
The king was impatiently awaiting.
"Ah! so you have come, Mayor Petion?" he said. "What is the good word from Paris?"
Petion furnished the account of the state of matters—or, at least, an account.
"Have you nothing more to tell me?" demanded the ruler.
"No," replied Petion, wondering why the other stared at him. Louis watched for the signal that the mayor had accepted the bribe.
It was clear that the king had been cheated; some swindler had pocketed the money. The queen came in as the question was put to Petion.
"How does our friend stand?" she whispered.
"He has not made any sign," rejoined the king.
"Then he is our prisoner," said she.
"Can I retire?" inquired the mayor.
"For God's sake, do not let him go!" interposed the queen.
"Not yet, sir; I have something yet to say to you," responded the king, raising his voice. "Pray step into this closet."
This implied to those in the inner room that Petion was intrusted to them, and was not to be allowed to go.
Those in the room understood perfectly, and surrounded Petion, who felt that he was a prisoner. He was the thirtieth in a room where there was not elbow-room for four.
"Why, gentlemen, we are smothering here," he said; "I propose a change of air."
It was a sentiment all agreed with, and they followed him out of the first door he opened, and down into the walled-in garden, where he was as much confined as in the closet. To kill time, he picked up a pebble or two and tossed them over the walls.
While he was playing thus, and chatting with Roederer, attorney of the province, the message came twice that the king wanted to see him.
"No," replied Petion; "it is too hot quarters up there. I remember the closet, and I have no eagerness to be in it again. Besides, I have an appointment with somebody on the Feuillants' Quay."
He went on playing at clearing the wall with stones.
"With whom have you an appointment?" asked Roederer.
At this instant the Assembly door on the Feuillants' Quay opened.
"I fancy this is just what I was waiting for," remarked the mayor.
"Order to let Mayor Petion pass forth," said a voice; "the Assembly demands his presence at the bar of the House, to give an account of the state of the city."
"Just the thing," muttered Petion. "Here I am," he replied, in a loud voice; "I am ready to respond to the quips of my enemies."
The National Guards, imagining that Petion was to be berated, let him out.
It was nearly three in the morning; the day was breaking. A singular thing, the aurora was the hue of blood.
CHAPTER X.
BILLET AND PITOU.
ON being called by the king, Petion had foreseen that he might more easily get into the palace than out, so he went up to a hard-faced man marred by a scar on the brow.
"Farmer Billet," said he, "what was your report about the House?"
"That it would hold an all-night sitting."
"Very good; and what did you say you saw on the New Bridge?"
"Cannon and Guards, placed by order of Colonel Mandat."
"And you also stated that a considerable force was collected under St. John's Arcade, near the opening of St. Antoine Street?"
"Yes; again, by order of Colonel Mandat."
"Well, will you listen to me? Here you have an order to Manuel and Danton to send back to barracks the troops at St. John's Arcade, and to remove the guns from the bridge; at any cost, you will understand, these orders must be obeyed."
"I will hand it to Danton myself."
"Good. You are living in St. Honore Street?"
"Yes, mayor."
"When you have given Danton the order, get home and snatch a bit of rest. About two o'clock, go out to the Feuillants' Quay, where you will stand by the wall. If you see or hear stones falling over from the other side of the wall, it will mean that I am a prisoner in the Tuileries, and detained by violence."
"I understand."
"Present yourself at the bar of the House, and ask my colleagues to claim me. You understand, Farmer Billet, I am placing my life in your hands."
"I will answer for it," replied the bluff farmer; "take it easy."
Petion had therefore gone into the lion's den, relying on Billet's patriotism.
The latter had spoken the more firmly, as Pitou had come to town. He dispatched the young peasant to Danton, with the word for him not to return without him. Lazy as the orator was, Pitou had a prevailing way, and he brought Danton with him.
Danton had seen the cannon on the bridge, and the National Guards at the end of the popular quarter, and he understood the urgency of not leaving such forces on the rear of the people's army. With Petion's order in hand, he and Manuel sent the Guards away and removed the guns.
This cleared the road for the Revolution.
In the meantime, Billet and Pitou had gone to their old lodging in St. Honore Street, to which Pitou bobbed his head as to an old friend. The farmer sat down, and signified the young man was to do the same.
"Thank you, but I am not tired," returned Pitou; but the other insisted, and he gave way.
"Pitou, I sent for you to join me," said the farmer.
"And you see I have not kept you waiting," retorted the National Guards captain, with his own frank smile, showing all his thirty-two teeth.
"No. You must have guessed that something serious is afoot."
"I suspected as much. But, I say, friend Billet, I do not see anything of Mayor Bailly or General Lafayette."
"Bailly is a traitor, who nearly murdered the lot of us on the parade-ground."
"Yes, I know that, as I picked you up there, almost swimming in your own blood."
"And Lafayette is another traitor, who wanted to take away the king."
"I did not know that. Lafayette a traitor, eh? I never would have thought of that. And the king?"
"He is the biggest traitor of the lot, Pitou."
"I can not say I am surprised at that," said Pitou.
"He conspires with the foreigner, and wants to deliver France to the enemy. The Tuileries is the center of the conspiracy, and we have decided to take possession of the Tuileries. Do you understand this, Pitou?"
"Of course I understand. But, look here, Master Billet; we took the Bastile, and this will not be so hard a job."
"That's where you are out."
"What, more difficult, when the walls are not so high?"
"That's so; but they are better guarded. The Bastile had but a hundred old soldiers to guard it, while the palace has three or four thousand men; this is saying nothing of the Bastile having been carried by surprise, while the Tuileries folk must know we mean to attack, and will be on the lookout."
"They will defend it, will they?" queried Pitou.
"Yes," replied Billet—"all the more as the defense is trusted to Count Charny, they say."
"Indeed. He did leave Boursonnes with his lady by the post," observed Pitou. "Lor', is he a traitor, too?"
"No; he is an aristocrat, that is all. He has always been for the court, so that he is no traitor to the people; he never asked us to put any faith in him."
"So it looks as though we will have a tussle with Lord Charny?"
"It is likely, friend Ange."
"What a queer thing it is, neighbors clapper-clawing!"
"Yes—what is called civil war, Pitou; but you are not obliged to fight unless you like."
"Excuse me, farmer, but it suits me from the time when it is to your taste."
"But I should even like it better if you did not fight."
"Why did you send for me, Master Billet?"
"I sent for you to give you this paper," replied Billet, with his face clouding.
"What is this all about?"
"It is the draft of my will."
"Your will?" cried Pitou, laughing. "Hang me, if you look like a man about to die!"
"No; but I may be a man who will get killed," returned the revolutionist, pointing to his gun and cartridge-box hanging on the wall.
"That's a fact," said Ange Pitou; "we are all mortal."
"So that I have come to place my will in your hands as the sole legatee."
"No, I thank you. But you are only saying this for a joke?"
"I am telling you a fact."
"But it can not be. When a man has rightful heirs he can not give away his property to outsiders."
"You are wrong, Pitou; he can."
"Then he ought not."
"I have no heirs," replied Billet, with a dark cloud passing over his face.
"No heirs? How about heiresses, then? What do you call Miss Catherine?"
"I do not know anybody of that name, Pitou."
"Come, come, farmer, do not say such things; you make me sad."
"Pitou, from the time when something is mine, it is mine to give away; in the same way, should I die, what I leave to you will be yours, to deal with as you please, to be given away as freely."
"Ha! Good—yes," exclaimed the young man, who began to understand; "then, if anything bad happens to you—But how stupid I am; nothing bad could happen to you."
"You yourself said just now that we are all mortal."
"So I did; but—well, I do not know but that you are right. I take the will, Master Billet; but is it true that if I fall heir, I can do as I please with the property?"
"No doubt, since it will be yours. And, you understand, you are a sound patriot, Pitou; they will not stand you off from it, as they might folk who have connived with the aristocrats."
"It's a bargain," said Pitou, who was getting it into his brain; "I accept."
"Then that is all I have to say to you. Put the paper in your pocket and go to sleep."
"What for?"
"Because we shall have some work to do to-morrow—no, this day, for it is two in the morning."
"Are you going out, Master Billet?"
"Only as far as the river."
"You are sure you do not want me?"
"On the other hand, you would be in my way."
"I suppose I might have a bite and a sup, then?"
"Of course. I forgot to ask if you might not be hungry."
"Because you know I am always hungry," said Pitou, laughing.
"I need not tell you where the larder is."
"No, no, master; do not worry about me. But you are going to come back here?"
"I shall return."
"Or else tell me where we are to meet?"
"It is useless, for I shall be home in an hour."
Pitou went in search of the eatables with an appetite which in him, as in the case of the king, no events could alter, however serious they might be, while Billet proceeded to the water-side to do what we know.
He had hardly arrived on the spot before a pebble fell, followed by another, and some more, teaching him that what Petion apprehended had come to pass, and that he was a prisoner to the Royalists. So he had flown, according to his instructions, to the Assembly, which had claimed the mayor, as we have described.
Petion, liberated, had only to walk through the House to get back to the mayor's office, leaving his carriage in the Tuileries yard to represent him.
For his part, Billet went home, and found Ange finishing his supper.
"Any news?" asked he.
"Nothing, except that day is breaking and the sky is the color of blood."
CHAPTER XI.
IN THE MORNING.
THE early sunbeams shone on two horsemen riding at a walking pace along the deserted water-side by the Tuileries. They were Colonel Mandat and his aid.
At one A. M. he was summoned to the City Hall, and refused to go; but on the order being renewed more peremptorily at two, Attorney Roederer said to him:
"Mark, colonel, that under the law the commander of the National Guard is to obey the City Government."
He decided to go, ignorant of two things.
In the first place, forty-seven sections of the forty-eight had joined to the town rulers each three commissioners, with orders to work with the officials and "save the country." Mandat expected to see the old board as before, and not at all to behold a hundred and forty-one fresh faces. Again, he had no idea of the order from this same board to clear the New Bridge of cannon and vacate St. John's Arcade, an order so important that Danton and Manuel personally had superintended its execution.
Consequently, on reaching the Pont Neuf, Mandat was stupefied to find it utterly deserted. He stopped and sent his aid to scout. In ten minutes this officer returned with the word that he saw no guns or National Guards, while the neighborhood was as lonesome as the bridge.
Mandat continued his way, though he perhaps ought to have gone back to the palace; but men, like things, must wend whither their destiny impels.
Proportionably to his approach to the City Hall, he seemed to enter into liveliness. In the same way as the blood in some organizations leaves the extremities cold and pale on rushing back to fortify the heart, so all the movement and heat—the Revolution, in short—was around the City Hall, the seat of popular life, the heart of that great body, Paris.
He stopped to send his officer to the Arcade; but the National Guard had been withdrawn from there, too. He wanted to retrace his steps; but the crowd had packed in behind him, and he was carried, like a waif on the wave, up the Hall steps.
"Stay here," he said to his follower, "and if evil befalls me, run and tell them at the palace."
Mandat yielded to the mob, and was floated into the grand hall, where he met strange and stern faces. It was the insurrection complete, demanding an account of the conduct of this man, who had not only tried to crush it in its development, but to strangle it in its birth.
One of the members of the Commune, the dread body which was to stifle the Assembly and struggle with the Convention, advanced and in the general's name asked:
"By whose order did you double the palace guard?"
"The Mayor of Paris'."
"Show that order."
"I left it at the Tuileries, so that it might be carried out during my absence."
"Why did you order out the cannon?"
"Because I set the battalion on the march, and the field-pieces move with the regiment."
"Where is Petion?"
"He was at the palace when I last saw him."
"A prisoner?"
"No; he was strolling about the gardens."
The interrogation was interrupted here by a new member bringing an unsealed letter, of which he asked leave to make communication. Mandat had no need to do more than cast a glance on this note to acknowledge that he was lost; he recognized his own writing. It was his order to the commanding officer at St. John's Arcade, sent at one in the morning, for him to attack in the rear the mob making for the palace, while the battalion on New Bridge attacked it in flank. This order had fallen into the Commune's hands after the dismissal of the soldiers.
The examination was over; for what could be more damning than this letter in any admissions of the accused?
The council decided that Mandat should be imprisoned in the abbey. The tale goes that the chairman of the board, in saying, "Remove the prisoner," made a sweep of the hand, edge downward, like chopping with an ax. As the guillotine was not in use then, it must have been an arranged sign—perhaps by the Invisibles, whose Grand Copt had divined that instrument.
At all events, the result showed that the sign was taken to imply death.
Hardly had Mandat gone down three of the City Hall steps before a pistol-shot shattered his skull, at the very instant when his son ran toward him. Three years before, the same reception had met Flesselles.
Mandat was only wounded, but as he rose, he fell again with a score of pike-wounds. The boy held out his hands and wailed for his father, but none paid any heed to him. Presently, in the bloody ring, where bare arms plunged amid flashing pikes and swords, a head was seen to surge up, detached from the trunk.
The boy swooned.
The aid-de-camp galloped back to the Tuileries to report what he had witnessed.
The murderers went off in two gangs: one took the body to the river, to throw it in, the other carried the head through the streets.
This was going on at four in the morning.
Let us precede the aid to the Tuileries, and see what was happening.
Having confessed, and made easy about matters since his conscience was tranquilized, the king, unable to resist the cravings of nature, went to bed. But we must say that he lay down dressed.
On the alarm-bells ringing more loudly, and the roll of the drums beating the reveille, he was roused.
Colonel Chesnaye, to whom Mandat had left his powers, awoke the monarch to have him address the National Guards, and by his presence and some timely words revive their enthusiasm.
The king rose, but half awake, dull and staggering. He was wearing a powdered wig, and he had flattened all the side he had lain upon. The hair-dresser could not be found, so he had to go out with the wig out of trim.
Notified that the king was going to show himself to the defenders, the queen ran out from the council hall where she was.
In contrast with the poor sovereign, whose dim sight sought no one's glance, whose mouth-muscles were flabby and palpitating with involuntary twitches, while his violet coat suggested he was wearing mourning for majesty, the queen was burning with fever, although pale. Her eyes were red, though dry.
She kept close to this phantom of monarchy, who came out in the day instead of midnight, with owlish, blinking eyes. She hoped to inspire him with her overflow of life, strength, and courage.
All went well enough while this exhibition was in the rooms, though the National Guards, mixed in with the noblemen, seeing their ruler close to this poor, flaccid, heavy man, who had so badly failed on a similar occasion at Varennes, wondered if this really was the monarch whose poetical legend the women and the priests were already beginning to weave.
This was not the one they had expected to see.
The aged Duke of Mailly—with one of those good intentions destined to be another paving-stone for down below—drew his rapier, and sinking down at the foot of the king, vowed in a quavering voice to die, he and the old nobility which he represented, for the grandson of Henry IV. Here were two blunders: the National Guards had no great sympathy for the old nobility, and they were not here to defend the descendant of Henry IV., but the constitutional king.
So, in reply to a few shouts of "Hail to the king!" cheers for the nation burst forth on all sides.
Something to make up for this coolness was sought. The king was urged to go down into the royal yard. Alas! the poor potentate had no will of his own. Disturbed at his meals, and cheated, with only one hour's sleep instead of seven, he was but an automaton, receiving impetus from outside its material nature.
Who gave this impetus? The queen, a woman of nerve, who had neither slept nor eaten.
Some unhappy characters fail in all they undertake, when circumstances are beyond their level. Instead of attracting dissenters, Louis XVI., in going up to them, seemed expressly made to show how little glamour majesty can lend a man who has no genius or strength of mind.
Here, as in the rooms, when the Royalists managed to get up a shout of "Long live the king!" an immense hurrah for the nation replied to them.
The Royalists being dull enough to persist, the patriots overwhelmed them with "No, no, no; no other ruler than the nation!"
And the king, almost supplicating, added: "Yes, my sons, the nation and the monarch make but one henceforward."
"Bring the prince," whispered Marie Antoinette to Princess Elizabeth; "perhaps the sight of a child may touch them."
While they were looking for the dauphin, the king continued the sad review. The bad idea struck him to appeal to the artillerists, who were mainly Republicans. If the king had the gift of speech-making, he might have forced the men to listen to him, though their belief led them astray, for it would have been a daring step, and it might have helped him to face the cannon; but there was nothing exhilarating in his words or gesture; he stammered.
The Royalists tried to cover his stammerings with the luckless hail of "Long live the king!" already twice a failure, and it nearly brought about a collision.
Some cannoniers left their places and rushed over to the king, threatening him with their fists, and saying:
"Do you think that we will shoot down our brothers to defend a traitor like you?"
The queen drew the king back.
"Here comes the dauphin!" called out voices. "Long live the hope of the realm!"
Nobody took up the cry. The poor boy had come in at the wrong time; as theatrical language says, he had missed his cue.
The king went back into the palace, a downright retreat—almost a flight. When he got to his private rooms he dropped, puffing and blowing, into an easy-chair.
Stopping by the door, the queen looked around for some support. She spied Charny standing up by the door of her own rooms, and she went over to him.
"Ah, all is lost!" she moaned.
"I am afraid so, my lady," replied the Life Guardsman.
"Can we not still flee?"
"It is too late."
"What is left for us to do, then?"
"We can but die," responded Charny, bowing.
The queen heaved a sigh, and went into her own rooms.
CHAPTER XII.
THE FIRST MASSACRE.
MANDAT had hardly been slain, before the Commune nominated Santerre as commanding general in his stead, and he ordered the drums to beat in all the town and the bells to be rung harder than ever in all the steeples. He sent out patrols to scour the ways, and particularly to scout around the Assembly.
Some twenty prowlers were made prisoners, of whom half escaped before morning, leaving eleven in the Feuillants' guard-house. In their midst was a dandified young gentleman in the National Guard uniform, the newness of which, the superiority of his weapons, and the elegance of his style, made them suspect he was an aristocrat. He was quite calm. He said that he went to the palace on an order, which he showed the examining committee of the Feuillants' ward. It ran:
"The National Guard, bearer of this paper, will go to the palace to learn what the state of affairs is, and return to report to the Attorney-and-Syndic-General of the Department.
(Signed) "BOIRIE,
"LEROULX,
"Municipal Officers."
The order was plain enough, but it was thought that the signatures were forged, and it was sent to the City Hall by a messenger to have them verified.
This last arrest had brought a large crowd around the place, and some such voices as are always to be heard at popular gatherings yelled for the prisoner's death.
An official saw that this desire must not spread, and was making a speech, to which the mob was yielding, when the messenger came back from the Hall to say the order was genuine, and they ought to set at liberty the prisoner named Suleau.
At this name, a woman in the mob raised her head and uttered a scream of rage.
"Suleau?" she cried. "Suleau, the editor of the 'Acts of the Apostles' newspaper, one of the slayers of Liege independence? Let me at this Suleau! I call for the death of Suleau!"
The crowd parted to let this little, wiry woman go through. She wore a riding-habit of the national colors, and was carrying a sword in a cross-belt. She went up to the city official and forced him to give her the place on the stand. Her head was barely above the concourse, before they all roared:
"Bravo, Theroigne!"
Indeed, Theroigne was a most popular woman, so that Suleau had made a hit when he said she was the bride of Citizen Populus, as well as referring to her free-and-easy morals.
Besides, he had published at Brussels the "Alarm for Kings," and thus helped the Belgian outbreak, and to replace under the Austrian cane and the priestly miter a noble people wishing to be free and join France.
At this very epoch Theroigne was writing her memoirs, and had read the part about her arrest there to the Jacobin Club.
She claimed the death of the ten other prisoners along with Suleau.
Through the door he heard her ringing voice, amid applause. He called the captain of the guard to him, and asked to be turned loose to the mob, that by his sacrifice he might save his fellow-prisoners. They did not believe he meant it. They refused to open the door to him, and he tried to jump out of the window, but they pulled him back. They did not think that they would be handed over to the slaughterers in cold blood; they were mistaken.
Intimidated by the yells, Chairman Bonjour yielded to Theroigne's demand, and bid the National Guardsman stand aloof from resisting the popular will. They stepped aside, and the door was left free. The mob burst into the jail and grabbed the first prisoner to hand.
It was a priest, Bonyon, a playwright noted for his failures and his epigrams. He was a large-built man, and fought desperately with the butchers, who tore him from the arms of the commissioner who tried to save him; though he had no weapon but his naked fists, he laid out two or three of the ruffians. A bayonet pinned him to the wall, so that he expired without being able to hit with his last blows.
Two of the prisoners managed to escape in the scuffle.
The next to the priest was an old Royal Guardsman, whose defense was not less vigorous; his death was but the more cruel. A third was cut to pieces before Suleau's turn came.
"There is your Suleau," said a woman to Theroigne.
She did not know him by sight; she thought he was a priest, and scoffed at him as the Abbe Suleau. Like a wild cat, she sprung at his throat. He was young, brave, and lusty; with a fist blow he sent her ten paces off, shook off the men who had seized him, and wrenching a saber from a hand, felled a couple of the assassins.
Then commenced a horrible conflict. Gaining ground toward the door, Suleau cut himself three times free; but he was obliged to turn round to get the cursed door open, and in that instant twenty blades ran through his body. He fell at the feet of Theroigne, who had the cruel joy of inflicting his last wound.
Another escaped, another stoutly resisted, but the rest were butchered like sheep. All the bodies were dragged to Vendome Place, where their heads were struck off and set on poles for a march through the town.
Thus, before the action, blood was spilled in two places; on the City Hall steps and in Feuillants' yard. We shall presently see it flow in the Tuileries; the brook after the rain-drops, the river after the brook.
While this massacre was being perpetrated, about nine A. M., some eleven thousand National Guards, gathered by the alarm-bell of Barbaroux and the drum-beat of Santerre, marched down the St. Antoine ward and came out on the Strand. They wanted the order to assail the Tuileries.
Made to wait for an hour, two stories beguiled them: either concessions were hoped from the court, or the St. Marceau ward was not ready, and they could not fall on without them.
A thousand pikemen waxed restless; as ever, the worst armed wanted to begin the fray. They broke through the ranks of the Guard, saying that they were going to do without them and take the palace.
Some of the Marseilles Federals and a few French Guards—of the same regiments which had stormed the Bastile three years before—took the lead and were acclaimed as chiefs. These were the vanguard of the insurrection.
In the meanwhile, the aid who had seen Mandat murdered had raced back to the Tuileries; but it was not till after the king and the queen had returned from the fiasco of a review that he announced the ghastly news.
The sound of a disturbance mounted to the first floor and entered by the open windows.
The City and the National Guards and the artillerists—the patriots, in short—had taunted the grenadiers with being the king's tools, saying that they were bought up by the court; and as they were ignorant of their commander's murder by the mob, a grenadier shouted:
"It looks as though that shuffler Mandat had sent few aristocrats here."
Mandat's eldest son was in the Guards' ranks—we know where the other boy was, uselessly trying to defend his father on the City Hall steps. At this insult to his absent sire, the young man sprung out of the line with his sword flourished. Three or four gunners rushed to meet him. Weber, the queen's attendant, was among the St. Roch district grenadiers, dressed as a National Guardsman. He flew to the young man's help. The clash of steel was heard as the quarrel spread between the two parties.
Drawn to the window by the noise, the queen perceived her foster-brother, and she sent the king's valet to bring him to her.
Weber came up and told what was happening, whereupon she acquainted him with the death of Mandat.
The uproar went on beneath the windows.
"The cannoniers are leaving their pieces," said Weber, looking out; "they have no spikes, but they have driven balls home without powder, so that they are rendered useless!"
"What do you think of all this?"
"I think your majesty had better consult Syndic Roederer, who seems the most honest man in the palace."
Roederer was brought before the queen in her private apartment as the clock struck nine.
CHAPTER XIII.
THE REPULSE.
AT this point, Captain Durler, of the Switzers, went up to the king to get orders from him or the major-general. The latter perceived the good captain as he was looking for some usher to introduce him.
"What do you want, captain?" he inquired.
"You, my Lord Charny, as you are the garrison commander. I want the final orders, as the head of the insurrectionary column appears on the Carrousel."
"You are not to let them force their way through, the king having decided to die in the midst of us."
"Rely on us, major-general," briefly replied Captain Durler, going back to his men with this order, which was their death-sentence.
As he said, the van of the rebels was in sight. It was the thousand pikemen, at the head of whom marched some twenty Marseilles men and fifteen French Guardsmen; in the ranks of the latter gleamed the bullion epaulets of a National Guards captain. This young officer was Ange Pitou, who had been recommended by Billet, and was charged with a mission of which we shall hear more.
Behind these, at a quarter-mile distance, came a considerable body of National Guards and Federals, preceded by a twelve-gun battery.
When the garrison commandant's order was transmitted to them, the Swiss fell silently into line and resolutely stood, with cold and gloomy firmness.
Less severely disciplined, the National Guards took up their post more disorderly and noisily, but with equal resolution.
The nobles, badly marshaled, and armed with striking weapons only, as swords or short-range pistols, and aware that the combat would be to the death, saw the moment approach with feverish glee when they could grapple with their ancient adversary, the people, the eternal athlete always thrown, but growing the stronger during eight centuries.
While the besieged were taking places, knocking was heard at the royal court-yard gate, and many voices shouting: "A flag of truce!" Over the wall at this spot was seen a white handkerchief tied to the tip of a pike-staff.
Roederer was on his way to the king when he saw this at the gate and ordered it to be opened. The janitor did so, and then ran off as fast as he could. Roederer confronted the foremost of the revolutionists.
"My friends," said he, "you wanted the gates open to a flag of truce, and not to an army. Who wants to hold the parley?"
"I am your man," said Pitou, with his sweet voice and bland smile.
"Who are you?"
"Captain Ange Pitou, of the Haramont Federal Volunteers."
Roederer did not know who the Haramont Federals were, but he judged it not worth while to inquire when time was so precious.
"What are you wanting?"
"I want way through for myself and my friends."
Pitou's friends, who were in rags, brandished their pikes, and looked with their savage eyes like dangerous enemies indeed.
"What do you want to go through here for?"
"To go and surround the Assembly. We have twelve guns, but shall not use e'er a one if you do as we wish."
"What do you wish?"
"The dethronement of the king."
"This is a grave question, sir," observed Roederer.
"Very grave," replied Pitou, with his customary politeness.
"It calls for some debate."
"That is only fair," returned Ange. "It is going on ten o'clock, less the quarter," said he; "if we do not have an answer by ten as it strikes, we shall begin our striking, too."
"Meanwhile, I suppose you will let us shut the door?"
Pitou ordered his crowd back; and the door was closed; but through the momentarily open door the besiegers had caught a glimpse of the formidable preparations made to receive them.
As soon as the door was closed, Pitou's followers had a keen desire to keep on parleying.
Some were hoisted upon their comrades' shoulders, so that they could bestride the wall, where they began to chat with the National Guardsmen inside. These shook hands with them, and they were merry together as the quarter of an hour passed.
Then a man came from the palace with the word that they were to be let in.
The invaders believed that they had their request granted, and they flocked in as soon as the doors were opened, like men who had been kept waiting—all in a heap. They stuck their caps on their pikes and whooped "Hurrah for the nation!"—"Long live the National Guard!"—"The Swiss forever!"
The National Guard echoed the shout of the nation, but the Swiss kept a gloomy and sinister muteness.
The inrush only ceased when the intruders were up to the cannon muzzles, where they stopped to look around.
The main vestibule was crammed with Swiss, three deep; on each step was a rank, so that six could fire at once.
Some of the invaders, including Pitou, began to consider, although it was rather late to reflect.
But though seeing the danger, the mob did not think of running away; it tried to turn it by jesting with the soldiers. The Guards took the joking as it was made, but the Swiss looked glum, for something had happened five minutes before the insurrectionary column marched up.
In the quarrel between the Guards and the grenadiers over the insult to Mandat, the former had parted from the Royalist guards, and as they went off they said good-bye to the Swiss, whom they wanted to go away with them.
They said that they would receive in their own homes as brothers any of the Swiss who would come with them.
Two from the Waldenses—that is, French Swiss—replied to the appeal made in their own tongue, and took the French by the hand. At the same instant two shots were fired up at the palace windows, and bullets struck the deserters in the very arms of those who decoyed them away.
Excellent marksmen as chamois-hunters, the Swiss officers had nipped the mutiny thus in the bud. It is plain now why the other Swiss were mute.
The men who had rushed into the yard were such as always oddly run before all outbreaks. They were armed with new pikes and old fire-arms—that is, worse than unarmed.
The cannoniers had come over to their side, as well as the National Guards, and they wanted to induce the Switzers to do the same.
They did not notice that time was passing and that the quarter of an hour Pitou had given Roederer had doubled; it was now a quarter past ten. They were having a good time; why should they worry?
One tatterdemalion had not a sword or a pike, but a pruning-hook, and he said to his next neighbor:
"Suppose I were to fish for a Swiss?"
"Good idea! Try your luck," said the other.
So he hooked a Swiss by the belt and drew him toward him, the soldier resisting just enough to make out that he was dragged.
"I have got a bite," said the fisher for men.
"Then, haul him in, but go gently," said his mate.
The man with the hook drew softly indeed, and the guardsman was drawn out of the entrance into the yard, like a fish from the pond onto the bank. Up rose loud whoops and roars of laughter.
"Try for another," said the crowd.
The fisherman hooked another, and jerked him out like the first. And so it went on to the fourth and the fifth, and the whole regiment might have melted away but for the order, "Make ready—take aim!"
On seeing the muskets leveled with the regular sound and precise movement marking evolutions of regular troops, one of the assailants—there is always some crazy-head to give the signal for slaughter under such circumstances—fired a pistol at the palace windows.
During the short space separating "Make ready" and "Fire" in the command, Pitou guessed what was going to happen.
"Flat on your faces!" he shouted to his men; "down flat, or you are all dead men!"
Suiting the action to the word, he flung himself on the ground.
Before there was time for his advice to be generally followed, the word "Fire!" rang in the entrance-way, which was filled with a crashing noise and smoke, while a hail of lead was spit forth as from one huge blunderbuss.
The compact mass—for perhaps half the column had entered the yard—swayed like the wheat-field before the gust, then like the same cropped by the scythe, reeled and fell down. Hardly a third was left alive.
These few fled, passing under the fire from two lines of guns and the barracks firing at close range. The musketeers would have killed each other but for the thick screen of fugitives between.
This curtain was ripped in wide places; four hundred men were stretched on the ground pavement, three hundred slain outright.
The hundred, more or less badly injured, groaned and tried to rise, but falling, gave part of the field of corpses a movement like the ocean swell, frightful to behold.
But gradually all died out, and apart from a few obstinate fellows who persisted in living, all fell into immobility.
The fugitives scattered over the Carrousel Square, and flowed out on the water-side on one hand and on the street by the other, yelling, "Murder—help! we were drawn into a death-trap."
On the New Bridge, they fell in with the main body. The bulk was commanded by two men on horseback, closely attended by one on foot, who seemed to have a share in the command.
"Help, Citizen Santerre!" shouted the flyers, recognizing in one of the riders the big brewer of St. Antoine, by his colossal stature, for which his huge Flemish horse was but a pedestal in keeping; "help! they are slaughtering our brothers."
"Who are?" demanded the brewer-general.
"The Swiss—they shot us down while we were cheek by jowl with them, a-kissing them."
"What do you think of this?" asked Santerre of the second horseman.
"Vaith, me dink of dot milidary broverb which it say: 'De soldier ought to march to where he hear dot gun-firing going on,'" replied the other rider, who was a small, fair man, with his hair cropped short, speaking with a strong German accent. "Zubbose we go where de goons go off, eh?"
"Hi! you had a young officer with you," called out the leader on foot to one of the runaways; "I don't see anything of him."
"He was the first to be dropped, citizen representative; and the more's the pity, for he was a brave young chap."
"Yes, he was a brave young man," replied, with a slight loss of color, the man addressed as a member of the House, "and he shall be bravely avenged. On you go, Citizen Santerre!"
"I believe, my dear Billet," said the brewer, "that in such a pinch we must call experience into play as well as courage."
"As you like."
"In consequence, I propose to place the command in the hands of Citizen Westerman—a real general and a friend of Danton—offering to obey him like a common soldier."
"I do not care what you do if you will only march right straight ahead," said the farmer.
"Do you accept the command, Citizen Westerman?" asked Santerre.
"I do," said the Russian, laconically.
"In that case give your orders."
"Vorwarts!" shouted Westerman, and the immense column, only halted for a breathing-spell, resumed the route.
As its pioneers entered at the same time the Carrousel by all gates, eleven struck on the Tuileries clocks.
CHAPTER XIV.
THE LAST OF THE CHARNYS.
WHEN Roederer entered the queen's apartments behind Weber, that lady was seated by the fire-place, with her back to the door; but she turned round on hearing it open.
"Well, sir?" she asked, without being very pointed in her inquiry.
"The honor has been done me of a call," replied Roederer.
"Yes, sir; you are one of the principal magistrates of the town, and your presence here is a shield for royalty. I wish to ask you, therefore, whether we have most to hope or to fear?"
"Little to hope, madame, and everything to fear."
"The mob is really marching upon the palace?"
"The front of the column is in the Carrousel, parleying with the Swiss Guards."
"Parleying? but I gave the Swiss the express order to meet brute force with force. Are they disobeying?"
"Nay, madame; the Swiss will die at their posts."
"And we at ours. The same as the Swiss are soldiers at the service of kings, kings are the soldiers at the beck of royalty."
Roederer held his peace.
"Have I the misfortune to entertain an opinion not agreeing with yours, sir?" asked the queen.
"Madame, I have no opinion unless I am asked for it."
"I do ask for it, sir."
"Then I shall state with the frankness of a believer. My opinion is that the king is ruined if he stays in the Tuileries."
"But if we do not stay here, where shall we go?" cried the queen, rising in high alarm.
"At present, there is no longer but one place of shelter for the royal family," responded the attorney-syndic.
"Name it, sir."
"The National Assembly."
"What do you say, sir?" demanded the queen, snapping her eyes and questioning like one who had not understood.
He repeated what he had said.
"Do you believe, sir, that I would ask a favor of those fellows?"
He was silent again.
"If we must meet enemies, I like those better who attack us in the broad day and in front, than those who wish to destroy us in the dark and from behind."
"Well, madame, it is for you to decide; either go and meet the people, or beat a retreat into the Assembly Hall."
"Beat a retreat? Are we so deprived of defenders that we must retreat before we have tried the exchange of shots?"
"Perhaps you will take the report, before you come to a conclusion, of some competent authority who knows the forces you have to dispose of?"
"Weber, bring me one of the principal officers—Maillardet, or Chesnaye, or—" she stopped on the point of saying "the Count of Charny."
Weber went out.
"If your majesty were to step up to the window, you would be able to judge for yourself."
With visible repugnance the lady took the few steps to the window, and, parting the curtains, saw the Carrousel Square, and the royal yard as well, crowded with ragged men bearing pikes.
"Good God! what are those fellows doing in here?" she exclaimed.
"I told your majesty—they are parleying."
"But they have entered the inner yards?"
"I thought I had better gain the time somehow for your majesty to come to a resolution."
The door opened.
"Come, come," cried the queen, without knowing that it would be Charny who appeared.
"I am here, madame," he said.
"Oh, is it you? Then I have nothing to say, as you told me a while ago what you thought should be done."
"Then the gentleman thought that the only course was—" said Roederer.
"To die," returned the queen.
"You see that what I propose is preferable, madame."
"Oh! on my soul, I do not know whether it is or not," groaned the queen.
"What does the gentleman suggest?"
"To take the king under the wing of the House."
"That is not death, but shame," said Charny.
"You hear that, sir?" cried the lady.
"Come, come," said the lawyer; "may there not be some middle course?"
Weber stepped forward.
"I am of very little account," he said, "and I know that it is very bold of me to speak in such company; but my devotion may inspire me. Suppose that your majesty only requested a deputation to watch over the safety of the king?"
"Well, I will consent to that. Lord Charny, if you approve of this suggestion, will you pray submit it to the king?"
Charny bowed and went out.
"Follow the count, Weber, and bring me the king's answer."
Weber went out after the nobleman.
Charny's presence, cold, stern and devoted, was so cruel a reproach to her as a woman, if not as a sovereign, that she shuddered in it. Perhaps she had some terrible forewarning of what was to happen.
Weber came back to say that the king accepted the idea.
"Two gentlemen are going to take his majesty's request to the Assembly."
"But look what they are doing!" exclaimed the queen.
The besiegers were busy fishing for Switzers.
Roederer looked out; but he had not the time to see what was in progress before a pistol-shot was followed by the formidable discharge. The building shook as though smitten to its foundations.
The queen screamed and fell back a step, but returned to the window, drawn by curiosity.
"Oh, see, see!" she cried, with flaring eyes, "they fly! they are routed! Why did you say, that we had no resource but in the Assembly?"
"Will your majesty be good enough to come with me," said the official.
"See, see," continued the queen, "there go the Swiss, making a sortie, and pursuing them! Oh, the Carrousel is swept free! Victory, victory!"
"In pity for yourself, madame, follow me," persisted Roederer.
Returning to her senses, she went with the attorney-syndic to the Louvre gallery, where he learned the king was, and which suited his purpose.
The queen had not an idea of it.
The gallery was barricaded half down, and it was cut through at a third of the way, where a temporary bridge was thrown across the gap; the foot of a fugitive might send it down, and so prevent the pursuers following into the Tuileries.
The king was in a window recess with his captains and some courtiers, and he held a spy-glass in his hand.
The queen had no need for it as she ran to the balcony.
The army of the insurrection was approaching, long and dense, covering the whole of the wide street along the riverside, and extending as far as the eye could reach.
Over the New Bridge, the southern districts effected a junction with the others.
All the church-bells of the town were frenziedly swinging out the tocsin, while the big bell of Notre Dame Cathedral overawed all the metallic vibrations with its bronze boom.
A burning sun sparkled in myriad points from the steel of gun-barrels and lance-points.
Like the rumblings of a storm, cannon was heard rolling on the pavement.
"What now, madame?" said Roederer.
Some fifty persons had gathered round the king.
The queen cast a long look on the group to see how much devotion lingered. Then, mute, not knowing to whom to turn, the poor creature took up her son and showed him to the officers of the court and army and National Guard, no longer the sovereign asking the throne for her heir, but the mother suing for protection for her boy.
During this time, the king was speaking in a low voice with the Commune attorney, or rather, the latter was repeating what he had said to the queen.
Two very distinct groups formed around the two sovereigns. The king's was cold and grave, and was composed of counselors who appeared of Roederer's opinion. The queen's was ardent, numerous, and enthusiastic young military men, who waved their hats, flourished their swords, raised their hands to the dauphin, kissed the hem of the queen's robe, and swore to die for both of them.
Marie Antoinette found some hope in this enthusiasm.
The king's party melted into the queen's, and with his usual impassibility, the monarch found himself the center of the two commingled. His unconcern might be courage.
The queen snatched a pair of pistols from Colonel Maillardet.
"Come, sire," she cried; "this is the time for you to show yourself and die in the midst of your friends!"
This action had carried enthusiasm to its height, and everybody waited for the king's reply, with parted lips and breath held in suspense.
A young, brave, and handsome king, who had sprung forward with blazing eye and quivering lip, to rush with the pistols in hand into the thick of the fight, might have recalled fortune to his crown.
They waited and they hoped.
Taking the pistols from the queen's hands, the king returned them to the owner.
"Monsieur Roederer," he said, "you were observing that I had better go over to the House?"
"Such is my advice," answered the legal agent of the Commune, bowing.
"Come away, gentlemen; there is nothing more to be done here," said the king.
Uttering a sigh, the queen took up her son in her arms, and said to her ladies:
"Come, ladies, since it is the king's desire," which was as much as to say to the others, "Expect nothing more from me."
In the corridor where she would have to pass through, Mme. Campan was waiting. She whispered to her: "How I wish I dwelt in a tower by the sea!"
The abandoned attendants looked at each other and seemed to say, "Is this the monarch for whom we came here to die?"
Colonel Chesnaye understood this mute inquiry, for he answered:
"No, gentlemen, it was for royalty. The wearer of the crown is mortal, but the principle imperishable."
The queen's ladies were terrified. They looked like so many marble statues standing in the corners and along the lobbies.
At last the king condescended to remember those he was casting off. At the foot of the stairs, he halted.
"But what will befall all those I leave behind?" he inquired.
"Sire," replied Roederer, "it will be easy enough for them to follow you out. As they are in plain dress, they can slip out through the gardens."
"Alas," said the queen, seeing Count Charny waiting for her by the garden gate, with his drawn sword, "I would I had heeded you when you advised me to flee."
The queen's Life Guardsman did not respond, but he went up to the king, and said:
"Sire, will you please exchange hats, lest yours single out your majesty?"
"Oh, you are right, on account of the white feather," said Louis. "Thank you, my lord." And he took the count's hat instead of his own.
"Does the king run any risk in this crossing?" inquired the queen.
"You see, madame, that if so, I have done all I could to turn the danger aside from the threatened one."
"Is your majesty ready?" asked the Swiss captain charged to escort the king across the gardens.
The king advanced between two rows of Swiss, keeping step with him, till suddenly they heard loud shouting on the left.
The door near the Flora restaurant had been burst through by the mob, and they rushed in, knowing that the king was going to the Assembly.
The leader of the band carried a head on a pole as the ensign.
The Swiss captain ordered a halt and called his men to get their guns ready.
"My Lord Charny," said the queen, "if you see me on the point of falling into those ruffians' hands, you will kill me, will you not?"
"I can not promise you that, for I shall be dead before they touch you."
"Bless us," said the king; "this is the head of our poor Colonel Mandat. I know it again."
The band of assassins did not dare to come too near, but they overwhelmed the royal pair with insults. Five or six shots were fired, and two Swiss fell—one dead.
"Do not fire," said Charny; "or not one of us will reach the House alive."
"That is so," observed the captain; "carry arms."
The soldiers shouldered their guns and all continued crossing diagonally. The first heats of the year had yellowed the chestnut-trees, and dry leaves were strewing the earth. The little prince found some sport in heaping them up with his foot and kicking them on his sister's.
"The leaves are falling early this year," observed the king.
"Did not one of those men write that royalty will not outlast the fall of the leaf?" questioned the queen.
"Yes, my lady," replied Charny.
"What was the name of this cunning prophet?"
"Manuel."
A new obstacle rose in the path of the royal family: a numerous crowd of men and women, who were waiting with menacing gestures and brandished weapons on the steps and the terrace which had to be gone over to reach the riding-school.
The danger was the worse from the Swiss being unable to keep in rank. The captain tried in vain to get through, and he showed so much rage that Roederer cried:
"Be careful, sir—you will lead to the king being killed."
They had to halt, but a messenger was sent to the Assembly to plead that the king wanted asylum.
The House sent a deputation, at the sight of whom the mob's fury was redoubled.
Nothing was to be heard but these shouts yelled with wrath:
"Down with Veto!"—"Over with the Austrian!"—"Dethronement or death!"
Understanding that it was in particular their mother who was threatened, the two children huddled up to her. The little dauphin asked:
"Lord Charny, why do these naughty people want to hurt my mamma?"
A gigantic man, armed with a pike, and roaring louder than the rest, "Down with Veto—death to the Austrian!" kept trying to stab the king and the queen.
The Swiss escort had gradually been forced away, so that the royal family had by them only the six noblemen who had left the palace with them, Charny, and the Assembly deputation.
There were still some thirty paces to go in the thick crowd.
It was evident that the lives of the pair were aimed at, and chiefly the queen's.
The struggle began at the staircase foot.
"If you do not sheathe your sword," said Roederer, "I will answer for nothing."
Without uttering a word, Charny put up his sword.
The party was lifted by the press as a skiff is tossed in a gale by the waves, and drawn toward the Assembly. The king was obliged to push away a ruffian who stuck his fist in his face. The little dauphin, almost smothered, screamed and held out his hands for help.
A man dashed forward and snatched him out of his mother's arms.
"My Lord Charny, my son!" she shrieked; "in Heaven's name, save my boy!"
Charny took a couple of steps in chase of the fellow with the prince, but as soon as he unmasked the queen, two or three hands dragged her toward them, and one clutched the neckerchief on her bosom. She sent up a scream.
Charny forgot Roederer's advice, and his sword disappeared its full length in the body of the wretch who had dared to lay hands on the queen.
The gang howled with rage on seeing one of their number slain, and rushed all the more fiercely on the group.
Highest of all the women yelled: "Why don't you kill the Austrian?"—"Give her to us to have her throat slit!"—"Death to her—death!"
Twenty naked arms were stretched out to seize her. Maddened by grief, thinking nothing of her own danger, she never ceased to cry:
"My son—save my son!"
They touched the portals of the Assembly, but the mob doubled their efforts for fear their prey would escape.
Charny was so closely pressed that he could only ply the handle of his sword. Among the clinched and menacing fists, he saw one holding a pistol and trying to get a shot at the queen. He dropped his sword, grasped the pistol by both hands, wrenched it from the holder, and discharged it into the body of the nearest assailant. The man fell as though blasted by lightning.
Charny stooped in the gap to regain his rapier.
At this moment, the queen entered the Assembly vestibule in the retinue of the king.
Charny's sword was already in a hand that had struck at her.
He flew at the murderer, but at this the doors were slammed, and on the step he dropped, at the same time felled by an iron bar on his head and a spear right through his heart.
"As fell my brothers," he muttered. "My poor Andrea!"
The fate of the Charnys was accomplished with the last one, as in the case of Valence and Isidore. That of the queen, for whom their lives were laid down, was yet to be fulfilled.
At this time, a dreadful discharge of great guns announced that the besiegers and the garrison were hard at work.
CHAPTER XV.
THE BLOOD-STAINS.
FOR a space, the Swiss might believe that they had dealt with an army and wiped it off the earth. They had slain nearly four hundred men in the royal yard, and almost two hundred in the Carrousel; seven guns were the spoils.
As far as they could see, no foes were in sight.
One small isolated battery, planted on the terrace of a house facing the Swiss guard-house, continued its fire without their being able to silence it. As they believed they had suppressed the insurrection, they were taking measures to finish with this battery at any cost, when they heard on the water-side the rolling of drums and the much more awful rolling of artillery over the stones.
This was the army which the king was watching through his spy-glass from the Louvre gallery.
At the same time the rumor spread that the king had quitted the palace and had taken refuge in the House of Representatives.
It is hard to tell the effect produced by this news, even on the most firm adherents.
The monarch, who had promised to die at his royal post, deserting it and passing over to the enemy, or at least surrendering without striking a blow!
Thereupon the National Guards regarded themselves as released from their oath, and almost all withdrew.
Several noblemen followed them, thinking it foolish to die for a cause which acknowledged itself lost.
Alone the Swiss remained, somber and silent, the slaves of discipline.
From the top of the Flora terrace and the Louvre gallery windows, could be seen coming those heroic working-men whom no army had ever resisted, and who had in one day brought low the Bastile, though it had been taking root during four centuries.
These assailants had their plan; believing the king in his castle, they sought to encompass him so as to take him in it.
The column on the left bank had orders to get in by the river gates; that coming down St. Honore Street to break in the Feuillants' gates, while the column on the right bank were to attack in front, led by Westerman, with Santerre and Billet under his orders.
The last suddenly poured in by all the small entrances on the Carrousel, singing the "It shall go on."
The Marseilles men were in the lead, dragging in their midst two four-pounders loaded with grape-shot.
About two hundred Swiss were ranged in order of battle on Carrousel Square.
Straight to them marched the insurgents, and as the Swiss leveled their muskets, they opened their ranks and fired the pieces.
The soldiers discharged their guns, but they immediately fell back to the palace, leaving some thirty dead and wounded on the pavement.
Thereupon, the rebels, headed by the Breton and Marseilles Federals, rushed on the Tuileries, capturing the two yards—the royal, in the center, where there were so many dead, and the princes', near the river and the Flora restaurant.
Billet had wished to fight where Pitou fell, with a hope that he might be only wounded, so that he might do him the good turn he owed for picking him up on the parade-ground.
So he was one of the first to enter the center court. Such was the reek of blood that one might believe one was in the shambles; it rose from the heap of corpses, visible as a smoke in some places.
This sight and stench exasperated the attackers, who hurled themselves on the palace.
Besides, they could not have hung back had they wished, for they were shoved ahead by the masses incessantly spouted forth by the narrow doors of the Carrousel.
But we hasten to say that, though the front of the pile resembled a frame of fire-works in a display, none had the idea of flight.
Nevertheless, once inside the central yard, the insurgents, like those in whose gore they slipped, were caught between two fires: that from the clock entrance and from the double row of barracks.
The first thing to do was stop the latter.
The Marseillais threw themselves at the buildings like mad dogs on a brasier, but they could not demolish a wall with hands; they called for picks and crows.
Billet asked for torpedoes. Westerman knew that his lieutenant had the right idea, and he had petards made. At the risk of having these cannon-cartridges fired in their hands, the Marseilles men carried them with the matches lighted and flung them into the apertures. The woodwork was soon set aflame by these grenades, and the defenders were obliged to take refuge under the stairs.
Here the fighting went on with steel to steel and shot for shot.
Suddenly Billet felt hands from behind seize him, and he wheeled round, thinking he had an enemy to grapple: but he uttered a cry of delight. It was Pitou; but he was pretty hard to identify, for he was smothered in blood from head to foot; but he was safe and sound and without a single wound.
When he saw the Swiss muskets leveled, he had called out for all to drop flat, and he had set the example.
But his followers had not time to act like him. Like a monstrous scythe, the fusillade had swept along at breast-high, and laid two thirds of the human field, another volley bending and breaking the remainder.
Pitou was literally buried beneath the swathe, and bathed by the warm and nauseating stream. Despite the profoundly disagreeable feeling, Pitou resolved not to make any move, while bathed in the blood of the bodies stifling him, and to wait for a favorable time to show tokens of life.
He had to wait for over an hour, and every minute seemed an hour. But he judged he had the right cue when he heard his side's shouts of victory, and Billet's voice, among the many, calling him.
Thereupon, like the Titan under the mountain, he shook off the mound of carcasses covering him, and ran to press Billet to his heart, on recognizing him, without thinking that he might soil his clothes, whichever way he took him.
A Swiss volley, which sent a dozen men to the ground, recalled them to the gravity of the situation.
Two thousand yards of buildings were burning on the sides of the central court. It was sultry weather, without the least breath; like a dome of lead the smoke of the fire and powder pressed on the combatants; the smoke filled up the palace entrances. Each window flamed, but the front was sheeted in smoke; no one could tell who delivered death or who received it.
Pitou and Billet, with the Marseillais at the fore, pushed through the vapor into the vestibule. Here they met a wall of bayonets—the Swiss.
The Swiss commenced their retreat, a heroic one, leaving a rank of dead on each step, and the battalion most slowly retiring.
Forty-eight dead were counted that evening on those stairs.
Suddenly the cry rang through the rooms and corridors:
"Order of the king—the Swiss will cease firing."
It was two in the afternoon.
The following had happened in the House to lead to the order proclaimed in the Tuileries; one with the double advantage of lessening the assailants' exasperation and covering the vanquished with honor.
As the doors were closing behind the queen, but still while she could catch a glimpse of the bars, bayonets, and pikes menacing Charny, she had screamed and held her hands out toward the opening; but dragged away by her companions, at the same time by her maternal instinct, she had to enter the Assembly Hall.
There she had the great relief afforded her of seeing her son seated on the speaker's desk; the man who had carried him there waved his red cap triumphantly over the boy's head and shouted gladly:
"I have saved the son of my master—long live the dauphin!"
But a sudden revulsion of feeling made Marie Antoinette recur to Charny.
"Gentlemen," she said, "one of my bravest officers, most devoted of followers, has been left outside the door, in danger of death. I beg succor for him."
Five or six members sprung away at the appeal.
The king, the queen, and the rest of the royal family, with their attendants, proceeded to the seats intended for the cabinet officers, and took places there.
The Assembly received them standing, not from etiquette, but the respect misfortune compelled.
Before sitting down, the king held up his hand to intimate that he wished to speak.
"I came here to prevent a great crime," he said, in the silence; "I thought I could not be in safety anywhere else."
"Sire," returned Vergniaud, who presided, "you may rely on the firmness of the National Assembly; its members are sworn to die in defending the people's rights and the constitutional authorities."
As the king was taking his seat, a frightful musketry discharge resounded at the doors. It was the National Guards firing, intermingled with the insurgents, from the Feuillants' terrace, on the Swiss officers and soldiers forming the royal escort.
An officer of the National Guard, probably out of his senses, ran in in alarm, and only stopped by the bar, cried: "The Swiss—the Swiss are coming—they have forced past us!"
For an instant the House believed that the Swiss had overcome the outbreak and were coming to recover their master; for at the time Louis XVI. was much more the king to the Swiss than to any others.
With one spontaneous movement the House rose, all of a mind, and the representatives, spectators, officials, and guards, raising their hands, shouted, "Come what may, we vow to live and die free men!"
In such an oath the royals could take no part, so they remained seated, as the shout passed like a whirlwind over their heads from three thousand mouths. The error did not last long, but it was sublime.
In another quarter of an hour the cry was: "The palace is overrun—the insurgents are coming here to take the king!"
Thereupon the same men who had sworn to die free in their hatred of royalty, rose with the same spontaneity to swear they would defend the king to the death. The Swiss captain, Durler, was summoned outside to lay down his arms.
"I serve the king and not the House," he said. "Where is the royal order?"
They brought him into the Assembly by force; he was black with powder and red with blood.
"Sire," he said, "they want me to lay down arms. Is it the king's order?"
"Yes," said Louis; "hand your weapons to the National Guard. I do not want such brave men to perish."
Durler lowered his head with a sigh, but he insisted on a written order. The king scribbled on a paper: "The king orders the Swiss to lay down their arms and return into barracks."
This was what voices were crying throughout the Tuileries, on the stairs, and in the rooms and halls. As this order restored some quiet to the House, the speaker rang his bell and called for the debating to be resumed.
A member rose and pointed out that an article of the Constitution forbade debates in the king's presence.
"Quite so," said the king; "but where are you going to put us?"
"Sire," said the speaker, "we can give you the room and box of the 'Logographe,' which is vacant owing to the sheet having ceased to appear."
The ushers hastened to show the party where to go, and they had to retrace some of the path they had used to enter.
"What is this on the floor?" asked the queen. "It looks like blood!"
The servants said nothing; for while the spots might be blood, they were ignorant where they came from.
Strange to say, the stains grew larger and nearer together as they approached the box. To spare her the sight, the king quickened the pace, and opening the box door himself, he bid her enter.
The queen sprung forward; but even as she set foot on the sill, she uttered a scream of horror and drew back, with her hands covering her eyes. The presence of the blood-spots was explained, for a dead body had been placed in the room.
It was her almost stepping upon this which had caused her to leap back.
"Bless us," said the king, "it is poor Count Charny's body!" in the same tone as he had said to the gory relic on the pike, "This is poor Mandat's head."
Indeed, the deputies had snatched the body from the cutthroats, and ordered it to be taken into the empty room, without the least idea that the royal family would be consigned to this room in the next ten minutes. It was now carried out and the guests installed. They talked of cleaning up, but the queen shook her head in opposition, and was the first to take a place over the blood-stains. No one noticed that she burst her shoe-laces and dabbled her foot in the red, still warm blood.
"Oh, Charny, Charny!" she murmured; "why does not my life-blood ooze out here to the last drop to mingle with yours unto all eternity?"
Three P. M. struck.
The last of her Life Guards was no more, for in and about her palace nearly a thousand nobles and Swiss had fallen.
CHAPTER XVI.
THE WIDOW.
DURING the slaying of the last of his adherents, what was the monarch doing? Being hungry, he called for his dinner.
Bread and wine, cold fowl, and meat, and fruit were brought him. He set to eating as if he were at a hunting-party, without noticing how he was stared at.
Among the eyes fixed on him was a pair burning because tears would not come. They were the queen's. It seemed to her that she could stay there forever, with her feet in her beloved's blood, living like a flower on the grave, with no nourishment but such as death affords.
She had suffered much lately, but never so as to see the king eating, for the position of affairs was serious enough to take away a man's appetite.
The Assembly, rather than protect him, had need of protection for itself. It was threatened by a formidable multitude roaring for the dethronement, and they obeyed by a decree. It proposed a National Convention, the head of the executive power being temporarily suspended from his functions. The Civil List was not to be paid. The king and family were to remain with the Assembly until order was restored; then they were to be placed in the Luxembourg Palace. Vergniaud told the deposed sovereign that it was the only way to save his neck.
This decree was proclaimed by torch-light that night.
The lights at the Tuileries fell on the ghastly scenes of the searchers and the mourners among the dead. Three thousand five hundred insurgents—to omit two hundred thieves shot by the rioters—had perished. This supposes as many wounded at the least. As the tumbrels rolled with the corpses to the working quarters, a chorus of curses went up against the king, the queen, their foreign camerilla, the nobles who had counseled them. Some swore revenge, and they had it in the coming massacres; others took up weapons and ran to the palace to vent their spite on the dead Swiss; others again crowded round the Assembly and the abbey where were prisoners, shouting "Vengeance."
The Tuileries presented an awful sight: smoking and bloody, deserted by all except the military posts which watched lest, under pretense of finding their dead, pillagers robbed the poor royal residence with its broken doors and smashed windows.
The post under the great clock, the main stairs, was commanded by a young captain of the National Guard, who was no doubt inspired by deep pity by the disaster, if one might judge by the expression of his countenance as each cart-load of dead was removed.
But the dreadful events did not seem to affect him a whit more than they had the deposed king. For, about eleven at night, he was busy in satisfying a monstrous appetite at the expense of a quartern loaf held under his left arm, while his knife-armed right hand unceasingly sliced off hunks of goodly size, which he inserted into a mouth opening to suit the dimensions of the piece.
Leaning against a vestibule pillar, he was watching the silent procession go by, like shades of mothers, wives and daughters, in the glare of torches set up here and there; they were asking of the extinct crater for the remains of their dear ones.
Suddenly the young officer started at the sight of one veiled phantom.
"It is the Countess of Charny," he muttered.
The shadow passed without seeing or hearing him.
The captain beckoned to his lieutenant.
"Desire," he said to him, on coming up, "yonder goes a poor lady of Doctor Gilbert's acquaintance, who is no doubt looking for her husband among the dead. I think of following her, in case she should need help and advice. I leave the command to you; keep good guard for both of us."
"Hang me if Doctor Gilbert's acquaintance has not a deucedly aristocratic bearing," remarked Lieutenant Desire Maniquet.
"Because she is an aristocrat—she is a countess," replied the officer.
"Go along; I will look out."
The Countess of Charny had already turned the first corner of the stairs, when the captain, detaching himself from his men, began to follow her at the respectful distance of fifteen paces. He was not mistaken. Poor Andrea was looking for her husband, not with the anxious thrill of doubt, but with the dull conviction of despair.
When Charny had been aroused in the midst of his joy and happiness by the echo of deeds in Paris, he had come, pale but resolute, to say to his wife:
"Dear Andrea, the King of France runs the risk of his life, and needs all his defenders. What ought I do?"
"Go where duty calls you, my dear George," she had replied, "and die for the king if you must."
"But how about you?" he asked.
"Do not be uneasy about me," she said. "As I live but in you, God may allow that we shall die together."
That settled all between those great hearts; they did not exchange a word further. When the post-horses came to the door, they set out, and were in town in five hours.
That same evening, we have seen Charny present himself for duty in his naval uniform at the same time that Dr. Gilbert was going to send for him.
Since that hour we know that he never quitted the queen.
Andrea had remained alone, shut in, praying; for a space she entertained the idea of imitating her husband, and claiming her station beside the queen, as he had beside the king; but she had not the courage.
The day of the ninth passed for her in anguish, but without anything positive. At nine in the morning next day she heard the cannon; it is needless to say that each echo of the war-like thunder thrilled her to the inmost fiber of her heart. The firing died out about two o'clock.
Were the people defeated, or the victors? she questioned, and was told that the people had won the day.
What had become of Charny in this terrible fray? She was sure that he had taken a leading part. On making inquiries again, she was told that the Swiss were slain, but most of the noblemen had got away.
But the night passed without his coming. In August, night comes late.
Not till ten o'clock did Andrea lose hope, when she drew a veil over her face and went out.
All along the road she met clusters of women wringing their hands and bands of men howling for revenge. She passed among them, protected by the grief of one and the rage of the other; besides, they were man-hunting that night, and not for women.
The women of both parties were weeping.
Arriving on the Carrousel, Andrea heard the proclamation that the rulers were deposed and safe under the wing of the Assembly, which was all she understood.
Seeing some carts go by, she asked what they carried, and was told the dead from the palace yards. Only the dead were being removed; the turn of the wounded would come later.
She thought that Charny would have fallen at the door of the rooms of the king or the queen, so she entered the palace. It was at the moment when Pitou, commanding the main entrance as the captain, saw, and, recognizing her, followed.
It is not possible to give an idea of the devastation in the Tuileries.
Blood poured out of the rooms and spouted like cascades down the stairs. In some of the chambers the bodies yet lay.
Like the other searchers, Andrea took a torch and looked at body after body. Thus she made her way to the royal rooms. Pitou still followed her.
Here, as in the other rooms, she sought in vain; she paused, undecided whither to turn. Seeing her embarrassment, the soldier went up to her.
"Alas, I suspect what your ladyship is seeking!" he said.
"Captain Pitou?" Andrea exclaimed.
"At your service."
"Yes, yes, I have great need of you," she said. Going to him, she took both his hands, and continued: "Do you know what has become of the Count of Charny?"
"I do not, my lady; but I can help you to look for him."
"There is one person who can tell us whether he is dead or alive, and where he is in either case," observed Andrea.
"Who is that, my lady?" queried the peasant.
"The queen," muttered Andrea.
"Do you know where she is?" inquired Pitou.
"I believe she is in the House, and I have still the hope that my Lord Charny is with her."
"Why, yes, yes," said Pitou, snatching at the hope for the mourner's sake; "would you like to go into the House?"
"But they may refuse me admission."
"I'll undertake to get the doors to open."
"Come, then."
Andrea flung the flambeau from her at the risk of setting fire to the place, for what mattered the Tuileries to her in such desperation? so deep that she could not find tears.
From having lived in the palace as the queen's attendant, she knew all the ways, and she led them back by short cuts to the grand entrance where Maniquet was on the lookout.
"How is your countess getting on?" he inquired.
"She hopes to find her lord in the House, where we are going. As we may find him," he added, in a low voice, "but dead, send me four stout lads to the Feuillants' gate, whom I may rely on to defend the body of an aristocrat as well as though a good patriot's."
"All right; go ahead with your countess; I will send the men."
Andrea was waiting at the garden end, where a sentry was posted; but as that was done by Pitou, he naturally let his captain pass.
The palace gardens were lighted by lamps set mostly on the statue pedestals. As it was almost as warm as in the heat of the day, and the slight breeze barely ruffled the leaves, the lamp-flames rose straight, like spear-heads, and lighted up the corpses strewn under the trees.
But Andrea felt so convinced that she should find her husband where the queen had taken refuge, that she walked on, without looking to either right or left. Thus they reached the Feuillants' gate.
The royal family had been gone an hour, and were in the record office, for the time. To reach them, there were two obstacles to pass: the guards and the royal attendants.
Pitou, as commanding the Tuileries, had the password, and could therefore conduct the lady up to the line of gentlemen.
The former favorite of the queen had but to use her name to take the next step.
On entering the little room reserved for her, the queen had thrown herself on the bed, and bit the pillow amid sobs and tears.
Certainly, one who had lost a throne and liberty, and perhaps would lose her life, had lost enough for no one to chaffer about the degree of her despair, and not to seek behind her deep abasement if some keener sorrow still did not draw these tears from her eyes and sobs from her bosom.
Owing to the respect inspired by this supreme grief, she had been left alone at the first.
She heard the room door open, but as it might be that from the king's, she did not turn; though she heard steps approaching her pillow, she did not lift her head from it.
But suddenly she sprung up, as though a serpent had stung her.
A well-known voice had simply uttered the single word, "Madame."
"Andrea?" cried Marie Antoinette, rising on her elbow. "What do you want?"
"I want the answer God demanded of Cain when He said, 'What have you done with your brother'?"
"With this difference," returned the queen, "That Cain had killed his brother; whereas I—so gladly—would give not only my existence, but ten lives, to save his dear one."
Andrea staggered; a cold sweat burst out on her forehead, and her teeth chattered.
"Then he was killed?" she faltered, making a great effort.
"Do you think I am wailing for my crown?" demanded the fallen majesty, looking hard at her. "Do you believe that if this blood were mine"—here she showed her dyed foot—"I should not have washed it off?"
Andrea became lividly pale.
"Then you know where his body is?" she said.
"I could take you to it, if I were allowed to go forth," said the prisoner.
Andrea went out at the door by which Pitou was waiting.
"Captain," she said, "one of my friends, a lady of the queen's, offers to take me where the count's body is. May she go out with me?"
"On condition that you bring her back whence she came," said the officer.
"That will do."
"Comrade," said Pitou to his sentry, "one of the queen's women wants to go out to help us find the body of a brave officer of whom this lady is the widow. I will answer for her with my head."
"That is good enough for me, captain," was the reply.
The anteroom door opened and the queen appeared, but she had a veil wound round her head. They went down the stairs, the queen leading.
After a twenty-seven hours' session, the House had adjourned, and the immense hall, where so much noise and so many events had been compressed, was dumb, void, and somber as a sepulcher.
The queen called for a light. Pitou picked up an extinguished link, lighted it at a lantern, and handed it to her, and she resumed the march. As they passed the entrance door, the queen pointed to it.
"He was killed there," she said.
Andrea did not reply; she seemed a specter haunting one who had called her up.
The queen lowered the torch to the floor in the lobby, saying: "Behold his blood."
Andrea remained mute.
The conductress went straight to a closet attached to the "Logographe" box, pulled the door open, and said, as she held up the light to illumine the interior:
"Here is his body."
Andrea entered the room, knelt down, and taking the head upon her knee, she said:
"Madame, I thank you; this is all I wanted of you."
"But I have something to ask you—won't you forgive me?"
There fell a short silence, as though Andrea were reflecting.
"Yes," she replied, at length, "for I shall be with him on the morrow."
The queen drew a pair of scissors from her bosom, where they were hidden like a weapon to be used in an extremity.
"Then would you kindly—" She spoke almost supplicatingly, as she held out the joined blades to the mourner.
Andrea cut a lock of hair from the corpse's brow, and handed it and the instrument to the other. She caught her hand and kissed it, but Andrea snatched away hers, as though the lips of her royal mistress had scorched her.
"Ah!" muttered the queen, throwing a last glance on the remains, "who can tell which of us loved him the most?"
"Oh, my darling George," retorted Andrea, in the same low tone, "I trust that you at least know now that I loved you the best!"
The queen went back on the way to her prison, leaving Andrea with the remains of her husband, on which a pale moonbeam fell through a small grated window, like the gaze of a friend.
Without knowing who she was, Pitou conducted Marie Antoinette, and saw her safely lodged. Relieved of his responsibility toward the soldier on guard, he went out on the terrace to see if the squad he had asked of Maniquet had arrived. The four were waiting.
"Come in," said Pitou.
Using the torch which he had taken from the queen's hands, he led his men to the room where Andrea was still gazing on her husband's white but still handsome face in the moonshine. The torch-light made her look up.
"What do you want?" she challenged of the Guards, as though she thought they came to rob her of the dead.
"My lady," said Pitou, "we come to carry the body of Count Charny to his house in Coq-Heron Street."
"Will you swear to me that it is purely for that?" Andrea asked.
Pitou held out his hand over the dead body with a dignity of which he might be believed incapable.
"Then I owe you apology, and I will pray God," said Andrea, "in my last moments, to spare you and yours such woe as He hath afflicted me with."
The four men took up the warrior on their muskets, and Pitou, with his drawn sword, placed himself at the head of the funeral party. Andrea walked beside the corpse, holding the cold and rigid hand in her own. They put the body on the countess's bed, when that lady said to the National Guardsmen:
"Receive the blessings of one who will pray to God for you to-morrow before Him. Captain Pitou," she added, "I owe you more than I ever can repay you. May I rely on you for a final service?"
"Order me, madame."
"Arrange that Doctor Gilbert shall be here at eight o'clock in the morning."
Pitou bowed and went out. Turning his head as he did so, he saw Andrea kneel at the bed as at an altar.
CHAPTER XVII.
WHAT ANDREA WANTED OF GILBERT.
AT eight precisely next day, Gilbert knocked at the house-door of the Countess of Charny.
On hearing of her request made to Pitou, he had asked him for full particulars of the occurrence, and he had pondered over them.
As he went out in the morning, he sent for Pitou to go to the college where his son and Andrea's, Sebastian, was being educated, and bring him to Coq-Heron Street. He was to wait at the door there for the physician to come out.
No doubt the old janitor had been informed of the doctor's visit, for he showed him at once into the sitting-room.
Andrea was waiting, clad in full mourning. It was clear that she had neither slept nor wept all the night through; her face was pale and her eyes dry. Never had the lines of her countenance, always indicative of willfulness carried to the degree of stubbornness, been more firmly fixed.
It was hard to tell what resolution that loving heart had settled on, but it was plain that it had come to one. This was comprehended by Gilbert at a first glance, as he was a skilled observer and a reasoning physician.
He bowed and waited.
"I asked you to come because I want a favor done, and it must be put to one who can not refuse it me."
"You are right, madame; not, perhaps, in what you are about to ask, but in what you have done; for you have the right to claim of me anything, even to my life."
She smiled bitterly.
"Your life, sir, is one of those so precious to mankind that I should be the first to pray God to prolong it and make it happy, far from wishing it abridged. But acknowledge that yours is placed under happy influences, as there are others seemingly doomed beneath a fatal star."
Gilbert was silent.
"Mine, for instance," went on Andrea; "what do you say about mine? Let me recall it briefly," she said, as Gilbert lowered his eyes. "I was born poor. My father was a ruined spendthrift before I was born. My childhood was sad and lonesome. You knew what my father was, as you were born on his estate and grew up in our house, and you can measure the little affection he had for me.
"Two persons, one of whom was bound to be a stranger to me, while the other was unknown, exercised a fatal and mysterious sway over me, in which my will went for naught. One disposed of my soul, the other of my body. I became a mother without ceasing to be a virgin. By this horrid event I nearly lost the love of the only being who ever loved me—my brother Philip.
"I took refuge in the idea of motherhood, and that my babe would love me; but it was snatched from me within an hour of its birth. I was therefore a wife without a husband, a mother without a child.
"A queen's friendship consoled me.
"One day chance sent me in a public vehicle with the queen and a handsome young gallant, whom fatality caused me to love, though I had never loved a soul.
"He fell in love with the queen. I became the confidante in this amour. As I believe you have loved without return, Doctor Gilbert, you can understand what I suffered. Yet this was not enough. It happened on a day that the queen came to me to say: 'Andrea, save my life; more than life—my honor!' It was necessary that I should become the bride of the man I had loved three years without becoming his wife. I agreed. Five years I dwelt beside that man, flame within, but ice without; a statue with a burning heart. Doctor, as a doctor, can you understand what my heart went through?
"One day—day of unspeakable bliss—my self-sacrifice, silence, and devotion touched that man. For six years I loved him without letting him suspect it by a look, when he came all of a quiver to throw himself at my feet and cry: 'I know all, and I love you!'
"Willing to recompense me, God, in giving me my husband, restored me my child. A year flew by like a day—nay, an hour, a minute. This year is all I call my life.
"Four days ago the lightning fell at my feet. The count's honor bid him go to Paris, to die there. I did not make any remark, did not shed a tear; I went with him. Hardly had we arrived before he parted from me. Last night I found him, slain. There he rests, in the next room.
"Do you think I am too ambitious to crave to lie in the same grave? Do you believe you can refuse the request I make to you?
"Doctor Gilbert, you are a learned physician and a skillful chemist. You have been guilty of great wrongs to me, and you have much to expiate as regards me. Well, give me a swift sure poison, and I shall not merely forgive you all, but die with a heart full of gratitude to you."
"Madame," replied Gilbert, "as you say, your life has been one long, dolorous trial, and for it all glory be yours, since you have borne it nobly and saintly, like a martyr."
She gave an impatient toss of the head, as if she wanted a direct answer.
"Now you say to your torturer: 'You made my life a misery; give me a sweet death.' You have the right to do this, and there is reason in your adding: 'You must do it, for you have no right to refuse me anything,' Do you still want the poison?"
"I entreat you to be friend enough to give it me."
"Is life so heavy to you that it is impossible for you to support it?"
"Death is the sweetest boon man can give me; the greatest blessing God may grant me."
"In ten minutes you shall have your wish, madame," responded Gilbert, bowing and taking a step toward the door.
"Ah!" said the lady, holding out her hand to him, "you do me more kindness in an instant than you did harm in all your life. God bless you, Gilbert!"
He hurried out. At the door he found Pitou and Sebastian, waiting in a hack.
"Sebastian," he said to the youth, drawing a small vial attached to a gold chain from inside his clothes at his breast, "take this flask of liquor to the Countess of Charny."
"How long am I to stay with her?"
"As long as you like."
"Where am I to find you?"
"I shall be waiting here."
Taking the small bottle, the young man went in-doors. In a quarter of an hour he came forth. Gilbert cast on him a rapid glance. He brought back the tiny flask untouched.
"What did she say?" asked Gilbert.
"'Not from your hand, my child!'"
"What did she do then?"
"She fell a-weeping."
"She is saved," said Gilbert. "Come, my boy," and he embraced him more tenderly than ever before. In clasping him to his heart, he heard the crackling of paper.
"What is that?" he asked, with a nervous laugh of joy. "Do you by chance carry your compositions in your breast-pocket?"
"There, I had forgotten," said the youth, taking a parchment from his pocket. "The countess gave it me, and says it is to be deposited in the proper registry."
The doctor examined the paper. It was a document which empowered, in default of heirs male, to the titles of Philip de Taverney, Knight of Redcastle, Sebastian Emile Gilbert, son of Andrea Taverney, Countess of Charny, to wear that title honorarily until the king should make it good to him by favor of his mother's service to the Crown, and perhaps award him the estates to maintain the dignity.
"Keep it," said Gilbert, with a melancholy smile; "as well date it from the Greek kalends! The king, I fear, will nevermore dispose of more than six-feet-by-three of landed property in his once kingdom of France."
Gilbert could jest, for he believed Andrea saved.
He had reckoned without Marat. A week after, he learned that the scoundrel had denounced the favorite of the queen, and that the widowed Countess of Charny had been arrested and lodged in the old Abbey Prison.
CHAPTER XVIII.
THE ASSEMBLY AND THE COMMUNE.
IT was the Commune which had caused the attack on the palace, which the king must have seen, for he took refuge in the House, and not in the City Hall. The Commune wanted to smother the wolf—the she-wolf and the whelps—between two blankets in their den.
This shelter to the royals converted the Assembly into Royalists. It was asserted that the Luxembourg Palace, assigned to the king as a residence, had a secret communication with those catacombs which burrow under Paris, so that he might get away at any hour.
The Assembly did not want to quarrel with the Commune over such a trifle, and allowed it to choose the royal house of detention.
The city pitched on the temple. It was not a palace, but a prison, under the town's hand; an old, lonely tower, strong, heavy, lugubrious. In it Philip the Fair broke up the Middle Ages revolting against him, and was royalty to be broken down in it now?
All the houses in the neighborhood were illuminated as the royal captives were taken hither to the part called "the palace," from Count Artois making it his city residence. They were happy to hold in bondage the king no more, but the friend of the foreign foe, the great enemy of the Revolution, and the ally of the nobles and the clergy.
The royal servants looked at the lodgings with stupefaction. In their tearful eyes were still the splendors of the kingly dwellings, while this was not even a prison into which was flung their master, but a kennel! Misfortune was not to have any majesty.
But, through strength of mind or dullness, the king remained unaffected, and slept on the poverty-stricken bed as tranquilly as in his palace, perhaps more so.
At this time, the king would have been the happiest man in the world had he been given a country cottage with ten acres, a forge, a chapel and a chaplain, and a library of travel-books, with his wife and children. But it was altogether different with the queen.
The proud lioness did not rage at the sight of her cage, but that was because so sharp a sorrow ached in her heart that she was blind and insensible to all around her.
The men who had done the fighting in the capture of the Royalist stronghold were willing that the prisoners, Swiss and gentlemen, should be tried by court-martial. But Marat shrieked for massacre, as making shorter work than even a drum-head court.
Danton yielded to him. Before the snake the lion was cowed, and slunk away, trying to act the fox.
The city wards pressed the Assembly to create an extraordinary tribunal. It was established on the twentieth, and condemned a Royalist to death. The execution took place by torch-light, with such horrible effect, that the executioner, in the act of holding up the lopped-off head to the mob, yelled and fell dead off upon the pavement.
The Revolution of 1789, with Necker, Bailly, and Sieyes, ended in 1790; that of Barnave, Lafayette, and Mirabeau in 1792, while the Red Revolution, the bloody one of Danton, Marat, and Robespierre, was commencing.
Lafayette, repulsed instinctively by the army, which he had called upon in an address to march on Paris and restore the king, had fled abroad.
Meanwhile, the Austrians, whom the queen had prayed to see in the moonlight from her palace windows, had captured Longwy. The other extremity of France, La Vendee, had risen on the eve of this surrender.
To meet this condition of affairs, the Assembly assigned Dumouriez to the command of the Army of the East; ordered the arrest of Lafayette; decreed the razing of Longwy when it should be retaken; banished all priests who would not take the oath of allegiance; authorized house-to-house visits for aristocrats and weapons, and sold all the property of fugitives.
The Commune, with Marat as its prophet, set up the guillotine on Carrousel Square, with an apology that it could only send one victim a day, owing to the trouble of obtaining convictions.
On the 28th of August, the Assembly passed the law on domiciliary visits. The rumor spread that the Austrian and Prussian armies had effected their junction, and that Longwy had fallen.
It followed that the enemy, so long prayed for by the king, the nobles, and the priests, was marching upon Paris, and might be here in six stages, if nothing stopped him.
What would happen then to this boiling crater from which the shocks had made the Old World quake the last three years?
The insolent jest of Bouille would be realized, that not one stone would be left upon another.
It was considered a sure thing that a general, terrible, and inexorable doom was to fall on the Parisians after their city was destroyed. A letter found in the Tuileries had said:
"In the rear of the army will travel the courts, informed on the journey by the fugitives of the misdeeds and their authors, so that no time will be lost in trying the Jacobins in the Prussian king's camp, and getting their halters ready."
The stories also came of the Uhlans seizing Republican local worthies and cropping their ears. If they acted thus on the threshold, what would they do when within the gates?
It was no longer a secret.
A great throne would be erected before the heap of ruins which was Paris. All the population would be dragged and beaten into passing before it; the good and the bad would be sifted apart as on the last judgment day. The good—in other words, the religious and the Royalists—would pass to the right, and France would be turned over to them for them to work their pleasure; the bad, the rebels, would be sent to the left, where would be waiting the guillotine, invented by the Revolution, which would perish by it.
But to face the foreign invader, had this poor people any self-support? Those whom they had worshiped, enriched, and paid to defend her, would they stand up for her now? No.
The king conspired with the enemy, and from the temple, where he was confined, continued to correspond with the Prussians and Austrians: the nobility marched against France, and were formed in battle array by her princes; her priests made the peasants revolt. From their prison cells, the Royalist prisoners cheered over the defeats of the French by the Prussians, and the Prussians at Longwy were hailed by the captives in the abbey and the temple.
In consequence, Danton, the man for extremes, rushed into the rostrum.
"When the country is in danger, everything belongs to the country," he said.
All the dwellings were searched, and three thousand persons arrested; two thousand guns were taken.
Terror was needed; they obtained it. The worst mischief from the search was one not foreseen; the mob had entered rich houses, and the sight of luxuries had redoubled their hatred, though not inciting them to pillage. There was so little robbery that Beaumarchais, then in jail, said that the crowd nearly drowned a woman who plucked a rose in his gardens.
On this general search day, the Commune summoned before its bar a Girondist editor, Girey-Dupre, who took refuge at the War Ministry, from not having time to get to the House. Insulted by one of its members, the Girondists summoned the Commune's president, Huguenin, before its bar for having allowed the Ministry to take Girey by force.
Huguenin would not come, and he was ordered to be arrested by main force, while a fresh election for a Commune was decreed.
The present one determined to hold office, and thus was civil war set going. No longer the mob against the king, citizens against aristocrats, the cottage against the castle; but hovels against houses, ward against ward, pike to pike, and mob to mob.
Marat called for the massacre of the Assembly; that was nothing, as people were used to his shrieks for wholesale slaughter. But Robespierre, the prudent, wary, vague, and double-meaning denunciator, came out boldly for all to fly to arms, not merely to defend, but to attack. He must have judged the Commune was very strong to do this.
The physician who might have his fingers on the pulse of France at this period must have felt the circulation run up at every beat.
The Assembly feared the working-men, who had broken in the Tuileries gates and might dash in the Assembly doors. It feared, too, that if it took up arms against the Commune, it would not only be abandoned by the Revolutionists, but be bolstered up by the moderate Royalists. In that case it would be utterly lost.
It was felt that any event, however slight, might lead this disturbance to colossal proportions. The event, related by one of our characters, who has dropped from sight for some time, and who took a share in it, occurred in the Chatelet Prison.
CHAPTER XIX.
CAPTAIN BEAUSIRE APPEARS AGAIN.
AFTER the capture of the Tuileries, a special court was instituted to try cases of theft committed at the palace. Two or three hundred thieves, caught red-handed, had been shot off-hand, but there were as many more who had contrived to hide their acts.
Among the number of these sly depredators was "Captain" Beausire, a corporal of the French Guards once on a time, but more conspicuous as a card-sharper and for his hand in the plot of robbers by which the court jewelers were nearly defrauded of the celebrated set of diamonds which we have written about under their historic name of "The Queen's Necklace."
This Beausire had entered the palace, but in the rear of the conquerors. He was too full of sense to be among the first where danger lay in taking the lead.
It was not his political opinions that carried him into the king's home, to weep over the fall of monarchy or to applaud the triumph of the people; bless your innocence, no! Captain Beausire came as a mere sight-seer, soaring above those human weaknesses known as opinions, and having but one aim in view, to wit, to ascertain whether those who lost a throne might not have lost at the same time some article of value rather more portable and easy to put out of sight.
To be in harmony with the situation, Beausire had clapped on an enormous red cap, was armed with the largest-sized saber, and had splashed his shirt-front and hands with blood from the first quite dead man he stumbled upon. Like the wolf skulking round the edge and the vulture hovering over the battle-field, perhaps taken for having helped in the slaughter, some believed he had been one of the vanquishers.
The most did so accept him as they heard him bellow "Death to the aristocrats!" and saw him poke under beds, dash open cupboards, and even bureau drawers, in order to make sure that no aristocrat had hidden there.
However, for the discomfiture of Captain Beausire, at this time, a man was present who did not peep under beds or open drawers, but who, having entered while the firing was hot, though he carried no arms with the conquerors, though he did no conquering, walked about with his hands behind his back, as he might have done in a public park on a holiday. Cold and calm in his threadbare but well-brushed black suit, he was content to raise his voice from time to time to say:
"Do not forget, citizens, that you are not to kill women and not to touch the jewels."
He did not seem to feel any right to censure those who were killing men and throwing the furniture out of the windows.
At the first glance he had distinguished that Captain Beausire was not one of the storming-parties.
The consequence was that, about half past nine, Pitou, who had the post of honor, as we know, guarding the main entrance, saw a sort of woe-begone and slender giant stalk toward him from the interior of the palace, who said to him with politeness, but also with firmness, as if his mission was to modify disorder with order and temper vengeance with justice:
"Captain, you will see a fellow swagger down the stairs presently, wearing a red cap, swinging a saber and making broad gestures. Arrest him and have your men search him, for he has picked up a case of diamonds."
"Yes, Master Maillard," replied Pitou, touching his cap.
"Aha! so you know me, my friend?" said the ex-usher of the Chatelet Prison.
"I rather think I do know you," exclaimed Pitou. "Don't you remember me, Master Maillard? We took the Bastile together."
"That's very likely."
"We also marched to Versailles together in October."
"I did go there at that time."
"Of course you did; and the proof is that you shielded the ladies who went to call on the queen, and you had a duel with a janitor who would not let you go in."
"Then, for old acquaintance' sake, you will do what I say, eh?"
"That, and anything else—all you order. You are a regular patriot, you are."
"I pride myself on it," replied Maillard, "and that is why I can not permit the name we bear to be sullied. Attention! this is our man."
In fact, at this time, Beausire stamped down the grand stairs, waving his large sword and shouting: "The nation forever!"
Pitou made a sign to Maniquet and another, who placed themselves at the door without any parade, and he went to wait for the sham rioter at the foot of the stairs.
With a glance, the suspicious character noticed the movements, and as they no doubt disquieted him, he stopped, and made a turn to go back, as if he had forgotten something.
"Beg pardon, citizen," said Pitou; "this is the way out."
"Oh, is it?"
"And as the order is to vacate the Tuileries, out you go, if you please."
Beausire lifted his head and continued his descent.
At the last step he touched his hand to his red cap, and in an emphasized military tone, said:
"I say, brother-officer, can a comrade go out or not?"
"You are going out," returned Pitou; "only, in the first place, you must submit to a little formality."
"Hem! what is it, my handsome captain?"
"You will have to be searched."
"Search a patriot, a capturer of the tyrants' den, a man who has been exterminating aristocrats?"
"That's the order; so, comrade, since you are a fellow-soldier," said the National Guardsman, "stick your big toad-sticker in its sheath, now that all the aristos are slain, and let the search be done in good part, or, if not, I shall be driven to employ force."
"Force?" said Beausire. "Ha! you talk in this strain because you have twenty men at your back, my pretty captain; but if you and I were alone together—"
"If we were alone together, citizen," returned the man from the country, "I'd show you what I should do. In this way, I should seize your left wrist with my right hand; with my left, I should wrench your saber from your grasp, like this, and I should snap it under my foot, just like this, as being no longer worthy of handling by an honest man after a thief."
Putting into practice the theory he announced, Pitou disarmed the sham patriot, and breaking the sword, tossed the hilt afar.
"A thief? I, Captain de Beausire, a thief?" thundered the conqueror in the red cap.
"Search Captain Beausire with the de," said Pitou, pushing the card-sharper into the midst of his men.
"Well, go ahead with your search," replied the victim of suspicion, meekly dropping his arms.
They had not needed his permission to proceed with the ferreting; but to the great astonishment of Pitou, and especially of Maillard, all their searching was in vain. Whether they turned the pockets inside out, or examined the hems and linings, all they found on the ex-corporal was a pack of playing-cards so old that the faces were hardly to be told from the backs, as well as the sum of eleven cents.
Pitou looked at Maillard, who shrugged his shoulders as much as to say, "I have missed it somehow, but I do not know what I can do about it now."
"Go through him again," said Pitou, one of whose principal traits was patience.
They tried it again, but the second search was as unfruitful as the former; they only found the same pack of cards and eleven cents.
"Well," taunted Beausire, triumphantly, "is a sword still disgraced by having been handled by me?"
"No," replied Pitou; "and to prove it, if you are not satisfied with the excuses I tender you, one of my men shall lend you his, and I will give you any other satisfaction you may like."
"Thanks, no, young sir," said the other, drawing himself up to his full height; "you acted under orders, and an old veteran like me knows that an order is sacred. Now I beg to remark that Madame de Beausire must be anxious about my long absence, and if I am allowed to retire—"
"Go, sir," responded Pitou; "you are free."
Beausire saluted in a free-and-easy style and took himself out of the palace. Pitou looked round for Maillard, but he was not by.
"I fancy I saw him go up the stairs," said one of the Haramont men.
"You saw clearly, for he is coming down," observed Pitou.
Maillard was in fact descending, and as his long legs took the steps two by two, he was soon on the landing.
"Well, did you find anything?" he inquired.
"No," rejoined the captain.
"Then, I have been luckier than you, for I lighted on the case."
"So we were wrong, eh?"
"No; we were right."
Maillard opened the case and showed the old setting from which had been prized all the stones.
"Why, what does this mean?" Pitou wanted to know.
"That the scamp guessed what might happen, picked out the diamonds, and as he thought the setting would be in his way, he threw it with the case into the closet where I found it."
"That's clear enough. But what has become of the stones?"
"He found some means of juggling them away."
"The trickster!"
"Has he been long gone?" inquired Maillard.
"As you came down, he was passing through the middle yard."
"Which way did he take?"
"He went toward the water-side."
"Good-bye, captain."
"Are you going after him, Master Maillard?"
"I want to make a thorough job of it," returned the ex-usher.
And unfolding his long legs like a pair of compasses, he set off in pursuit of Captain Beausire.
Pitou was thinking the matter over when he recognized the Countess of Charny, and the events occurred which we have related in their proper time and place. Not to mix them up with this present matter, we think, falls into line here.
CHAPTER XX.
THE EMETIC.
RAPID as was Maillard's gait, he could not catch up with his quarry, who had three things in his favor, namely: ten minutes' start, the darkness, and the number of passengers on the Carrousel, in the thick of whom he disappeared.
But when he got out upon the Tuileries quay, the ex-usher kept on, for he lived in the working-quarter, and it was not out of his way home to keep to the water-side.
A great concourse was upon the bridges, flocking to the open space before the Palace of Justice, where the dead were laid out for identification, and people sought for their dear ones, with hope, or, rather, fear.
Maillard followed the crowd.
At a corner there he had a friend in a druggist, or apothecary, as they said in those days. He dropped in there, sat down, and chatted of what had gone on, while the surgeons rushed in and about to get the materials they wanted for the injured; for among the corpses a moan, a scream, or palpable breathing showed that some wretch still lived, and he was hauled out and carried to the great hospital, after rough dressing.
So there was a great hubbub in the worthy chemist's store; but Maillard was not in the way; on such occasions they were delighted to see a patriot of the degree of a hero of the Bastile, who was balm itself to the lovers of liberty.
He had been there upward of a quarter of an hour, with his long legs tucked well under him and taking up as little room as possible, when a woman, of the age of thirty-eight or so, came in. Under the garb of most abject poverty, she preserved a vestige of former opulence, and a bearing of studied aristocracy, if not natural.
But what particularly struck Maillard was her marked likeness to the queen; he would have cried out with amaze but for his having great presence of mind. She held a little boy by the hand, and came up to the counter with an odd timidity, veiling the wretchedness of her garments as much as she could, though that was the more manifest from her taking extreme care of her face and her hands.
For some time it was impossible for her to make herself heard owing to the uproar; but at last she addressed the master of the establishment, saying:
"Please, sir, I want an emetic for my husband, who is ill."
"What sort do you want, citizeness?" asked the dispenser of drugs.
"Any sort, as long as it does not cost more than eleven cents."
This exact amount struck Maillard, for it will be remembered that eleven coppers were the findings in Beausire's pockets.
"Why should it not cost more than that?" inquired the chemist.
"Because that is all the small change my man could give me."
"Put up some tartar emetic," said the apothecary to an assistant, "and give it to the citizeness."
He turned to attend to other demands while the assistant made up the powder. But Maillard, who had nothing to do to distract his attention, concentrated all his wits on the woman who had but eleven cents.
"There you are, citizeness; here's your physic," said the drug clerk.
"Now, then, Toussaint," said the woman, with a drawl habitual to her, "give the gentleman the eleven cents, my boy."
"There it is," replied the boy, putting the pile of coppers on the counter. "Come home quick, Mamma Oliva, for papa is waiting."
He tried to drag her away, repeating, "Why don't you come quick? Papa is in such a hurry."
"Hi! hold on, citizeness!" cried the budding druggist; "you have only given me nine cents."
"What do you mean by only nine?" exclaimed the woman.
"Why, look here; you can reckon for yourself."
The woman did so, and saw there were just nine.
"What have you done with the other two coins, you wicked boy?" she asked.
"Me not know nothing about 'em," whimpered the child. "Do come home, Mamma Oliva!"
"You must know, for I let you carry the money."
"I must have lost 'em. But come along home," whined the boy.
"You have a bewitching little fellow there, citizeness," remarked Maillard; "he appears sharp-witted, but you will have to take care lest he become a thief."
"How dare you, sir!—a thief?" cried the woman called Oliva. "Why do you say such a thing, I should like to know?"
"Only because he has not lost the two cents, but hid them in his shoe."
"Me?" retorted the boy. "What a lie!"
"In the left shoe, citizeness—in the left," said Maillard.
In spite of the yell of young Toussaint, Mme. Oliva took off his left shoe and found the coppers in it. She handed them to the apothecary's clerk, and dragged away the urchin with threats of punishment which would have appeared terrible to the by-standers, if they had not been accompanied by soft words which no doubt sprung from maternal affection. Unimportant as the incident was in itself, it certainly would have passed without comment amid the surrounding grave circumstances, if the resemblance of the heroine to the queen had not impressed the witness. The result of his pondering over this was that he went up to his friend in drugs, and said to him, in a respite from trade:
"Did you not notice the likeness of that woman who just went out to—"
"The queen?" said the other, laughing.
"Yes; so you remarked it the same as I?"
"Oh, ever so long ago. It is a matter of history."
"I do not understand."
"Do you not remember the celebrated trial of 'The Queen's Necklace'?"
"Oh, you must not put such a question to an usher of the law courts—he could not forget that."
"Well, you must recall one Nicole Legay, alias Oliva."
"Oh, of course; you are right. She played herself as the queen upon the Prince Cardinal Rohan."
"While she was living with a discharged soldier, a bully and card-cheat, a spy and recruiter, named Beausire."
"What do you say?" broke out Maillard, as though snake-bitten.
"A rogue named Beausire," repeated the druggist.
"Is it he whom she styles her husband?" asked Maillard.
"Yes."
"And for whom she came to get the physic?"
"The rascal has been drinking too hard."
"An emetic?" continued Maillard, as one on the track of an important secret and did not wish to be turned astray.
"A vomitory—yes."
"By Jupiter, I have nailed my man!" exclaimed the visitor.
"What man?"
"The man who had only eleven cents—Captain de Beausire, in short. That is, if I knew where he lives."
"Well, I know if you do not; it is close by, No. 6 Juiverie Street."
"Then I am not astonished at young Beausire stealing two cents from his mother, for he is the son of the cheat."
"No cheat there—his living likeness."
"A chip of the old block. My dear friend," continued Maillard, "straight as a die, how long does your dose take to operate?"
"Immediately after taking; but these fellows fight shy of medicine. He will play fast and loose before he takes it, and his wife will have to make a cup of soup to wash the taste out of his mouth."
"You mean I may have time to do what I have to do?"
"I hope so; you seem to feel great interest in our Captain Beausire?"
"So much so that, for fear he will be very bad, I am going to get a couple of male nurses for him."
Leaving the drug store with a silent laugh, the only one he indulged in, Maillard hurried back to the Tuileries.
Pitou was absent, for we know he was attending on the Countess of Charny, but Lieutenant Maniquet was guarding the post. They recognized each other.
"Well, Citizen Maillard, did you overtake the fellow?" asked Maniquet.
"No; but I am on his track."
"Faith, it is a blessing; for though we did not find the diamonds on the knave, somehow I am ready to bet that he has them."
"Make the bet, citizen, and you will win," said the usher.
"Good; and can we help you catch him?"
"You can."
"In what way, Citizen Maillard? We are under your orders."
"I want a couple of honest men."
"You can take at random, then. Boulanger and Molicar, step out this way."
That was all the usher desired; and with the two soldiers of Haramont he proceeded at the double-quick to the residence of Beausire.
In the house they were guided by the cries of young Toussaint, still suffering from a correction, not maternal, as Papa Beausire, on account of the gravity of the misdemeanor, had deemed it his duty to intervene and add some cuffs from his hard hand to the gentle slap which Oliva had administered much against her will with her softer one to her beloved offspring.
The door was locked.
"In the name of the law, open!" called out Maillard.
A conversation in a low voice ensued, during which young Toussaint was hushed, as he thought that the abstraction of the two cents from his mother was a heinous crime for which Justice had risen in her wrath; while Beausire, who attributed it to the domiciliary visits, tried to tranquilize Oliva, though he was not wholly at his ease. He had, moreover, gulped down the tartar as soon as he had chastised his son.
Mme. Beausire had to take her course, and she opened the door just as Maillard was going to knock for a second time.
The three men entered, to the great terror of Oliva and Master Toussaint, who ran to hide under a ragged straw-bottomed chair.
Beausire had thrown himself on the bed, and Maillard had the satisfaction of seeing by the light of a cheap candle smoking in an iron holder that the physic paper was flat and empty on the night-table. The potion was swallowed, and they had only to abide the effects.
On the march, Maillard had related to the volunteers what had happened, so that they were fully cognizant of the state of matters.
"Citizens," he restricted himself to saying, "Captain Beausire is exactly like that princess in the Arabian Nights' Entertainment, who never spoke unless compelled, but who, whenever she opened her mouth, let fall a diamond. Do not, therefore, let Beausire spit out a word unless learning what it contains. I will wait for you at the Municipality offices. When the gentleman has nothing more to say to you, take him to the Chatelet Prison, where you will say Citizen Maillard sent him for safe keeping, and you will join me at the City Hall with what he shall have delivered."
The National Guards nodded in token of passive obedience, and placed themselves with Beausire between them. The apothecary had given good measure for eleven cents, and the effect of the emetic was most satisfactory.
About three in the morning, Maillard saw his two soldiers coming to him. They brought a hundred thousand francs' worth of diamonds of the purest water, wrapped in a copy of the prison register, stating that Beausire was under ward and lock. In his name and the two Haramontese, Maillard placed the gems in charge of the Commune attorney, who gave them a certificate that they had deserved the thanks of the country.
CHAPTER XXI.
BEAUSIRE'S BRAVADO.
IMPRISONED in the Chatelet, Beausire was brought before the jury specially charged to deal with thefts committed in the taking of the Tuileries. He could not deny what was only too clearly brought forth, so he most humbly confessed his deed and sued for clemency.
His antecedents being looked up, they so little edified the court on his moral character, that he was condemned to five years in the hulks and transportation to the plantations.
In vain did he allege that he had been led into crime by the most commendable feelings, namely, to provide a peaceful future for his wife and child; nothing could alter the doom, and as the court was one without appeal, and the sentences active, it was likely to be executed immediately.
Better for him had it not been deferred for a day. Fate would have it that one of his old associates was put in prison with him on the eve of his sentence being carried out. They renewed acquaintance and exchanged confidences.
The new-comer was, he said, concerned in a well-matured plot which was to burst on Strand Place or before the Justice Hall. The conspirators were to gather in a considerable number, as if to see the executions taking place at either spot, and, raising shouts of "Long live the king!" "The Prussians are coming, hurrah!" "Death to the nation!" they were to storm the City Hall, call to their help the National Guards, two thirds Royalist, or at least Constitutional, maintain the abolition of the Commune, and, in short, accomplish the loyal counter-revolution.
The mischief was that Beausire's old partner was the very man who was to give the signal. The others in the plot, ignorant of his arrest, would hie to the place of execution, and the rising would fall to the ground from nobody being there to start the cries.
This was the more lamentable, added the friend, from there never being a better arranged plot, and one that promised a more certain result.
His arrest was the more regrettable still as, in the turmoil, the prisoner would most certainly be rescued and get away, so that he would elude the branding-iron and the galleys.
Though Captain Beausire had no settled opinions, he leaned toward royalty, so he began to deplore the check to the scheme, in the first place for the king's sake, and then for his own.
All at once he struck his brow, for he was illumined with a bright idea.
"Why, this first execution is to be mine!" he said.
"Of course, and it would have been a rich streak of luck for you."
"But you say that it will not matter who gives the cue, for the plot will burst out?"
"Yes. But who will do this, when I am caged, and can not communicate with the lads outside?"
"I," replied Beausire in lofty, tragic tones. "Will I not be on the spot, since it is I whom they are to put in the pillory? So I am the man who will cry out the arranged shouts; it is not so very hard a task, methinks."
"I always said you were a genius," remarked the captain's friend, after being wonder-struck.
Beausire bowed.
"If you do this," continued the Royalist plotter, "you will not only be delivered and pardoned, but still further, when I proclaim that the success of the outbreak is due to you, you can shake hands with yourself beforehand on the great reward you will earn."
"I am not going to do the deed for anything like lucre," said the adventurer, with the most disinterested of manners.
"We all know that," rejoined the friend; "but when the reward comes along, I advise you not to refuse it."
"Oh, if you think I ought to take it—" faltered the gambler.
"I press you to, and if I had any power over you, I should order you," resumed the companion, majestically.
"I give in," said Beausire.
"Well, to-morrow we will breakfast together, for the governor of the jail will not refuse this favor to two old 'pals,' and we will crack a jolly good bottle of the rosy to the success of this plot."
Though Beausire may have had his doubts on the kindness of prison governors, the request was granted, to his great satisfaction. It was not one bottle they drained, but several. At the fourth, Beausire was a red-hot Royalist. Luckily, the warders came to take him to the Strand before he emptied the fifth. He stepped into the cart as into a triumphal chariot, disdainfully surveying the throng for whom he was storing up such a startling surprise.
On Notre Dame Bridge, a woman and a little boy were waiting for him to come along. He recognized poor Oliva, in tears, and young Toussaint, who, on beholding his father among the soldiers, said:
"Serves him right; what did he beat me for?"
The proud father smiled protectingly, and would have waved a blessing but his hands were tied behind his back.
The City Hall Square was crammed with people. They knew that this felon had robbed in the palace, and they had no pity for him. Hence, the Guards had their work cut out to keep them back when the cart stopped at the pillory foot.
Beausire looked on at the uproar and scuffling, as much as to say: "You shall see some fun in awhile; this is nothing to the joker I have up my sleeve!"
When he appeared on the pillory platform, there was general hooting; but at the supreme moment, when the executioner opened the culprit's shirt and pulled down the sleeve to bare the shoulder, and then stooped down to take the red-hot brand, that happened which always does—all was silent before the majesty of the law.
Beausire snatched at this lull, and gathering all his powers, he shouted in a full, ringing and sonorous voice:
"Long live the king! Hurrah for the Prussians! Down with the nation!"
However great a tumult the prisoner may have expected, the one this raised much exceeded it; the protest was not in shouts, but howls. The whole gathering uttered an immense roar and rushed on the pillory.
This time the guards were insufficient to protect their man. Their ranks were broken, the scaffold swarmed upon, the executioner thrown over, and the condemned one torn from the stand and flung into the surging mob.
He would have been flayed, dismembered, and torn to pieces but for one man, arrayed in his scarf as a town officer, who luckily saw it all from the City Hall steps.
It was the Commune attorney, Manuel. He had strongly humane feelings, which he often had to keep hidden, but they moved him at such times.
With great difficulty he fought his way to Beausire, and laying hold of him, said in a loud voice:
"In the name of the law, I claim this man!"
There was hesitation; he unloosed his scarf, floating it like a flag, and called for all good citizens to assist him.
A score clustered round him and drew Beausire, half dead, from the crowd. Manuel had him carried into the Hall, which was seriously threatened, so deep was the exasperation. Manuel came out on the balcony.
"This man is guilty," he said, "but of a crime for which he has not been tried. Let us select a jury from among us to assemble in a room of the City Hall. Whatever the sentence, it shall be executed; but let us have a legal sentence."
Is it not curious that such language should be used on the eve of the massacre of the prisoners, by one of the men accused of having organized it, at the peril of his life?
This pledge appeased the mob. Beausire was dragged before the improvised jury. He tried to defend himself, but his second crime was as patent as the first; only in the popular eye it was much graver.
Was it not a dreadful crime and deserving of condign punishment to cheer the king who was put in prison as a traitor, to hurrah for the Prussians who had captured a French town, and to wish death to the nation, in agony on a bed of pain?
So the jury decided not only that the culprit deserved the capital penalty, but that to mark the shame which the law had sought to define by substituting the guillotine for the gallows, that he should be hanged, and on the spot where he committed the offense.
Consequently the headsman of Paris had his orders to erect a gibbet on the pillory stand.
The view of this work and the certainty that the prisoner could not escape them, pacified the multitude.
This was the matter which the Assembly was busied with. It saw that everything tended to a massacre—a means of spreading terror and perpetuating the Commune. The end was that they voted that the Commune had acted to merit the gratitude of the country, and Robespierre, after praising it, asserted that the House had lost the public confidence, and that the only way for the people to save themselves was to retake their powers.
So the masses were to be without check, but with a heart full of vengeance, and charged to continue the August massacre of those who had fought for the palace on the tenth, by following them into the prisons.
It was the first of September, and a storm seemed to oppress everybody with its suspended lightning.
CHAPTER XXII.
SET UPON DYING.
THUS stood matters, when Dr. Gilbert's "officiator"—the word servant was abolished as non-republican—announced at nine in the evening that his carriage was at the door.
He donned his hat, buttoned up his outer coat, and was going out, when he saw the door-way blocked by a man in a cloak and a slouch hat. Gilbert recoiled a step, for all was hostile that came in the dark at such a period.
"It is I, Gilbert," said a kindly voice.
"Cagliostro!" exclaimed the doctor.
"Good; there you are forgetting again that I am no longer under that name, but bear that of Baron Zannone. At the same time, Gilbert, for you I am changed in neither name nor heart, and am ever your Joseph Balsamo, I hope."
"Yes; and the proof is that I was going to find you."
"I suspected as much, and that is what has brought me," said the magician. "For you can imagine that in such times I do not go into the country, as Robespierre is doing."
"That is why I feared that I should not find you at home, and I am happy to meet you. But come in, I beg."
"Well, here I am. Say your wish," said Cagliostro, following the master into the most retired room.
"Do you know what is going on?" asked the host, as soon as both were seated.
"You mean what is going to happen; for at present nothing is doing," observed the other.
"No, you are right; but something dreadful is brewing, eh?"
"Dreadful, in sooth; but such is sometimes needful."
"Master, you make me shudder," said Gilbert, "when you utter such sayings with your inexorable coolness."
"I can not help it. I am but the echo of fate."
Gilbert hung his head.
"Do you recall what I told you when I warned you of the fate of Marquis Favras?"
The physician started; strong in facing most men, he felt weak as a child before this mysterious character.
"I told you," went on the enigma, "that if the king had a grain of common sense, which I hoped he had not, he would exercise the wish for self-preservation to flee."
"He did so."
"Yes; but I meant while it was in good time; it was, you know, too late when he went. I added, you may remember, that if he and the queen and the nobles remained, I would bring on the Revolution."
"You are right again, for the Revolution rules," said Gilbert, with a sigh.
"Not completely, but it is getting on. Do you further recall that I showed you an instrument invented by a friend of mine, Doctor Guillotin? Well, that beheading machine, which I exhibited in a drinking-glass to the future queen at Taverney Manor, you will remember, though you were but a boy at the time—no higher than that—yet already courting Nicole—the same Nicole whose husband, Beausire, by the way, is being hung at the present speaking—not before he deserved it! Well, that machine is hard at work."
"Too slowly, since swords and pikes have to be supplementing its blade," said Gilbert.
"Listen," said Cagliostro; "you must grant that we have a most block-headed crew to deal with. We gave the aristocrats, the court, and the monarchs all sorts of warnings without their profiting or being advised by them. We took the Bastile, their persons from Versailles, their palace in Paris; we shut up their king in the temple, and the aristocrats in the other prisons; and all serves for no end. The king, under lock and bolt, rejoices at the Prussians taking his towns, and the lords in the abbey cheer the Germans. They drink wine under the noses of poor people who can not get wholesome water, and eat truffle pies before beggars who can not get bread. On King Wilhelm of Prussia being notified that if he passes Longwy into French territory, as it will be the warrant for the king's death, he replies: 'However imbittered may be the fate of the royal family, our armies must not retrograde. I hope with all my heart to arrive in time to save the King of France, but my duty before all is to save Europe.' And he marches forward to Verdun. It is fairly time to end this nonsense."
"End with whom?" cried Gilbert.
"With the king, the queen, and their following."
"Would you murder a king and a queen?"
"Oh, no; that would be a bad blunder. They must be publicly tried, condemned, and executed, as we have the example set by the execution of Charles I. But, one way or another, doctor, we must get rid of them, and the sooner the better."
"Who has decided this?" protested Gilbert. "Let me hear. Is it the intelligence, the honor, and the conscience of the people of whom you speak? When genius, loyalty, and justice were represented by Mirabeau, Lafayette, and Vergniaud, if you had said 'Louis must die,' in the name of those three I should still have shuddered, but I should doubt. In whose name do you pronounce now? Hissed actors, paltry editors, hot-heads like Marat, who have to be bled to cool them when they shriek for thousands of heads. Leave these failures who think they are wonders because they can undo in a stroke the work which it has taken nature a few score years, for they are villains, master, and you ought not to associate with such burlesques of men."
"My dear Gilbert, you are mistaken again," said the prime mover; "they are not villains; you misuse the word. They are mere instruments."
"Of destruction."
"Ay; but for the benefit of an idea. The enfranchisement of the people, Gilbert; liberty, the Republic—not merely French—God forbid me having so selfish an idea! but universal, the federation of the free world. No, these men have not genius, or honor, or conscience, but something stronger, more inexorable, less resistible—they have instinct."
"Like Attila's."
"You have hit it. Of Attila, who called himself the Scourge of God, and came with the barbaric blood of the north to redeem Roman civilization, corrupted by the feasting, debauched emperors."
"But, in brief, to sum up instead of generalizing, whither will tend a massacre?" asked Gilbert.
"To a plain issue. We will compromise the Assembly and Commune and the people of Paris. We must soak Paris in blood; for you understand that Paris is the brain of France, or of Europe, so that Paris, feeling that there is no forgiveness possible for her, will rise like one man, urge France before her, and hurl the enemy off the sacred soil."
"But you are not a Frenchman; what odds is it to you?" asked Gilbert.
"You were not an American, but you were glad to have the rebel Paul Jones take you to America and aid the rebels to free the Colonies from the British yoke. How can a man of superior mettle and intelligence say to another: 'Do not meddle with us, for you are not French?' Are not the affairs of France those of the world? Is France working solely for herself now, think you? Hark you, Gilbert; I have debated all these points with a mind far stronger than yours—the man or devil named Althotas; and one day he made a calculation of the quantity of blood which must be shed before the sun rises on the free world. His reasonings did not shake my conviction. I marched on, I march on, and on I shall march, overturning all that stands in my path, and saying to myself, in a calm voice, as I look around with a serene look: Woe to the obstacle, for this is the future which is coming! Now you have the pardon of some one to ask? I grant it beforehand. Tell me the name of the man or the woman?"
"I wish to save a woman whom neither of us, master, can allow to die."
"The Countess of Charny?"
"The mother of Sebastian Gilbert."
"You know that it is Danton who, as Minister of Justice, has the prison keys."
"Yes; but I also know that the chief of the Invisibles can say to Danton, 'Open or shut that door.'"
Cagliostro rose, and going over to a writing-desk, wrote a cabalistic sign on a small square of paper. Presenting this to Gilbert, he said:
"Go and find Danton, and ask him anything you like." Gilbert rose.
"What are you going to do when the king's turn comes?"
"I intend to be elected to the convention, so as to vote with all my power against his death."
"Be it so; I can understand that," said the leader. "Act as your conscience dictates, but promise me one thing."
"What is it?"
"There was a time when you would have promised without a condition, Gilbert."
"At that time you would not have told me that a nation could heal itself by murdering, or a people gain by massacre."
"Have it your own way. Only promise me that, when the king shall be executed, you will follow the advice I give you."
"Any advice from the master will be precious," he said, holding out his hand.
"And will be followed?" persisted Cagliostro.
"I swear, if not hurtful to my conscience."
"Gilbert, you are unjust. I have offered you much; have I ever required aught of you?"
"No, master," was Gilbert's reply; "and now, furthermore, you give me a life dearer than mine own."
"Go," said the arch-revolutionist, "and may the genius of France, one of whose noblest sons you are, ever guide you."
The count went out, and Gilbert followed him, stepping into the carriage still waiting, to be driven to the Minister of Justice.
Danton was waiting for one of two things: if he turned to the Commune, he and Marat and Robespierre would rule, and he wanted neither of them. Unfortunately, the Assembly would not have him, and its support to rule alone was the other alternative.
When Gilbert came, he had been wrestling with his wife, who guessed that the massacre was determined upon. He had told her that she talked like a woman in asking him to die rather than let the red tide flow on.
"You say that you will die of the stain, and that my sons will blush for me. No; they will be men some day, and if true Dantons, they will carry their heads high; if weak, let them deny me. If I let them commence the massacre by me, for opposing it, do you know what will become of the revolution between that blood-thirsty maniac, Marat, and that sham utopist, Robespierre? I will stay the bloodshed if I can, and if not, I will take all the guilt on my shoulders. The burden will not prevent me marching to my goal, only I shall be the more terrible."
Gilbert entered.
"Come, Doctor Gilbert, I have a word for you."
Opening a little study door, he led the visitor into it.
"How can I be useful to you?" he asked.
Gilbert took out the paper the Invisible had given him and presented it to Danton.
"Ha! you come on his account, do you? What do you desire?"
"The liberation of a woman prisoned in the abbey."
"The name?"
"The Countess of Charny."
Danton took a sheet of paper and wrote the release.
"There it is," he said; "are there others you would wish to save? Speak; I should like to save some of the unfortunates."
"I have all my desire," said Gilbert, bowing.
"Go, doctor," said the minister; "and when you need anything of me, apply direct. I am happy to do anything for you, man to man. Ah," he muttered at the door, in showing him out, "if I had only your reputation, doctor, as an honorable man!"
Bearer of the precious paper which assured Andrea's life, the father of her son hastened to the abbey. Though nearly midnight, threatening groups still hung round the door. Gilbert passed through the midst of them and knocked at it. The gloomy panel in the low arched way was opened. Gilbert shuddered as he went through—it was to be the way to the tomb.
The order, presented to the warden, stated that instant release was to be given to the person whom Dr. Gilbert should point out. He named the Countess of Charny, and the governor ordered a turnkey to lead Gilbert to the prisoner's cell.
The doctor followed the man up three flights of a spiral staircase, where he entered a cell lighted by a lamp.
Pale as marble, in mourning, a woman sat at a table bearing the lamp, reading a shagreen prayer-book adorned with a silver cross. A brand of fire burned in the fire-place. In spite of the sound of the door opening, she did not lift her eyes; the steps approaching did not move her; she appeared absorbed in her book, but it was absence of mind, for Gilbert stood several minutes without her turning a leaf.
The warder had closed the door, with himself on the outer side.
"My lady the countess," ventured Gilbert, after awhile.
Raising her eyes, Andrea looked without perceiving at first; the veil of her mind was between her and the speaker, but it was gradually withdrawn.
"Ah, and is it you, Doctor Gilbert—what do you want?" she inquired.
"Madame, very ugly rumors are afloat about what is going to happen in the prisons."
"Yes; it is said that the prisoners are to be slaughtered," rejoined Andrea; "but you know, Doctor Gilbert, that I am ready to die."
"I come to take you away madame," he continued, bowing.
"Whither would you take me, doctor?" she asked, in surprise.
"Wherever you like, madame; you are free."
He showed her the release order signed by Danton, which she read; but instead of returning it, she kept it in her hand.
"I might have suspected this," she observed, trying to smile, but she had forgotten the way. "You were sure to try to prevent me dying."
"Madame, there is but one existence which would be dearer to me than my parents', had I ever known my parents—it is yours."
"Yes; and that is why you broke your promise to me."
"I did not, madame, for I sent you the poison."
"By my son?"
"I did not tell you by what hand I should send it."
"In short, you have thought of me, Gilbert. So you entered the lion's den for my sake, and came forthwith the talisman which unseals doors?"
"I told you, madame, that as long as I lived you should not die."
"Nay, Doctor Gilbert, I believe that this time I hold death by the hand," said Andrea, with something more like a smile than her previous attempt.
"Madame, I declare to you that I will stay you from dying, even though I have to employ force."
Without replying, Andrea tore the order into pieces and tossed them into the fire.
"Try it," she said.
Gilbert uttered an outcry.
"Doctor Gilbert," said she, "I have given up the idea of suicide, but not of dying. I long for death."
Gilbert let a groan escape him.
"All that I ask of you is that you will save my body from outrage after death—it has not escaped it in life. Count Charny rests in the family vault at Boursonnes. There I spent the happiest days of my life, and I wish to repose by him."
"Oh, in Heaven's name, I implore you—"
"And I implore you in the name of my sorrow—"
"It is well, lady; you were right in saying that I am bound to obey you in all points. I go, but I am not vanquished."
"Do not forget my last wish."
"If I do not save you in spite of yourself, it shall be accomplished," replied Gilbert.
Saluting her for the last time, he went forth, and the door banged to with that lugubrious sound peculiar to prison doors.
CHAPTER XXIII.
THE DEATH OF THE COUNTESS.
IN the night, while Gilbert was vainly trying to save Andrea, the Commune, unable to secure Danton's help, formed a committee of vigilance, including Marat, though he was not a member of the Commune. But his name enthroned murder, and showed the frightful development of his power.
The first order of this committee was to have twenty-four prisoners removed from the abbey, and brought before them at the mayor's offices—now the police prefecture building.
It was expected that they would be set upon in the streets, and the butchery there begun would be introduced into the prisons.
Marat's "barkers," as they were called, in vain, however, shouted as the hacks went along:
"Look at the traitors—the accomplices of the Prussians! There they go who are surrendering our towns, slaying our wives and babes, and will do it here if you leave them in the rear when you march to the border."
But, as Danton said, massacres are a scarce bird, and the incitement only brought out more uproar.
Fortune came to the ruffians' assistance.
At a crossing was a stage run up for the voluntary enlistments. The cabs had to stop. A man pushed through the escort and plunged his sword several times inside a carriage, drawing it out dripping with blood. A prisoner had a cane, and trying to parry the steel, he struck one of the guards.
"Why, you brigands," said the struck man, "we are protecting you and you strike us! Lay on, friends!"
Twenty scoundrels, who only waited for the call, sprung out of the throng, armed with knives tied to poles in the way of spears, and stabbed through the carriage windows. The screams arose from inside the conveyances, and the blood trickled out and left a track on the road-way.
Blood calls for blood, and the massacre commenced which was to last four days.
It was regularized by Maillard, who wanted to have every act done in legal style. His registry exists, where his clear, steady handwriting is perfectly calm and legible in the two notes and the signature. "Executed by the judgment of the people," or "Acquitted by the people," and "Maillard."
The latter note appears forty-three times, so that he saved that number.
After the fourth of September he disappeared, swallowed up in the sea of blood.
Meanwhile, he presided over the court. He had set up a table and called for a blank book; he chose a jury, or rather assistant judges, to the number of twelve, who sat six on either side of him.
He called out the prisoner's name from a register; while the turnkeys went for the person, he stated the case, and looked for a decision from his associates as soon as the accused appeared. If condemned, he said: "To Laforce!" which seemed to mean the prison of that name; but the grim pun, understood, was that he was to be handed over to "brute force."
Beyond the outer door the wretch fell under the blows of the butchers.
If the prisoner was absolved, the black phantom rose, laid his hand on the person's head, and said, "Put him out!" and the prisoner was freed.
When Maillard arrived at the Abbey Prison, a man, also in black, who was waiting by the wall, stepped forward to meet him. On the first words exchanged between them, Maillard recognized this man, and bowed his tall figure to him in condescension, if not submission. He brought him into the prison, and when the tribunal was arranged, he said:
"Stand you there, and when the person comes out in whom you are interested, make me a sign."
The man rested his elbow against the wall and stood mute, attentive, and motionless as when outside.
It was Honore Gilbert, who had sworn that he would not let Andrea die, and was still trying to fulfill his oath.
Between four and six in the morning, the judges and butchers took a rest, and at six had breakfast.
At half past the horrid work was resumed.
In that interval such of the prisoners as could see the slaughter out of a window reported by which mode death came swiftest and with the least suffering; they concluded it was by a stab to the heart.
Thereupon, some took turn after turn with a pocket-knife to cheat the slaughterers.
In the midst of this dreadful ante-chamber of death, one woman in deep mourning was kneeling in prayer and smiling.
It was the Countess of Charny.
Two hours yet passed before she was called as "Citizeness Andrea of Taverney, previously known as the Countess of Charny."
At the name, Gilbert felt his legs yield under him and his heart weaken.
A life, more important than his own, was to be debated, tried, and doomed or spared.
"Citizens," said Maillard, "the person about to appear before you is a poor woman who was devoted formerly to the Austrian, but with truly royal ingratitude, she paid her with sorrow; to that friendship she gave all—her property and her husband. You will see her come in, dressed in mourning, which she owes to the prisoner in the temple. Citizens, I ask you for the life of this woman."
The bench of judges nodded; but one said the prisoner ought to appear before them.
"Then, look," said the chief.
The door opening, they saw in the corridor depths a woman clad wholly in black, with her head crowned with a black veil, who walked forward alone without support, with a steady step. She seemed an apparition from another world, at the sight of which even those justices shuddered.
Arriving at the table, she lifted her veil. Never had beauty less disputable but none more pale met the eyes of man; it was a goddess in marble.
All eyes were fixed upon her, while Gilbert panted.
"Citizen"—she addressed Maillard in a voice as sweet as firm—"you are the president?"
"Yes, citizeness," replied the judge, startled at his being questioned.
"I am the Countess of Charny, wife of the count of that house, killed on the infamous tenth of August; an aristocrat and the bosom friend of the queen, I have deserved death, and I come to seek it."
The judges uttered a cry of surprise, and Gilbert turned pale and shrunk as far as he could back into the angle by the door to escape Andrea's gaze.
"Citizens," said Maillard, who saw the doctor's plight, "this creature has gone mad through the death of her husband; let us pity her, and let her senses have a chance to come back. The justice of the people does not fall on the insane."
He rose and was going to lay his hands on Andrea's head as he did when he pronounced those innocent; but she pushed aside his hand.
"I have my full reason," she said; "and if you want to pardon any one, let it be one who craves it and merits it, but not I, who deserve it not and reject it."
Maillard turned to Gilbert and saw that he was wringing his clasped hands.
"This woman is plainly mad," he said; "put her out."
He waved his hand to a member of the court, who shoved the countess toward the door of safety.
"Innocent," he called out; "let her go out."
They who had the weapons ready parted before Andrea, lowered them unto this image of mourning. But, after having gone ten paces, and while Gilbert, clinging to the window bars, saw her going forth, she stopped.
"God save the king!" she cried. "Long live the queen, and shame on the tenth of August!"
Gilbert uttered a shriek and darted out into the yard. For he had seen a sword glitter, and swift as a lightning flash, the blade disappeared in Andrea's bosom. He arrived in time to catch her in his arms, and as she turned on him her dying gaze she recognized him.
"I told you that I would die in spite of you," she muttered. "Love Sebastian for both of us," she added, in a barely intelligible voice, and still more faintly continued: "You will have me laid to rest by him—next my George, my husband, for time everlasting?"
And she expired.
Gilbert raised her up in his arms, while fifty blood-smeared hands menaced him all at once.
But Maillard appeared behind him and said, as he spread his hands over his head:
"Make way for the true citizen Gilbert, carrying out the body of a poor crazed woman slain by mistake."
They stepped aside, and carrying the corpse of Andrea, the man who had first loved her, even to committing crime to triumph over her, passed amid the murderers without one thinking of barring the way, so sovereign was Maillard's words over the multitude.
CHAPTER XXIV.
THE ROYAL MARTYR.
LET us return to the somber edifice confining a king become mere man, a queen still a queen, a maid who would be a martyr, and two poor children innocent, from age if not by birth.
The king was in the temple, not the temple tower, but the palace of the Knights Templars, which had been used by Artois as a pleasure resort.
The Assembly had not haggled about his keep, but awarded a handsome sum for the table of one who was a hearty eater, like all the Bourbons. Not only did the judges reprimand him for his untimely gluttony during his trial, but they had a note made of the fact to be on record to our times.
In the temple he had three servants and thirteen attendants connected with the table. Each day's dinner was composed of four entrées—six varieties of roast meat, four fancy dishes, three kinds of stews, three dishes of fruit, and Bordeaux, Madeira, and Malvoisie wine.
He and his son alone drank wine, as the queen and the princesses used water.
On the material side, he had nothing to complain of; but he lacked air, exercise, sunshine, and shady trees.
Habituated by hunting in the royal forests to glade and covert, he had to content himself with a green yard, where a few withered trees scattered prematurely blighted leaves on four parterres of yellowed grass.
Every day at four, the royal family were "walked out" here, as if they were so many head of stall-fed cattle.
This was mean, unkind, ferocious in its cruelty; but less cruel and ferocious than the cells of the pope's dungeons where they had tried to drive Cagliostro to death, or the leads of Venice, or the Spielberg dungeons.
We are not excusing the Commune, and not excusing kings; we are bound to say that the temple was a retaliation, terrible and fatal, but clumsy, for it was making a prosecution a persecution and a criminal a martyr.
What did they look like now—those whom we have seen in their glory?
The king, with his weak eyes, flabby cheeks, hanging lips, and heavy, carefully poised step, seemed a good farmer upset by a great disaster; his melancholy was that of an agriculturist whose barn had been burned by lightning or his fields swept by a cyclone. The queen's attitude was as usual, stiff, proud, and dreadfully irritating. Marie Antoinette had inspired love of grandeur in her time; in her decline, she inspired devotion, but never pity; that springs from sympathy, and she was never one for fellow-feeling.
The guardian angel of the family was Princess Elizabeth, in her white dress, symbol of her purity of body and soul; her fair hair was the handsomer from the disuse of powder. The princess royal, notwithstanding the charm of youth, little interested any one; a thorough Austrian like her mother, her look had already the scorn and arrogance of vultures and royal races. The little dauphin was more winning from his sickly white complexion and golden hair; but his eye was a hard raw blue, with an expression at times older than his age. He understood things too well, caught the idea from a glance of his mother's eye, and showed politic cunning which sometimes wrung tears from those who tormented him.
The Commune were cruel and imprudent; they changed the watchers daily, and sent spies, under the guise of town officers. These went in sworn enemies to the king and came out enemies to the death of Marie Antoinette, but almost all pitying the king, sorrowing for the children, and glorifying the Lady Elizabeth. Indeed, what did they see at the prison? Instead of the wolf, the she-wolf and the whelps—an ordinary middle-class family, with the mother rather the gray mare and spitfire, who would not let any one touch the hem of her dress, but of a brood of tyrants not a trace.
The king had taken up Latin again in order to educate his son, while the queen occupied herself with her daughter. The link of communication between the couple was the valet, Clery, attached to the prince royal, but from the king's own servant, Hue, being dismissed, he waited on both. While hair-dressing for the ladies, he repeated what the king wanted to transmit, quickly and in undertones.
The queen would often interrupt her reading to her daughter by plunging into deep and gloomy musing; the princess would steal away on tiptoe to let her enjoy a new sorrow, which at least had the benefit of tears, and make a hushing sign to her brother. When the tear fell on her ivory hand, beginning to yellow, the poor prisoner would start back from her dream, her momentary freedom in the immense domain of thought and memories, and look round her prison with a lowered head and broken heart.
Weather permitting, the family had a walk in the garden at one o'clock, with a corporal and his squad of the National Guard to watch them. Then the king went up to his rooms on the third story to dine. It was then that Santerre came for his rigorous inspection. The king sometimes spoke with him; the queen never; she had forgotten what she owed to this man on the twentieth of June.
As we have stated, bodily needs were tyrannical in the king, who always indulged in an after-dinner nap; during this, the others remained silent around his easy-chair. Only when he woke was the chat resumed.
When the newsboys called out the news items in the evening, Clery listened, and repeated what he caught to the king.
After supper, the king went into the queen's room to bid her good-night, as well as his sister, by a wave of the hand, and going into his library, read till midnight. He waited before going off to sleep to see the guards changed, to know whether he had a strange face for the night-watcher.
This unchanging life lasted till the king left the small tower—that is, up to September 30th.
It was a dull situation, and the more worthy of pity as it was dignifiedly supported. The most hostile were softened by the sight. They came to watch over the abominable tyrant who had ruined France, massacred Frenchmen, and called the foreigners in; over the queen who had united the lubricities of Messalina to the license of Catherine II.; but they found a plain old fellow whom they could not tell from his valet, who ate and drank heartily and slept soundly, playing piquet or backgammon, teaching Latin and geography to his boy, and putting puzzles to his children out of old newspapers; and a wife, proud and haughty, one must admit, but calm, dignified, resigned, still handsome, teaching her daughter tapestry-work and her son his prayers, speaking gently to the servants and calling them "friends."
The result was that the more the Commune abased the prisoner, and the more he showed that he was like any other man, the more other men took pity on their fellow-man.
Still, all who came into contact with the royal family did not feel the same respect and pity. Hatred and revenge were so deeply rooted in these, that the sight of the regal misery supported with domestic virtues, only brought out rudeness, insults, and actual indignities.
On the king saying that he thought a sentry was tired, the soldier pressed his hat on the more firmly, and said, in the teeth of the monarch:
"My place here is to keep an eye on you and not for you to criticise me. Nobody has the right to meddle with my business, and you least of all."
Once the queen ventured to ask a town officer where he came from.
"I belong to the country," he loftily replied, "at least, as much of it as your foreign friends have not taken possession of."
One day a municipal officer said to Clery, loud enough for the king to overhear: "I would guillotine the lot of them if the regular executioner backed out."
The sentinels decked the walls, where the royals came along to go into the garden, with lines in this style: "The guillotine is a standing institution and is waiting for the tyrant Louis."—"Madame Veto will soon dance on nothing."—"The fat hog must be put on short rations."—"Pull off the red ribbon he wears—it will do to strangle his cubs with."
One drawing represented a man hanging, and was labeled: "Louis taking an air-bath."
The worst tormentors were two lodgers in the temple, Rocher, the sapper, and Simon, the notorious cobbler. The latter, whose harsh treatment of the royal child has made him noted, was insult personified. Every time he saw the prisoners, it was to inflict a fresh outrage.
Rocher was the man whom we saw take up the dauphin when Charny fell, and carry him into the House; yet he, placed by Manuel to prevent harm befalling the captives, resembled those boys who are given a bird to keep—they kill time by plucking out the feathers one by one.
But, however unhappy the prisoners were, they had yet the comfort that they were under the same roof.
The Commune resolved to part the king from his family.
Clery had an inkling of the intention, but he could not get at the exact date until a general searching of the prisoners on the twenty-ninth of September gave him a hint. That night, indeed, they took away the king into rooms in the great tower which were wet with plaster and paint and the smell was unbearable.
But the king lay down to sleep without complaining, while the valet passed the night on a chair.
When he was going out to attend to the prince, whose attendant he strictly was, the guard stopped him, saying:
"You are no longer to have communications with the other prisoners; the king is not to see his children any more."
As they omitted to bring special food for the servant, the king broke his bread with him, weeping while the man sobbed.
When the workmen came to finish the rooms, the town officer who superintended them came up to the king with some pity, and said:
"Citizen, I have seen your family at breakfast, and I undertake to say that all were in health."
The king's heart ached at this kind feeling.
He thanked the man, and begged him to transmit the report of his health to his dear ones. He asked for some books, and as the man could not read, he accompanied Clery down into the other rooms to let him select the reading matter. Clery was only too glad, as this gave an opportunity of seeing the queen. He could not say more than a few words, on account of the soldiers being present.
The queen could not hold out any longer, and she besought to let them all have a meal in company.
The municipal officers weakened, and allowed this until further orders. One of them wept, and Simon said:
"Hang me if these confounded women will not get the water-works running in my eyes. But," he added, addressing the queen, "you did not do any weeping when you shot down the people on the tenth of August."
"Ah!" said the queen; "the people have been much misled about our feelings toward them. If you knew us better, you would be sorry, like this gentleman."
So the dinner was served in the old place; it was a feast, for they gained so much in one day, they thought. They gained everything, for nothing more was heard of the Commune's new regulation; the king continued to see his family daily, and to take his meals with them.
One of these days, when he went in, he found the queen sweeping up the dauphin's room, who was unwell. He stopped on the sill, let his head sink on his breast, and sighed:
"Ah, my lady, this is sorry work for a Queen of France, and if they could see from Vienna what you are doing here! Who would have thought that, in uniting you to my fate, I should ever bring you so low?"
"Do you reckon it as nothing," replied Marie Antoinette, "this glory of being the wife of the best and most persecuted of men?"
This was spoken without an idea there were hearers; but all such sayings were picked up and diffused to embroider with gold the dark legend of the martyr king.
CHAPTER XXV.
MASTER GAMAIN TURNS UP.
ONE morning, while these events were occurring at the temple, a man wearing a red shirt and cap to match, leaning on a crutch to help him to hobble along, called on the Home Secretary, Roland. The minister was most accessible; but even a republican official was forced to have ushers in his ante-chamber, as went on in monarchical governments.
"What do you want?" challenged the servant of the man on the crutch.
"I want to speak with the Citizen Minister," replied the cripple.
Since a fortnight, the titles of citizen and citizeness had officially replaced all others.
"You will have to show a letter of audience," replied the domestic.
"Halloo! I thought that was all very fine fun in the days when the tyrant ruled, but folks ought to be equals under the Republic, or at least not so aristocratic."
This remark set the servant thinking.
"I can tell you that it is no joke," continued the man in red, "to drag all the way from Versailles to do the Secretary of State a service and not to get a squint of him."
"Oh, you come to do Citizen Roland a service, do you?"
"To show up a conspiracy."
"Pooh! we are up to our ears in conspiracies. If that is all you came from Versailles for, I suggest you get back."
"I don't mind; but your minister will be deuced sorry for not seeing me."
"It is the rule. Write to him and get a letter of audience; then you will get on swimmingly."
"Hang me if it is not harder to get a word in to Minister Roland than to his majesty Louis XVI. that was."
"What do you know about that?"
"Lord help your ignorance, young man; there was a time when I saw the king whenever I pleased; my name would tell you that."
"What is your name? Are you King Frederick William or the Emperor Francis?"
"No; I am not a tyrant or a slave-driver—no aristo—but just Nicholas Claude Gamain, master of the masters of my trade of locksmithery. Did you never hear of Master Gamain who taught the craft to old Capet?"
The footman looked questioningly at his fellows, who nodded.
"Then it is another pair of shoes. Write your name on a sheet of paper, and I will send it in to the Home Secretary."
"Write? It is all very easy to say write, but I was no dabster at the pen before these villains tried to poison me; and it is far worse now. Just look how they doubled me up with arsenic."
He showed his twisted legs, deviated spine, and hand curled up like a claw.
"What! did they serve you out thus, poor old chap?"
"They did. And that is what I have come to show the Citizen Minister, along with other matters. As I hear they are getting up the indictment against old Capet, what I have to tell must not be lost for the nation."
Five minutes afterward, the locksmith was shown into the official's presence.
The master locksmith had never, at the height of his fortune and in the best of health, worn a captivating appearance; but the malady to which he was a prey, articular rheumatism in plain, while twisting his limbs and disfiguring his features, had not added to his embellishments. The outcome was that never had an honest man faced a more ruffianly looking rogue than Roland when left alone with Gamain.
The minister's first feeling was of repugnance; but seeing how he trembled from head to foot, pity for a fellow-man, always supposing that a wretch like Gamain is a fellow to a Roland, led him to use as his first words:
"Take a seat, citizen; you seem in pain."
"I should rather think I am in pain," replied Gamain, dropping on a chair; "and I have been so ever since the Austrian poisoned me."
At these words a profound expression of disgust passed over the hearer's countenance, while he exchanged a glance with his wife, half hidden in the window recess.
"And you came to denounce this poisoning?"
"That and other things."
"Do you bring proof of your accusations?"
"For that matter, you have only to come with me to the Tuileries and I will give you piles of it. I will show you the secret hole in the wall where the brigand hid his hoard. I ought to have guessed that the wine was poisoned that the Austrian sneaked out to offer me, a-saying, with her wheedling voice: 'Here you are, Gamain! drink this glass of wine; it will do you good now the work is done.'"
"Poisoned?"
"Yes; everybody knows," continued Gamain, with sullen hate, "that those who help kings to conceal treasures never make old bones."
"There is something at the bottom of this," said Mme. Roland, coming forward at his glance; "this was the smith who was the king's tutor. Ask him about the hole in the wall."
"The press?" said Gamain, who had overheard. "Why, I am here to lay that open. It is an iron safe, with a lock-bolt working both ways, in which Citizen Capet hid his private papers and savings."
"How did you come to know about it?"
"Did he not send for me to show him how to finish the lock, one he made himself, and of course would not work smoothly?"
"But this press would be smashed and rifled in the capture of the Tuileries."
"There is no danger of that. I defy anybody in the world to get the idea of it, barring him and me."
"Are you sure?"
"Sure and certain. It is just the same as when he left the Tuileries."
"What do you say to all this, Madeleine?" asked Roland of his wife, when they had listened to Gamain's story, told in his prolix style.
"I say the revelation is of the utmost importance, and no time must be lost in verifying it."
The secretary rang for his carriage, whereupon Gamain stood up sulkily.
"I see you have had enough of me," he grumbled.
"Why, no; I only ring for my carriage."
"What! do ministers have carriages under the Republic?"
"They have to do so, to save time, my friend. I call the carriage so that we shall be quickly at the Tuileries. But what about the key to the safe?—it is not likely Louis XVI. left it in the key-hole."
"Why, certainly not, for our fat Capet is not such a fool as he looks. Here is a duplicate," he continued, drawing a new key from his pocket; "I made it from memory. I tell you I am the master of my craft. I studied the lock, fancying some day—"
"This is an awful scoundrel," said Roland to his wife.
"Yes; but we have no right to reject any information coming to us in the present state of affairs in order to arrive at a knowledge of the truth. Am I to go with you?" asked the lady.
"Certainly, as there are papers in the case. Are you not the most honest man I know?"
Gamain followed them to the door, mumbling:
"I always said that I would pay old Capet out for what he did to me. What Louis XVI. did was kindness."
CHAPTER XXVI.
THE TRIAL OF THE KING.
ON the seventh of November the Girondists began the indictment against the king, assisted by the fatal deposit of papers in the iron safe, although those were missing which were confided to Mme. Campan. After Gamain's opening the press, which was to have so severe an effect on the prisoners in the temple, Roland had taken them all to his office, where he read them and docketed them, though he vainly searched for the evidence of Danton's oft-cited venality. Besides, Danton had resigned as Minister of Justice.
This great trial was to crown the victory of Valmy, which had made the defeated King of Prussia almost as angry as the news of the proclamation of the Republic in Paris.
This trial was another step toward the goal to which men blundered like the blind, always excepting the Invisibles; they saw things in the mass, but not in detail. Alone on the horizon stood the red guillotine, with the king at the foot of the scaffold on which it rose.
In a materialistic era, when such a man as Danton was the head of the indulgent party, it was difficult for the wish not to be outrun by the deed; yet only a few of the Convention comprehended that royalty should be extirpated, and not the royal person slain.
Royalty was a somber abstraction, a menacing mystery of which men were weary, a whited sepulcher, fair without, but full of rottenness.
But the king was a different matter; a man who was far from interesting in his prosperity, but purified by misfortune and made great by captivity. Even on the queen the magic of adversity was such that she had learned, not to love—for her broken heart was a shattered vase from which the precious ointment had leaked out—but to venerate and adore, in the religious sense of the word, this prince, though a man whose bodily appetite and vulgar instincts had so often caused her to blush.
Royalty smitten with death, but the king kept in perpetual imprisonment, was a conception so grand and mighty that but few entertained it.
"The king must stand trial," said the ex-priest Gregoire to the Convention; "but he has done so much to earn scorn that we have no room for hatred."
And Tom Paine wrote:
"I entreat you to go on with the trial, not so much of this king as the whole band of them; the case of this individual whom you have in your power will put you on the track of all. Louis XVI. is useful as showing the necessity of revolutions."
So great minds like Paine and great hearts like Gregoire were in tune on this point. The kings were to be tried, and Louis might even be allowed to turn state's evidence.
This has never been done, but it is good yet to do. Suppose the charge against the Empress Catherine, Pasiphæ of the north; who will say there would not come out instruction to the world from such a revelation?
To the great disappointment of the Rolands, we repeat, the papers in the iron safe did not compromise Dumouriez and Danton, while they earned Gamain a pension, little alleviating the pangs of his ailment, which made him a thousand times regret the guillotine to which he consigned his master. But they injured the king and the priests, showing up the narrow mind, sharp and ungrateful, of Louis, who only hated those who wanted to save him—Necker, Lafayette, and Mirabeau. There was nothing detrimental to the Girondists.
Who was to read the dread indictment? Who was to be the sword-bearer and float over the court like the destroying angel? St. Just, the pet of Robespierre, a pale young man with womanly lips, who uttered the atrocious words. The point was that the king must be killed. The speech made a terrible impression; not one of the judges but felt the repeated word enter his soul like steel. Robespierre was appalled to see his disciple plant the red flag of revolution so far ahead of the most advanced outposts of republicanism.
As time progressed, the watch over the prisoners was closer, and Clery could learn nothing; but he picked up a newspaper stating that Louis would be brought before the bar of the House on the eleventh of December.
Indeed, at five that morning the reveille was beaten all over Paris. The temple gates were opened to bring in cannon; but no one would tell the captives the meaning of the unusual stir.
Breakfast was the last meal they partook of in company; when they parted, the prince was left playing a numerical game with his father, who kept the truth from him.
"Curse sixteen," said the boy, on losing three times running; "I believe you are bad luck!"
The king was struck by the figure.
At eleven the dauphin was removed and the king left in silence, as the officials did not intrude, for fear he would question them. At one o'clock Santerre arrived with officers, and a registrar who read the decree calling "the prisoner Louis Capet" before the House.
The king interrupted to say that Capet was not his name, but that of an ancestor. He stopped the reading on the grounds that he had read it in the papers.
As it was raining, they had a carriage in which to carry him.
On alighting, Santerre laid his hand on his shoulder and led him to the same spot at the bar, by the same chair, where he had taken the oath to the Constitution.
All the members save one had kept their seats as he entered; this one saluted him. The astonished king recognized Gilbert. He wished him good-day.
"Are you acquainted with Doctor Gilbert?" asked Santerre.
"He was my physician once, so I hope no ill feeling will be harbored because he was polite to me."
The examination began. Unfortunately, the glamour of misfortune vanished before duplicity; not only did the king answer the questions put to him, but he did so badly, stammering, hesitating, trying to evade direct issues, chaffering for his life like a pettifogger arguing a party-fence case in a county court.
The king did not appear at his best in broad day.
The examination lasted five hours. Though he refused refreshment offered, he asked a grenadier for a piece of the bread he saw him eating.
On crossing the yard to step into the carriage, the mob sung with marked emphasis the line of the "Marseillaise" about "the impure blood should fertilize our furrows."
This made him lose color.
The return was miserable. In the public hack, swaying on the black, pestiferous, vile pavement, while the mob surged up to the windows to see him, he blinked his eyes at the daylight; his beard was long, and his thin hair of a dirty yellow hue; his thin cheeks fell in folds on his wrinkled neck; clad in a gray suit, with a dark-brown overcoat, he mumbled with the Bourbon's automatic memory: "This is such and such a street."
On remarking that Orleans Street had been changed to Egalite, on account of the duke having dropped his titles, though that did not save him from the guillotine, he fell into silence, and so returned into prison.
He was not allowed to see his family, and had to go to bed without the meal with them.
"Ah, Clery!" he said to his man, as he undressed him, "I little dreamed what questions they were going to put to me."
Indeed, almost all the inquiry was based on the contents of the iron safe, which he did not suspect was discovered, from having no idea that Gamain had betrayed him.
Nevertheless, he soon sunk to sleep with that tranquillity of which he had given so many proofs, and which might be taken for lethargy.
But the other prisoners did not bear the separation and the secrecy so tamely.
In the morning the queen asked to see her husband, but the only arrangement offered was that the king might see his children on condition that they should not see their mother or aunt any more. The king refused this plan.
Consequently, the queen had her son's bed put in her rooms, and she did not quit him till removed for trial by the Revolutionary Tribunal, as her husband was by the Convention.
Clery, however, worked communications with a servant of the princesses named Turgy. They exchanged a few words, and passed notes scratched with pins on scraps of paper, on the ladies' side; the king could write properly, as he had writing materials supplied since his trial commenced.
By means of a string, collected from the pieces around the packets of candles, Clery lowered pens, ink, and paper to Princess Elizabeth, whose window was below that of the valet's room.
Hence the family had news of one another daily.
On the other hand, the king's position was morally much worse since he had appeared before the Convention.
It had been surmised that he would either refuse to answer any interrogation, like Charles I., whose history he knew so well; or else that he would answer proudly and loftily in the name of royalty, not like an accused criminal, but a knight accepting the gage of battle.
Unfortunately, Louis was not regal enough to do either act. He so entangled himself that he had to ask for counsel. The one he named fearing to accept the task, it fell to Malesherbes, who had been in the Turgot Ministry, a commonplace man in whom little did any suspect contempt for death. (On the day of his execution, for he was beheaded, he wound up his watch as usual.) Throughout the trial he styled the king "Sire."
Attacked by a flow of blood to the head, the king asked for Dr. Gilbert to be allowed to attend him, but the application was refused, and he was brutally told that if he drank cold water he would not have such a fullness of blood. As he was not allowed a knife to carve his food, unless a servant did it before the guards, so he was not let shave but in the presence of four municipal officers.
On the evening of the twenty-fifth he wrote his will, in which he said that he did not blame himself for any of the crimes of which he was accused. He did not say that they were false. This evasive response was worthy the pupil of the Duke of Vauguyon.
In any case, the twenty-sixth found him ready for any fate, death included.
His counsel read the defense, which was a purely legal document. It seems to us that if we had been charged with it, we should not have spoken for the law, but let St. Louis and Henry IV. defend their descendants from the crimes of their intermediate successors.
The more unjust the accusation, the more eloquent should have been the rejoinder.
Hence the Convention asked, in astonishment:
"Have you nothing more to say in your defense?"
He had nothing to say, and went back to the temple. When his defender called in the evening, he told him of a number of gentlemen who were pledged to prevent the execution.
"If you do not know them personally," said the king to Lamoignon Malesherbes, "try to come in touch with them and tell them that I will never forgive myself for blood shed on my behalf. I would not have it spilled to save my throne and life, when that was possible; all the more reason for me not allowing it now."
The voting on the 16th of January, 1793, was on three points:
Is Louis guilty? Shall there be an appeal from the Convention to the people? State the penalty.
To the first question was the answer of 683 voices, "Yes."
To the appeal question, 281 ayes and 423 noes.
The third decision of the penalty was subdivided into death, imprisonment, banishment, or death, with the people allowed to reduce it to imprisonment.
All tokens of approval or displeasure were prohibited, but when a member said anything but death, murmurs arose.
Once there were groans and hisses when a member spoke for death—when Philippe Egalite cast his vote for the execution of his kinsman.
The majority for death was seven, and Vergniaud uttered the sentence with deep emotion.
It was three on the morning of the twentieth, Sunday.
The illustrious culprit was up when Malesherbes bore him the news.
"I was sure of it," he said, shaking hands with his defender. "For two days I have been trying to find if I have merited my subjects' reproach for what I have done in the course of my reign. I swear to you in all sincerity, as a man about to appear before his Maker, that I have always wished the happiness of my people, and have not framed a wish contrary to it."
The death-warrant was officially read to him, and he was allowed to choose his own confessor.
The name of one had been already written down by Princess Elizabeth, whose confessor this Abbe Edgeworth was.
CHAPTER XXVII.
THE PARALLEL TO CHARLES I.
THIS worthy priest, of English origin, had escaped the September massacres and was hiding out at Choisy, under the name of Essex, as the Princess Elizabeth knew, and where to find him.
He came to the call, though he believed that he would be killed within an hour of the dreadful scene.
He was not to quit the prisoner till he quitted the world.
The king was allowed to take farewell of his family in the dining-room, where the glass door allowed the guards still to keep him in sight. They knew the trial had taken place, but not the particulars, with which he supplied them. He dwelt particularly on the fact that Petion had not pressed for the death penalty, and that Gilbert had voted to spare his life.
Heaven owed the poor prisoner some comfort, and it came in the love of the queen.
As has been seen in our story, the queen easily let the picturesque side of life attract her. She had that vivid imagination which makes women imprudent even more than disposed; she had been imprudent all her life in her friendship and in her loving.
Her captivity saved her in a moral point of view; she returned to the pure and holy domestic virtues from which youthful passions had led her; and as she could do nothing without extravagance, she fell to loving passionately, in his distress, this royal consort whose vulgar traits were all she could see in the days of felicity. In their first disasters she saw a dullard, almost cowardly, without impulse or resolution; at the temple she began to see that the wife had not only misjudged the husband, but the queen the monarch. She beheld one calm and patient, meek but firm under outrages; all the worldly dryness in her was melted, and turned to the profit of better sentiments.
The same as she had scorned too deeply, she loved too fondly.
"Alas!" the king said to his confessor, "to think that I love so dearly and am loved so much."
In their last interview, the queen seemed to yield to a feeling akin to remorse. When she found that she could not be alone with her lord, she drew him into a window recess, where she would have fallen on her knees at his feet; but he understood that she wanted to ask his forgiveness, so he stayed her and drew his will from his pocket to show her the lines:
"I pray my wife to forgive all the woes I have led her to suffer and the sorrows caused her in the course of our union, as she may be sure that I cherish no ill feeling toward her, if she should think that she had reason to blame herself in any way."
Marie kissed his hands, for while there was full pardon, there was great delicacy, too, in the rest of the phrase.
So this royal Magdalen might die tranquil, late as came her love for her husband, it won her divine and human mercy, and her pardon was bestowed on earth, not in a mysterious whisper as an indulgence, of which the king felt ashamed, but openly and publicly.
Who would reproach her who went toward posterity with the double crown of the martyr and her husband's forgiveness?
The poignant farewell lasted nearly two hours before the condemned went out to his priest.
As day began to break, the drums were beaten throughout the town; the bustle and the sound penetrated the old tower and chilled the blood of the priest and Clery.
At nine o'clock the noise increased and the doors were loudly flung open. Santerre came in, followed by town officers and soldiers, who formed a double row.
The king received the priest's blessing and a prayer for support, and called for his hat, as all the others had kept their hats on. Seeing that Clery had his overcoat ready for fear he would be cold, and the shiver would be taken for that of fright, he said:
"No; nothing but my hat."
He took advantage of the act to shake his hand for the last time.
"Let us go, gentlemen," he said, with the tone of command so rarely used by him.
In crossing the first yard, he turned two or three times to wave a farewell to his dear ones.
With the priest he stepped into a hack, and the procession started, leaving the queen no hope save for a rescue on the road. That of a respite had already vanished.
She fell into a chair, sobbing: "To think of his going without saying good-bye!"
The streets were foggy and deserted, as all citizens were forbidden to be about unless belonging to the armed militia, and there were no faces up at the windows.
All the prisoner saw was a forest of pikes and bayonets, with a large drum corps before the party and cavalry around.
The clamor prevented the king talking with the confessor, who read his prayer-book.
At St. Denis Gate the king lifted his head, for the uproar was marked by a change in the shouts. A dozen young men, sword in hand, rushed through the retinue and shouted:
"Rescue! This way, those who would save the king!"
One Baron de Batz, an adventurer, had engaged three thousand bravoes to make this attempt, but only a handful responded when he sounded the signal-cry. This forlorn hope of royalty, meeting no reply, retreated and slipped away in the confusion.
The incident was of such slight importance that the carriage did not stop; it was at its journey's end when it did.
One of the three brothers Sanson, the Paris executioners, came to open the door.
Laying his hand on the abbe's knee, the king said, in the tone of a master:
"Gentlemen, I recommend this gentleman to you. Take care of him after my death, for he has done nobody harm."
He threw off his coat, not to be touched by the headsman. One had a rope to bind his hands, but he said he would not submit to it. A hand-to-hand fight would rob the victim of all the merit of six months' calmness, courage, and resignation, so the confessor advised him to yield, particularly as one of the Sansons, moved with pity, offered to substitute a handkerchief.
He held out his hands resignedly, saying:
"Do as you like. I shall drain the chalice to the dregs."
The scaffold steps were high and slippery, and he had the priest's arm for support, but on the top step he escaped, so to say, from the spiritual guide, and went to the further end of the platform.
He was flushed in the face, and had never appeared more hale or animated.
The drums began to beat, but he imposed silence by a look as, with a lusty voice, he said:
"I die innocent of all the crimes imputed to me. I forgive the authors of my death, and I pray God that this blood shall not fall on France."
"Strike up, drums!" roared a voice long believed to be Santerre's, but was that of Beaufranchet, Count Oyat, illegitimate son of Louis XV., and a courtesan, the prisoner's natural uncle.
The drums beat, and the king stamped his foot in vain.
"Do your duty!" yelled the pikemen to the executioners, who threw themselves on the king.
He returned with slow steps under the knife, of which he had designed the proper shape only a year ago.
He glanced at the priest who was praying at a corner of the scaffold.
Behind the two upright beams a scuffle went on. The tilting flap fell into place, and the prisoner's head appeared in the ominous gap. A flash, a dull, chopping sound was heard, and a large jet of blood spouted forth.
Then, one of the death's-men taking up the head, sprinkled the by-standers with the dripping fluid. At this sight the pikemen whooped and rushed to dye their weapons in the blood, which they ran to show the town, with shouts of "Long live the Republic!"
For the first time this cry found no echo, though it had oft thrilled hearers with joy. The Republic had a stain on the brow which nothing ever could efface. As a great diplomatist said, it had committed worse than a crime—a blunder.
Thus died, on the 21st of January, 1793, King Louis XVI. He was aged thirty-nine years. He had reigned eighteen, and was over five months a prisoner. His last wish was not accomplished, for his blood not only fell on France, but over the whole of Europe.
CHAPTER XXVIII.
CAGLIOSTRO'S ADVICE.
ON the evening of this awful day, while the pike-bearers were scouring Paris through streets illuminated but deserted, to exhibit rags dyed in blood, with shouts of "The tyrant is dead! behold his blood!" two men whose dress was different, sat in silence in a room in a house in St. Honore Street.
Dressed in black, one was sitting at a table, with his head resting on his hand, plunged into deep reverie, if not grief. The other, wearing a countryman's dress, strode up and down, with wrinkled forehead, gloomy eye, and folded arms. Every time his crossing line brought him by the table, he cast a glance on the thinker.
At last the countryman stopped and said, as he fixed his eye on the other:
"Come, now, Citizen Gilbert, am I a brigand because I voted for the king's death?"
The man in black raised his head, shook his melancholy brow, and said, holding out his hand to his companion:
"No, Billet, you are no more a brigand for that than I am an aristocrat for voting the other way. You voted according to your conscience, and I to mine. It is a terrible thing to take away from man that which you can not restore."
"So it is your opinion that despotism is inviolable," returned Billet, "liberty is revolt, and there is no justice on earth except such as kings, that is, tyrants, dispense? Then what remains for the people, the right to serve and obey? Do you, Gilbert, the pupil of Rousseau, say that?"
"No, Billet, for that would be an impiety against the people."
"Come," said the farmer, "I am going to talk to you with the roughness of my plain good sense, to which I do not mind your answering with all the sharpness of your fine wit. Do you admit that a nation, believing itself oppressed, should have the right to disestablish its church, lower or even demolish the throne, fight and make itself free?"
"Not a doubt of it."
"Then it has the right to gather in the spoils of the victory?"
"Yes, Billet; but not to compass such things with murder and violence. Remember that it is written, 'Thou shalt not kill thy neighbor.'"
"But the king was no neighbor of mine," returned Billet; "he was my enemy. I remember what my poor mother read me in the Bible of what Samuel said to the Israelites who asked him to appoint a king."
"So do I, Billet; and Samuel anointed Saul—he did not kill him.
"Oh, I know that if I get to arguing with you in book learning, I shall lose. So I simply ask you, were we right to take the Bastile?"
"Yes."
"When the king took away our right to hold a meeting, were we right to meet in another place?"
"You were."
"Had we the right, when the king gathered foreign troops at Versailles to feast them and overawe us, to take him away from among them and lodge him in Paris?"
"Yes."
"To bring him back when he tried to run away from the country?"
"Yes."
"Then we had a right to shut him up where he was so little out of mischief that he continued to correspond with the invader. Ought we not have brought him before the court for trial, to doom him, and—"
"Ay, to banish, to perpetually imprison, all except death, because, guilty in the result, he was not so in the intention. You judge him from the people's standing, Billet; but he acted like the son of kings. Was he a tyrant, as you call him? No. An oppressor of the people? No. An accomplice of aristocrats and an enemy of freedom? No."
"Then you judge him as royalty would?"
"No; for then he would have been acquitted."
"But you did so by voting for his life."
"No; with life imprisonment. Granting he was not your neighbor, but your enemy, he was a vanquished one, and ought not to have been slain in cold blood. That is not execution, but immolation. You have conferred on royalty something like martyrdom, and made justice seem vengeance. Take care! In doing too much, you have not done enough. Charles of England was executed, but his son reigned. But James II. was banished, and his sons died in exile. Human nature is humane, and you have alienated from the Republic for fifty or a hundred years the immense proportion of the population judging revolutions by their feelings. Believe me, my friend, Republicans ought most to bewail the death of Louis, for the blood will fall on them, and cost the Republic its life."
"There is some truth in what you say, Gilbert," said a voice at the door.
"Cagliostro!" exclaimed both debaters, turning with the same impulse.
"Yes; but there is also truth in what Billet said."
"That is the trouble in it," sighed Gilbert; "the cause we plead has two faces, and each, as he looks upon it, can say he is right."
"But he ought also to admit that he may be wrong."
"What is your opinion, master?" asked the doctor.
"Yes, your opinion?" said Billet.
"You have been trying the accused over again, but you should test the sentence. Had you doomed the king, you would have been right. You doomed the man, and you were wrong."
"I don't understand," said Billet.
"You ought to have slain the king amid his guards and courtiers, while unknown to the people—when he was to them a tyrant. But, after having let him live and dwell under the eyes of the private soldier, the petty civil servant, the workman, as a man, this sham abasement elevated him, and he ought to have been banished or locked up, as happens to any man."
"I did not understand you," said Billet to the doctor, "but I do the Citizen Cagliostro."
"Just think of their five months' captivity molding this lump—who was born to be a parish beadle—into a statue of courage, patience, and resignation, on a pedestal of sorrow; you sanctified him so that his wife adored him. Who would have dreamed, my dear Gilbert," said the magician, bursting into laughter, "that Marie Antoinette would ever have loved her mate?"
"Oh, if I had only guessed this," muttered Billet, "I would have slain him before! I could have done it easily."
These words were spoken with such intense patriotism that Gilbert pardoned them, while Cagliostro admired.
"But you did not do it," said the latter. "You voted for death; and you, Gilbert, for life. Now, let me give you a last piece of advice. You, Gilbert, strove to be a member of the convention to accomplish a duty; you, Billet, to fulfill vengeance; both are realized. You have nothing more to do here. Be gone."
The two stared at him.
"To-morrow, your indulgence will be regarded as a crime, and on the next day your severity as bad. Believe me, in the mortal strife preparing between hatred, fear, revenge, fanaticism, few will remain unspotted; some will be fouled with mud, some with blood. Go, my friends, go!"
"But France?" said the doctor.
"Yes, France?" echoed Billet.
"Materially," said Cagliostro, "France is saved; the external enemy is baffled, the home one dead. The Revolution holds the ax in one hand and the tri-colored flag in the other. Go in tranquillity, for before she lays them down, the aristocracy will be beheaded, and Europe conquered. Go, my friends, go to your second country, America!"
"Will you go with me, Billet?" asked the doctor.
"Will you forgive me?" asked Billet.
The two clasped hands.
"You must go at once. The ship 'Franklin' is ready to sail."
"But my son?"
Cagliostro had opened the door.
"Come in, Sebastian," he said; "your father calls you."
The young man rushed into his father's arms, while Billet sighed.
"My carriage is at the door," said Cagliostro. Then, in a whisper to the doctor while Billet was asking news of the youth, he said, emphatically:
"Take him away; he must not know how he lost his mother. He might thirst for revenge."
Gilbert nodded and opened a money drawer.
"Fill your pockets," he said to Billet.
"Will there be enough in a strange country?" he asked.
"Bless you! with land at five dollars an acre, cleared, we can buy a county. But what are you looking round for?"
"For what would be no use to me, who can not write."
"I see; you want to send good-bye to Pitou. Let me."
"What have you written?"
"MY DEAR PITOU,—We are leaving France—Billet, Sebastian, and I—and send you our united love. We think that as you are manager of Billet's farm, you do not need anything. One of these days we may write for you to come over and join us.
"Your friend,
"GILBERT."
"Is that all?" asked the farmer.
"There is a postscript," said the writer, looking the farmer in the face as he said:
"Billet hopes you will take the best of care of Catherine."
Billet uttered a cry of gratitude and shook Gilbert's hand again.
Ten minutes afterward, the post-chaise carried far from Paris Gilbert and his friend and the son of Andrea of Charny.
CHAPTER XXIX.
THE CROWN OF ANGE'S LOVE.
A LITTLE over a year after the execution of the king and the departure of Gilbert, his son, and Billet, on a fine, cold morning of the hard winter of 1794, three or four hundred persons—that is, a sixth of the population of Villers Cotterets—waited on the square before the manor-house and in the mayor's yard for the coming out of two married folks whom Mayor Longpre was uniting in the holy bonds. These were Ange Pitou and Catherine Billet.
Alas! it had taken many grave events to bring the flame of Viscount Charny, the mother of little Isidore, to become Mistress Pitou.
Everybody was chattering over these events; but in whatever manner they related and discussed them, there was always something to the greater glory of the devotion of Ange Pitou and the good behavior of Billet's daughter.
Only, the more interesting the couple were, the more they were pitied.
Perhaps they were happier than any in the crowd; but human nature is inclined that way—it must pity or applaud!
On this occasion it was in the compassionate vein.
Indeed, what Cagliostro had foreseen, had come on rapidly, leaving a long track of blood after it.
On the 1st of February, 1793, the issue of more paper money was agreed. In March, the fugitive nobles were perpetually banished and their property confiscated. In November, a new kind of religion was proposed instead of the established church.
The result of the confiscation decree was, that Billet and Gilbert being considered fugitives, their lands were seized for the public good. The same fate befell the estates of the Charnys, the count having been killed and the countess murdered in prison.
The consequence to Catherine was that she was turned out of Billet's farm, which was national property. Pitou wanted to protest, but Pitou was a moderate and a "suspect," and wise souls advised him not to oppose the orders of the nation in will or deed.
So Catherine and Pitou had gone over to Haramont.
She had thought of taking refuge in Daddy Clovis's lodge, but he appeared at the door to lay his finger on his lips and shake his head in token of impossibility; the place was already occupied.
The law on the banishment of refractory priests was still in force, and it is easy to understand that Father Fortier had banished himself, as he would not take the oath. But he had not felt like passing the frontier, and his exile was limited to his leaving his house in charge of his sister, to see the furniture was not stolen, and asking Clovis for shelter, which was granted.
This retreat was only a cave, and it would with difficulty hold, in addition to the corpulent priest, Catherine, little Isidore, and Pitou.
Besides, we recall the refusal of the priest to bury Mrs. Billet. Catherine was not good Christian enough to overlook the unkindness, and had she been so, the Abbe Fortier was too good a Catholic to forgive her.
So they had to give up the idea of staying with old Clovis.
This choice lay between Aunt Angelique's house and Pitou's lodgings at Haramont.
They dared not think of the former. As the revolution had followed its course, Angelique had become more and more diabolic, which seems incredible, and thinner, which seems impossible.
This change in her temper and her physique arose from the fact that the churches were closed at Villers as elsewhere, awaiting the invention of a reasonable and civic cult, according to the Board of Public Instruction. The churches being shut, Aunt Angelique's principal revenue, from letting seats, fell into disuse.
It was the drying up of her income which made her Tartar—we beg pardon, tarter and bonier than ever.
Let us add that she had so often heard the story of Pitou and Billet capturing the Bastile, and had so often seen them start off for Paris whenever any great event was to take place, that she did not in the least doubt that the French Revolution was led by Ange Pitou and Farmer Billet, with Citizens Danton, Marat, Robespierre & Co., playing the secondary parts.
The priest's sister fostered her in these somewhat erroneous opinions, to which the regicidal vote of Billet had given the seal on heated fanaticism.
Pitou ought not to think of placing the regicide's daughter under Angelique's roof.
As for the petty accommodation at Haramont, how could he think of installing two—there were three—souls in two rooms; while if they were comfortable, it would set evil tongues wagging?
It was more out of the question than Clovis's hut.
So Pitou made up his mind to beg shelter for himself of Desire Maniquet. That worthy son of Haramont gave the hospitality which Pitou paid for in kind; but all this did not provide Catherine with a fixed habitation.
Pitou showed her all the attentions of a loving friend and the affection of a brother; but poor Catherine was well aware that he did not love her like friend or brother.
Little Isidore had something of the same idea; for the poor child, having never known the Viscount of Charny, loved him more perhaps, for Pitou was not merely the sweetheart of Catherine, but his slave.
A skillful strategist must have understood that the way to win Catherine's heart was through the help of the little one.
But we hasten to say that no such calculation tarnished the purity of Pitou's sentiments. He was just the simple fellow we met him at the first, unless, on becoming a man, he became simpler than ever.
All his good gifts touched Catherine. She saw that Pitou adored her ardently, to the point of fanaticism, and she caught herself wishing that she could repay so great a love and utter devotion with something better than friendship.
Gradually, by dint of dwelling on her isolation from all the world, Pitou excepted, and on her boy being left alone if she were to die, Pitou again excepted, she came to giving Pitou the only reward in her power—her hand.
Alas, her first love, that perfumed flower of youth, was in heaven!
For six months Catherine had been nourishing this conclusion without Pitou suspecting that the wind was blowing up in his favor, though her welcoming was a shade warmer and her parting a trifle more lingering each time; so she was forced to speak the first—but women take the lead in such matters.
One evening, instead of offering her hand, she held up her cheek for a kiss. Pitou thought she had forgot, and was too honest to take advantage of a mistake.
But Catherine had not let go his hand, and she drew him closer to her. Seeing him still hesitate, little Isidore joined in, saying:
"Why won't you kiss Mamma Catherine, Papa Pitou?"
"Good gracious!" gasped Pitou, turning pale as if about to die, but letting his cold and trembling lip touch her cheek.
Taking the boy up, she put him in Pitou's arms, and said:
"I give you the boy, Ange; will you have the mother?"
This time, it was too much for the swain, whose head swam; he shut his eyes, and while he hugged the child, he dropped on a chair, and panted with the delicacy which only a delicate heart could appreciate:
"Oh, Master Isidore, how very fond I am of you!"
Isidore called Pitou "Papa Pitou," but Pitou called him "Master Isidore."
That is why, as he felt that love for her son had made Catherine love Ange, he did not say:
"Oh, how dearly I love you, Catherine!"
This point settled that Pitou thought more of Isidore than of Catherine, they spoke of marriage.
"I don't want to seem in a hurry," said the man, "but if you mean to make me happy, do not be too long about it."
Catherine took a month.
At the end of three weeks Ange, in full regimentals, went respectfully to pay a visit to Aunt Angelique, with the aim to inform her of his near at hand union with Catherine Billet.
Seeing her nephew from afar, she hastened to shut her door. But he did not hold back from the inhospitable door whence he had once been expelled.
He rapped gently.
"Who is there?" snarled Angelique, in her sourest voice.
"I—your dutiful nephew, Ange Pitou."
"Go on your bloody way, you September man of massacre!" cried Aunt Angelique.
"Auntie, I come to tell you of a bit of news which can not fail to make you jolly, because it is my happiness."
"What is the news, you red-capped Jacobin?"
"I will tell you if you open the door."
"Say it through the door; I shall not open it to a breechless outlaw like you."
"If there is no other way, here you have it—I am going to get married."
The door flew open as by magic.
"Who are you going to marry, you wretched fellow?" asked the old spinster.
"Catherine Billet, please."
"Oh, the villain, the scamp, the regicide!" said the good soul; "he marries a ruined girl! Get you gone, scapegrace; I curse you!"
With a gesture quite noble, she held up her dry and yellow hands toward her nephew.
"Dear aunt," replied the young man, "you ought to know that I am too well hardened to your maledictions to care a fig for them. I only wanted to do the proper thing by inviting you to dance at my wedding; if you won't come, still I have asked you to shake a leg—"
"Shake a—fy, for shame!"
"Fare thee well, sweet Aunt Angelique!"
Touching his cocked hat in the military manner, Pitou made a salute to his relative and hurried away.
CHAPTER XXX.
THE EFFECT OF HAPPY NEWS.
PITOU had to tell his intended marriage to Mayor Longpre, who lived hard by. Less set against the Billet family than Aunt 'Gelique, he congratulated Pitou on the match.
Pitou listened to his praise without seeing where he was doing very much of a noble action.
By the way, as a pure Republican, Pitou was delighted to find that the Republic had done away with the publication of the banns and other ecclesiastical trammels which had always galled true lovers.
It was, therefore, settled between the mayor and the suitor that the wedding should take place on the following Saturday, at the town hall.
Next day, Sunday, the sale of the Charny estate and the Billet farm was to come off. The latter, at the upset price of four hundred thousand and the other at six hundred thousand in paper money; assignats were dropping fearfully; the gold louis was worth nine hundred and twenty francs in paper.
But, then, nobody ever saw a gold piece nowadays.
Pitou had run all the way back to acquaint Catherine with the good news. He had ventured to anticipate the marriage-day by forty-eight hours, and he was afraid he should vex Catherine.
She did not appear vexed, and he was lifted up among the angels—his namesakes.
But she insisted on his going once more to Aunt Angelique's, to announce the exact date of the wedding-day and invite her to be at the ceremony. She was the bridegroom's sole relative, and though not at all tender toward him, he ought to do the proper thing on his side.
The consequence was that on Thursday morning, Pitou went over to Villers Cotterets to repeat the visit.
Nine o'clock was striking as he got in sight of the house.
The aunt was not on the door-step, but the door was closed any way, as if she expected his call.
He thought that she had stepped out, and he was delighted.
He would have paid the visit, and a polite note with a piece of wedding-cake after the ceremony would acquit the debt to courtesy.
Still, as he was a conscientious fellow, he went up to the door and knocked; as no answer came to his raps, he called.
At the double appeal of knuckle and voice, a neighbor appeared at her own door.
"Do you know whether or no my aunt has gone out, eh, Mother Fagot?" asked Pitou.
"Has she not answered?" asked Dame Fagot.
"No; she has not, as you see; so I guess she has gone out for a gossip."
Mother Fagot shook her head.
"I should have seen her go out," she said; "my door opens the same way as hers, and it is pretty seldom that in getting up of a morning she does not drop into our house to get some warm ashes to put in her shoes, with which the poor dear lamb keeps her toes warm all the day. Ain't that so, Neighbor Farolet?"
This question was addressed to a fresh character, who likewise opening his door, shoved his conversational oar into the parley.
"What are you talking about, Madame Fagot?"
"I was a-saying that Aunt Angelique had not gone out. Have you seen anything of her?"
"That I hain't, and I am open to wager that she has not gone out, otherwise her shutters would not be open, d'ye see."
"By all that is blue, that is true enough," remarked Pitou. "Heavens, I hope nothing unfortunate has happened to my poor aunt."
"I should not wonder," said Mother Fagot.
"It is more than possible, it is probable," said Farolet, sententiously.
"To tell the truth, she was not over-tender to me," went on Pitou; "but I do not want harm to befall her for all that. How are we going to find out the state of things?"
"That is not a puzzle," suggested a third neighbor, joining in; "send for Rigolot, the locksmith."
"If it is to open the door, he is not wanted," said Pitou; "I know a little trick of prying the bolt with a knife."
"Well, go ahead, my lad," said Farolet; "we are all witnesses that you picked the lock with the best intentions and your pocket-knife."
Pitou had taken out his knife, and in the presence of a dozen persons, attracted by the occurrence, he slipped back the bolt with a dexterity proving that he had used this means of opening the way more than once in his youth.
The door was open, but the interior was plunged into complete darkness. As the daylight gradually penetrated and was diffused, they could descry the form of the old girl on her bed.
Pitou called her by name twice. But she remained motionless and without response. He went in and up to the couch.
"Halloo!" he exclaimed, touching the hands; "she is cold and stark."
They opened the windows. Aunt Angelique was dead.
"What a misfortune!" said Pitou.
"Tush," said Farolet; "a hard winter is coming, and wood never so dear. She saves by departing where the firing is plentiful. Besides, your aunt did not dote on you."
"Maybe so," said Pitou, with tears as big as walnuts, "but I liked her pretty well. Oh, my poor auntie!" said the big baby, falling on his knees by the bed.
"I say, Captain Pitou," said Mme. Fagot, "if you want anything, just let us know. If we ain't good neighbors, we ain't good for anything."
"Thank you, mother. Is that boy of yours handy?"
"Yes. Hey, Fagotin!" called the good woman.
A boy of fourteen stood frightened at the door.
"Here I am, mother," he said.
"Just bid him trot over to Haramont to tell Catherine not to be uneasy about me, as I have found my Aunt 'Gelique dead. Poor aunt!" He wiped away fresh tears. "That is what is keeping me here."
"You hear that, Fagotin? Then off you go."
"Go through Soissons Street," said the wise Farolet, "and notify Citizen Raynal that there is a case of sudden death to record at old Miss Pitou's."
The boy darted off on his double errand.
The crowd had kept increasing till there were a hundred before the door. Each had his own opinion on the cause of the decease, and all whispered among themselves.
"If Pitou is no fool, he will find some hoard smuggled away in an old sock, or in a crock, or in a hole in the chimney."
Dr. Raynal arrived in the midst of this, preceded by the head tax-gatherer.
The doctor went up to the bed, examined the corpse, and declared to the amaze of the lookers-on that the death was due to cold and starvation. This redoubled Pitou's tears.
"Oh, poor aunt!" he wailed, "and I thought she was so rich. I am a villain for having left her to poverty. Oh, had I only known this! It can not be, Doctor Raynal!"
"Look into the hutch and see if there is any bread; in the wood-box and see if there is any fire-wood. I have always foretold that the old miser would end in this way."
Searching, they found not a crumb or a splinter.
"Oh, why did she not tell me this?" mourned Pitou. "I would have chopped up some wood for her and done some poaching to fill the larder. It is your fault, too," the poor fellow added, accusing the crowd; "you ought to have told me that she was in want."
"We did not tell you that she was in want," returned wiseacre Farolet, "for the plain reason that everybody believed that she was rolling in riches."
Dr. Raynal had thrown the sheet over the cold face, and proceeded to the door, when Pitou intercepted him.
"Are you going, doctor?"
"Why, what more do you expect me to do here?"
"Then she is undoubtedly dead? Dear me, to die of cold and hunger, too!"
Raynal beckoned him.
"Boy, I am of the opinion that you should none the less seek high and low," he said.
"But, doctor, after your saying she died of want—"
"Misers have been known to die the same way, lying on their treasures. Hush!" he said, laying a finger on his lips, and going out-doors.
CHAPTER XXXI.
THE EASY-CHAIR.
PITOU would have pondered more deeply on what the doctor told him, only he spied Catherine running up, with her boy in her arms.
Since there was no doubt that Aunt Angelique had died of privation, the eagerness of the neighbors to help her nephew had lessened. So Catherine arrived most timely. As she might be considered the wife of Pitou, it was her place to attend to his aunt, which the good creature set about doing with the same tenderness she had shown awhile before to her own mother.
Meanwhile, Pitou ran out to arrange for the funeral, which would be at two days' time, as the suddenness of the death compelled retention of the remains forty-eight hours. Religious ceremonies being suppressed for funerals as for marriages, he had only to do business with the sexton and the grave digger, after the mayor.
Before he departed, Catherine suggested that the marriage should be deferred for a day or two, as it would look strange for an act so important and joyous as a wedding to be performed on the same day as he conducted his aunt's remains to the cemetery.
"Besides, my dear, it is bad luck to have a wedding while a grave is open."
"Stuff," said Pitou; "from the moment I am your husband, I defy misfortune to get a grip on me."
"Dear Pitou, let us put it off till Monday," said the bride, holding up her hand to him; "you see that I am trying to make your wishes suit proprieties."
"But two days is a deuce of a long time, Catherine."
"Not when you have been waiting five years."
"A lot of things may happen in forty-eight hours," moaned Pitou.
"My falling off in love can not happen, Ange; and as you pretend that is the only thing in the world which concerns you—"
"Lord, yes, Catherine; the only—only thing!"
"Why, then, look here, Isidore, say to Papa Pitou: 'Do not be afraid, Papa Pitou; mamma loves you dearly, and will always love you.'"
The child repeated this in his pretty voice.
On this assurance, Pitou made no difficulty about going to the mayor's. He returned in about an hour, with all settled and paid for. With what money he had left he laid in a stock of wood and food for a couple of days.
It was high time that the firing had come into the old, weather-worn house, where the wind poured in at many a chink, and they might perish of cold. Pitou had found Catherine half frozen when he got back.
According to Catherine's wish, the marriage was postponed until Monday.
The intermediate time passed with the pair mourning by the death-bed.
Despite the huge fire Pitou kept roaring, the wind came in so sharp and chill that Pitou acknowledged that if his aunt had not died of hunger she must have been carried off by cold.
The time came for the removal of the corpse, the transit not taking long, as Aunt Angelique's dwelling adjoined the burial-ground.
All of that quarter and other representatives of the town went to the funeral, which Pitou and Catherine led as the chief mourners.
When the ceremony terminated, Pitou thanked those attending in his name and that of the dead, and they all filed before him, throwing holy water into the old maid's grave.
When left alone, Pitou looked round for Catherine, and saw her and Isidore kneeling on another grave where cypresses were planted. It was Mother Billet's. Pitou had dug those four cypresses in the woods and transplanted them. He did not care to disturb them in this pious occupation, but thinking that Catherine would be very cold at the end of her devotions, he determined to run on before and have a good fire blazing at her return.
Unfortunately, one thing opposed the realization of this good intention—they were out of wood. Pitou was in a pinch, for he was out of money, too.
He looked around him to see if there was nothing good to burn. There was Aunt Angelique's bread-safe, bed, and easy-chair. The bed and cupboard were not unworn, but they were still good; while the arm-chair was so rickety that nobody but the owner had ever risked themselves in it. It was therefore condemned.
Like the Revolutionary Tribunal, Pitou had no sooner condemned a thing than he proceeded to execute it.
Pitou set his knee to the seat, and seizing one of the sides, gave a pull. At the third of such tugs, it gave way at the joints. It uttered a kind of squeak, as if an animal capable of feeling pain and expressing emotion. If Pitou had been superstitious, he might have imagined that the aunt's spirit had located itself in her old arm-chair.
But Pitou had no superstition except his love for Catherine. This article of furniture was doomed to warm her, and though it had bled in each limb like an enchanted tree, it would have been rent to pieces.
He grasped the other arm with the same fierceness, and tore that from the carcass, which began to look dismantled.
Again the chair sent forth a sound strange and metallic.
Pitou remained insensible. He took up the chair by one leg, and swinging the whole round his head, he brought it down on the floor.
This split the seat in half, and to the great astonishment of the destroyer, out of the yawning chasm spouted torrents of gold.
Our readers will remember that it was Angelique's habit to change all her coppers into silver, and them into gold pieces, which she stowed away inside her chair.
When Pitou recovered from his surprise and dismay, his first impulse was to run out to Catherine and little Isidore and bring them in to view the riches he had discovered.
But the dreadful terror seized him that Catherine would not marry him if he were a rich man, and he shook his head.
"No," he said, "she would refuse me."
After reflecting for an instant, careworn and motionless, a smile passed over his face. No doubt he had hit on a means of surmounting the obstacle which this sudden wealth had raised. He gathered up the coin scattered on the floor and poked about in the cushion with his knife for still more of the golden eggs. They were literally crammed into the lining.
He reckoned, and there were fifteen hundred and fifty louis, otherwise, thirty-seven thousand and two hundred livres or francs, and at the discount in the favor of gold, he was the master of one million three hundred and twenty-six thousand livres!
And at what a moment had this slice of good luck befallen him! When he was obliged to smash up the furniture from having no means to buy fuel for his wife.
What a lucky thing that Pitou was so poor, the weather was so cold, and the old chair so rotten!
Who knows what would have happened but for this happy conjunction of circumstances?
He stuffed the coin away in all his pockets, and scraping the splinters together he built a fire, which he managed to kindle with the unused flint and steel.
He was no more than in time, for in came Catherine and little Isidore, shivering with cold.
Pitou gave the boy a hug, kissed the woman's icy hands, and dashed out, crying:
"Get warm. I have a piece of business to go through."
"Where does Papa Pitou go?" asked the boy.
"I do not know, but judging by the gait he is going at, it is for you or me."
She might have said, "For you and me."
CHAPTER XXXII.
WHAT PITOU DID WITH THE FIND.
IT has not been forgotten that the Charny estate and the Gilbert and Billet farms were in the market at a price. On the sale day, Mayor Longpre bought for "Mr. Cash" the properties at the price of 1,350 gold louis, for the equivalent of assignats.
This happened on Sunday, the eve of the day when Catherine and Pitou were married.
At eleven on the following day, all the crowd were grieving that a fine fellow like Pitou should throw himself away upon a girl who was ruined utterly, with a child who was even more poverty-stricken than herself.
When Mayor Longpre had pronounced Citizen Pierre Ange Pitou and Citizeness Anne Catherine Billet united in wedlock, he beckoned little Isidore to him. The youngster had been sitting upon the desk, whence he slipped down and came to him.
"My boy," he said, "here are some papers which you will please give your Mamma Catherine when Papa Pitou takes her home."
"Yes, sir," said the little fellow, taking two papers in his little hand.
All was finished, only, to the great astonishment of the spectators, Pitou pulled out five gold pieces and handed them to the mayor, saying:
"For the poor of the parish."
"Are we rich?" asked Catherine, smiling.
"Happy folks are always rich," returned Pitou, "and you have made me the happiest man in creation."
He offered his arm to the wife, who leaned on it affectionately.
On going forth, they found the crowd to which we have alluded.
Unanimous cheers greeted the couple. Pitou saluted his friends and gave many hand-shakes; Catherine nodded to hers and gave many smiles.
Pitou turned to the right.
"Why, where are you going, dearest?" asked Madame Pitou.
"Come, my dearly beloved," he replied, "to a place you will be glad to see again."
"Why, you are going toward our old farm," she said.
"Come on, all the same," he persisted.
"Oh, Pitou!" she sighed, as he brought her over the well-remembered way.
"And I thought to make you happy," he sighed, too.
"How could you think to make me happy by taking me again to a place which was my parents', and might have been mine, but which was sold yesterday to some stranger whose name even I do not know."
"Only a couple of steps farther; that is all I ask of you."
They turned the corner of the wall, and had the farm entrance before them.
All the farm-hands, carters, cow-men, dairy-maids, plowmen, were there, with Father Clovis marshaling them, a bunch of flowers in his hand.
"I understand; you wanted me to be welcomed once more in the old home by those who, like me, will leave it forever. I thank you, dear."
Leaving her husband's arm and Isidore's hand, she ran forward to meet the people, who surrounded her and bore her into the house.
Pitou led Isidore, who was still carrying the papers, into the door-way, and they saw Catherine seated in the main room, staring about her as in a dream.
"In Heaven's name, tell me what they are saying!" she cried. "I do not understand a bit of what they are saying."
"Perhaps these papers which the child has for you will make it all clear, dear Catherine," replied the husband.
She took the papers from the little hand, and read one by chance:
"I acknowledge that the manor-house of Boursonnes and the lands dependent were bought and paid for by me, yesterday, on behalf of Jacques Philip Isidore, minor son of Catherine Billet, and that consequently said house and lands are the property of the said son.
"LONGPRE, Mayor of Villers Cotterets."
"What does this mean, Pitou? You must understand that I can not make head or tail of it."
"Better read the other document," suggested the husband.
Unfolding the second paper, Catherine read as follows:
"I hereby acknowledge that the farm called Billet's, with the lands and buildings thereon and the appurtenances thereof, were bought and paid for by me, on behalf and for the account of Citizeness Anne Catherine Billet, and that it follows the said farm and lands and buildings belong to the said Citizeness Ann Catherine Billet.
"LONGPRE, Mayor of Villers Cotterets."
"In Heaven's name, tell me what this all means, or I shall go mad!" said Catherine.
"The meaning is," rejoined Pitou, "that thanks to some gold found in my Aunt Angelique's old easy-chair, which I broke up to warm you, the house and manor of Charny will not go out of the family, or the farm from the Billets."
Catherine understood all at last. She opened her arms to Pitou, but he pushed Isidore into them. But she leaned forward and infolded husband and child in the same embrace.
"Oh, God!" exclaimed Pitou, stifling with bliss and yet unable to repress one tear for the old maid, "to think there are people who die of hunger and cold, like poor Aunt Angelique!"
"Faith!" said a stout teamster, nudging a rosy milk-maid for her to take particular heed of their new master and mistress, "I do not think that pair is going to die in any such way."
Let us turn from these truly happy ones, in the peaceful country, to the bereaved widow of Louis XVI. In her lonesome jail she mourns over the loss of all—husband, lover, friend. What can replace a Charny or an Andrea? She thinks there is no champion of the blood of either, for she knows not that Cagliostro's surmise was not baseless. When the son of Andrea shall know how his mother fell, he will fly to arms to avenge that loss and to spite her foes, who are also the queen's! We shall trace his gallant, and desperate attempts to rescue the royal captive in the pages of the conclusion of this series, entitled: "The Knight of Redcastle: or, The Captivity of Marie Antoinette."
THE END
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GRAND WONDER COLLECTION.—A wonderful offer. $3.00 worth of goods for only 50 cents! Everything is now very cheap, and people get a good deal more for their money than they used to, but we have no hesitation in saying that never before was so much offered for the money as is offered in this GRAND WONDER COLLECTION. It could not be done, only that we expect to sell thousands of them and are fully satisfied that each one sold will sell a dozen more.
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Freckles and Pimples.—It gives full directions for the Cure of Sunburn, Freckles, Pimples, Wrinkles, Warts, etc., so that they can be entirely removed.
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MISS SLIMMENS' BOARDING-HOUSE.—By the author of "A Bad Boy's Diary." 16mo, 188 pages, with nine illustrations. Complete edition. Paper cover, 25 cents.
HOUSEWIFE'S TREASURE (THE).—A manual of information of everything that relates to household economies. It gives the method of making Jackson's Universal Washing Compound, which can clean the dirtiest cotton, linen or woolen clothes in twenty minutes without rubbing or harming the material. This recipe is being constantly peddled through the country at $5.00 each, and is certainly worth it. It also tells all about soap-making at home, so as to make it cost about one-quarter of what bar soap costs; it tells how to make candles by molding or dipping; it gives seven methods for destroying rats and mice; how to make healthy bread without flour (something entirely new); to preserve clothes and furs from moths; a sure plan for destroying house-flies, cockroaches, beetles, ants, bedbugs and fleas; all about house cleaning, papering, etc., and hundreds of other valuable hints just such as housekeepers are wanting to know. 25 cents.
HOW TO ENTERTAIN A SOCIAL PARTY.—A complete selection of Home Recreations. Profusely illustrated with fine wood-cuts, containing: Round Games and Forfeit Games; Parlor Magic and Curious Puzzles; Comic Diversions and Parlor Tricks; Scientific Recreations and Evening Amusements; The Blue Beard tableaux; Tableaux-vivant for acting; The play-room; Blind-man's buff; One old ox opening oysters; How do you like it? when do you like it? and where do you like it? Cross questions and crooked answers; Cupid's coming; Proverbs; Earth, air and water; Yes and no; Copenhagen; Hunt the hare, and a thousand other games.
Here is family amusement for the million. Here is parlor or drawing-room entertainment, night after night, for a whole winter. A young man with this volume may render himself the beau ideal of a delightful companion to every party. Price, 25 cents.
HOW TO WOO AND HOW TO WIN.—This interesting work contains full and interesting rules for the etiquette of courtship, with directions showing how to win the favor of the ladies; how to begin and end a courtship; and how love-letters should be written. It not only tells how to win the favor of the ladies, but how to address a lady; Conduct a courtship; "Pop the Question;" Write love-letters; All about the marriage ceremony; Bridal chamber; After marriage, etc. Price, 15 cents.
ODELL'S SYSTEM OF SHORTHAND.—By which the taking down of sermons, lectures, trials, speeches, etc., may be easily acquired, without the aid of a master. By this plan the difficulties of mastering this useful art are very much lessened, and the time required to attain proficiency reduced to the least possible limits. Price 15 cents.
HOW TO TALK AND DEBATE.—Contents: Introduction; Laws of Conversation; Listening; Self-possession; Appreciativeness; Conversation, when confidential; The matter and the manner; Proper subjects; Trifles; Objectionable subjects; Politics; Rights of women; Wit and humor; Questions and negatives; Our own hobbies; The voice, how to improve; Speaking one's mind; Public speaking; How to make a speech; Opening a debate; Division of the subject; The affirmative; The reply, etc., etc. A really valuable book, and one that every man and woman, boy and girl should possess. 15 cents.
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Page 9, "Verennes" changed to "Varennes". (All his feeling for Catherine when Isidore was slain at Varennes, where Billet arrested the king in his flight, was of utter pity.)
Page 24, "Verginaud" changed to "Vergniaud" for consistency. (A speech of Vergniaud blasted it.)
Page 33, "Damouriez" changed to "Dumouriez" for consistency. (Dumouriez held his tongue for a space, and, being a consummate actor, he regarded the speaker with deep pity.)
Page 64, "seaman" changed to "seamen". (They were hardy seamen, rugged peasants, sunburned by the African simoom or the mountain gale, with hands callous from the spade or tough with tar.)
Page 75, "mes age" changed to "message". (While he was playing thus, and chatting with Roederer, attorney of the province, the message came twice that the king wanted to see him.)
Page 83, "your" changed to "you". ("Why did you order out the cannon?")
Page 96, "fisheman" changed to "fisherman". (The fisherman hooked another, and jerked him out like the first.)
Page 133, "One" changed to "On". (On the 28th of August, the Assembly passed the law on domiciliary visits.)
Page 162, "Boursonnse" changed to "Boursonnes" for consistency. (Count Charny rests in the family vault at Boursonnes.)
Page 171, "eat" changed to "ate". (... but they found a plain old fellow whom they could not tell from his valet, who ate and drank heartily and slept soundly,...)
Page 180, "Mirabean" changed to "Mirabeau" for consistency. (But they injured the king and the priests, showing up the narrow mind, sharp and ungrateful, of Louis, who only hated those who wanted to save him—Necker, Lafayette, and Mirabeau.)
Page 198, "Robespiere" changed to "Robespierre" for consistency. (... the French Revolution was led by Ange Pitou and Farmer Billet, with Citizens Danton, Marat, Robespierre & Co., playing the secondary parts.)
Page 201, "bans" changed to "banns". (By the way, as a pure Republican, Pitou was delighted to find that the Republic had done away with the publication of the banns and other ecclesiastical trammels which had always galled true lovers.)
In the advertisement for The Battle for Bread, the number of pages was unreadable in the original. Therefore, an educated guess was made to arrive at the number, 285.
In the advertisement for The Black Art Exposed, "cnts" has been changed to "cents" for consistency. (15 cents.)
In the advertisement for Ogilvie's Handy Monitor and Universal Assistant, "books" has been changed to "book". (No more valuable book has ever been offered containing so much information of practical value in everyday life.)
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Alexandre Dumas
The Knight of the Red House
(1845-1846)
It was during the evening of the 10th of March, 1793. Ten o'clock had just struck at Notre-Dame, and every hour, detaching itself one after another like a nocturnal bird sprung from a bronze nest, Sad, monotonous and vibrant.
Night had descended upon Paris, not noisy, stormy, and interspersed with lightning, but cold and misty.
Paris itself was not that Paris we know, dazzling in the evening with a thousand fires reflected in its golden mud, Paris with busy promenaders, joyful whispers, bacchic suburbs, a nursery of audacious quarrels, bold crimes , A furnace with a thousand roars: it was a shameful, timid, busy city, the few inhabitants of which ran to cross from one street to another, and rushed into their alleys or under their gates, like wild beasts hunted By the hunters engulfed in their burrows.
It was, as we have said, the Paris of the 10th of March, 1793.
A few words about the extreme situation that had brought about this change in the appearance of the capital, and then we will begin the events whose narrative will be the subject of this story.
France, by the death of Louis XVI., Had broken with all Europe. To the three enemies she had first fought, that is to say, to Prussia, to the Empire, to Piedmont, England, Holland, and Spain were joined. Sweden and Denmark alone retained their old neutrality, occupied as they were, moreover, in watching Catherine tearing Poland apart.
The situation was frightening. France, less disdained as a physical power, but also less esteemed as a moral power since the massacres of September and the execution of January 21, was literally blocked as a mere city of the whole of Europe. England was on our coasts, Spain on the Pyrenees, Piedmont and Austria on the Alps, Holland and Prussia in the north of the Netherlands, and on a single point, from the Upper Rhine to the Two hundred and fifty thousand combatants were marching against the Republic.
Everywhere our generals were repulsed. Maczinski had been obliged to leave Aix-la-Chapelle and retire to Liège. Steingel and Neuilly were rejected in Limburg; Miranda, who besieged Maestricht, had retreated to Tongres. Valence and Dampierre, reduced to beat a retreat, had allowed themselves to be deprived of part of their equipment. More than ten thousand deserters had already abandoned the army and had spread themselves in the interior. Finally, the Convention, having no longer any hope but in Dumouriez, had sent him by courier to order him to leave the banks of the Biesboos, where he was preparing a landing in Holland, in order to take the command of the " Army of the Meuse.
Sensitive to the heart like an animated body, France felt in Paris, that is, in her very heart, each of the blows invaded, revolted, or betrayed by her at the most distant points. Each victory was a riot of joy, each defeat an upheaval of terror. It is easy to understand what tumult had produced the news of the successive failures which we had just experienced.
The day before, March 9th, there had been a most stormy session at the Convention. All the officers had been ordered to rejoin their regiments at the same hour; And Danton, the audacious proponent of the impossible things which were accomplished, Danton, rising to the tribune, exclaimed: "Soldiers are wanting, you say? Let us offer Paris an opportunity to save France, let us ask for thirty thousand men, send them to Dumouriez, and not only France is saved, but Belgium is assured, but Holland is conquered. "
The proposal was greeted with cries of enthusiasm. Registers had been opened in all the sections, invited to meet in the evening. The spectacles had been closed to prevent distraction, and the black flag had been worn at the Town Hall in distress.
Before midnight, thirty-five thousand names were inscribed on these registers.
Only it had happened that night what already happened to the days of September: in each section, by registering, the enrolled volunteers had demanded that before their departure the traitors might be punished.
The traitors , they were, in reality, against-revolutionaries hidden conspirators threatening to the revolution in danger outside. But, as is well understood, the word took on all the extension which the extreme parties, which tore France at this period, wanted to give it. The traitors were the weakest. The Girondins were the weakest. The mountaineers decided that it would be the Girondins who would be traitors.
The next day-the next day was March 10-all the mountain deputies were present at the meeting. The armed Jacobins had just filled the tribunes, after having chased the women, when the mayor presents himself with the council of the Commune, confirms the report of the commissioners of the Convention on the devotion of the citizens, and repeats the vow, unanimously issued the day before , Of an extraordinary tribunal intended to judge the traitors.
A report of the committee was loudly demanded. The committee met immediately, and ten minutes later Robert Lindet came to the effect that a tribunal would be appointed, composed of nine independent judges of all kinds, acquiring conviction by all means, divided into two permanent sections, and continuing, The request of the Convention or directly, those who tried to mislead the people.
As can be seen, the extension was great. The Girondists realized it was their stop. They rose in mass.
"Only to die," they exclaimed, "to consent to the establishment of this Venetian inquisition!"
In response to this apostrophe, the mountaineers asked for a vote.
"Yes," cried Feraud, "yes, let us vote to make known to the world men who want to murder innocence in the name of the law.
We vote, indeed, and, contrary to all appearance, the majority declares (1) that there will be jurors; (2) that these jurors shall be equally numbered in the departments; 3 ° that they will be appointed by the Convention.
At the moment when these three propositions were admitted, great cries were heard. The Convention was accustomed to visits by the populace. She asked for what she wanted; They replied that it was a deputation of the volunteers who had dined at the corn-market, and who were asking to march past her.
Immediately the doors were opened, and six hundred men, armed with sabers, pistols, and pikes, appeared half drunk, and marched in the midst of applause, demanding with loud cries the death of the traitors.
"Yes," replied Collot d'Herbois, "yes, my friends, in spite of the intrigues, we shall save you and you!
And these words were followed by a glance cast at the Girondists, a look which made them understand that they were not yet out of danger.
In fact, when the session of the Convention was over, the mountaineers spread themselves in the other clubs, ran to the Cordeliers and the Jacobins, proposed to put traitors out of the law and slaughter them that very night.
The wife of Louvet lived in the Rue Saint-Honore, near the Jacobins. She hears vociferations, goes down, enters the club, hears the proposal, and hurries back to her husband. Louvet armed himself, ran from door to door to warn his friends, found them all absent, learned from the servant of one of them that they were at Petion's, went there at once, saw them deliberating Quietly on a decree which they must present the next day, and which, being abused by a majority of chance, they flatter themselves with the adoption. He tells them what is going on, tells them of his fears, tells them what they are doing against the Jacobins and the Cordeliers, and summarizes them by inviting them to take some energetic action.
Then Petion rose, calm and impassive as usual, went to the window, opened it, looked at the sky, stretched out his arms, and drawing his dripping hand,
"It's raining," he said. "There will be nothing tonight." Through this half-open window the last vibrations of the clock, which struck ten o'clock, penetrated. This is what happened in Paris the day before and the day itself; This was what happened there on the evening of the 10th of March, and what made the houses, destined to shelter the living, now mute and gloomy, resembling sepulchres inhabited only by Deaths. Indeed, long patrols of national guards collected and preceded by scouts, the bayonet forward; Troops of citizens of the sections armed at random and crowded against each other; Gendarmes questioning every corner of the door or every open alley, such were the only inhabitants of the town who ventured into the streets, so instinctively did they understand that something unknown and terrible was going on.
A fine and icy rain, the same rain which had reassured Petion, had augmented the ill-humor and uneasiness of these supervisors, whose encounters resembled preparations for battle, and who, after having recognized themselves with distrust, exchanged the word Of order slowly and with bad grace. Then it would have been said, when they saw each other turn after their separation, that they feared each other to be surprised from behind.
This very evening, when Paris was in the throes of one of those panic, so often renewed, that it must have been somewhat accustomed to it that evening, when it was a question of massacring the lukewarm revolutionaries who afterwards Having mostly rejected the death of the king, today retreated before the death of the queen, a prisoner in the Temple with her children and her sister-in-law, a woman wrapped in a mantle of lilac indian at Black hair, his head covered or rather buried by the hood of this mantle, slipped along the houses of the Rue Saint-Honore, hiding in some door sink, in any corner of the wall whenever a patrol appeared, Standing motionless like a statue, holding her breath until the patrol had passed, and then resuming her rapid and troubled course until some danger of the same kind would again force her to silence and immobility .
She had already traveled with impunity, thanks to the precautions she took, to part of the Rue Saint-Honore, when, on the corner of the Rue de Grenelle, she suddenly fell, not in a patrol, but in a small troop Of those brave enlisted volunteers who had dined at the corn market, and whose patriotism was still exalted by the numerous toasts they had borne at their future victories.
The poor woman uttered a cry and tried to flee through the Rue du Coq.
"What! There, there, citizen, cried the chief of the enrolled, for already, so much the need to be commanded is natural to the man, these worthy patriots had been named of the chiefs. Hey! Where are you going?
The fugitive did not reply, and continued to run.
-In play! Said the chief, "he is a disguised man, an aristocrat who runs away!"
And the sound of two or three rifles falling irregularly on hands a little too vacillating to be sure, announced to the poor woman the fatal movement that was being executed.
-No no! She cried, stopping short and retracing her steps; No, citizen, you are mistaken; I'm not a man.
"Then go to order," said the chief, and answer categorically. Where are you going like that, charming night beauty?
"Citizen, I am not going anywhere.
"Ah! you come home?
-Yes.
"To return a little late for an honest woman, citizen."
"I come from a relative who is ill."
"Poor little cat," said the chief, making a gesture in his hand, before which the frightened woman quickly drew back; And where is our map?
-My card? How, citizen? What do you mean and what are you asking me for?
"Have you not read the decree of the Commune?"
-No.
"You heard him screaming, then?"
-But no. What, then, is this decree, my God?
First of all, they no longer speak my God, they say the Supreme Being.
-Sorry; I was wrong. It's an old habit.
"Bad habit, habit of aristocrat."
"I will try to correct myself, citizen." But you said ...?
"I said that the decree of the Commune forbade, after ten o'clock in the evening, to go out without a civic card. Do you have your civic card?
-Alas! no.
"You forgot about your relative?"
"I did not know that we had to go out with this card.
"Then enter the first post; There, you will explain yourself gently with the captain, and if he is satisfied with you, he will have you escorted back to your house by two men, otherwise he will keep you to further information. By file to the left, not accelerated, forward, walk!
At the cry of terror which the prisoner pushed forward, the chief of the enlisted volunteers realized that the poor woman was very afraid of this measure.
-Oh! Oh! Said he, "I am sure we have some distinguished game. Come, come on, my little friend.
And the chief seized the arm of the accused, put him under his own, and dragged him, in spite of his cries and tears, to the post of the Palais-Egalite.
We were already at the barrier of the Sergeants, when suddenly a young man of tall stature, wrapped in a cloak, turned the corner of the Rue Croix-des-Petits-Champs, just as the The prisoner tried by his entreaties to obtain liberty. But, without listening to him, the chief of the volunteers dragged him abruptly. The young woman uttered a cry, half frightened, half grieved.
The young man saw this struggle, heard this cry, and leaping from side to side of the street, he found himself face to face with the little troop.
"What is it, and what do you do with this woman?" He asked the man who appeared to be the chief.
"Instead of questioning me, mingle with what concerns you."
"What is this woman, citizens, and what do you want of her?" Repeated the young man in a tone more imperative than the first.
"But who are you, to interrogate us?"
The young man pulled off his coat, and a military epaulet was seen to shine.
"I am an officer," said he, "as you can see."
-Officer ... in what?
"In the civic guard."
-Well! What does it do to us? Replied one of the troops. Do we know that, officers of the civic guard?
"Whatever he says?" Asked another, with a dragging and ironical accent, peculiar to the man of the people, or rather to the Parisian populace, who is beginning to get angry.
"He said," replied the young man, "that if the epaulettes do not make the officer respect, the saber will respect the epaulet."
And at the same time, taking a step backwards, the unknown defender of the young woman cleared the folds of her cloak, and, by the light of a street-lamp, shone a broad and solid saber of infantry. Then, with a rapid movement which foreshadowed a certain habit of armed struggles, seizing the chief of the volunteers by the collar of his carmagnole and placing the point of the saber on his throat:
"Now," said he, "let us talk like two good friends."
"Citizen," said the chief, endeavoring to disengage himself.
"Ah! I warn you that at the least movement you make, at the least movement that your men make, I pass my sword through your body.
Meanwhile, two men of the troop continued to hold the woman.
"You asked me who I was," continued the young man, "you had no right to do so, for you do not command a regular patrol." However, I will tell you: my name is Maurice Lindey; I ordered a battery of gunners on the 10th of August. I am a lieutenant of the national guard, and secretary of the section of the Brothers and Friends. Is that enough for you?
"Ah! Citizen lieutenant, "replied the chief, who was always threatened by the blade of which he felt the point weighing more and more. If you really are what you say, that is to say a good patriot ...
"There, I knew we would get along after a few words," said the officer. Now, answer your turn: why did this woman shout, and what were you doing to her?
"We took her to the guard-house."
"And why did you take her to the guard-house?"
"Because she has no card of civism, and that the last decree of the Commune orders to arrest whosoever ventures in the streets of Paris, passed ten o'clock, without a card of civism." Do you forget that the country is in danger, and that the black flag hangs over the Hotel de Ville?
"The black flag floats on the Hotel de Ville, and the country is in danger, because two hundred thousand slaves are marching against France," replied the officer, "and not because a woman runs the streets of Paris, . But no matter, citizens, there is a decree of the Commune; you are in your right, and if you had replied to me at once, the explanation would have been shorter and less stormy. It is good to be patriotic, but it is not bad to be polite, and the first officer that the citizens must respect is, it seems to me, that they have appointed themselves.
Now, take this woman if you want, you are free.
-Oh! Citizen, cried in his turn, seizing the arm of Maurice, the woman, who had followed the whole debate with deep anxiety; Oh! citizen! Do not abandon me to the mercy of these coarse and half drunk men.
"Well," said Maurice; Take my arm and I will take you with them to the post.
-At office! Repeated the woman with terror; at office! And why lead me to the post, since I did no harm to anyone?
"You are taken to the post," said Maurice, "not because you have done wrong, not because you suppose you can do it, but because a decree of the Commune forbids you to go out without a card and you Do not have one.
"But, sir, I did not know.
"Citizen, you will find the post of brave people who will appreciate your reasons, and from whom you have nothing to fear."
"Monsieur," said the young woman, clasping the officer's arm, "it is no longer the insult I fear, but death; If they take me to the post, I am lost.
There was in this voice such an accent of fear and distinction mixed together that Maurice shuddered. Like an electric shock, that vibrant voice had penetrated to his heart.
He turned to the enlisted volunteers, who consulted one another. Humiliated at having been held in check by one man, they consulted one another with the clear intention of regaining the lost ground; They were eight to one: three had rifles, the others pistols and pikes, Maurice had only his saber: the struggle could not be equal.
The woman herself understood this, for she let her head fall upon her breast with a sigh.
As for Maurice, his brow furrowed, his lip contemptuously raised, his saber out of the scabbard, he remained unresolved between his feelings as a man who ordered him to defend this woman, and her duties as a citizen who advised her to deliver her.
Suddenly, at the corner of the Rue des Bons-Enfants, the lightning of several rifle-guns was heard, and there was heard the measured march of a patrol which, perceiving a rally, halted ten paces at Very near the group, and, by the voice of his corporal, cried: "Who lives?"
-Friend! Cried Maurice; friend! Move forward, Lorin. The one to whom this injunction was addressed began again, and, taking his head, approached quickly, followed by eight men.
"What! "It is you, Maurice," said the corporal. Ah! libertine! What are you doing in the streets at this hour?
- You see, I leave the section of the Brothers and Friends.
"Yes, to return to that of the sisters and friends; We know that.
Learn, my dear,
That at the stroke of midnight,
a faithful hand,
Hand lover,
Ira slowly
Slipping into the shadows,
Pull latches,
Who, from the dark night
are pushed on you.
Hey! Is not that right?
"No, my friend, you are mistaken; I would go straight home when I found the citizen struggling in the hands of the voluntary citizens; I ran up and asked why she wanted to be arrested.
-I Know you well there, said Lorin.- The French riders such is the character.
Then, turning to the enrolled:
"And why did you stop this woman?" Asked the corporal poetic.
"We have already told the lieutenant," replied the chief of the little troop, "because she had no card of safety."
-Bah! Bah! Said Lorin, "that is a fine crime!
"You do not know the order of the Commune?" Asked the chief of the volunteers.
-If completed! if completed! But there is another decree that annuls that one.
-Which?
-Here it is:
On Pindus and Parnassus,
it is decreed by Love
What Beauty, Youth and Grace
following may, at any time of day,
Flowing pass without ticket.
What do you say of this decree, citizen? He seems to be gallant.
-Yes; But it does not seem to me peremptory. First, it does not appear in the Monitor , then we are not on Pindus nor Parnassus; Then it is not day; Finally, the citizen is perhaps neither young, nor beautiful, nor graceful.
"I bet the opposite," said Lorin. Citizen, prove to me that I am right, lower your headdress and that everyone can judge whether you are in the conditions of the decree.
"Ah! Sir, "said the young woman, pressing against Maurice," protect me against your enemies, protect me against your friends, I implore you. "
"You see," said the chief of the conscripts, "she is hiding. I think she is a spy of aristocrats, some drunkard, some night-runner.
-Oh! Sir, "said the young woman, making Maurice take a step forward, and discovering a face ravishing with youth, beauty, and distinction, which the light of the street-lamp illuminated. Oh! look at me; Do I seem to be what they say?
Maurice remained dazzled. He had never dreamed of anything like what he had just seen. We say what he had just seen, for the unknown had veiled her face again almost as quickly as she had discovered it.
"LORIN," whispered Maurice, "demand the prisoner to take her to your post; You have the right, as patrol leader.
-Good! Said the young corporal, "I understand in a word. Then, turning to the unknown:
"Come, come, fair," he went on, "since you do not want to give us proof that you are in the conditions of the decree, we must follow."
-How do you follow? Said the chief of the volunteers.
"Undoubtedly, we are going to lead the citizen to the post of the town-hall, where we are on guard, and there we will take information about her."
"Not at all, not at all," said the chief of the first troop. It is ours, and we keep it.
"Ah! Citizens, citizens, "said Lorin," we are going to be angry.
"Do not be angry or angry, morbleu, it does not matter. We are real soldiers of the Republic, and while you are patrolling the streets, we are going to shed our blood on the border.
"Take care not to spread it on the road, citizens, and that is what may happen to you if you are not more polite than you are."
"Politeness is a virtue of aristocrats, and we are sans-culottes," replied the enrolled.
"Come, then," said Lorin, "do not speak of these things before Madame. She may be English. Do not be angry with the supposition, my beautiful night-bird, "he added, turning gallantly towards the unknown.
A poet has said, and we, unworthy echoes
We're after him softly repeating it:
England is a swan's nest
Amid a huge pond.
"Ah! You betray yourself, "said the chief of the enrolled; Ah! You admit that you are a creature of Pitt, a stipendie of England, a ...
"Silence," said Lorin, "you do not understand poetry, my friend; So I will talk to you in prose. Listen, we are sweet and patient National Guards, but all children of Paris, which means that when we warm our ears we strike hard.
"Madame," said Maurice, "you see what is going on and you guess what is going to happen; In five minutes ten or eleven men will kill each other for you. Has the cause embraced by those who wish to defend you deserves the blood it will cause to flow?
"Sir," replied the stranger, clasping his hands, "I can only tell you one thing: that if you let me stop, it will result for me and for others still misfortunes if I would beg you to pierce my heart with the weapon you have in your hand and to throw my corpse into the Seine.
"Very well, madame," replied Maurice, "I take everything upon myself."
And letting fall the hands of the beautiful unknown he held in his:
"Citizens," he said to the National Guards, "as your officer, as a patriot, as a Frenchman, I order you to protect this woman." And you, Lorin, if all this rabble says a word, with a bayonet!
-Pick up ... weapons! Said Lorin.
-Oh! my God! my God! Exclaimed the stranger, wrapping his head with his hood and leaning against a post. Oh! my God! protect it.
The volunteers endeavored to defend themselves. One of them even fired a pistol whose bullet crossed the hat of Maurice.
"Write bayonets," said Lorin. Ram plan, plan, plan, plan, plan, plan.
There was then, in the darkness, a moment of struggle and confusion during which one or two detonations of firearms were heard, followed by imprecations, cries, and blasphemies; But no one came, for, as we have said, it was a question of massacre, and it was thought that the massacre was beginning. Two or three windows only opened to close at once.
Fewer and less well armed, the volunteers were instantly out of action. Two were seriously wounded, four were glued along the wall, each with a bayonet on the chest.
"There," said Lorin, "I hope now that you will be as gentle as lambs." As for you, Citizen Maurice, I charge you to take this woman to the post of the Hotel de Ville. " You understand that you answer.
"Yes," said Maurice. Then in a whisper:
"And the watchword?" "He added.
"Ah, the devil! Said Lorin, scratching his ear, "the watchword."
"Do you not fear that I will make a bad use of it?"
"Ah! "Faith," said Lorin, "make as much use of it as you please; It concerns you.
"So you say?" Replied Maurice.
"I say I will give it to you just now; But first let us get rid of these fellows. Then, before leaving you, I should not be sorry to say another word of good advice.
"I'll wait for you."
And Lorin returned to his National Guards, who always respected the voluntary enrollees.
"Now, have you had enough?" "He said.
"Yes, Girondin's dog," replied the chief.
"You are deceived, my friend," replied Lorin, calmly, "and we are better sans-culottes than you, since we belong to the Thermopylae Club, whose patriotism I hope will not be disputed. Let the citizens go, "continued Lorin," they do not dispute.
-It is none the less true that if this woman is a suspect ...
"If she were a suspect, she would have saved herself during the battle, instead of waiting, as you see, for the battle to be over."
-Hum! "Said one of the men enrolled," it is true enough what Citizen Thermopyle says. "
"Besides, we shall know, since my friend will take her to the post, while we are going to drink to the health of the nation."
"Are we going to drink?" Said the chief.
"Certainly, I am very thirsty, and I know a pretty cabaret on the corner of the Rue du Louvre."
"What! But what did you say at once, citizen? We are sorry to have doubted your patriotism; And as proof, in the name of the nation and the law, let us embrace.
"Let us embrace," said Lorin. And the enrolled and the National Guards embraced each other with enthusiasm. At that time, the embrace was practiced as easily as the decollation.
"Come, friends," cried the two troops together at the corner of the Rue du Louvre.
"And so we are!" Said the wounded in a plaintive voice, "are we going to be abandoned here?"
"Well, yes, you must abandon yourself," said Lorin; To abandon the brave men who have fallen, fighting for their country, against patriots; By mistake, it is still true; We'll send you stretchers. Meanwhile, sing the Marseillaise , it will distract you.
Come on, children of the fatherland
The day of glory has arrived.
Then, approaching Maurice, who stood with his unknown man at the corner of the Rue du Coq, while the National Guards and the volunteers went up arm-in-arms towards the Place du Palais-Egalité,
"Mauritius," said he, "I promised you a council, here it is." Come with us rather than compromise yourself by protecting the citizen, who has the effect of being charming, it is true, but who is all the more suspicious of it; Because the charming women who run the streets of Paris at midnight ...
"Monsieur," said the woman, "do not judge me by appearances, I implore you.
-First, You say sir , that is a great mistake, you understand, citizen? Well, now I tell you , me.
-Well! Yes, yes, citizen, let your friend accomplish his good deed.
-What do you mean?
"Bring me back to my house, protecting me all along the road."
-Maurice! Mauritius! "Said Lorin," think of what you are going to do; You compromise yourself horribly.
"I know it well," replied the young man; But what do you want? If I leave her, poor woman, she will be stopped at every step by the patrols.
-Oh! Yes, yes, while with you, sir, while with you, citizen, I mean, I am saved.
"You hear her, saved her!" Said Lorin. So it is in great danger?
"Come, my dear Lorin," said Maurice, "let us be just. She is a good patriot or an aristocrat. If she is an aristocrat, we have been wrong to protect her; If it is a good patriot, it is our duty to preserve it.
"Pardon me, pardon me, my dear friend, I am sorry for Aristotle; But your logic is stupid. You are like one who says:
Iris stole my reason
and my wisdom wonder.
"Come, Lorin," said Maurice, "a truce at Dorat, at Parny, at Gentil-Bernard, I implore you." Let's talk seriously: do you want or do not you want to give me the password?
"That is to say, Maurice, that you put me in the necessity of sacrificing my duty to my friend, or my friend to my duty." Now, I am afraid, Maurice, that duty is not sacrificed.
"Decide on one or the other, my friend." But, in the name of heaven, decide right away.
"You will not abuse it?"
-I promise you.
-It is not enough; sworn!
"And on what?"
-Jure on the altar of the fatherland. Lorin took off his hat, presented it to Maurice on the side of the cockade, and Maurice, finding it quite simple, made the oath on the improvised altar without laughing.
"And now," said Lorin, "here is the slogan:" Gaul and Lutetia... "Perhaps there are some who will tell you as to me:" Gaul and Lucretia "; But bah! Lets pass all the same, it is always Roman.
"Citizen," said Maurice, "now I am at your orders." Thank you, Lorin.
"Good journey," said the latter, recovering himself with the altar of his country.
And, faithful to his anacreontic tastes, he went away, murmuring:
Finally, my dear Eleanor,
Thou hast known, that sin so charming
What you feared even by the wish.
By tasting it, you still feared it.
Well! Tell me, what is so frightening? "
The street of Fossés-Saint-Victor
Maurice, finding himself alone with the young woman, was for a moment embarrassed. The fear of being duped, the attraction of this marvelous beauty, a vague remorse which scratched his pure conscience as an exalted republican, held him back the moment he was about to give his arm to the young woman.
"Where are you going, citizen?" he said to him.
-Alas! Sir, "replied she.
-But finally...
- Next to the Jardin des Plantes.
-It's good; Let's go.
"Ah! my God! "Well, monsieur," said the stranger, "I see that I am embarrassing you; But without the misfortune that has happened to me, and if I thought I only run an ordinary danger, believe me that I should not thereby abuse your generosity.
"But, madame," said Maurice, who, in a tete-a-tete, forgot the language imposed by the vocabulary of the Republic, and returned to his language as a man, how is it in conscience that you Be at this hour in the streets of Paris? See if there is only one person, except us.
"Monsieur, I have told you; I had been to visit the Faubourg du Roule. At noon, without knowing anything of what was going on, I returned without knowing anything about it. All my time passed in a house a little removed.
"Yes," murmured Maurice, "in some house of the ci-devant, in some lair of an aristocrat." Admit, citizen, that, whilst asking me for my support, you laugh loudly at what I give you.
-Me! She cried, "and how?"
-Without a doubt; You see a Republican serve you as a guide. Well, this republican betrays his cause, that's all.
"Citizen," said the stranger, "you are in error, and I love the Republic as much as you do."
"Then, citizen, if you are a good patriot, you have nothing to hide." Where did you come from?
-Oh! Sir, please! Said the unknown. There was this gentleman such an expression of modesty so deep and soft, that Maurice thought be fixed on the feeling it contained.
"Well," said he, "this woman returns from a rendezvous of love. And, though he did not understand why, he felt his heart tighten. From that moment he remained silent.
However, the two nocturnal walkers had arrived at the Rue de la Verrerie, after having been met by three or four patrols, who, thanks to the password, had allowed them to circulate freely, when one officer, Seemed to make some difficulty.
Maurice then thought it his duty to add his name and residence to the password.
"Well," said the officer, "this is for you; But the citizen ...
"After the citizen?"
-Who is she?
"It's ... my wife's sister." The officer let them pass.
"Are you married, sir?" Murmured the stranger.
-No Madam; Why that?
"Because then," she said, laughing, "you would have been shorter to say that I was your wife."
"Madame," said Maurice in her turn, "the name of a woman is a sacred title, which ought not to give itself lightly." I have not the honor to know you.
It was in her turn that the stranger felt her heart tighten, and she remained silent. At this moment they were crossing the Pont Marie. The young woman walked more quickly as one approached the goal of the race. They crossed the bridge of La Tournelle.
"Here we are, I believe, in your neighborhood," said Maurice, setting foot on the quai St. Bernard.
"Yes, citizen," said the stranger; But it is here that I most need your help.
"In truth, madame, you forbid me to be indiscreet, and at the same time you do all you can to excite my curiosity." It is not generous. Let's see, a little confidence; I deserved it, I think. Will you not do me the honor of telling me to whom I speak?
"You speak, sir," replied the unknown smiling, "to a woman whom you have saved from the greatest danger she has ever run, and who will be grateful to you all her life."
"I do not ask you so much, madam; Be less thankful, and during this second, tell me your name.
-Impossible.
"You would have told it to the first sectionary who had come, if you had been taken to the post."
"No," cried the stranger.
"But then you went to prison."
"I was determined to do everything.
"But the prison at this moment ..."
"It's the scaffold, I know."
"And would you have preferred the scaffold?"
"To treachery. To say my name was to betray!
"I told you so, that you made me play a singular role for a republican!"
"You play the part of a generous man." You find a poor woman whom you insult, you do not despise her, though she is of the people, and, as she can be insulted again, to save her from shipwreck, you lead her back to the miserable quarter she inhabits ; that is all.
-Yes you are right; That is for appearances; That is what I might have thought if I had not seen you, if you had not spoken to me; But your beauty, but your language, are of a woman of distinction; Now it is precisely this distinction, in opposition to your costume and this wretched quarter, which proves to me that your departure at this hour conceals some mystery; You are silent. Let us no longer speak of it. Are we still far from home, madame?
At this moment they entered the Rue des Fosses-Saint-Victor.
"You see this little black building," said the stranger to Maurice, extending his hand to a house situated beyond the walls of the Jardin des Plantes. When we are there, you will leave me.
"Very well, madame." Order, I am here to obey you.
"Are you angry?"
-Me? Not at all; Besides, what does it matter to you?
"It matters very much to me, for I have yet another grace to ask of you."
-Which?
"It is a very affectionate and very frank adieu-a farewell of a friend!"
"A friend's farewell! Oh! You do me too much honor, madam. A strange friend, he who does not know the name of his friend, and to whom this friend conceals her dwelling, for fear, doubtless, of having the trouble of seeing him again.
The young woman bowed her head and did not answer.
"Besides, madame," continued Maurice, "if I have discovered any secret, you must not be angry with me; I did not try to do it.
"Here I am, sir," said the stranger.
We were opposite the old Rue Saint-Jacques, lined with tall black houses, pierced by dark alleys, alleys occupied by factories and tanneries, for the little river of Bievre is a stone's throw away.
-Right here? Said Maurice. How! Is it where you live?
-Yes.
-Impossible!
"That is how it is." Adieu, adieu, then, my brave knight; Farewell, my generous protector!
"Adieu, madame," replied Maurice, with a slight irony; But tell me, in order to calm me, that you are no longer in danger.
-No.
"In that case, I will retire." And Maurice frowned a few steps backward.
The stranger remained motionless for a moment in the same place.
"I would not, however, take leave of you," she said. Come, Monsieur Maurice, your hand. Maurice approached the stranger and held out his hand.
He felt that the young woman was slipping a ring on her finger.
-Oh! Oh! Citizen, what are you doing there? You do not realize that you lose one of your rings?
-Oh! Sir, "she said," what you are doing here is very bad.
"I missed that vice, did not you, madame, be ungrateful?"
"Come, I beseech you, sir, my friend." Do not leave me like that. Come on, what are you asking? What do you need?
"To be paid, is not it?" Said the young man bitterly.
"No," said the stranger with an enchanting expression, "but to forgive me the secret which I am forced to keep towards you."
Maurice, when he saw these beautiful eyes, almost damp with tears, shimmering in the darkness, feeling that warm hand tremble between his own, on hearing this voice, which had almost descended to the accent of prayer, suddenly passed from anger To exalted feeling.
"What do I need?" Cried he. I must see you again.
-Impossible.
"Only once, an hour, a minute, a second."
"Impossible, I tell you."
-How! Asked Maurice, "is it seriously that you tell me that I shall never see you again?"
-Never! The unknown replied as a painful echo.
-Oh! Madame, "said Maurice," you are certainly making fun of me.
And he raised his noble head by shaking his long hair like a man who wants to escape a power that hugs him in spite of himself.
The unknown looked at him with an indefinable expression. One could see that she had not entirely escaped the feeling she inspired.
"Listen," she said after a moment's silence, which had been interrupted only by a sigh that had been in vain sought to stifle Maurice. Listen! Do you swear on the honor of keeping your eyes shut from the moment I tell you, until you have counted sixty seconds? But there ... on the honor.
"And if I swear it, what will happen to me?"
"It will happen that I will prove my gratitude to you, as I promise you never to prove it to any one," they said to me, "more than you have done yourself; Which, moreover, would be difficult.
- But finally can I know? ...
-No, trust me, you'll see ...
"In truth, madam, I do not know whether you are an angel or a demon."
-Do you swear?
"Well, yes, I swear it!"
"Something that happens, you will not re-open your eyes? Something that happens, do you understand, did you feel you stabbed with a dagger?"
"You stun me, my word of honor, with this demand.
"What! Swear, sir; You do not risk much, it seems to me.
-Well! I swear, something that happens to me, "said Maurice, closing his eyes.
He stopped himself.
"Let me see you again, only once," he said, "I implore you."
The young woman flapped her hood with a smile that was not free of coquetry; And by the light of the moon, which at this very moment slipped between two clouds, he was able to see again for a second time those long hair hanging in ebony curls, the perfect arch of a double eyebrow that one would have thought drawn Ink ink, two almond-split eyes, velvety and languid, a nose of the most exquisite form, lips fresh and brilliant like coral.
-Oh! You are beautiful, very beautiful, too beautiful! Cried Maurice.
"Close your eyes," said the stranger. Maurice obeyed. The young woman took both her hands in hers, turned it as she wished. Suddenly a perfumed warmth seemed to approach his face, and a mouth touched his mouth, leaving between his lips the ring he had refused.
It was a quick sensation like thought, burning like a flame. Maurice felt a commotion almost resembling pain, so unexpected and profound was she, that she had penetrated deep into her heart and made the secret fibers shiver.
He made a sudden movement, extending his arms in front of him.
"Your oath!" Cried a voice already distant.
Maurice pressed his hands on his eyes to resist the temptation to perjure himself. He no longer counted, he no longer thought; He remained mute, motionless, staggering.
After a moment he heard the sound of a door closing at fifty or sixty paces from him; Then everything soon re-entered the silence.
Then he spread his fingers, opened his eyes, looked around him like a man awakening, and perhaps he thought he was waking up and that all that had happened to him was only A dream, had he not kept between his lips the ring which made this incredible adventure an incontestable reality.
When Maurice Lindey returned to him and looked around, he saw only dark alleys lying on his right and left; He tried to seek, to recognize himself; But his mind was troubled, the night was dark; The moon, which had gone out a moment to illuminate the charming face of the unknown, had returned to its clouds. The young man, after a moment of cruel uncertainty, went back to his house in the Rue du Roule.
On arriving at Rue Sainte-Avoie, Maurice was surprised at the number of patrols that circulated in the Temple quarter.
"What is it, Sergeant?" He asked the chief of a very busy patrol who had just made a search in the Rue des Fontaines.
-What is there? Said the sergeant. There is, my officer, that they wanted to kidnap Capet's wife and all her nest.
"And how?"
A patrol of the ci-devant, who had, I know not how, procured the watchword, had entered the Temple under the costume of the chasseurs of the National Guard, and was to carry them off. Fortunately, he who represented the corporal, when speaking to the duty officer, called sir ; He sold himself, the aristocrat!
-Devil! Said Maurice. And were the conspirators arrested?
-No; The patrol gained the street, and it dispersed.
"And is there any hope of catching up with these fellows?"
-Oh! There is only one that it would be very important to take again, the chief, a great meager ... which had been introduced among the men of guard by one of the municipal servants. He has made us run, the scoundrel! But he found a back door and fled the Madelonnettes.
In all other circumstances, Maurice had remained all night with the patriots who watched over the salvation of the Republic; But for the last hour the love of the country was no longer his only thought. He continued on his way, the news he had just learned gradually melting into his mind and disappearing behind the event that had just happened to him. Moreover, these pretended attempts at abduction had become so frequent, the patriots themselves knew that, under certain circumstances, they were used so well as a political means, that this news had not inspired great uneasiness To the young Republican.
Returning home, Maurice found his unofficial ; At that time there was no servant; Maurice, we say, found his official awaiting him, and who, while waiting, had fallen asleep, and, while asleep, snored with uneasiness.
He awakened him with all the respect due to his fellow-creature, made him draw his boots, dismissed him so as not to be distracted from his thoughts, went to bed, and as it was late, Was young, he fell asleep in his turn despite the preoccupation of his mind.
The next day he found a letter on his bedside table.
This letter was of a fine, elegant and unknown handwriting. He looked at the seal: the seal was the motto that one English word: Nothing , -Nothing.
He opened it, it contained these words:
"Thank you!
"Eternal recognition in exchange for eternal oblivion!"
Maurice called his servant; The true patriots no longer sounded them, the bell recalling servility; Moreover, many officials, by entering their masters, placed this condition on the services which they consented to render to them.
The official of Mauritius had received the name of John about thirty years ago on the baptismal font, but in 92 he had, from his private authority, been debaptised, Jean feeling the aristocracy and the deism , And was called Scévola.
"Scevola," asked Maurice, "do you know what this letter is?
"No, citizen."
"Who gave it to you?"
-Caretaker.
"Who brought it to her?"
"A commissioner, no doubt, since there is not the stamp of the nation."
"Go down and ask the concierge to come up." The concierge went up because it was Maurice who asked for it, and Maurice was much beloved by all the officials with whom he was in contact; But the concierge declared that if he were any other tenant he would have asked him to come down.
The concierge was called Aristide.
Maurice questioned him. He was an unknown man who had brought this letter about eight o'clock in the morning. In vain did the young man multiply his questions, represent them under every face, and the concierge could not reply to anything else. Maurice begged him to accept ten francs, inviting him, if this man should be present, to follow him without affectation, and to return to tell him where he had gone.
Let us hasten to say that to the great satisfaction of Aristides, somewhat humiliated by this proposal to follow one of his fellow men, the man did not return.
Maurice, left alone, crumpled the letter with annoyance, drew the ring with his finger, placed it with the crumpled letter on a night table, turned his nose against the wall with the mad pretension of falling asleep again; But, at the end of an hour, Maurice, returning from this boast, kissed the ring and reread the letter: the ring was a very handsome sapphire.
The letter was, as we have said, a charming little note which smelled of its aristocracy a league.
As Maurice engaged in this examination, his door opened. Maurice put the ring back on his finger and hid the letter under his bolster. Was it modesty of a budding love? Was it the shame of a patriot who does not want to be known in relation to people who are imprudent enough to write such a note, the perfume of which alone could compromise both the hand that had written it and the one that unsealed it?
The one who entered thus was a young man dressed as a patriot, but as a patriot of the most supreme elegance. His carmagnole was of fine cloth, his panties were in casimir, and his bottoms were of fine silk. As for his Phrygian cap, he would have made shame, for its elegant form and its beautiful purple color, that of Paris itself.
In addition to his belt he carried a pair of pistols from the former royal factory at Versailles, and a straight and short saber, like that of the pupils of the Champ de Mars.
"Ah! You sleep, Brutus, "said the newcomer," and the country is in danger. " Fi so!
"No, Lorin," said Maurice, laughing, "I do not sleep, I dream.
"Yes, I understand, to your Eucharis."
"Well, I do not understand.
-Bah!
-Who are you talking about? What is this Eucharis?
-Well, the woman ...
-What woman?
"The woman in the Rue Saint Honore, the wife of the patrol, the stranger for whom we risked our heads, you and I last night.
-Oh! Yes, "said Maurice, who knew perfectly what his friend meant, but who only pretended not to understand the unknown woman!
"Well, who was it?"
-I do not know.
"Was she pretty?"
-Peuh! Said Maurice, stretching his lips disdainfully.
-A poor woman forgotten in some love affair.
... Yes, we are weak,
it is always the love which torments men.
"It is possible," murmured Maurice, to whom this idea, which he had had at first, was very repugnant at this hour, and preferred rather to see in his beautiful unknown a conspirator than a woman in love.
"And where does she live?"
-I do not know.
"Come on!" You do not know! impossible!
-Why that?
"You drove him back."
"She escaped me at the Marie Bridge."
"To escape from you?" Cried Lorin, with an enormous burst of laughter. A woman escaping you, let us go!
Does the dove escapes
the vulture, the tyrant of the air,
and the gazelle in the desert tiger
who already holds under the tab?
"Well, Lord," said Maurice, "will you never get used to talking like everybody else? You annoy me horribly with your atrocious poetry.
-How! To speak like everyone else! But I speak better than everyone, it seems to me. I speak, like Citizen Demoustier, in prose and verse. As for my poetry, my dear! I know an Emily who does not think her bad; But let us return to yours.
"To my poetry?"
"No, to your Emily."
"Do I have an Emily?"
"Come on!" Let's go! Your gazelle will have been tigressed and will show you the teeth; So that you are vexed, but in love.
"Me, in love," said Maurice, shaking his head.
- Yes, you, in love.
Do not make it a longer mystery;
The blows that leave Kythera
Strike at heart more surely
Those of thundering Jupiter.
"Lorin," said Maurice, arming himself with a drilled key that was on his bedside table, "I declare to you that you will not say a single line that I do not whistle.
"So let's talk politics." Besides, I had come for that; Do you know the news?
"I know that the widow Capet wanted to escape."
-Bah! It is nothing but that.
"What more is there?"
The famous Knight of Maison-Rouge is in Paris.
-In truth! Cried Maurice, rising to his feet.
- Himself in person.
"But when did he come in?"
"Yesterday evening."
-What do you mean?
- Disguised as a hunter of the National Guard. A woman, believed to be an aristocrat disguised as a woman of the people, wore clothes to her at the barrier; Then, a moment later, they returned arm in arm. It was only when they were passed that the sentry had some suspicions. He had seen the woman pass by with a packet, he saw her pass again with a sort of soldier under his arm; It was shady; He gave the awakening, we ran after them. They disappeared in a hotel in the Rue Saint-Honore, whose door opened as if by magic. The hotel had a second exit on the Champs-Élysées; Good evening! The Chevalier de Maison-Rouge and his accomplice have fainted. The hotel will be demolished and the owner will be guillotined; But this will not prevent the knight from repeating the attempt which has already failed, four months ago for the first time, and yesterday for the second.
"And is he not arrested?" "Asked Maurice.
"Ah! Well, yes, stop Proteus, my dear, stop Proteus; You know the evil that Aristide had to overcome.
Pastor Aristœus fugiens
Pencia Tempe ...
"Take care," said Maurice, carrying his key to his mouth.
"Take care of yourself, morbleu! For this time it is not you whom you will whistle, it is Virgil.
"It is just, and as long as you do not translate it, I have nothing to say." But let us return to the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge.
"Yes, let us agree that he is a proud man."
"The fact is, that to undertake such things requires great courage.
-Or a great love.
"Do you believe in this love of the knight for the queen?"
-I do not believe it; I say it like everybody else. Besides, she has made many others in love with her; What would it be astonishing if she had seduced him? She has seduced Barnave, they say.
"Never mind, the knight must have intelligence in the Temple itself."
-It's possible:
Love breaks the gates
and locks laughs.
-Lorin!
"Ah! That is true.
"So you think that like the others?"
-Why not?
"Because to your account the queen would have had two hundred lovers."
"Two hundred, three hundred, four hundred." She's pretty good at it. I do not say that she loved them; But, after all, they loved her. Everyone sees the sun, and the sun does not see everyone.
"Then you say that the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge?"
"I say that we hunt him a little at this moment, and that if he escapes the bloodhounds of the Republic, it will be a fine fox."
"And what does the Commune do in all this?"
-The Commune will issue a decree by which each house, as an open register, will show on its facade the names of the inhabitants and the inhabitants. It is the realization of this dream of the ancients: What is there a window in the heart of man, so that everyone can see what happens there!
-Oh! excellent idea! Cried Maurice.
"To put a window in the hearts of men?"
-No, but put a list at the doors of houses. Indeed, Maurice thought that it would be a means of finding his unknown, or at least some trace of her, which might put him on his path.
-Is not it? Said Lorin. I have already spoken that this measure would give us a batch of five hundred aristocrats. By the way, we received this morning at the club a deputation of voluntary enrollees; They have come, led by our adversaries of that night, whom I have left only dead dead; They came, I say, with garlands of flowers and crowns of immortals.
-In truth! Replied Maurice, laughing; And how many were they?
"They were thirty; They had shaved and had bouquets in the buttonhole. "Citizens of the Thermopylae Club," said the orator, "as true patriots as we are, we desire that the union of the French should not be disturbed by a misunderstanding, and we come to fraternize anew."
-So...?
"Then we have fraternized again, and reiterating, as Diafoirus says; An altar was made to the country with the secretary's table and two carafes in which bouquets were placed. As you were the hero of the feast, you were called three times to crown you; And as you did not answer, since you were not there, and you must always crown something, you crowned the bust of Washington. This is the order and the way in which the ceremony took place.
As Lorin finished this veritable account, which at that time was not burlesque, rumors were heard in the street, and drums, at first distant and then more and more closely connected, made the noise heard Common then of the general.
-What is that? Asked Maurice.
"It is the proclamation of the decree of the Commune," said Lorin.
"I run to the section," said Maurice, leaping from his bed and calling his unofficial one to come and dress him.
"And I go to bed," said Lorin; I slept only two hours last night, thanks to your voluntary madmen. If you only fight a little, you will let me sleep; If you fight a lot, you'll come and get me.
"Why did you make yourself so handsome?" Asked Maurice, casting a glance at Lorin, who was rising to retire.
"Because, to come to your house, I am obliged to pass in the Rue Bethisy, and that in the Rue Bethisy, in the third, there is a window which always opens when I pass."
"And you're not afraid they'll take you for a muscadin?"
"A muscadin, me?" Ah, yes, I am known, on the contrary, for a frank sans-culotte. But we must make some sacrifice to the fair sex. The worship of the country does not exclude that of love; On the contrary, one commands the other:
The Republic has decreed
That the Greeks traces would be followed;
And the altar of Liberty
Made in that of the Graces.
Dare to whistle that one, I denounce you as an aristocrat, and I have you shaved so that you never wear a wig. Adieu, dear friend.
Lorin cordially handed to Maurice a hand which the young secretary shook cordially, and went out, ruminating a bouquet to Chloris.
What a man it was that citizen Maurice Lindey
While Maurice Lindey, having dressed hurriedly, went to the section of Rue Lepelletier, of which he is, as is well known, a secretary, let us try to retrace in the eyes of the public the antecedents of this man who Produced on the stage by one of those impulses of the heart, familiar to the powerful and generous natures.
The young man had spoken the truth full and whole, when the day before, when he answered the unknown, he had said that his name was Maurice Lindey, residing in the Rue du Roule. He might have added that he was a child of that semi-aristocracy bestowed on dressed men. His ancestors had marked, for two hundred years, by this eternal parliamentary opposition which illustrated the names of Molé and Maupeou. His father, the good-natured Lindey, who had spent his whole life moaning against despotism, when on the 14th of July, 89, the Bastille had fallen into the hands of the people, had died of apprehension and terror at seeing despotism replaced by a Militant freedom, leaving his only son, independent by his fortune and republican by sentiment.
The Revolution, which had followed so closely this great event, had thus found Maurice in all the conditions of vigor and virile maturity suitable for the athlete ready to enter the lists, a republican education fortified by attendance at clubs, and Reading all the pamphlets of the time. God knows how much Maurice had to read. Deep contempt and reasoning of the hierarchy, philosophical weighting of the elements that make up the body, absolute negation of all nobility that is not personal, impartial appreciation of the past, ardor for new ideas, sympathy for the people, mingled with the most aristocratic Of organizations, such was morale, not that which we have chosen, but that which the paper from which we derive this subject gave us as hero of this history.
Physically, Maurice Lindey was a man of five feet eight inches, aged twenty-five or twenty-six, muscular like Hercules, handsome of that French beauty which accuses a particular race in a Frank, A pure forehead, blue eyes, chestnut curly hair, pink cheeks and ivory teeth.
After the portrait of man, the position of the citizen.
Mauritius, if not rich, at least independent, Mauritius bearing a name respected and especially popular, Mauritius known for his liberal education and for his principles more liberal than his education, Maurice had placed himself, so to speak, at the head of a party Composed of all young patriotic bourgeois. Perhaps, near the sans-culottes he passed for a little lukewarm, and near the sectionnaires for a little perfumed. But he was forgiven for his lukewarmness by the sans-culottes, breaking like fragile reeds the most knotty cudgels, and his elegance by the sectionnaires, sending them rolling twenty paces with a punch between their eyes, When these two eyes looked at Maurice in a way that did not suit him.
Now, for the physical, moral, and civic purposes combined, Maurice had been present at the capture of the Bastille; He had been of the Versailles expedition; He had fought like a lion on the 10th of August, and, in that memorable day, it was a justice to render him, he had killed as many patriots as there were Swiss: for he had no more wished to suffer the murderer under the Carmagnole than the enemy of the Republic under the red coat.
It was he who, in order to exhort the defenders of the castle to surrender, and to prevent the blood from sinking, had thrown himself upon the mouth of a cannon to which a Parisian artilleryman was about to set fire; It was he who had first entered the Louvre by a window, notwithstanding the shooting of fifty Swiss and so many gentlemen in ambush; And already, when he perceived the signs of capitulation, his terrible sword had broken over ten uniforms; Then, seeing his friends massacre at leisure those prisoners who threw down their arms, who stretched out their supplicating hands and demanded life, he began to chop furiously his friends, which had made him a reputation worthy of the beautiful days of Rome And Greece.
When the war was declared, Maurice enlisted, and set out for the frontier, as lieutenant, with the first fifteen hundred volunteers whom the city sent against the invaders, and who were to be followed by fifteen hundred others.
At the first battle at which he was present, that is, at Jemmapes, he received a bullet which, after dividing the muscles of his shoulder, flattened on the bone. The representative of the people knew Maurice, and sent him back to Paris to be cured. A whole month, Maurice, devoured by the fever, rolled on his bed of pain; But Jan found him on foot, and commanded, if not by name, at least in fact, the club of Thermopylae, that is, a hundred young men of the Parisian bourgeoisie, armed to oppose any attempt in favor of the tyrant Capet; There is more: Maurice, his eyebrow furrowed by a sombre anger, his eyes dilated, his face pale, his heart embraced by a singular mixture of moral hatred and physical pity, assisted the sword in his fist at the execution of the king , And, perhaps alone in all this crowd, remained silent, when the head of this son of St. Louis, whose soul ascended to heaven, fell; Only when his head fell, he raised his formidable sword in the air, and all his friends shouted, "Long live liberty!" Without noticing that, this time by exception, his voice had not mingled with theirs.
This was the man who, on the morning of the 11th of March, was on his way to the Rue Lepelletier, and to which our history will give more detail in the details of a stormy life, as it was at that time.
About ten o'clock Maurice arrived at the section of which he was the secretary.
The emotion was great. It was a matter of voting an address at the Convention to suppress the plots of the Girondists. Maurice was impatiently awaited.
It was only a question of the return of the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge, of the audacity with which this desperate conspirator had returned for the second time to Paris, where, as he knew, his head was priced. The attempt made the previous day at the Temple was attached to this re-entry, and each expressed his hatred and indignation against the traitors and aristocrats.
But, contrary to the general expectation, Maurice was quiet and silent, skilfully drafted the proclamation, finished his task in three hours, asked if the meeting was over, and, on the affirmative answer, took his hat, went out, Towards the Rue Saint-Honoré.
Arrived there, Paris seemed to him quite new. He saw again the corner of the Rue du Coq, where during the night the beautiful stranger appeared to him struggling in the hands of the soldiers. Then he followed, from the Rue du Coq to the Pont Marie, the same road he had traveled by his side, stopping where the various patrols had stopped them, repeating at the places which repaid him as if they Had retained an echo of their words, the dialogue they had exchanged; Only it was one o'clock in the afternoon, and the sunlight, which lit up the whole walk, made the memories of the night prominent at every step.
Maurice crossed the bridges and soon reached the Rue Victor, as it was then called.
-Poor woman! Murmured Maurice, who had not reflected yesterday that the night lasted only twelve hours and that his secret would probably last no more than the night. In the brightness of the sun I shall find the door by which she has slipped, and who knows if I shall not see her herself at some window?
He then entered the old Rue Saint-Jacques, and placed himself, as the stranger had placed him the day before. For a moment he closed his eyes, believing, perhaps, the poor fool! That the kiss of the day before would burn his lips a second time. But he felt nothing but remembrance. It is true that memory still burned.
Maurice opened his eyes, saw the two alleys, one on his right and the other on his left. They were muddy, badly paved, covered with barriers, cut off by small bridges thrown over a stream. There were arcades in beams, nooks and crannies, twenty doors not well insured, rotten. It was rude labor in all its misery, misery in all its hideousness. Here and there a garden, sometimes closed by hedges, sometimes by palisades in stakes, some by walls; Skin drying under sheds and spreading that odious smell of tannery that raises the heart. Maurice sought, combined for two hours, and found nothing, guessed nothing; Ten times he retraced his steps to orient himself. But all his attempts were useless, all his researches unsuccessful. The traces of the young woman seemed to have been effaced by fog and rain.
"Come, Maurice," I said, "I dreamed. This cloaca can not for a moment have served as a retreat for my beautiful fairy of that night.
There was in this fierce republican a poetry much more real than in his friend to the quatrains anacreontiques, since he returned to this idea, in order not to tarnish the halo that illuminated the head of his unknown. It is true that he returned desperate.
-Farewell! He said, beautiful mysterious: you treated me like a fool or a child. Could she have come here with me if she stayed there? No! It has only passed there, like a swan on an infected marsh. And, like that of the bird in the air, its trace is invisible.
That same day, at the same time that Maurice, painfully disappointed, was crossing the Tournelle bridge, several municipal officials, accompanied by Santerre, commander of the Parisian National Guard, paid a stern visit to the Temple tower, transformed into a prison since 13 August 1792.
This visit was particularly performed in the apartment on the third floor, consisting of an antechamber and three rooms.
One of these rooms was occupied by two women, a girl and a nine-year-old child, all dressed in mourning.
The eldest of these women could be thirty-seven or thirty-eight. She sat and read near a table.
The second was seated and worked on a tapestry work: she could be between twenty-eight and twenty-nine years of age.
The girl was fourteen and stood beside the child, who, sick and lying, closed his eyes as if he were asleep, though it was evidently impossible to sleep at the noise made by the municipal officials.
Some of them stirred the beds, others displayed the pieces of linen; Others, who had finished their researches, looked with insolent fixity on the unfortunate prisoners, who stood obstinately bowed, one on his book, the other on his tapestry, the third on his brother.
The eldest of these women was tall, pale, and beautiful; The one who read seemed to concentrate his attention on his book, although, in all probability, it was his eyes that shone, not his mind.
Then one of the municipal men approached her, brutally seized the book she held, and threw it into the middle of the room.
The prisoner stretched out her hand to the table, took a second volume, and continued to read.
The mountaineer made a furious gesture to snatch the second volume, as he had done from the first. But at this gesture, which caused the prisoner who embroidered near the window to shudder, the girl darted, surrounded the reader's head with her arms, and murmured, weeping,
"Ah! Poor mother! Then she kissed him. Then the prisoner, in her turn, pressed her mouth to the girl's ear, as if to embrace her too, and said:
"Maria, there is a note hidden in the mouth of the stove; Remove it.
-Calm down! Said the municipal, brutally pulling the girl at him and separating her from his mother. Will you soon finish kissing you?
"Monsieur," said the girl, "has the Convention decreed that children can no longer embrace their mother?"
-No; But it has decreed that the traitors, the aristocrats, and the ci-devant should be punished, and that is why we are here to question. Come, Antoinette, answer.
The one who was being questioned so rudely did not even deign to look at her interrogator. She turned away her head, on the contrary, and a slight redness passed over her cheeks, pale with pain and furrowed with tears.
"It is impossible," continued the man, "that you have ignored the attempt of that night. Where is she from? Same silence on the part of the prisoner.
"Answer, Antoinette," said Santerre, approaching, without noticing the horror of horror which had seized the young woman at the sight of this man, who, on the morning of the 21st of January, had come to the Temple of Louis XVI to Lead him to the scaffold. Answer. We have conspired this night against the Republic and tried to shield you from the captivity which, while awaiting the punishment of your crimes, inflicts on you the will of the people. Did you know that you conspired?
Marie Antoinette flinched at the touch of that voice which she seemed to fly, retreating as far as she could in her chair. But she answered no more to this question than to the other two, no more to Santerre than to the municipal.
"You do not want to answer?" Said Santerre, striking violently with his foot. The prisoner took a third volume on the table.
Santerre turned round; The brutal power of this man, who commanded 80,000 men, who had only needed a gesture to cover the voice of Louis XVI., Dying, broke against the dignity of a poor prisoner, whom he could do Falling head in turn, but he could not bend.
"And you, Elizabeth," he said to the other person, who had for a moment interrupted his tapestry to join hands and pray, not these men, but God, will you answer?
"I do not know what you are asking for," she said. I can not answer you.
"What! Morbleu! Citizen Capet, "said Santerre, impatiently," it is clear what I am saying. " I say yesterday we made an attempt to make you escape and that you must know the guilty.
"We have no communication with the outside world, sir; So we can not know what is being done for us or what is being done against us.
"Very well," said the municipal; We will then know what your nephew will say.
And he approached the dolphin's bed. At this threat Marie Antoinette rose suddenly.
"Sir," she said, "my son is sick and is asleep. Do not wake him up."
- Answer, then.
-I know nothing.
The municipal went straight to the little prisoner's bed, pretending, as we have said, to sleep.
"Come, come, wake up, Capet," he said, shaking him roughly. The child opened his eyes and smiled. The municipal officials then surrounded the bed.
The queen, agitated with grief and fear, made a sign to her daughter, who profited by this moment, slipped into the next room, opened one of the mouths of the stove, drew out the note, burned it, and then re-entered the room Room, and, with a look, reassured his mother.
-What do you want from me? Asked the child.
"Do you know if you heard nothing last night?"
"No, I slept."
"Do you like to sleep, is it?"
-Yes, because when I sleep, I dream.
"And what dreams you?"
"May I see my father again, whom you have killed."
"So you heard nothing?" Said Santerre quickly.
-Nothing.
"These Cubs are, in truth, in good agreement with the she-wolf," said the madman; And yet there was a conspiracy.
The queen smiled.
"She taunts us, the Austrian," cried the municipal. Well, since it is so, let us execute in all its rigor the decree of the Commune. Get up, Capet.
-What do you want to do? Cried the queen, forgetting herself. Do not you see that my son is sick, that he has a fever? Do you want to kill him?
"Your son," said the municipal, "is a constant subject of alarm for the Council of the Temple." It is he who is the focus of all the conspirators. They flatter themselves to take you all together. Well, let them come. "" Tison! "" Call Tison. "
Tison was a sort of day laborer in charge of the large household works in the prison. He arrived.
He was a forty-year-old man, with a swarthy complexion, a rough, savage face, black hair, and frizzy hair down to the eyebrows.
"Tison," said Santerre, "who came yesterday to bring food to the prisoners?" Tison quoted a name.
"And their linen, who brought it to them?"
-My daughter.
"Your daughter is a laundress?"
-Certainly.
"And you gave him the practice of the prisoners?"
-Why not? As much as it gains that another. It is no longer the money of tyrants, it is the money of the nation, since the nation pays for them.
"You were told to examine the linen carefully."
"Well, am I not obeying my duty?" In proof that yesterday there was a handkerchief to which two knots had been made, that I was carried to the council, which ordered my wife to untie it, to iron it, and to hand it over to Madame Capet without him say nothing.
At this indication of two knots made to a handkerchief, the Queen trembled, her eyes dilated, and Madame Elizabeth and they exchanged a glance.
"Tison," said Santerre, "your daughter is a citizen of whom no one suspects patriotism; But from now on she will no longer enter the Temple.
-Oh! my God! Said Tison, terrified, "what do you say to me then?" How! Will I see my daughter again only when I go out?
"You will not go out any more," said Santerre.
Tison looked around him without stopping on any object his haggard eye; and suddenly:
"I shall not go out any more!" Cried he. Ah! it's like that? Well! I want to go out for quite, me. I give my resignation; I am not a traitor, an aristocrat, for me to be kept in prison. I tell you I want to go out.
"Citizen," said Santerre, "obey the orders of the Commune, and shut up, or you may find it too bad, I tell you." Stay here and watch what's going on. We have an eye on you, I warn you.
Meanwhile, the queen, who thought she was forgotten, gradually reassured herself and put her son back in bed.
"Get your wife up," said the municipal officer to Tison. The latter obeyed, without saying a word. Santerre's threats had made him gentle as a lamb. The woman Tison went up.
"Come here, citizen," said Santerre; We will go into the antechamber, and during this time you will search the detainees.
"Say, woman," said Tison, "they will not let our daughter come to the Temple any more."
-How! They do not want to let our daughter come?
But we will not see her again, our daughter? Tison shook his head.
"What do you say there?"
"I say that we shall make a report to the council of the Temple, and that the council will decide." Waiting...
"In the meantime," said the woman, "I want to see my daughter again."
-Silence! Said Santerre; We brought you here to search the prisoners, search them, and then we'll see ...
-However!...
-Oh! Oh! Said Santerre, frowning; It seems to me to be spoiled.
"Do what the citizen general says!" Do, woman; Afterwards, you see clearly that he says we shall see. And Tison looked at Santerre with a humble smile.
"Very well," said the woman; Go away, I am ready to search them. These men went out.
"My dear Madame Tison," said the queen, "believe me."
"I believe nothing, Citizen Capet," said the horrible woman, grinding her teeth, "except that you are the cause of all the misfortunes of the people." Also, that I find something suspicious about you, and you will see.
Four men remained at the door to lend a hand to the Tison woman if the queen resisted. They began with the queen.
There was found on her a handkerchief knotted at three knots, which unfortunately seemed a prepared answer to the one spoken of by Tison, a pencil, a scapular, and sealing wax.
"Ah! I knew it well, "said the woman Tison; I had told the municipal officials that she was writing, the Austrian! The other day I had found a drop of wax on the chandelier of the candlestick.
-Oh! Madame, "said the queen, with a suppliant accent," show only the scapular. "
"Well, yes," said the woman, "pity for you! Do they have pity for me? They take my daughter from me." Madame Elisabeth and Madame Royale had nothing on them.
The woman Tison recalled the municipal men, who returned, Santerre at their head; She handed them the objects found on the queen, which passed from hand to hand, and were the object of an infinite number of conjectures: the handkerchief knotted with three knots, above all, exercised the imagination of the persecutors of the royal race for a long time.
"Now," said Santerre, "we shall read the decree of the Convention to you."
-What stopped? Asked the queen.
"The arrested man who orders you to be separated from your son."
"But is it true that this order exists?"
-Yes. The Convention has too much concern for a child entrusted to its care by the nation, to leave him in the company of a mother as depraved as you ....
The queen's eyes flashed.
- But make an accusation, at least, tigers that you are!
"That is not difficult," said a municipal.
And he pronounced one of these infamous accusations, as Suetonius bears against Agrippina.
-Oh! Cried the queen, standing pale and indignant, "I appeal to the hearts of all the mothers.
"Come on!" Let's go! Said the municipal, "all this is well and truly; But we have already been here two hours, and we can not lose the whole day; Get up, Capet, and follow us.
-Never! never! Cried the queen, rushing between the municipal and the young Louis, and preparing to defend the approach of the bed, like a tigress made of her lair; I shall never let my child be carried off!
-Oh! Gentlemen, "said Madame Elizabeth, clasping her hands with an admirable expression of prayer; Gentlemen, in the name of heaven! Have pity on two mothers!
"Speak," said Santerre, "say the names; admit the plans of your accomplices; explain what these knots to the handkerchief brought with your linen by the daughter Tison meant, and those made to the handkerchief found in your pocket; Then you will be left with your son.
A look from Madame Elizabeth seemed to beg the queen to make this terrible sacrifice. But she, wiping proudly a tear that shone like a diamond, in the corner of her eyelid:
"Adieu, my son," she said. Never forget your father who is in heaven, your mother who will soon join him; Repeat, every evening and every morning, the prayer that I have taught you. Adieu, my son.
She gave him a last kiss; And, rising cold and inflexible,
"I know nothing, gentlemen," she said; Do whatever you like.
But it would have been more necessary for this queen than the heart of a woman, and especially the heart of a mother. She collapsed in a chair, while the child was carried away, whose tears flowed and held out her arms, but without uttering a cry.
The door closed behind the municipal officials who carried off the royal child, and the three women remained alone.
There was a moment of desperate silence, interrupted only by a few sobs. The queen broke it first.
"My daughter," she said, "and this note?"
"I burned it, as you told me, mother."
"Without reading it?"
-Without reading it.
"Adieu, then, last light, supreme hope! Murmured Madame Elizabeth.
-Oh! You are right, you are right, my sister, it is too much to suffer! Then, turning to his daughter,
"But you saw the writing, at least, Marie?"
"Yes, mother, for a moment."
The queen rose, went to look at the door to see if it was not observed, and, pulling a hairpin, she approached the wall, made a small folded paper out of a slit Ticket, and, showing this note to Madame Royale:
"Call back all your memories before answering me, my daughter," she said; Was the writing the same as this one?
"Yes, yes, mother," cried the princess; Yes, I recognize it!
-God be praised! Cried the queen, falling on her knees with fervor. If he has been able to write since this morning, it is because he is saved, then. Thanks my God! thank you! Such a noble friend deserved one of your miracles.
"Who are you talking about, mother?" Asked Madame Royale. Who is this friend? Tell me his name, that I recommend it to God in my prayers.
"Yes, you are right, my daughter; Never forget that name, for it is the name of a gentleman full of honor and bravery; He is not devoted by ambition, for he was revealed only in the days of misfortune. He has never seen the Queen of France, or rather the Queen of France has never seen him, and he vows her life to defend it. Perhaps he will be rewarded, as today's virtue is rewarded by a terrible death. But if he dies, oh! Up there! Up there! I will thank him .... His name is ....
The Queen looked anxiously around her and lowered her voice:
"He's called the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge. Pray for him!"
The attempted abduction, however questionable, since it had had no beginning of execution, had excited the anger of some and the interest of others. What, moreover, corroborated this event of almost material probability is that the committee of general security learned that for three weeks or a month a crowd of emigrants had returned to France from different points of the frontier . It was evident that people who risked their heads in this way did not risk it without design, and that this design was, in all likelihood, to contribute to the abduction of the royal family.
Already, on the proposal of the Conventional Osselin, had been promulgated the terrible decree which condemned to death every emigre convinced of having set foot in France, every Frenchman convinced of having had plans of emigration; Any individual convicted of having assisted in his flight, or in his return, an emigrant or an emigrant, and finally every citizen convicted of having given asylum to an emigrant.
This terrible law inaugurated the Terror. All that was needed was the law of the suspects.
The Chevalier de Maison-Rouge was an enemy too active and too audacious for his return to Paris and his appearance in the Temple not to involve the most serious measures. Searches, more severe than ever before, were executed in a host of suspicious houses. But, with the exception of the discovery of some emigrant women who were caught, and of a few old men who did not care to dispute with the executioners the few days which remained to them, the researches did not produce any result.
Sections, as might be imagined, were very busy for several days after this event, and consequently the secretary of the Lepelletier section, one of the most influential in Paris, had little time to Think of its unknown.
At first, and as he had resolved on leaving the old St. James Street, he had tried to forget; But, as his friend Lorin had said,
Thinking it must be forgotten,
is remembered.
Maurice, however, had said nothing and confessed nothing. He had contained in his heart all the details of this adventure which had escaped the investigation of his friend. But this one, who knew Maurice for a joyous and expansive nature, and who now saw him dreaming and seeking solitude, suspected, as he said, that this rascal of Cupid had passed through there.
It is to be remarked that among its eighteen centuries of monarchy, France has had as few mythological years as the year of grace in 1793.
However, the knight was not taken; We no longer heard of him. The queen, the widow of her husband and the orphan of her child, contented herself with weeping, when she was alone, between her daughter and her sister.
The young dauphin began, in the hands of the shoemaker Simon, this martyrdom which, in two years, was to reunite him to his father and mother. There was a moment of calm.
The mountain volcano rested before devouring the Girondins.
Maurice felt the weight of this calmness, as one feels the heaviness of the atmosphere in times of storm, and not knowing what to do with a leisure which gave him up entirely to the ardor of a feeling which, He was not love, resembled him strongly, he reread the letter, kissed his handsome sapphire, and resolved, notwithstanding the oath he had made, to try a last attempt, promising himself that the latter, There would be the last.
The young man had thought well of one thing: to go to the Jardin des Plantes section, and then to ask the secretary, his colleague, for information. But this first idea, and we might even say the only idea he had that his beautiful unknown was mingled with some political thread, held him back; The idea that an indiscretion on her part could lead this charming woman to the place of the Revolution, and make that angel's head fall on the scaffold, caused a horrible thrill to pass through Maurice's veins.
He therefore decided to try the adventure alone and without any information. His plan, moreover, was very simple. The lists placed on each door were to give him the first indications; Then interrogations with the concierges were to complete this mystery. As secretary of the Lepelletier section, he had full right of interrogation.
Maurice, moreover, was ignorant of the name of his unknown, but he was to be led by analogies. It was impossible that such a charming creature should not have a name in harmony with its form: some name of a sylphid, a fairy, or an angel; For, on his arrival on earth, his arrival was to be hailed as that of a superior and supernatural being.
The name would thus guide him infallibly. Maurice put on a carmagnole of thick brown cloth, put on the red cap of the great days, and set out for his exploration without warning anyone.
He had in his hand one of those knotted cudgels called a constitution , and fitted to his strong wrist, this weapon was the value of the club of Hercules. He had in his pocket his commission as secretary of the Lepelletier section. It was both his physical safety and his moral guarantee.
He began, then, to retrace the Rue Saint-Victor, the old Rue Saint-Jacques, reading, in the fading light of day, all these names written with a hand more or less exercised on the sign of each door.
Maurice was at his hundredth house, and consequently at his hundredth list, without any thing being able to make him believe that he was the least on the track of his unknown, that he only wished to recognize When a brave shoemaker, seeing the impatience spread over the face of the reader, opened his door, went out with his leather strap and his Punch, and, looking Maurice over his glasses:
"Have you any information about the tenants of this house?" "He said. In that case, speak, I am ready to answer you.
"Thank you, citizen," stammered Maurice, "but I was looking for the name of a friend."
"Tell me this name, citizen, I know everybody in this quarter." Where did this friend live?
"He lived, I believe, on the Rue Saint-Jacques; But I'm afraid he has moved.
"But what was his name?" I must know his name.
Maurice, surprised for a moment, hesitated; Then he pronounced the first name which presented itself to his memory.
"Reent," he said.
"And his condition?" Maurice was surrounded by tanneries.
"Tanner," he said.
"In that case," said a bourgeois, who had just stopped there, and looked at Maurice with a certain good-humor, which was not exempt from mistrust, "we must go to the master."
"That's right," said the porter, "it is very just; The masters know the names of their workmen, and here is Citizen Dixmer, who is the director of tannery, and who has more than fifty workmen in his tannery, he can inform you.
Maurice turned round and saw a good bourgeois of a lofty height, a placid face, and a wealth of costume, which proclaimed the opulent industrialist.
"Only, as the citizen porter said," continued the bourgeois, "we ought to know the surname."
"I said it, Rene."
-Rene is only a name of baptism, and it is the surname I ask. All the workers registered with me are under their family name.
"My faith," said Maurice, "that this kind of interrogation was beginning to impatient, the family name, I do not know.
-How! "Said the bourgeois, with a smile in which Maurice thought he noticed more irony than he wished to show," how, citizen, do not you know your friend's surname? "
-No.
"In that case, it's likely you will not find him." And the bourgeois, saluting Maurice graciously, took a few steps and entered a house in the old Rue Saint-Jacques.
"The fact is, if you do not know his surname," said the porter.
"Well, no, I do not know," said Maurice, who would not have been angry, in order to have an opportunity of overcoming his ill-humor, that they should quarrel with him, and, indeed, Was not far from seeking an express. What do you have to say to that?
"Nothing, citizen, nothing at all; Only, if you do not know the name of your friend, it is probable, as Citizen Dixmer told you, it is probable that you will not find him again. "
And the citizen porter returned to his box, shrugging his shoulders.
Maurice had a good inclination to beat the citizen porter, but the latter was old: his weakness saved him. Twenty years younger, and Maurice would have given the scandalous spectacle of equality before the law, but of inequality before force.
Besides, night would fall, and Maurice had only a few minutes left.
He took advantage of it to engage first in the first lane, then in the second; He examined every door, he probed every corner, looked over each palisade, climbed over each wall, peered into the inside of each grid, through the hole of each lock, knocked To a few deserted shops without any answer, at last consumed nearly two hours in this useless search.
Nine o'clock in the evening rang. It was dark at night: no sound was heard, no movement was noticed in this deserted quarter, from which life seemed to have retired with daylight.
Maurice, desperate, was going to make a retrograde movement, when suddenly, at the turn of a narrow alley, he saw a light shine. He ventured into the dark passage, not noticing that at the very moment when he sank into it, a curious head, which, for a quarter of an hour, from the middle of a mass of trees rising above Of the wall, followed all its movements, had just disappeared hurriedly behind this wall.
A few seconds after the head had disappeared, three men, going out through a small door pierced through the same wall, threw themselves into the alley where Maurice had been lost, while a fourth, for greater precaution, closed the door. Door of this alley.
Maurice, at the end of the alley, had found a courtyard; It was on the other side of this court that the light shone. He knocked at the door of a poor and lonely house; But at the first blow he struck, the light went out.
Maurice redoubled, but no one answered his call; He saw that it was a prejudice not to answer. He realized that he was wasting his time unnecessarily, crossed the courtyard, and re-entered the alley.
At the same time the door of the house turned softly on its hinges; Three men came out and a whistle sounded.
Maurice turned and saw three shadows at the distance of two lengths of his staff.
In the darkness, by the light of that kind of light which always exists for the eyes long accustomed to the darkness, shone three blades with tawny reflections.
Maurice understood that he was surrounded. He wished to make the reel with his stick; But the aisle was so narrow that his staff touched the two walls. At the same moment, a violent blow, carried on his head, stunned him. It was an unforeseen aggression made by the four men who had come out of the wall. Seven men threw themselves at once upon Maurice, and, in spite of a desperate resistance, crushed him, bound his hands, and blindfolded his eyes.
Maurice had not uttered a cry, had not called for help. Strength and courage always want to be self-sufficient and seem ashamed of foreign aid.
Besides, Maurice would have called that in this deserted quarter no one had come.
Maurice, therefore, was bound and bound without, as we have said, uttered a complaint.
He had reflected, however, that if they blindfolded him, it was not to kill him at once. At the age of Maurice, any respite is a hope.
He therefore gathered all his presence of mind and waited.
-Who are you? Asked a voice still animated by the struggle.
"I am a man who is assassinated," replied Maurice.
- There is more, you are a dead man, if you speak high, that you call or that you cry.
"If I should have shouted, I would not have waited until now."
"Are you ready to answer my questions?"
-Question first, I will see after if I have to answer.
-Who sends you here?
-No one.
"So you come from your own movement?"
-Yes.
-You lie.
Maurice made a terrible move to disengage his hands; The thing was impossible.
-I never lie! "He said.
"In any case, whether you come from your own movement or are sent, you are a spy."
"And you cowards!"
- Cowards, we?
"Yes, you are seven or eight against a man bound, and you insult this man." Cowards! Cowards! Cowards!
This violence of Maurice, instead of embittering his adversaries, seemed to calm them; this very violence was proof that the young man was not what he was accused of; A real spy would have trembled and asked for mercy.
"There is no insult there," said a softer voice, but at the same time more imperious than any of those who had spoken. In the time we live, one can be a spy without being dishonest man: only one risks his life.
Be welcome, you who have spoken this word; I will answer it loyally.
"What have you come to do in this neighborhood?"
-You look for a woman.
A murmur of incredulity welcomed this excuse. This murmur grew and became a storm.
-You lie! Replied the same voice. There is no woman, and we know what we mean by woman; there is no woman to pursue in this quarter; Confess your plan, or you will die.
"Let us go," said Maurice. You would not kill me for the pleasure of killing me, unless you were real brigands.
And Maurice made a second effort more violent and even more unexpected than the first to release his hands from the rope which bound them; But suddenly a painful and sharp cold broke his chest.
Maurice made a backward movement in spite of himself.
"Ah! You feel that, "said one of the men. Well, there are still eight inches like the thumb with which you have just met.
"Then finish," said Maurice, with resignation. It will be finished right away, at least.
-Who are you? Come on! Said the voice, soft and imperious at the same time.
"Is that my name you want to know?"
-Yes, your name?
"I'm Maurice Lindey."
-What! Cried a voice, Maurice Lindey, the revoluti... The patriot? Maurice Lindey, secretary of the Lepelletier section?
These words were pronounced with such warmth that Maurice saw that they were decisive. To answer it was, in one way or another, invariably fixed his fate.
Maurice was incapable of cowardice. He stood up like a true Spartan, and said in a firm voice:
-Yes, Maurice Lindey; Yes, Maurice Lindey, secretary of the Lepelletier section; Yes, Maurice Lindey, the patriot, the revolutionary, the Jacobin; Maurice Lindey at last, whose most beautiful day will be when he will die for liberty.
A silence of death welcomed this answer.
Maurice Lindey presented his chest, expecting from one moment to another that the blade, of which he had felt only the point, plunged himself entirely into his heart.
"Is that true?" Said after a few seconds a voice which betrayed some emotion. Come, young man, do not lie.
"Get into my pocket," said Maurice, "and you will find my commission." Look on my chest, and if my blood has not erased, you will find my initials, an M and L embroidered on my shirt.
Immediately Maurice felt himself carried away by vigorous arms. It was worn during a rather short space. He heard, open a first door, then a second. Only the second was narrower than the first, for scarcely had the men who carried it carried it with him.
The whispers and whispers continued.
"I am lost," said Maurice to herself; They will put a stone round my neck and throw me into some hole in the Bievre.
But after a moment he felt that those who were carrying him climbed a few steps. A more lukewarm air struck his face, and he was placed on a seat. He heard a double door close, and footsteps faded away. He thought he was left alone. He listened with as much attention as a man whose life depends on a word, and he thought that the same voice, which had already struck his ear with a mixture of firmness and gentleness, said to others:
-Deliberate.
A quarter of an hour passed, which appeared a century to Maurice. Nothing could be more natural: young, handsome, vigorous, supported in his strength by a hundred devoted friends, with whom he sometimes dreamed of accomplishing great things, he suddenly felt himself, without any preparation, exposed to losing his life in a Ignoble trap.
He understood that he had been confined in some room; But was he watched?
He tried a new effort to break his bonds. His muscles of steel swelled and stiffened, and the rope entered into the flesh, but did not break.
The most terrible thing was that he had his hands tied behind his back and that he could not pull off his headband. Had he been able to see, perhaps he might have fled.
However, these various attempts had been made without anybody opposing them, and nothing was moving around him; He augured that he was alone.
His feet trampled on something soft and deaf, sand, greasy earth, perhaps. An acrid and penetrating smell struck his smell and denounced the presence of vegetable substances, Maurice thought he was in a greenhouse or something like that. He walked a few steps, struck a wall, turned to feel his hands, felt implements, and uttered an exclamation of joy.
With unheard-of efforts, he succeeded in exploring all these instruments one after the other. His flight then became a matter of time: if chance or Providence gave him five minutes, and if among these utensils he found a sharp instrument, he was saved.
He found a spade.
It was, by the manner in which Maurice was bound, a struggle to return this spade, so that the iron was above. On this iron, which he held against the wall with his loins, he cut or rather he used the rope that tied his wrists. The operation was long, the iron of the spade was slowly cutting. Sweat ran down his forehead; He heard the sound of footsteps approaching. He made a last effort, violent, unheard-of, supreme; The cord, half-worn, broke.
This time it was a cry of joy that he pushed forward; He was at least sure of dying in defending himself.
Maurice plucked the blindfold from his eyes.
He was not mistaken; He was in a species, not in a greenhouse, but in a pavilion where some of these fat plants were squeezed, which can not pass the bad season in the open air. In one corner were these gardening instruments, one of which had rendered him such a great service. In front of him was a window; He rushed towards the window; It was roasted, and a man armed with a rifle was placed as a sentinel in front.
On the other side of the garden, at a distance of about thirty paces, stood a small kiosk, which was a counterpart to the one where Maurice was. A jealousy was lowered, but through this jealousy shone a light.
He approached the door and listened, and another sentinel passed and repassed before the door. It was his steps he had heard.
But at the bottom of the corridor there were confused voices; Deliberation had evidently degenerated into discussion. Maurice could not hear what was being said. However few words reached him, and among these words, as if for those only the distance was less, he could hear the words spy, dagger, death.
Maurice redoubled her attention. A door opened, and he heard more distinctly.
"Yes," said a voice, "yes, he is a spy, he has discovered something, and he is certainly sent to surprise our secrets." By delivering him, we run the risk that he will denounce us.
"But his word?" Said a voice.
"His word, he will give it, then he will betray it." Is he a gentleman to trust his word?
Maurice gritted his teeth at the idea that some people still had the pretension that it was necessary to be a gentleman to keep the faith sworn.
"But does he know us to denounce us?"
-No, certainly, he does not know us, he does not know what we are doing; But he knows the address, he will come back well accompanied.
The argument seemed peremptory.
"Well," said the voice, which had several times struck Mauritius as the head, "is it decided?"
"Yes, a hundred times yes; I do not understand you with your magnanimity, my dear; If the committee of public safety kept us, you would see if it would do all these things.
"So you persist in your decision, gentlemen?"
"No doubt, and you are not going, I hope, to oppose it."
"I have but one voice, gentlemen," she replied, "that she was to be restored to liberty." You have six of them, all of them six for death. Go therefore for death.
The sweat running down Maurice's forehead froze suddenly.
"He'll scream, yell," said the voice. Have you at least distanced Madame Dixmer?
"She knows nothing; She is in the pavilion opposite.
"Madame Dixmer," murmured Maurice; I begin to understand. I am with this master tanner, who spoke to me in the old Rue Saint-Jacques, and who has gone away, laughing at me, when I have not been able to tell him the name of my friend. But what devil of interest can a master tanner have to assassinate me?
"In any case," he said, "before I am assassinated, I will kill more than one." And he leaped towards the harmless instrument which, in his hand, was to become a terrible weapon.
Then he came back behind the door and placed himself so that in unfolding it covered him.
His heart palpitated to break his chest, and in the silence could be heard the sound of his palpitations.
Suddenly Maurice shuddered from head to foot; A voice had said:
"If you will believe me, you will simply break a window, and through the bars you will kill him with a shot of a carbine."
-Oh! No, no, no explosion, "said another voice; An explosion can betray us. Ah! There you are, Dixmer; and your wife?
"I have just looked through the jealousy; She does not suspect anything, she reads.
"Dixmer, you're going to fix us." Are you for a rifle shot? Are you for a stabbing?
"For the dagger." Come on!
"Come on!" Repeated the five or six voices together. Maurice was a child of the Revolution, a heart of bronze, an atheistic soul, as there were many at that time. But this word will ! Pronounced behind that door which alone separated him from death, he remembered the sign of the cross which his mother had taught him when, as a child, she made him say her prayers on her knees. The steps approached, but they stopped, then the key creaked in the lock, and the door slowly opened. During this minute which had just passed, Maurice had said to himself: "If I lose my time in striking, I shall be killed." By throwing myself upon the assassins, I catch them; I win the garden, the alley, I may be saved. "
Immediately, taking a lion's thrust, uttering a wild cry, where there was still more menace than terror, he overthrew the first two men, who believed him bound and blindfolded, were far from expecting a And, by means of his steel hocks, crossed ten fathoms in a second, saw at the end of the corridor a door leading into the wide open garden, sprang, jumped ten steps, Garden, and, pointing as best he could, ran towards the door.
The door was locked with two locks and a lock. Maurice drew the two bolts, tried to open the lock; There was no key.
Meanwhile, the pursuers had reached the front steps. They saw him.
"There," cried they, "shoot at him, Dixmer, shoot at him; Kill it! Kill it!
Maurice uttered a roar: he was shut up in the garden; He measured the walls with his eye; They were ten feet high.
All this was as fast as a second.
The assassins rushed after him.
Maurice was about thirty paces ahead of them; He looked all around him with that look of the condemned who asks for the shadow of a chance of salvation to make it a reality.
He saw the kiosk, the jealousy, behind the jealousy the light. He jumped ten feet, seized the jealousy, tore it out, passed through the window, broke it, and fell into a lighted room, where a woman was seated by the fire.
The woman stood up, screaming for help.
"Stop, Genevieve, put away," cried the voice of Dixmer; Get away, I'll kill him! " And Maurice saw the cannon of the rifle fall at ten paces from him.
But scarcely had the woman looked at her than she uttered a terrible cry, and instead of ranking herself as her husband ordered her, she threw herself between him and the cannon of the rifle.
This movement concentrated all the attention of Maurice on the generous creature whose first movement was to protect him.
He, in turn, uttered a cry. It was his much sought after unknown.
"You! ..." cried he.
-Silence! she says.
Then, turning towards the assassins, who, with different weapons in their hands, had drawn near the window:
-Oh! You will not kill him! Cried she.
"He is a spy," cried Dixmer, whose gentle, placid countenance had assumed an implacable expression of resolution; He is a spy, and he must die.
-A spy! him? Said Genevieve; Him, a spy? Come here, Dixmer. I have but one word to prove to you that you are strangely mistaken.
Dixmer approached the window. Genevieve approached him, and, leaning in his ear, she said a few words in a low voice.
The master tanner raised his head.
-Him? "He said.
"Himself," replied Genevieve.
"Are you sure?" The young woman did not reply this time, but she turned to Maurice and held out her hand, smiling. The features of Dixmer then resumed a singular expression of mildness and coldness. He put the butt of his rifle on the ground.
"Then it's something else," he said. Then, beckoning to his companions to follow him, he withdrew with them, and said a few words, after which they went away.
"Give this ring," murmured Genevieve, meanwhile; Everyone knows her here. Maurice quickly removed the ring from his finger and slipped it into the pocket of his waistcoat.
A moment later the door of the pavilion opened, and Dixmer, without a weapon, advanced towards Maurice.
"Pardon, citizen," said he; That I did not know the obligations I had before! My wife, remembering the service you had given her on the evening of the 10th of March, had forgotten your name. So we were totally unaware of who we were dealing with; Without that, believe me, we had not for a moment suspected your honor or suspected your intentions. So, pardon, once again!
Maurice was stupefied; He stood by a miracle of equilibrium; He felt that his head was turning, he was about to fall.
He leaned against the fireplace.
"But," said he, "why did you want to kill me?"
"That is the secret, citizen," said Dixmer, "and I entrust him to your loyalty." I am, as you know, master tanner and chief of this tannery. Most of the acids I use for the preparation of my skins are prohibited goods. Now the smugglers whom I employ had notice of a declaration made to the General Council. Seeing you take information, I was afraid. My smugglers were even more afraid than I of your red cap and your decided air, and I do not conceal from you that your death was resolved.
"I know it very well," cried Maurice, "and you tell me nothing new." I heard your deliberation and I saw your rifle.
"I have already begged your forgiveness," resumed Dixmer, with an air of tender kindness. Understand this, that, thanks to the disorders of the time, we are, myself and my partner, M. Morand, making an immense fortune. We have the supply of military bags; Every day we make them make fifteen hundred, or two thousand. Thanks to the happy state of things in which we live, the municipality, which has a lot to do, does not have time to check our accounts exactly, so we must admit that we fish a little trouble; All the more so, as I told you, that the preparatory matters which we procure by contraband allow us to earn two hundred per cent.
-Devil! Said Maurice, "that seems to me a fairly honest profit, and I now understand your fear that a denunciation on my part would cause it to cease; But now that you know me, you are reassured, do not you?
"Now," said Dixmer, "I do not even ask your word."
Then, placing her hand on the shoulder and looking at him with a smile:
"Let us see," said he, "now that we are in a small committee, and among friends, I can tell you, what were you doing here, young man? "Of course," added the master tanner, "if you wish to be silent, you are perfectly free."
"But I told you, I think," stammered Maurice.
"Yes, a woman," said the bourgeois, "I know that there was a question of a woman.
-My God! "Pardon me, citizen," said Maurice; But I understand perfectly that I owe you an explanation. Well, I was looking for a woman who, the other night, under the mask, told me to stay in this neighborhood. I do not know his name, his position or his dwelling. Only, I know I'm mad lover, that she is small ....
Genevieve was great.
"That she is blonde and that she looks awake." Genevieve was brown with large pensive eyes.
"A grisette at last," continued Maurice; So, to please him, I took this popular dress.
"That explains everything," said Dixmer, with an angelic faith, which the slightest glance did not deny.
Genevieve had blushed, and, feeling ashamed, had turned away.
"Poor citizen Lindey," said Dixmer, laughing, "what a bad time we have put you through, and you are the last to whom I would have wished to do evil; A good patriot, a brother! But, in truth, I thought that some evil-minded man usurped your name.
"Let us talk no more of that," said Maurice, who understood that it was time to retire; Put me in my path and forget ...
-You get back in your way? Cried Dixmer; You leave? Ah! Not, not! I give, or rather, my partner and I, we give this evening supper to the brave boys who wanted to slaughter you just now. I intend to have you supper with them so that you may see that they are not so devil as they seem.
"But," said Maurice, at the height of the joy of staying a few hours near Genevieve, "I really do not know if I ought to accept it."
-How! If you must accept, "said Dixmer; I believe so: they are good and frank patriots like you; Besides, I will not believe that you have forgiven me until we have broken bread together. "
Genevieve did not say a word. Maurice was in torment.
"In truth," stammered the young man, "I am afraid of hindering you, citizen." This costume, my ill-looking look, Genevieve looked at him timidly.
"We offer with a good heart," she said.
"I accept, citoyenne," replied Maurice, bowing.
"Well, I will reassure our companions," said the master tanner; Warm yourselves in the meantime, dear friend. He went. Maurice and Genevieve remained alone.
"Ah! Sir, "said the young woman, with an accent which she vainly tried to set the tone of reproach," you have failed in your word, you have been indiscreet.
-What! Madame, "cried Maurice," would I have compromised you? Ah! In this case, forgive me; I retire, and never ...
-God! She cried, rising, "you are wounded in the chest! Your shirt is all stained with blood!
Indeed, on the shirt so fine and so white Maurice, shirt that made a strange contrast with his coarse clothes, a large plate of red had spread and had dried.
-Oh! "Do not be uneasy, madam," said the young man; One of the smugglers stung me with his dagger. Genevieve turned pale, and taking her hand:
"Forgive me," she murmured, "the evil that has been done to you; You have saved my life, and I have almost been the cause of your death.
"Am I not well rewarded in finding you?" For, did you not believe for a moment that it was another you whom I was seeking?
"Come with me," interrupted Genevieve, "I will give you some linen." Our guests ought not to see you in this state; it would be a reproach too terrible for them.
"I'm embarrassing you, are not you?" Replied Maurice, sighing.
"Not at all, I do a duty. And she added:
-I do it even with great pleasure. Genevieve then led Maurice to a large dressing-room of an elegance and distinction which he did not expect to find in the house of a master tanner.
It is true that this master tanner appeared to be a millionaire. Then she opened all the cabinets.
"Take it," she said, "you are at home." And she withdrew. When Maurice went out, he found Dixmer, who had returned.
"Come, come," he said, at table! We're only waiting for you.
When Maurice entered Dixmer and Genevieve in the dining-room, in the main building where he had been driven, the supper was all set, but the room was still empty.
He saw successively all the guests, six in number.
They were all men of pleasant appearance, young for the most part, dressed in the fashion of the day; Two or three even had the carmagnole and the red cap.
Dixmer presented Maurice with his titles and qualities.
Then, turning to Maurice,
"You see," said he, "Citizen Lindey, all the persons who assist me in my business." By the time we live, thanks to the revolutionary principles that have erased the distance, we all live on the footing of the most holy equality. Every day the same table meets us twice, and I am glad that you kindly shared our family meal. Come, at table, citizens, at table!
"And M. Morand," said Genevieve timidly, "do we not expect him?"
"Ah! It is true, "replied Dixmer. Citizen Morand, of whom I have already spoken, Citizen Lindey, is my partner. It is he who is charged, if I may say so, with the moral part of the house; He writes, holds the cash, settles the bills, gives and receives the money, which makes it the one of us all that has the most work. As a result, he is sometimes late. I'll let him know.
At this moment the door opened, and Citizen Morand entered.
He was a tall, brown man with thick eyebrows; Green spectacles, like those men whose eyes are fatigued by work, hid his black eyes, but did not prevent the spark from sprouting. At the first words he spoke Maurice perceived that gentle and imperious voice, which had been constantly in the terrible discussion of which he had been the victim, He was dressed in a brown coat with large buttons and a white silk jacket, and his fine crotch was often tormented during a supper by a hand like Maurice, probably because it was that of a Merchant tanner, admired the whiteness and delicacy.
We took our seats. Citizen Morand was placed on the right of Genevieve, Maurice on his left; Dixmer sat down opposite his wife; The other guests took their positions indifferently around an oblong table.
Supper was sought after. Dixmer had an industrial appetite and, with much good-humor, did the honors of his table. The workmen, or those who passed as such, made him, in this respect, good and frank company. Citizen Morand spoke little, ate less, drank almost and laughed rarely; Maurice, perhaps because of the memories recalled to him by his voice, soon felt for him a lively sympathy; Only he was in doubt as to his age, and this doubt troubled him; Sometimes he took him for a man of forty or forty-five, and sometimes for a very young man.
Dixmer thought, when he sat down to table, that he was obliged to give his guests a sort of reason for the admission of a stranger into their little circle.
He acquitted himself of it as a naive man, and little accustomed to lie; But the guests did not seem to be hard-pressed, it seems, for in spite of all the awkwardness of the manufacturer of fur in the young man's introduction, his little introductory speech satisfied everyone.
Maurice looked at him with astonishment.
"On my honor," he said to himself, "I think I am mistaken. Is this the same man who, with a burning eye, a menacing voice, pursued me with a rifle in his hand, and wished to kill me, three-quarters of an hour ago? At that moment I would have taken him for a hero or a murderer. Mordieu! As the love of furs makes you a man!
There was in the depths of Maurice's heart, while he made all these observations, a grief and a joy so deep both, that the young man could not tell himself exactly what the position of his soul was. He found himself at last near that beautiful stranger whom he had so much sought. As he had dreamed beforehand, she bore a sweet name. He was drunk with the happiness of feeling her at his side; He absorbed his least words, and the sound of his voice, whenever it resounded, vibrated to the most secret cords of his heart; But this heart was broken by what he saw.
Genevieve was such as he had foreseen: the dream of a stormy night, reality had not destroyed it. It was indeed the elegant young woman, with a sad eye and a lofty spirit; What had happened so often in the last years that preceded that famous year 93, in which we were, was the girl of distinction, obliged, because of the ever deeper ruin in Who had fallen the nobility, to ally themselves with the bourgeoisie, with commerce. Dixmer seemed a good man; He was rich incontestably; His manners with Genevieve seemed to be those of a man who tries to make a woman happy. But could this bonhomie, this richness, these excellent intentions, fill this immense distance which existed between the wife and the husband, between the poetic, distinguished and charming girl, and the man of material occupations and the vulgar aspect ? With what sentiment did Genevieve fill this abyss? Alas! Chance said enough now to Maurice: with love. And it was necessary to return to this first opinion he had had of the young woman, that is to say, that on the evening when he had met her, she was returning from a rendezvous of love.
The idea that Genevieve loved a man tortured Maurice's heart.
Then he sighed, then he regretted having come to take a more active dose of that poison called love.
Then, at other times, listening to that voice so gentle, so pure and so harmonious, questioning that limpid gaze, which seemed not to be afraid of him being read to the depths of his soul, Maurice Came to believe that it was impossible for such a creature to deceive, and then he felt a bitter joy in thinking that this beautiful body; Soul and matter, belonged to this good bourgeois with an honest smile, vulgar jests, and would never be his.
Politics were spoken of, and it could hardly have been otherwise. What was to be said at a time when politics was mingled with everything, painted in the depths of the plates, covered all the walls, was proclaimed every hour in the streets?
Suddenly one of the guests, who had hitherto remained silent, asked for news of the prisoners of the Temple.
Maurice, in spite of himself, trembled at the tone of his voice. He had recognized the man who, for the most extreme means, had first struck him with his knife, and then voted for death.
Meanwhile this man, an honest tanner, the head of the workshop, at least Dixmer proclaimed it so, soon awakened Maurice's good humor by expressing the most patriotic ideas and the most revolutionary principles. The young man, under certain circumstances, was not an enemy of those vigorous measures, so fashionable at the time, and of which Danton was the apostle and the hero. In place of this man, whose voice and arms had made him experience such poignant sensations, he would not have murdered him whom he had taken for a spy, but he would have let him go In a garden, and there, with equal arms, a saber in his hand like his adversary, he would have fought it without mercy, without mercy. That is what Maurice would have done. But he soon realized that it was too much to ask of a boy tanner, than to ask him to do what Maurice would have done.
This man of extreme measures, who seemed to see in his political ideas the same violent systems as in his private conduct, spoke of the Temple, and was astonished that the custody of his prisoners should be entrusted to a permanent council, Corrupt, and to municipalities whose fidelity had been more than once attempted.
"Yes," said Citizen Morand; But it must be admitted that on every occasion so far the conduct of these municipal officials has justified the confidence which the nation has in them, and history will say that it was not only citizen Robespierre who deserved The nickname of incorruptible.
"Undoubtedly," replied the interlocutor, "but of what has not yet happened, it would be absurd to conclude that it will never happen." It is the same as for the National Guard, "continued the workshop chief; Well, the companies of the different sections are each summoned in turn for the service of the Temple, and this indifferently. Well, do you not admit that there may be, in a company of twenty or twenty-five men, a nucleus of eight or ten determined fellows who, one fine night, slaughter the sentinels and kidnap the prisoners ?
-Bah! "Said Maurice," you see, citizen, that it is a bad way, since, three weeks ago or a month ago, they tried to employ it and were not successful.
"Yes," replied Morand; but because one of the aristocrats who composed the patrol had the imprudence in speaking I do not know who, let slip the word gentleman .
- And said Maurice, who wanted to prove that the police of the Republic was well done, because we had already seen the entrance of the Chevalier de Maison Rouge in Paris.
-Bah! Cried Dixmer.
"Did anyone know that Maison-Rouge had entered Paris?" Morand coldly asked. And did he know by what means he had entered it?
-Perfectly.
"Ah, the devil! Said Morand, leaning forward to look at Maurice, "I should be curious to know that; Until now, we have not yet been able to say anything positive about it. But you, citizen, you the secretary of one of the principal sections of Paris, ought you to be better informed?
"No doubt," said Maurice; So what I am going to tell you is the exact truth.
All the guests, and even Genevieve, seemed to pay the utmost attention to what the young man was going to say.
"Well," said Maurice, "the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge came from Vendee, as it appears; He had crossed the whole of France with his usual happiness. Arriving during the day at the Barriere du Roule, he waited until nine o'clock in the evening. At nine o'clock in the evening, a woman, disguised as a woman of the people, came out by this barrier, bearing a knight's costume as a hunter of the National Guard; Ten minutes afterwards she returned with him; The sentinel, who had seen her go out alone, was suspicious of her returning accompanied; she gave the alarm to the post; The post is out. The two guilty men, having understood that it was their fault, threw themselves into a hotel which opened to them a second door on the Champs-Elysees. It appears that a patrol devoted to tyrants was waiting for the knight at the corner of the Rue Bar-du-Bec. You know the rest.
"Ah! Ah! Said Morand; It is curious, what you tell us there ...
"And especially positive," said Maurice.
"Yes, that looks like it; But, woman, do we know what has become of her?
-No, she's gone, and we do not know who she is and what she is. The associate of Citizen Dixmer and Citizen Dixmer himself seemed to breathe more freely.
Genevieve had listened to all this narrative, pale, motionless, and mute.
"But," said Citizen Morand, with his usual coldness, "who can say that the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge was part of that patrol which gave the alarm to the Temple?"
"A municipal of my friends who, on that day, was on duty at the Temple, recognized him."
"So he knew his report?"
-He had seen him before.
"And what man, physically, is this Chevalier de Maison-Rouge?" Asked Morand.
"A man from twenty-five to twenty-six years of age, small, fair, with a pleasant face, with magnificent eyes and superb teeth."
There was a deep silence.
"Well," said Morand, "if your friend the municipal has recognized this pretended knight of the Red House, why did not he arrest him?"
At first, because, not knowing his arrival in Paris, he feared to be the dupe of a resemblance; And then my friend is a little lukewarm, he has done what the wise and the lukewarm do: in doubt he abstained.
"You would not have done that, citizen?" Said Dixmer to Maurice, laughing abruptly.
"No," said Maurice, "I confess that I should rather have deceived myself than to let a man as dangerous as this Chevalier of the Red House."
"And what would you have done, sir?" Asked Genevieve.
"What would I have done, citizen?" Said Maurice. Oh! my God! It would not have been long; I would have shut all the doors of the Temple; I should have been entitled to the patrol, and I should have put my hand on the knight's collar, saying to him: "Chevalier de Maison Rouge, I will arrest you as a traitor to the nation!" And once I had Put my hand to the collar, I would not have let it go, I will answer for it.
"But what would have happened?" Asked Genevieve.
"It would have happened that he would have been tried by him and his accomplices, and that at the present moment he would be guillotined, that is all."
Genevieve shuddered and gave her neighbor a look of fright. But Citizen Morand did not seem to notice this glance, and phlegmatically emptying his glass:
"Citizen Lindey is right," he said; There was only that to be done. Unfortunately, it has not been done.
"And," asked Genevieve, "do we know what has become of this Chevalier de Maison-Rouge?"
-Bah! Said Dixmer, "it is probable that he did not ask for his rest, and that, seeing his attempt aborted, he immediately left Paris.
"And maybe even France," added Morand.
"Not at all, not at all," said Maurice.
-How! He had the imprudence to remain in Paris? Exclaimed Genevieve.
-He did not move. A general movement of astonishment welcomed the opinion expressed by Maurice with so much assurance.
"That is a presumption you make there, citizen," said Morand, "a presumption, that is all."
"No, that's a fact I'm saying.
-Oh! Said Genevieve, "I confess that, for my part, I can not believe what you say, citizen; It would be unpardonably imprudent.
"You are a woman, a citizen; You will understand, then, a thing which must have prevailed, in a man of the character of the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge, upon all possible considerations of personal security.
"And what can prevail over the fear of losing life in such a frightful way?"
"What! my God! Citizen, "said Maurice," love.
"Love?" Repeated Genevieve.
-Without a doubt. Do not you know that the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge is in love with Antoinette?
Two or three laughter of incredulity burst out timid and forced. Dixmer looked at Maurice, as if to read the depths of his soul. Genevieve felt tears wet her eyes, and a chill, which could not escape from Maurice, ran through her whole body. Citizen Morand spread the wine from his glass, which he now carried to his lips, and his paleness would have frightened Maurice, had not the whole attention of the young man been at this moment concentrated on Genevieve.
"You are moved, citizen," murmured Maurice.
"Did not you say I would understand because I was a woman?" Well, we women, a devotion, however opposed to our principles, always touches us.
"And that of the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge is all the greater," said Maurice, "it is asserted that he never spoke to the queen."
-Oh that! Citizen Lindey, "said the man with extreme means," it seems to me, allow me to say, that you are very indulgent to this knight. "
"Monsieur," said Maurice, with the intention, perhaps, of the word which had ceased to be in use, "I love all natures proud and courageous; Which does not prevent me from fighting them when I meet them in the ranks of my enemies. I do not despair of meeting one day with the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge.
-And...? Said Genevieve.
"And if I meet him ... well, I'll fight him."
The supper was over. Genevieve set the example of retirement by rising herself.
At this moment the clock struck.
"Mine," said Morand coldly.
-Midnight! Cried Maurice, "midnight already!
"There is an exclamation which pleases me," said Dixmer; She proves that you have not been bored, and she gives me hope that we shall meet again. The house of a good patriot is open to you, and I hope you will soon perceive, citizen, that it is that of a friend.
Maurice bowed, and turning towards Genevieve:
"Does the citizen also permit me to return?" He asked.
"I do more than permit it, I beg of you," Genevieve said earnestly. Farewell, citizen. And she went home.
Maurice took leave of all the guests, especially saluted Morand, who had much liked him, shook Dixmer's hand, and went off, dizzy, but much more joyful than saddened at all the events so different from each other that had agitated his evening.
"An unfortunate affair! Said after Maurice's retreat, the young woman bursting into tears in the presence of her husband, who had escorted her home.
-Bah! Citizen Maurice Lindey, a recognized patriot, secretary of a section, pure, adored, and popular, is, on the contrary, a very precious acquisition for a poor tanner who has contraband in his house, "replied Dixmer, smiling.
"So you think, my friend?" Genevieve said timidly.
"I believe that it is a patent of patriotism, a seal of absolution which he places upon our house; And I think that from that evening the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge himself would be safe with us.
And Dixmer, kissing his wife on the forehead with an affection far more paternal than conjugal, left her in that little pavilion entirely devoted to her, and went back to the other part of the building he lived with the guests we saw Surround his table.
We had arrived at the beginning of the month of May; A pure day dilated the tired breasts to breathe the frozen fogs of winter, and the rays of a warm and vivifying sun descended upon the black wall of the Temple.
At the wicket of the interior, which separated the tower from the gardens, laughed and smoked the soldiers of the post.
But notwithstanding this fine day, in spite of the offer made to the prisoners to go down and walk in the garden, the three women refused: since the execution of her husband the queen stood obstinately in her room, Not to pass the door of the apartment occupied by the king on the second floor.
When she took the air, by accident, from that fatal epoch of the 21st of January, it was on the top of the tower, the slits of which had been closed with jealousies.
The National Guards on duty, who were warned that the three women were allowed to go out, waited in vain for the whole day to make use of the authorization.
About five o'clock a man came down and approached the sergeant commanding the post.
"Ah! Ah! It is you, Father Tison! Said the latter, who looked like a national guard of joyous humor.
"Yes, it is I, citizen; I am bringing you, my friend, from the municipal Maurice Lindey, who is up there, this permission granted by the Council of the Temple to my daughter to pay a visit to her mother this evening.
"Are you going out at the moment when your daughter is coming, unnatural father?" Said the sergeant.
"Ah! I reluctantly go out, citizen sergeant. I too hoped to see my poor child, whom I have not seen for two months, and embrace her. There, what is called cranium, like a father embraces her daughter. But yes! Go for a walk. Service, this damned service, forces me to go out. I must go to the Commune to make my report. A fiacre is waiting for me at the door with two gendarmes, just as my poor Sophie is coming.
"Poor father! Said the sergeant.
Thus the love of country
Smothers in you the voice of blood.
One groans and the other prays:
At have sacrifices ...
Say, Father Tison, if you find by chance a rhyme ang you the rapporteras me. I miss him for the moment.
"And you, citizen sergeant, when my daughter comes to see her poor mother, who dies not to see her, you will let her pass."
"The order is in order," replied the sergeant, "whom the reader has no doubt already recognized for our friend Lorin; So I have nothing to say; When your daughter comes, your daughter will pass.
"Thank you, brave Thermopyle, thank you," said Tison.
And he went out to make his report to the Commune, murmuring,
"Ah! My poor woman, will she be happy?
"Do you know, Sergeant," said a National Guard, seeing Tison's departure, and hearing the words he was uttering as he walked away, "do you know that these things make you shudder?"
"And what things, Citizen Devaux?" Asked Lorin.
-How then! "Said the compassionate National Guard," to see this man with such a harsh face, this man in the bronze heart, that pitiless keeper of the queen, to go tearfully to the eye, half in joy and half in pain, That his wife will see her daughter, and that he will not see her! You must not think too much about it, sergeant, because, in truth, it saddens ...
"No doubt, and that's why he does not think for himself, this man who goes tearfully to the eye, as you say.
"And what would he think about?"
"Well, it is three months since this woman, whom he brutalizes without pity, has seen her child." He does not think of her misfortune; He thinks of his misfortune, of himself; that is all. It is true that this woman was a queen, "continued the sergeant, in a mocking tone, whose meaning it would have been difficult to interpret," and that one is not obliged to have for a queen the respect which one has For the wife of a day laborer.
"All that is very sad," said Devaux.
"True, but necessary," said Lorin; The better then, as you have said, is not to reflect. "And he hummed:
Yesterday Nicette,
Sub groves
Dark and fees
Walked seulette.
Lorin was there with his bucolic song, when suddenly a great noise was heard on the left side of the post: it was composed of oaths, threats, and tears.
-What is that? Asked Devaux.
"One would say with a childish voice," replied Lorin, listening.
"In fact," replied the National Guard, "it is a poor little one who is beaten; Indeed, only those who have no children should be sent here.
"Will you sing?" Said a hoarse and angry voice. And the voice sang, as if to set an example:
Madam'Veto promised
From Paris to kill all ...
"No," said the child, "I shall not sing."
"Will you sing?" And the voice began again:
Madam'Veto promised ...
"No," said the child; no no no.
"Ah! Little beggar! Said the hoarse voice.
And the sound of a whistling thong cleared the air. The child uttered a howl of pain.
"Ah! damn it! Said Lorin, "this infamous Simon beats little Capet."
Some National Guards shrugged their shoulders, two or three tried to smile. Devaux stood up and walked away.
"I said it well," he murmured, "that fathers should never enter here."
Suddenly a low door opened, and the royal child, driven by the whip of his guard, fled several steps into the courtyard; But behind him something heavy resounded on the pavement and reached his leg.
"Ah! Cried the child. And he stumbled and fell on one knee.
"Bring me back my form, little monster, or else ..." The child stood up and shook his head in a refusal.
"Ah! it's like that? Cried the same voice. Wait, wait, you'll see.
And the cobbler Simon came out of his box like a wild beast of his lair.
-Holà! Holà! Said Lorin, frowning; Where are we going, Master Simon?
"Chastise that little cub," said the cobbler.
"And why chastise?" Said Lorin.
-Why?
-Yes.
"Because this little rascal wants neither to sing like a good patriot, nor to work as a good citizen."
"Well, what does that do to you?" Replied Lorin; Did the nation entrust you with Capet to teach him to sing?
-Oh that! Said Simon, surprised, "what are you doing, citizen sergeant?" I ask you.
-What I concern myself? I am meddling with what concerns every man of heart. Now, it is unworthy of a man of heart who sees beating a child, of suffering that one beat him.
-Bah! The son of the tyrant.
"Is a child, a child who has not participated in the crimes of his father, a child who is not guilty, and therefore must not be punished."
"And I tell you that I have been given it to do what I wish." I want him to sing the song of Ms. Veto , and he will sing.
"But, wretch," said Lorin, "Madame Veto, it is her mother, that child; Would you like your son to be forced to sing that you are a scoundrel?
-Me? Shouted Simon. Ah! Bad sergeant aristocrat!
"Ah! No insults, "said Lorin; I'm not Capet, me ... and they do not make me sing by force.
"I'll have you arrested, bad before."
"You," said Lorin, "will you arrest me?" So try a little to have a Thermopyle stopped!
-Good! good! laughs best who laughs last. Meanwhile, Capet, pick up my form and come to make your shoe, or, a thousand thunders! ...
"And I," said Lorin, turning frightfully and stepping forward, with stiff fists and clenched teeth, "I tell you that he will not pick up your form; I tell you he will not make shoes, do you hear, bad fellow? Ah! Yes, you have your big saber there, but it does not make me more afraid than you. Dare to shoot it only!
"Ah! massacre! Shouted Simon, blushing with rage. At this moment two women entered the courtyard; one of them held a paper in his hand; She turned to the sentry.
-Sergeant! Cried the sentry, "it is the daughter Tison who asks to see her mother."
"Let him pass, since the council of the Temple allows it," said Lorin, who would not turn away for a moment, lest Simon should take advantage of this distraction to beat the child.
The sentry let the two women pass; But scarcely had they ascended four steps of the dark staircase, when they met Maurice Lindey, who was descending for a moment into the courtyard.
Night had almost come, so that one could not distinguish the features of their faces. Maurice stopped them.
"Who are you, citizens," he asked, "and what do you want?
"I am Sophie Tison," said one of the two women. I got permission to see my mother, and I come to see her.
"Yes," said Maurice; But permission is for you alone, citizen.
"I have brought my friend to be two women, at least among the soldiers."
-Very good; But your friend will not go up.
"As you please, citizen," said Sophie Tison, shaking the hand of her friend, who, clinging to the wall, seemed struck with surprise and terror.
"Citizens," cried Maurice, raising his head, and addressing the sentries on each floor, "let the citizen Tison pass; Only her friend can not pass. She will wait on the stairs, and you will see that it is respected.
"Yes, citizen," replied the sentinels.
"Go on, then," said Maurice. The two women passed by. As for Maurice, he jumped on the four or five steps which remained for him to descend, and advanced rapidly into the courtyard.
"What is it, then," said he to the National Guards, "and who causes this noise?" Cries of child are heard even in the antechambers of the prisoners.
"There is," said Simon, "who, accustomed to the manners of the civilians, believed, on seeing Maurice, that reinforcement came from him; It is that traitor, this aristocrat, the ci-devant who prevents me from beating Capet.
And he pointed at Lorin.
"Yes, mordieu!" I prevent it, "said Lorin, unscathed," and if you call me once more an aristocrat or traitor, I pass my sword through your body. "
-A threat! Cried Simon. In the guard! To the guard!
"I am the guard," said Lorin; Do not call me, for if I go to you, I will exterminate you.
"To me, municipal citizen, to me!" Cried Simon, seriously threatened this time by Lorin.
"The sergeant is right," said the townsman coldly, whom Simon called to his aid; You dishonor the nation; Coward, you beat a child.
"And why beat him, do you understand, Maurice?" because the child does not want to sing Madam Veto , because the son does not insult his mother.
-Wretched! Said Maurice.
-And you too? Said Simon. But I am surrounded by traitors?
"Ah! Rascal, "said the municipal officer, seizing Simon by the throat and pulling his thong from his hands; Tries a little to prove that Maurice Lindey is a traitor.
And he thrust the strap roughly over the cobbler's shoulders.
"Thank you, sir," said the child, who was watching this scene stoically; But it is upon me that he will avenge himself.
"Come, Capet," said Lorin, "come, my child; If he beats you again, call for help, and they will punish him. Come, come, little Capet, return to your tower.
"Why do you call me Capet, you who protect me? Said the child. You know that Capet is not my name.
"How is it not your name?" Said Lorin. What's your name?
"My name is Louis-Charles de Bourbon." Capet is the name of one of my ancestors. I know the history of France; My father taught me.
"And you want to learn how to make savates of a child to whom a king has learned the history of France?" Cried Lorin. Come on!
-Oh! Be quiet, "said Maurice to the child," I will make my report. "
"And me, mine," said Simon. I will say, among other things, that instead of a woman who had the right to enter the tower, you let two pass.
At that moment, indeed, the two women were leaving the dungeon. Maurice ran to them.
"Well, citizen," said he, addressing the woman who was on her side, "have you seen your mother?"
Sophie Tison instantly passed between the municipal and his companion.
"Yes, citizen, thank you," she said. Maurice would have liked to see the girl's girlfriend, or at least to hear her voice; But she was wrapped in her mantle, and seemed determined not to utter a single word. It even seemed to her that she trembled.
This fear gave him suspicion. He hurried back up, and when he reached the first room he saw through the window the queen hiding in his pocket something he supposed to be a note.
-Oh! Oh! Said he, "would I have been duped?" He called his colleague.
"Citizen Agricola," said he, "enter Marie Antoinette's house and do not lose sight of her."
-Yeah! Said the municipal, "what?"
"In between," I said to myself, "and that without losing an instant, a minute, a second. The municipal officer entered the queen's apartment.
"Call the woman Tison," he said to a national guard. Five minutes later, the woman Tison arrived radiant.
"I saw my daughter," she said.
-Or this? "Asked Maurice.
"Here in this antechamber."
-Good. And your daughter did not ask to see the Austrian woman?
-No.
"Did not she come in?"
-No.
"And while you were talking with your daughter, no one left the prisoners' room?"
"Do I know?" I looked at my daughter, whom I had not seen for three months.
- Remember.
"Ah! Yes, I think I remember.
"Of what?"
"The girl has gone out."
-Marie Therese?
-Yes.
"And she spoke to your daughter?"
-No.
"Did not your daughter give him anything?"
-No.
"She has not picked up anything?"
-My daughter?
"No, Marie-Antoinette's?"
"Well, she picked up her handkerchief."
"Ah! Unhappy! Cried Maurice. And he rushed towards the cord of a bell, which he drew rapidly. It was the alarm bell.
The other two municipal guards rushed up. A detachment of the post accompanied them. The doors were closed, two sentries intercepted the exits of each room.
"What do you want, sir?" Said the queen to Maurice, when the latter entered. I went to bed when, five minutes ago, the municipal citizen (and the queen was showing Agricola) suddenly rushed into the room without telling me what he wanted.
"Madame," said Maurice, bowing, "it is not my colleague who desires anything from you; it is I."
"You, sir?" Asked Marie Antoinette, looking at Maurice, whose good conduct had inspired him with a certain gratitude; And what do you want?
"I want you to give me the note you were hiding just now when I came in."
Madame Royale and Madame Elizabeth shuddered. The Queen became very pale.
"You are mistaken, sir," she said, "I concealed nothing.
"Your lie, the Austrian!" Exclaimed Agricola.
Maurice quickly put his hand on his colleague's arm.
"One moment, my dear colleague," said he; Let me speak to the citizen. I'm a little attorney.
"Go, then, but do not spare her, morbleu!
"You concealed a note, citizen," said Maurice sternly; We should give it to us.
"What ticket?"
"The girl Tison brought you, and the citizen your daughter (Maurice pointed out the young princess) picked up with her handkerchief."
The three women looked at each other in horror.
"But, sir, it is more than tyranny," said the queen; women! women!
"Do not confuse," said Maurice firmly. We are neither judges nor executioners; We are watchmen, that is, your fellow-citizens, who are in charge of keeping you. We have a deposit; To rape her is to betray her. Citizen, please, give me the note you have hidden.
"Gentlemen," said the queen haughtily, "since you are watchmen, seek, and deprive us of sleep this night as usual."
God forbid us to lay hands on women. I will inform the Commune and we will await his orders; Only you will not go to bed: you will sleep on armchairs, please, and we will keep you. If necessary, the searches will begin.
"What is it?" Asked the woman Tison, pointing to the door with her frightened head.
"Citizen, you are coming, by lending a hand to treason, to deprive yourself for ever of seeing your daughter."
"To see my daughter! What are you saying, citizen?" Asked the woman Tison, who did not quite understand why she would not see her daughter again.
"I tell you that your daughter did not come here to see you, but to bring a letter to Citizen Capet, and she will not come back."
"But if she does not return, I shall not be able to see her again, since we are forbidden to go out."
"This time, you must not blame anyone, for it is your fault," said Maurice.
-Oh! Cried the poor mother, "my fault! What do you say, my fault? Nothing happened, I reply. Oh! If I thought something had happened, woe to you, Antoinette, would you pay me dearly for it?
And this exasperated woman showed her fist to the queen.
"Do not threaten anyone," said Maurice; Get rather by the sweetness that what we ask for is done; For you are a woman, and citizen Antoinette, who is a mother herself, will no doubt have pity on a mother. To-morrow your daughter will be arrested; Tomorrow, imprisoned ... then, if one discovers something, and you know that when one wants it, one always discovers, she is lost, she and her companion.
The woman Tison, who had listened to Maurice with growing terror, turned away from the queen his almost lost look.
"Do you hear, Antoinette? My daughter! You will have lost my daughter!"
The queen, in her turn, seemed terrified, not by the threat which sparkled in the eyes of her gaoler, but by the despair which was read there.
"Come, Madame Tison," she said, "I have to speak to you."
-Holà! No cajoleries, "exclaimed the colleague of Maurice; We are not too much, morbleu! In front of the municipality, always in front of the municipality!
"Leave it alone, citizen Agricola," said Maurice, in the ear of this man; Provided the truth comes to us, no matter how.
"You are right, Citizen Maurice; but...
"Let us pass behind the window, Citizen Agricola, and, if you believe me, let us turn our backs; I am sure that the person for whom we will have this condescension will not make us repent.
The queen heard these words spoken to be heard by her; She gave the young man a grateful look. Maurice turned his head carelessly and passed the other side of the window. Agricola followed him.
"You see that woman," he said to Agricola. "Queen, she is a great culprit; Woman, is a worthy and great soul. We do well to break the crowns, the evil misfortune.
-Damn it! That you speak well, Citizen Maurice! I like to hear you and your friend Lorin. Are these also verses that you have just said?
Maurice smiled. During this interview, the scene that Maurice had planned was happening on the other side of the window.
The woman Tison had approached the queen.
"Madame," said the latter, "your despair has broken my heart; I do not want to deprive you of your child, it does too much harm; But, think of it, by doing what these men demand, perhaps your daughter will be lost also.
"Do what they say!" Cried the woman Tison, "do as they say!"
-But before you know what it is.
-What is it about? Asked the gaoler, with an almost savage curiosity.
"Your daughter had brought a friend with her."
"Yes, a worker like herself; She did not want to come alone on account of the soldiers.
"That friend had given your daughter a note; Your daughter dropped it. Marie, who was passing by, picked it up. It is a very insignificant paper, but to which malicious people could make sense. Did not the municipal tell you that when one wanted to find one always found one?
-After after?
"Well, that's all: you want me to hand this paper over; Do you wish me to sacrifice a friend, without, perhaps, making you your daughter?
"Do what they say!" Cried the woman; Do what they say!
"But if this paper compromises your daughter," said the queen, "understand!
"My daughter is, like me, a good patriot," cried the shrew. Thank God! The Tison are known! Do what they say!
-My God! Said the queen, "that I should be able to convince you!
-My daughter! I want my daughter back! Replied the wife Tison, stamping. Give the paper, Antoinette, give.
"Here it is, madame."
And the queen handed to the unfortunate creature a paper which the latter raised joyfully above her head, crying:
"Come, come, municipal citizens." I have the paper; Take him, and give me back my child.
"You sacrifice our friends, my sister," said Madame Elizabeth.
"No, my sister," replied the queen sadly, "I sacrifice only ourselves. Paper can not compromise anyone.
At the cries of the Tison woman, Maurice and her companion came to meet her; She immediately handed them the note. They opened it and read:
"To the east, a friend is still watching." Maurice had no sooner cast his eyes on this paper than he trembled. Writing did not seem to him unknown.
-Oh! my God! Cried he, "would it be that of Genevieve?" Oh! But no, it is impossible, and I am mad. She probably resembles him; But what could Genevieve have in common with the queen?
He turned and saw that Marie Antoinette was looking at him. As for the woman Tison, in the expectation of her fate, she devoured Maurice with her eyes.
"You have just done a good work," he said to the woman Tison; And you, citizen, a fine work, "he said to the queen.
"Then, sir," replied Marie Antoinette, "that my example determines you; Burn this paper, and you will do a charitable work.
"You are pleasant, the Austrian," said Agricola; Burn a paper that will make us pinch a whole brood of aristocrats perhaps? Well, no, it would be too stupid.
"In fact, burn it," said the woman Tison; It could jeopardize my daughter.
"I think so, your daughter and the others," said Agricola, taking from Maurice's hands the paper which he would certainly have burnt if he had been alone.
Ten minutes later the note was placed on the desk of the members of the Commune; It was opened at the very moment and commented anyway.
"To the east, a friend watches," said a voice. What the devil can that mean?
-Pardieu! Replied a geographer, in Lorient, it is clear: Lorient is a small town in Brittany, situated between Vannes and Quimper. Morbleu! The city should be burnt, if it is true that it contains aristocrats who still watch over the Austrian.
"It is all the more dangerous," says another, "that Lorient, being a seaport, can establish intelligences with the English.
"I propose," said a third, "that a commission be sent to Lorient, and that an inquiry be made into it." Maurice had been informed of the deliberations.
"I doubt well where the Orient may be," he said to himself; But, certainly, it is not in Brittany.
The next day the queen, who, as we have said, did not go down to the garden so as not to pass the room where her husband had been shut up, asked to climb the tower to take a little air with it His daughter and Madame Elisabeth.
The request was granted immediately; But Maurice went up, and, stopping behind a sort of small sentry-box sheltering the top of the staircase, he waited, hidden, for the result of the note of the day before.
The queen at first walked indifferently with Madame Elizabeth and her daughter; Then she stopped, while the two princesses continued to walk, turned towards the east and looked attentively at a house, at the windows of which several persons appeared; One of them was holding a white handkerchief.
Maurice, for his part, drew a telescope out of his pocket, and as he adjusted it, the queen made a great movement, as if to invite the curious of the window to leave. But Maurice had already noticed a head of a man with fair hair, a pale complexion, whose salvation had been respectful even to humility.
Behind this young man, for the curious man appeared to be at the most twenty-five or twenty-six years of age, there stood a woman half hidden by him. Maurice directed his telescope on her, and, thinking he recognized Genevieve, made a movement which put him in view. Immediately the woman, who also held a lorgnette in her hand, threw herself back, dragging the young man with her. Was it really Genevieve? Had she, on her side, recognized Maurice? Had the curious couple retired only on the invitation of the queen?
Maurice waited a moment to see if the young man and the young woman would not reappear. But seeing that the window was empty, he recommended the utmost attention to his colleague Agricola, hastened down the stairs, and went to the corner of the Rue Porte-Foin to see if the curious of the house Would come out. It was in vain, no one appeared.
Then, not being able to resist the suspicion that bit his heart, since the companion of the daughter Tison had persisted in hiding and remaining silent, Maurice took his course towards the old Rue Saint-Jacques, where he The mind was overwhelmed with the strangest suspicions.
When he came in, Genevieve, in a white dressing-gown, was seated under an arbor of jasmine, where she used to be served for breakfast. She gave, as usual, an affectionate greeting to Maurice, and invited her to take a cup of chocolate with her.
For his part, Dixmer, who arrived in the meanwhile, expressed the greatest joy at seeing Maurice at this unexpected hour of the day; But before Maurice took the cup of chocolate he had accepted, always full of enthusiasm for his business, he demanded that his friend, the secretary of the Lepelletier section, should take a turn with him in the workshops. Maurice consented.
"Learn, my dear Maurice," said Dixmer, taking the young man's arm and dragging him away.
-Policy? Asked Maurice, still preoccupied with his idea.
"What! Dear citizen, "replied Dixmer, smiling," do we occupy ourselves with politics? No, no, a new industrial whole, thank God! My honorable friend Morand, who, as you know, is a most distinguished chemist, has just discovered the secret of a red morocco, as has not yet been seen, Ie unalterable. It is this tincture that I am going to show you. Besides, you will see Morand at work; He is a true artist.
Maurice did not quite understand how one could be an artist in red morocco. But he accepted none the less, followed Dixmer, went through the workshops, and, in a particular kind of shop, saw Citizen Morand at work: he had his blue spectacles and his working habit, and indeed he appeared Can not be more occupied in changing into purple the dirty white of a sheepskin. His hands and arms, which were visible under his sleeves, were red at the elbow. As Dixmer used to say, he delighted in the cochineal.
He greeted Maurice with his head, wholly as he was at his task.
"Well, Citizen Morand," said Dixmer, "what do we say?
"We will earn a hundred thousand livres a year, just by this process," said Morand. But for eight days I have not slept, and the acids burned my eyes.
Maurice left Dixmer with Morand and rejoined Genevieve, murmuring in a low voice:
"It must be admitted that the profession of a municipal would stultify a hero. After eight days in the Temple, you would think you were an aristocrat and you would denounce yourself. Good Dixmer, go! Brave Morand! Suave Genevieve! And I who had suspected them for a moment!
Genevieve waited Maurice with his sweet smile, to make him forget even the appearance of the suspicions he had actually conceived. She was what she always was: gentle, friendly, charming.
The hours when Maurice saw Genevieve were the hours when he really lived. All the rest of the time, he had that fever which might be called fever, 93 which separated Paris into two camps, and made of existence a combat every hour.
Towards noon, however, he had to leave Genevieve and return to the Temple.
At the end of the Rue Sainte-Avoye, he met Lorin, who was descending his guard; he was in a queue; He detached himself from his rank and came to Maurice, whose whole face still expressed the sweet felicity which Genevieve's sight always poured into her heart.
"Ah! Said Lorin, shaking cordially the hand of his friend:
In vain you hide your languor,
I know what you want.
You say nothing; But you sigh.
Love is in your eyes, love is in your heart.
Maurice put his hand in his pocket to get his key. It was the means he had adopted to put a dyke to the poetic verve of his friend. But he saw the movement and ran away laughing.
"By the way," said Lorin, turning round after a few steps, "you are still three days at the Temple, Maurice; I recommend the little Capet.
Indeed, Maurice lived very happy and very unhappy at the same time after some time. It is always so at the beginning of great passions.
His day's work at the Lepelletier section, his evening visits to the old Rue Saint-Jacques, a few apparitions here and there at the Thermopylae Club filled his days.
He did not deny that to see Genevieve every evening was a long-drawn-out drink of love without hope.
Genevieve was one of those women, timid and easy in appearance, who frankly stretch out her hand to a friend, innocently approach their foreheads to her lips with the confidence of a sister or the ignorance of a virgin, and before whom the words Of love seem blasphemies and the material desires of sacrilege.
If, in the purest dreams that Raphael's first manner fixed on the canvas, he is a Madonna with smiling lips, chaste eyes and celestial expression, it is this one that must be borrowed from Divine pupil of Perugino to make the portrait of Genevieve.
In the midst of her flowers, of which she had the freshness and perfume, isolated from the labors of her husband and her husband himself, Genevieve appeared to Maurice whenever he saw her as a living enigma of which he Could guess the meaning and of which he dared not ask for the word.
One evening, as usual, he had remained alone with her, both of whom were seated at the window, by which he had entered a night so noisily and so precipitously, that the perfumes of the lilacs in bloom floated over that gentle breeze which, Succeeded the radiant sunset, Maurice, after a long silence, and having, during this silence, followed Genevieve's intelligent and religious eye, which looked at a silver star in the azure sky, ventured to Ask her how it was that she was so young when her husband had already passed the middle age of life; So distinguished, when everything proclaimed in her husband a vulgar education and birth; So poetic at last, when her husband was so attentive to weighing, stretching, and dyeing the skins of his factory.
"In a master tanner, at any rate," asked Maurice, "this harp, this piano, those pastels you confessed to be your work?" Why, finally, that aristocracy which I detest among others, and whom I adore at your house?
Genevieve fixed on Maurice a look full of candor.
"Thank you," said she, "for this question; she proves to me that you are a delicate man, and that you have never informed me of anyone."
"Never, madame," said Maurice; I have a devoted friend who would die for me; I have a hundred comrades who are ready to march wherever I shall take them; But of all these hearts, when it is a question of a woman, and of a woman like Genevieve above all, I know of only one whom I trust, and that is mine.
"Thank you, Maurice," said the young woman. I will then tell you what you wish to know.
"Your maiden name, first?" "Asked Maurice. I know you only under your woman's name.
Genevieve understood the selfish love of this question and smiled.
"Genevieve du Treilly," she said. Maurice repeated:
-Geneviève du Treilly!
"My family," continued Genevieve, "had been ruined since the American war, in which my father and my eldest brother had taken part.
"Both gentlemen?" Said Maurice.
"No, no," said Genevieve, blushing.
"You told me, however, that your maiden name was Genevieve du Treilly."
"No particle, Monsieur Maurice; My family was rich, but by no means attached to the nobility.
"You distrust me," said the young man, smiling.
-Oh! "No, no," replied Genevieve. In America my father had become acquainted with M. Morand's father; Mr. Dixmer was Mr. Morand's businessman. Seeing us ruined, and knowing that M. Dixmer had an independent fortune, M. Morand introduced him to my father, who introduced him to me in his turn. I saw that there was a fixed marriage beforehand, and I understood that it was the desire of my family; I neither loved nor loved any one; I accepted. For the last three years I have been Dixmer's wife, and I must say that for three years my husband has been so good and excellent to me that, notwithstanding the difference in taste and age you notice, Have never experienced a single moment of regret.
"But," said Maurice, "when you married M. Dixmer, he was not yet at the head of this factory?
-No; We lived in Blois. After the 10th of August, M. Dixmer bought this house and the workshops which depend on it; So that I should not be mingled with the workmen, to spare me the sight of things which might have injured my habits, as you said, Maurice, a little aristocratic, he gave me this pavilion, Withdrawn, according to my tastes, according to my desires, and happy, when a friend like you, Maurice, distracts or shares my reveries.
And Genevieve handed Maurice a hand which he kissed with ardor. Genevieve blushed slightly.
"Now, my friend," said she, withdrawing her hand, "you know how I am the wife of M. Dixmer."
"Yes," said Maurice, looking fixedly at Genevieve; But you do not tell me how M. Morand became the partner of M. Dixmer.
-Oh! It is very simple, "said Genevieve. M. Dixmer, as I have said, had some fortune, but not enough to take a factory of its own importance. The son of M. Morand, his protector, as I have told you, this friend of my father, as you recall, made half the funds; And as he had knowledge of chemistry, he devoted himself to exploitation with that activity which you have noticed, and by which the commerce of M. Dixmer, charged by him with the whole material part, Immense extension.
"And," said Maurice, "M. Morand is also one of your good friends, is not he, madame?"
-Mr. Morand is a noble nature, one of the highest hearts under heaven, "replied Genevieve gravely.
"If he has not given you other proofs," said Maurice, a little piqued of the importance which the young woman granted her husband's partner, "to share the expenses of establishment with M. Dixmer, To invent a new tincture for morocco, allow me to remark to you that your praise of him is very pompous.
"He has given me other proofs, sir," said Genevieve.
"But he's still young, is not he?" Asked Maurice, though it was difficult, thanks to his green spectacles, to say how old he was.
"He's thirty-five."
"Have you known yourself for a long time?"
"From childhood."
Maurice bit his lip. He had always suspected Morand of loving Genevieve.
"Ah! Said Maurice, "that explains his familiarity with you."
"Contained in the bounds where you have always seen her, monsieur," replied Genevieve, smiling, "it seems to me that this familiarity, which is scarcely that of a friend, had no need of explanation.
-Oh! "Said Maurice," you know that all lively affections have their jealousies, and my friendship was jealous of that which you seem to have for M. Morand. "
He fell silent. Genevieve, for her part, remained silent. There was no question of Morand that day, and Maurice left Genevieve this time more in love than ever, for he was jealous.
Then, blind as the young man was, with a bandage over his eyes, and some disturbance in his heart which his passion gave him, there was, in Genevieve's tale, many tears, many hesitations, many reticences, Had not paid attention at the moment, but then came to mind, and who tormented him strangely, and against whom could not reassure him the great liberty which Dixmer left him to converse with Genevieve so many times and for so long Which he liked, and the kind of solitude in which they were every evening. There was more: Maurice, who had become the commensal of the house, not only remained in safety with Genevieve, who, moreover, seemed guarded against the young man's desires by his purity as an angel, but he also escorted her In the small races she was obliged, from time to time to do in the neighborhood.
In the midst of this familiarity acquired in the house, one thing astonished him was that the more he sought, perhaps, it was true, to be able to better supervise the sentiments which he believed for Genevieve; Is that the more he sought, we say, to make acquaintance with Morand, whose mind, in spite of his prejudices, seduced him, whose high manners captivated him every day more, this strange man seemed to affect to seek, Away from Mauritius. The latter complained bitterly to Genevieve, for he had no doubt that Morand would have guessed that he was a rival, and that it was not his jealousy that separated him from him.
"Citizen Morand hates me," he said one day to Genevieve.
-You? Said Genevieve, looking at him with her beautiful astonished eye; You, M. Morand hates you?
-Yes, I'm sure.
"And why should he hate you?"
"Would you like me to tell you?" Cried Maurice.
"No doubt," said Genevieve.
- Well, because I ....
Maurice stopped. He would say, "Because I love you."
"I can not tell you why," said Maurice, blushing. The fierce republican, near Genevieve, was timid and hesitant as a young girl. Genevieve smiled.
"Say," resumed she, "that there is no sympathy between you, and I may believe you." You are an ardent nature, a brilliant mind, a sought-after man; Morand is a merchant grafted on a chemist. He is shy, he is modest ... and it is this timidity and modesty that prevent him from taking the first step to meet you.
"What! Who asks him to take the first step to meet me? I made fifty of them, to meet him; He never answered me. "No," continued Maurice, shaking his head; No, it is certainly not that.
"Well, what is it then?"
Maurice preferred to be silent.
The day after he had had this explanation with Genevieve, he arrived at his house at two o'clock in the afternoon; He found it in his toilet.
"Ah! Be welcome, "said Genevieve," you will serve me as a knight. "
"And where are you going?" "Asked Maurice.
"I'm going to Auteuil." It is a delicious time. I should like to walk a little on foot; Our carriage will take us beyond the barrier, where we shall find her, and then we shall go to Auteuil while we walk, and when I have finished what I have to do at Auteuil, we shall return to take it.
-Oh! Said Maurice enchanted, "the excellent day you offer me here!
The two young men left. Beyond Passy, the carriage drove them down the road. They jumped lightly on the other side of the road and continued their walk on foot.
On arriving at Auteuil, Genevieve stopped.
"Wait for me on the edge of the park," she said. "I'll join you when I'm done."
"Where are you going?" "Asked Maurice.
-At a friend's house.
"Where can I not accompany you?" Genevieve shook her head, smiling.
"Impossible," she said. Maurice bit his lip.
"Very well," said he, "I shall wait."
"What! what? Asked Genevieve.
"Nothing," replied Maurice. Will you be a long time?
"If I had thought you were disturbing me, Maurice, if I had known that your day had been taken," said Genevieve, "I would not have asked you to do me the little favor of coming with me. .
"By Mr. Morand?" Asked Maurice briskly.
"No point." You know that M. Morand is at the manufactory at Rambouillet, and only comes back tonight.
"Then I have had the preference?"
"Maurice," said Genevieve, softly, "I can not make the person who has given me an appointment wait; If it troubles you to bring me back, return to Paris; Just send me back the car.
"No, no, Madame," said Maurice briskly, "I am at your orders." And he greeted Genevieve, who gave a slight sigh and entered Auteuil.
Maurice went to the appointed rendezvous and walked up and down, knocking down with his cane, like Tarquin, all the heads of grass, flowers, or thistles that were on his way. Moreover, this road was confined to a small space; Like all those who were deeply troubled, Maurice went and returned almost immediately.
What occupied Maurice was whether Genevieve loved him, or loved him; all his manners with the young man were those of a sister or a friend; But he felt that it was not enough. He loved her with all her love. She had become the eternal thought of her days, the constantly renewed dream of her nights. Formerly, he asked only one thing, to see Genevieve again. Now it was no longer enough: Genevieve must have loved her.
Genevieve remained absent for an hour, which seemed to her a century; Then he saw her coming to him with a smile on her lips. Maurice, on the contrary, walked up to her, frowning. Our poor heart is thus made, that it endeavors to draw pain from the bosom of happiness itself.
Genevieve smiled Maurice's arm.
"Here I am," she said; Sorry, my friend, for making you wait.
Maurice answered with a movement of the head, and they both took a charming alley, soft, shady, bushy, which, by a detour, was to take them to the main road.
It was one of those delicious spring evenings when each plant sends its emanation to the sky, where each bird, motionless on the branch or hopping in the brush, throws its hymn of love to God, one of those evenings that seem destined To live in memory.
Maurice was mute; Genevieve was pensive: she was stripping with one hand the flowers of a bouquet, which she held with her other hand leaning on Maurice's arm.
"What have you?" Asked Maurice suddenly, and who makes you so sad today?
Genevieve could have replied: "My happiness." She looked at him with her gentle, poetic look.
"But you yourself," she said, "are you not more sad than usual?"
"I," said Maurice, "am right to be sad; I am unhappy; but you?
- You, unhappy?
-Without a doubt; Do you not sometimes perceive the trembling of my voice that I suffer? Does it not happen to me, when I talk with you or with your husband, to rise suddenly and be forced to go and ask for air in heaven, because it seems to me that my Breast will break?
"But," asked Genevieve, embarrassed, "what do you attribute to this suffering?
"If I were a little mistress," said Maurice, laughing with a painful laugh, "I'd say I have a pain in my nerves.
"And at this moment you are suffering?"
"Much," said Maurice.
"Then go home."
"Already, madame?"
-Without a doubt.
"Ah! It is true, "murmured the young man," I forgot that M. Morand must return from Rambouillet at nightfall, and that night falls. " Genevieve looked at him with an expression of reproach.
-Oh! again? she says.
"Why did you give me such a pompous praise the other day?" Said Maurice. It's your fault.
"Since when, in the presence of the people whom one esteems," said Genevieve, "can not one say what one thinks of an estimable man?
"It is a very keen esteem," she said, "which is quickening the pace, as you are doing now, for fear of being a few minutes late."
"You are, today, sovereignly unjust, Maurice; Have I not spent part of the day with you?
"You are right, and I am too exacting, indeed," replied Maurice, yielding to the impetuosity of his character. Let's go and see M. Morand, come on!
Genevieve felt the vexation pass from her mind to her heart.
"Yes," she said, "let us go and see M. Morand again." This one, at least, is a friend who never hurt me.
"They are precious friends," said Maurice, choking with jealousy, "and I know that I should like to know such things."
They were at this moment on the main road, the horizon blushing; The sun began to disappear, making its last rays gleam with the gilded moldings of the dome of the Invalides. A star, the first, which, in another evening, had already attracted the gaze of Genevieve, sparkled in the fluid azure of the sky.
Genevieve left Maurice's arm with resigned sadness.
"What have you to make me suffer?" she says.
"Ah! Said Maurice, "I have less skill than people I know; I do not know how to make myself loved.
-Maurice! Said Genevieve.
-Oh! Madame, if he is constantly good, constantly equal, it is because he does not suffer.
Genevieve again pressed her white hand against Maurice's powerful arm.
"I beg of you," she said in an altered voice, "do not speak any more, do not speak any more!"
-And why that?
-Because your voice hurts.
"So everything displeases you in me, even my voice?"
"Be quiet, I implore you."
"I will obey, madam." And the fiery young man put his hand on his sweaty forehead.
Genevieve saw that he was really suffering. Natures in the style of that of Maurice have unknown pains.
"You are my friend, Maurice," said Genevieve, looking at him with a celestial expression; A precious friend to me: do, Maurice, that I do not lose my friend.
-Oh! You would not regret it long! Cried Maurice.
"You are mistaken," said Genevieve, "I would regret you for a long time, always.
-Genevieve! Genevieve! Cried Maurice, "have pity on me!
Genevieve shuddered. It was the first time Maurice had spoken his name with such a profound expression.
"Well," continued Maurice, "since you have guessed me, let me tell you everything, Genevieve; For, even if you were to kill me with a look, I have been silent for too long; I'll talk, Genevieve.
"Monsieur," said the young woman, "I begged you, in the name of our friendship, to remain silent; Sir, I beseech you again; Let it be for me, if it be not for you. Not a word more, in the name of heaven, not a word more!
- Friendship, friendship. Ah! If it is a friendship like that which you bear me, you have for M. Morand, I no longer want your friendship, Genevieve; I need more for myself than for others.
"Enough," said Madame Dixmer, with a gesture of a queen, "enough, Monsieur Lindey; Here is our carriage, please take me home to my husband.
Maurice trembled with fever and emotion; When Genevieve, to rejoin the carriage, which stood only a few paces away, put his hand on Maurice's arm, it seemed to the young man that the hand was of flame. They both got into the carriage: Genevieve sat down at the bottom, and Maurice stood at the front. They passed through Paris without either of them having spoken a word.
Only, throughout the journey, Genevieve had held her handkerchief resting on her eyes.
When they returned to the factory, Dixmer was busy in his study; Morand was coming from Rambouillet, and was changing his dress. Genevieve stretched out her hand to Maurice, returning to her room, and said:
"Good-bye, Maurice, you wanted it." Maurice answered nothing; He went straight to the chimney-piece where a miniature depicting Genevieve was hanging; he kissed her ardently, pressed her to her heart, put her back in her place, and went out. Maurice had returned home without knowing how he had returned; He had passed through Paris without seeing anything, without hearing anything; The things which had just passed away had passed before him as in a dream, without his being able to realize either his actions, his words, or the feeling which had inspired them. There are moments when the most serene soul, the most mistress of itself, is forgotten by the violence which the subaltern powers of the imagination command.
It was, as we have said, a race, and not a return, but the march of Maurice; He undressed without the aid of his valet, did not reply to his cook, who showed him a supper well prepared; Then, taking the letters of the day on his table, he read them all, one after the other, without understanding a single word. The mist of jealousy, the intoxication of reason, was not yet dissipated.
At ten o'clock, Maurice lay down mechanically, as he had done all things since he had left Genevieve.
If the strange conduct he had held had been told to Maurice in cold blood, he would not have understood it, and he would have regarded as mad the man who had accomplished this kind of desperate action , Which neither too great reserve nor too much abandonment of Genevieve permitted; What he felt only was a terrible blow to hopes he had never even realized, and upon which, vague as they were, rested all his dreams of happiness which, like an elusive one Vapors floated on the horizon.
So it happened in Mauritius, which almost always happens in such a case: Dazed by the blow received, he fell asleep as soon as he felt himself in his bed, or rather remained deprived of kindness until the morrow.
A rumor awoke him, however: he was the one made by his official when he opened the door; He came, as usual, to open the windows of Maurice's bedroom, which overlooked a large garden, and brought flowers.
Strong flowers were cultivated in 93, and Maurice adored them; But he did not even cast a glance at his, and pressing half his head on his hand, he tried to remember what had happened the day before.
Maurice asked himself, without being able to account for it, what were the causes of his sullenness; The only one was his jealousy for Morand; But the moment was ill-chosen to amuse herself by being jealous of a man, when this man was at Rambouillet, and when alone with the woman one loves, one enjoys this tete-a-tete with All the sweetness which surrounds nature, which awakens in one of the first beautiful days of spring.
It was not the distrust of what had taken place in that house at Auteuil, where he had taken Genevieve, and where she had remained for more than an hour; No, the incessant torment of his life was the idea that Morand was in love with Genevieve; And a singular fantasy of the brain, a singular combination of caprice, never a gesture, never a glance, never a word of the associate of Dixmer had given an appearance of reality to such a supposition.
The valet's voice drew him out of his reverie.
"Citizen," said he, pointing to the open letters on the table, "have you chosen those you keep, or can I burn everything?"
-Burning what? Said Maurice.
"But the letters that the citizen read yesterday before going to bed." Maurice could not remember having read one.
"Burn everything," he said.
"Here are those of to-day, citizen," said the official. He presented a packet of letters to Maurice and threw the others into the fireplace. Maurice took the paper which was presented to him, felt the thickness of a wax under his fingers, and thought vaguely recognizing a friendly perfume. He searched among the letters, and saw a seal and a writing which made him tremble. This man, so strong in the face of all danger, grew pale at the mere smell of a letter. The unofficial approached him to ask him what he had; But Maurice made him a sign to go out. Maurice turned and returned this letter; He had the presentiment that it contained a misfortune for him, and he trembled as one trembles before the unknown.
However, he recalled all his courage, opened it, and read as follows:
"Citizen Maurice," We must break bonds which, on your part, affect to go beyond the laws of friendship. You are a man of honor, citizen, and now that a night has passed over what happened between us yesterday evening, you must understand that your presence has become impossible at home. I count on you to find such an excuse as you please near my husband. Seeing a letter from you today for Mr. Dixmer, I will convince myself that I must regret a friend who is unfortunately misguided, but whom all social conventions prevent me from seeing again.
"Goodbye forever.
"GENEVIÈVE."
" P-S.- The carrier waits for the response."
Maurice called: the valet de chambre reappeared.
"Who brought this letter?"
- A commissioned citizen.
"Is he there?"
-Yes.
Maurice did not hesitate, did not hesitate. He jumped down from his bed, put on his trousers on his feet, sat down at his desk, took the first sheet of paper that had come (it was found to be a paper with a printed heading in the name of the section) And wrote:
"Citizen Dixmer," I loved you, I still love you, but I can not see you any more. "
Maurice sought the cause for which he could no longer see Citizen Dixmer, and only one presented himself to his mind; it was the one which at that time would have presented itself to the minds of all the world. He continued:
"Certain noises run over your lukewarmness for the public good. I will not accuse you, and have no mission to defend you. Receive my regrets and be persuaded that your secrets remain buried in my heart. "
Maurice did not reread even this letter, which he had written, as we have said, under the impression of the first idea which had presented itself to him. There was no doubt as to the effect to be produced. Dixmer, an excellent patriot, as Maurice had been able to see at his speeches at least, Dixmer would be annoyed in receiving him; his wife and Citizen Morand would doubtless urge him to persevere, he would not even reply, and forgetfulness would come as A black veil spread over the laughing past, transforming it into a gloomy future. Maurice signed, sealed the letter, passed it to his official, and the commissionaire departed.
Then a feeble sigh escaped from the republican heart; He took his gloves and hat and went to the section.
He hoped, poor Brutus, to regain his stoicism in the face of public affairs.
Public affairs were terrible; the 31st of May was getting ready. The Terror, which, like a torrent, rushed from the top of the mountain, tried to take away that dyke tried by the Girondists, the audacious moderates, who had dared to seek vengeance for the September massacres, and struggle for a moment Save the king's life.
While Maurice was working so ardently, that the fever which he wished to expel devoured his head instead of his heart, the messenger returned to the old Rue Saint-Jacques, and filled the lodgings with astonishment and terror.
The letter, after passing before Genevieve, was handed over to Dixmer.
Dixmer opened it and read it without understanding it at first; Then he communicated it to Citizen Morand, who dropped on his hand his white forehead like ivory.
In the situation in which Dixmer, Morand and his companions were, a situation perfectly unknown to Maurice, but which our readers have penetrated, this letter was, indeed, a thunderbolt.
"Is he an honest man?" Asked Dixmer with anguish.
"Yes," Morand replied without hesitation.
-Anything! Replied the man who had been for the extreme means, "we have seen you very ill-advised not to kill him."
"My friend," said Morand, "we are fighting against violence; We brand it with the name of crime. We have done well, something which may result, not to assassinate a man; Then, I repeat, I believe Maurice a noble and honest heart.
"Yes, but if that noble and honest heart is that of an exalted republican, perhaps he himself would regard it as a crime, if he has surprised something, not to immolate his own honor, as they say , On the altar of the fatherland.
"But," said Morand, "do you think he knows anything?"
"What! Do you not hear? He speaks of secrets that will remain buried in his heart.
"These secrets are evidently those which have been entrusted to me by reason of our contraband; He knows no other.
"But," said Morand, "of this interview of Auteuil, did he suspect anything? You know he was with your wife?
"It was I who told Genevieve to take Maurice with her to save her."
"Listen," said Morand, "we shall see if these suspicions are true." The guard duty of our battalion arrived at the Temple on the 2nd of June, that is to say, in a week; You are a captain, Dixmer, and I am a lieutenant; if our battalion or company itself receives orders, as the battalion of La Butte-des-Moulins received the other day, that Santerre has replaced by that of the Gravilliers , Everything is discovered, and we have only to flee Paris or die in combat. But if everything follows the course of things ...
"We are lost in the same way," replied Dixmer.
-Why that?
"What! Was not it all about the cooperation of this municipality? Was it not he who, without knowing it, had to open a path to the queen?
"That is true," said Morand, dejected.
"You see, then," replied Dixmer, frowning, "that at all costs we must renew this young man."
"But if he refuses, if he is afraid of compromising himself?" Said Morand.
"Listen," said Dixmer, "I will question Genevieve; It was she who left him last, she may know something.
"Dixmer," said Morand, "I see you with difficulty mingling Genevieve with all our plots; Not that I fear an indiscretion on his part, O great God! But the part we play is terrible, and I am ashamed and pitied at the same time to put the head of a woman in our stake.
"The head of a woman," replied Dixmer, "weighs the same weight as a man's, where cunning, candor, or beauty can do as much and sometimes even more than strength, power, and courage; Genevieve shares our convictions and our sympathies, Genevieve will share our fate.
"Do then, my dear friend," replied Morand; I said what I should say. Do: Genevieve is worthy in every respect of the mission you give her or rather that she gave herself. It is with the saints that martyrs are made.
And he held out his white and effeminate hand to Dixmer, who clasped it in his vigorous hands.
Then Dixmer, recommending to Morand and his companions greater surveillance than ever, passed over to Genevieve.
She was seated at a table, her eyes fixed on an embroidery, and her forehead lowered. She turned to the sound of the door which opened and recognized Dixmer.
"Ah! Is it you, my friend? she says.
"Yes," replied Dixmer, with a placid and smiling countenance; I receive from my friend Maurice a letter to which I understand nothing. Here, read it, and tell me what you think of it.
Genevieve took the letter from a hand which, notwithstanding all her power over herself, she could not conceal the trembling, and read.
Dixmer followed his eyes; His eyes roamed every line.
-Well? He said when she had finished.
"Well, I think M. Maurice Lindey is an honest man," replied Genevieve, with the greatest calm, "and that there is nothing to fear from his side."
"You think he does not know what people you've been to Auteuil?"
-I am sure.
"Why, then, this sudden determination? Did he appear yesterday or colder or more agitated than usual?
"No," said Genevieve; I think he was the same.
"Stay well, Genevieve; Because your answer, you must understand, will have a serious influence on all our projects.
"Wait, then," said Genevieve, with an emotion which pierced through all the efforts she made to preserve her coldness; So wait ...
-Good! Said Dixmer, with a slight contraction of the muscles of his face; Well, remember all your memories, Genevieve.
"Yes," replied the young woman, "yes, I remember; Yesterday he was sulky; M. Maurice is a little tyrant in his friendships, and we have sometimes shunned whole weeks.
"So it would be a mere sulkiness?" Asked Dixmer.
-It's possible.
"Genevieve, in our position, understand that, it is not a probability that we need, it is a certainty.
"Well, my friend, I am sure."
"That letter, then, would only be a pretext for not returning to the house?"
"My friend, how can I tell you such things?"
"Say, Genevieve," replied Dixmer, "for to any other woman you would not ask."
"That is a pretext," said Genevieve, lowering her eyes.
"Ah! Said Dixmer. Then, after a moment's silence, pulling from his waistcoat and pressing on the back of his wife's chair a hand with which he had just compressed the beating of his heart:
"Give me a favor, dear friend," said Dixmer.
"And which?" Asked Genevieve, turning in astonishment.
-Peven to the shadow of danger; Maurice is perhaps more in our secrets than we suspect. What you think is a pretext is perhaps a reality. Write him a note.
-Me? Said Genevieve, shuddering.
-Yes you; Tell him that it was you who opened the letter, and that you wish to have the explanation; He will come, you will question him and you will guess very easily then what is the matter.
-Oh! "No, certainly," exclaimed Genevieve, "I can not do what you say; I will not do it.
"Genevieve, when interests as powerful as those that rest upon us are at stake, how do you retreat before miserable considerations of self-love?
"I have told you my opinion of Maurice, sir," replied Genevieve; He is honest, he is chivalrous, but he is capricious, and I do not wish to undergo any other servitude than that of my husband.
This reply was made at once with so much calmness and firmness, that Dixmer understood that to insist, at this moment at least, would be useless; He did not add a single word, looked at Genevieve without appearing to look at her, passed her hand over her sweaty forehead, and went out.
Morand awaited him anxiously. Dixmer told him word for word what had just happened.
"Well," replied Morand, "let us sit there and think no more about it." Rather than causing a shadow of concern to your wife, rather than hurting Genevieve's self-esteem, I would give up ....
Dixmer put his hand on his shoulder.
"You are mad, sir," said he, looking at him steadily, "or you do not think a word of what you say."
"How, Dixmer, you believe!"
"I believe, chevalier, that you are no more master than I to let your sentiments go to the impulse of your heart." Neither you nor I nor Genevieve belong to us, Morand. We are things called to defend a principle, and principles rely on things, which they crush.
Morand trembled and remained silent, a dreamy and painful silence. They thus made a few turns in the garden without exchanging a single word. Then Dixmer left Morand.
"I have some orders to give," he said in a perfectly calm voice. I leave you, Mr. Morand. Morand reached out to Dixmer and watched him move away.
"Poor Dixmer," said he, "I am afraid that in all this he is the one who risks most.
Dixmer actually returned to his studio, gave some orders, reread the newspapers, ordered a distribution of bread and clods to the poor of the section, and, returning home, left his work suit for his outfits.
An hour later Maurice, at the height of his readings and speeches, was interrupted by the voice of his official, who, leaning in his ear, said to him in a whisper:
"Citizen Lindey, someone who, he claims at least, has some very important things to say to you, awaits you at home.
Maurice returned and was greatly astonished, on his return, to find Dixmer at home, and leafing through the newspapers. On his return, he had questioned his servant all along the road, who, not knowing the master tanner, had been unable to give him any information.
On seeing Dixmer, Maurice stopped on the threshold of the door and blushed in spite of himself.
Dixmer stood up and held out his hand, smiling.
"What fly are you pricked at, and what have you written to me?" He asked the young man. In truth, it strikes me sensibly, my dear Maurice. Me, lukewarm and false patriot, do you write me? Come now, you can not repeat such accusations to me; You must rather admit that you are looking for a bad quarrel.
"I will confess all that you please, my dear Dixmer, for your proceedings have always been for me a gallant man; But I have not less taken a resolution, and this resolution is irrevocable ...
-What do you mean? Asked Dixmer; By your own admission you have nothing to reproach us with, and yet you leave us?
Dixmer, believe that to act as I do, that to deprive me of a friend like you, I must have very strong reasons.
-Yes; But in any case, "replied Dixmer, affecting to smile," these reasons are not those you wrote me. The ones you've written to me are just a pretext.
Maurice thought for a moment.
"Listen, Dixmer," said he, "we live at a time when the doubt expressed in a letter can and must torment you, I understand; It would not be a man of honor to leave you under the weight of such anxiety. Yes, Dixmer, the reasons I gave you were merely a pretext.
This avowal, which ought to have cleared the merchant's forehead, seemed, on the contrary, to darken it.
"But what is the real motive?" Said Dixmer.
"I can not tell you," replied Maurice; And yet, if you knew him, you would approve of it, I am sure. Dixmer pressed him.
"You absolutely want it?" Said Maurice.
"Yes," replied Dixmer.
"Well," replied Maurice, who was somewhat relieved to approach the truth, "this is what you are; you have a young and beautiful woman, and the well-known chastity of this young and beautiful woman." May have caused my visits to you to have been misinterpreted.
Dixmer turned pale.
-Really? "He said. Then, my dear Maurice, the husband must thank you for the evil you are doing to the friend.
"You understand," said Maurice, "that I have not the fatuity to believe that my presence may be dangerous to your rest or that of your wife, but it may be a source of calumny, and, as you know, the more calumnies Are absurd, they are more easily believed.
-Child! Said Dixmer, shrugging his shoulders.
"Child, as long as you please," replied Maurice; But from a distance we shall be no less good friends, for we shall have nothing to reproach ourselves with; While closely, on the contrary ...
"Well, close up?"
"Things could have gotten worse."
"Do you think, Maurice, that I might have believed?"
"What! my God! Said the young man.
"But why did you write that rather than tell me, Maurice?"
"Just to avoid what's going on between us right now."
"Are you sorry, Maurice, that I love you enough to come and ask you for an explanation?" Said Dixmer.
-Oh! On the contrary, "cried Maurice," and I am glad, I swear, that I have seen you once more, before I see you again. "
"Never again see you, citizen! We like you very well, "replied Dixmer, taking and pressing the young man's hand between his own.
Maurice shuddered.
"Morand," continued Dixmer, to whom this thrill had not escaped, but who, however, expressed nothing. "Morand repeated it to me this morning:" Do whatever you can, "he said, Dear Mr. Maurice. "
"Ah! Sir, "said the young man, frowning and pulling out his hand," I should not have believed myself to be so much in the friendships of Citizen Morand.
"You doubt it?" Asked Dixmer.
"I," replied Maurice, "do not believe it or doubt it, I have no reason to question myself on this subject; When I went to your house, Dixmer, I went there for you and your wife, but not for Citizen Morand.
"You do not know him, Maurice," said Dixmer; Morand is a beautiful soul.
"I grant you," said Maurice, smiling bitterly.
"Now," continued Dixmer, "let us return to the object of my visit."
Maurice bowed as a man who had nothing more to say and who was waiting.
"So you say that words were made?"
"Yes, citizen," said Maurice.
"Well, let's talk frankly." Why should you pay attention to the vain cackling of a idle neighbor? Come, do not you have your conscience, Maurice, and does Genevieve not have her honesty?
"I am younger than you," said Maurice, who was beginning to be astonished at this insistence, "and perhaps I see things more easily." That is why I declare to you that, on the reputation of a woman like Genevieve, there must not even be the vain cackling of a idle neighbor. Allow me, dear Dixmer, to persist in my first resolution.
"Come on," said Dixmer, "and since we are confessing, let us admit something else.
"What?" Maurice asked, blushing. What do you want me to admit?
"That it is neither the policy nor the rumor of your assiduity in me that you are bound to leave us."
"What is it then?"
"The secret you have penetrated."
"What secret?" Asked Maurice, with an expression of naive curiosity which reassured the tanner.
"That affair of smuggling which you penetrated the very evening that we met so strangely. You have never forgiven me this fraud, and you accuse me of being a bad republican, because I use English products in my tannery.
"My dear Dixmer," said Maurice, "I swear to you that I had completely forgotten, when I went to your house, that I was at a smuggler's house.
-In truth?
-In truth.
"You had no other reason to abandon the house than the one you had told me?"
-On honor.
"Well, Maurice," replied Dixmer, rising, and shaking hands with the young man, "I hope you will reflect, and that you will return to this resolution, which causes us so much trouble."
Maurice bowed and did not reply; Which was equivalent to a final refusal.
Dixmer despaired of being unable to maintain relations with him, which certain circumstances rendered him not only useful, but almost indispensable.
It was time. Maurice was agitated by a thousand contrary desires. Dixmer begged him to return; Genevieve could forgive him. Why, then, did he despair? Lorin, in his place, would certainly have a host of aphorisms taken from his favorite authors. But there was Genevieve's letter; This formal leave which he had taken with him to the section, and which he had on his heart with the note he had received from her the day after he had taken her from the hands of those men who Insulted him; In short, there was more than all this, there was the jealousy of the young man against this detested Morand, the chief cause of his rupture with Genevieve.
Maurice remained inexorable in his resolution.
But it must be said, it was a vacuum for him that the privation of his daily visit to the old Rue Saint-Jacques; And when the hour arrived when he was in the habit of heading towards the Saint-Victor quarter, he fell into a profound melancholy, and from that moment went through all the phases of expectation and regret.
Every morning he awaited, when awakening, to find a letter from Dixmer, and this time he confessed, he who had resisted the call of his own voice, that he would yield to a letter; Every day he went out with the hope of meeting Genevieve, and in advance he had found, if he met her, a thousand means to speak to her. Every evening he returned home with the hope of finding that messenger who had one morning, without suspecting it, brought the pain, which had become since his eternal companion.
Often, too, in his hours of despair, this powerful nature roared at the thought of experiencing such torture, without giving it back to him who had made her suffer. Now, the first cause of all her sorrows was Morand . Then he formed the plan of going to quarrel with Morand. But the associate of Dixmer was so frail, so inoffensive, that insulting or provoking him was cowardice on the part of a colossus like Maurice.
Lorin had come to throw some distractions upon the griefs which his friend persisted in keeping silent, without, however, denying his existence. The latter had done all that he could, in practice and in theory, to restore to his country this heart soiled by another love. But, although the circumstance was serious, though in every other disposition of mind, she had led Maurice into the political whirlpool, she had not been able to restore to the young republican that first activity which had made him a hero of the 14th of July, and Of 10 August.
In fact, the two systems, for nearly ten months in the presence of each other, which had hitherto only borne some slight attacks, and which had only yet preluded by skirmishes , Were preparing to take hand-to-hand, and it was evident that the struggle, once begun, would be fatal for one of the two. These two systems, born of the breast of the Revolution itself, were that of moderation, represented by the Girondins, that is, by Brissot, Petion, Vergniaud, Valaze, Lanjuinais, Barbaroux, & c. ; And that of the Terror or the Mountain, represented by Danton, Robespierre, Chenier, Fabre, Marat, Collot d'Herbois, Hebert, & c.
After the 10th of August, the influence, as after all action, seemed to have to pass to the moderate party. A ministry had been reformed from the debris of the old ministry and a new addition. Roland, Servien, and Clavieres, former ministers, had been recalled; Danton, Monge, and Le Brun had been appointed again. With the exception of one who represented the energetic element among his colleagues, all the other ministers belonged to the moderate party.
When we say moderate, we understand that we speak relatively.
But the 10th of August had its echo abroad, and the coalition had hastened to march, not to the aid of Louis XVI personally, but to the royalist principle shaken in its base. Then the threatening words of Brunswick were heard, and as a terrible realization, Longwy and Verdun had fallen into the hands of the enemy. Then had occurred the terrorist reaction; Then Danton had dreamed of the September days, and had realized that bloody dream which had shown to the enemy France, the whole accomplice of an immense assassination, ready to struggle for her compromised existence with all the energy of despair. September had saved France, but, while saving her, had put her out of the law.
France saved, the energy became useless, the moderate party had regained some strength. Then he had wanted to recriminate on these terrible days. The words murderer and assassin had been pronounced. A new word had even been added to the vocabulary of the nation, it was that of Septembrist .
Danton had bravely accepted it. Like Clovis, he had for a moment inclined his head under the baptism of blood, but to raise it higher and more menacing. Another opportunity of resuming the past terror presented itself, it was the trial of the king. Violence and moderation entered, not yet entirely in the struggle of persons, but in a struggle of principles.
The experience of the relative forces was made upon the royal prisoner. The moderation was overcome, and the head of Louis XVI fell on the scaffold.
As on 10 August, 21 January had given the coalition all its energy. It was the same man who was opposed to him, but no longer the same fortune. Dumouriez, arrested in his progress by the disorder of all the administrations which prevented the succours of men and money from reaching him, declared himself against the Jacobins whom he accused of this disorganization, adopted the party of the Girondists , And loses them by declaring themselves their friend.
Then the Vendee rises, the departments threaten; Reverses lead to treasons, and betrayals of reverses. The Jacobins accuse the moderates and wish to strike them on the 10th of March, that is to say, during the evening when our narrative opened. But too much precipitation on the part of their adversaries saved them, and perhaps also the rain which had caused Petion to say this profound anatomist of the Parisian spirit:
"It's raining, there will be nothing tonight."
But, since the 10th of March, everything for the Girondists had been a sign of ruin: Marat had been accused and acquitted; Robespierre and Danton reconciled now, at least as a tiger and a lion are reconciled to defeat the bull they are to devour; Henriot, the Septembrischer, appointed commander-in-chief of the National Guard; all foreshadowed that terrible day which was to carry in a storm the last dike which the Revolution opposed to the Terror.
These were the great events to which, in all other circumstances, Maurice had taken an active part, naturally made by his powerful nature and exalted patriotism. But fortunately, or unhappily for Maurice, neither the exhortations of Lorin, nor the terrible preoccupations of the street had been able to drive away from his mind the only idea which obsessed him, and when, on the 31st of May, the terrible assailant of the Bastille and the Tuileries was lying on his bed, devoured by that fever which kills the strongest, and which, however, requires but a glance to dissipate, a word to cure.
During the day of this famous May 31st, when the tocsin and the general sounded from daylight, the battalion of the Faubourg Saint-Victor entered the Temple.
When all the usual formalities had been completed, and the posts distributed, the municipal officers of the service arrived, and four pieces of reinforcing cannon joined those already in battery at the gate of the Temple.
At the same time as the cannon, Santerre arrived with his epaulettes of yellow wool and his coat, where his patriotism could be read in large spots of grease.
He examined the battalion, which he found in a suitable state, and counted the municipal officers, who were only three.
-Why three municipalities? He asked, "and what is the bad citizen who is wanting?"
"He who is lacking, citizen general, is not, however, a lukewarm man," replied our old acquaintance, Agricola; For it is the secretary of the Lepelletier section, the head of the brave Thermopyles, Citizen Maurice Lindey.
"Well, well," said Santerre; I recognize as you the patriotism of citizen Maurice Lindey, which will not prevent if, in ten minutes, it has not arrived, it will be inscribed on the list of absentees.
And Santerre went on to the other details.
A few steps from the general, as he spoke these words, a captain of chasseurs and a soldier stood aloof: one leaning on his gun, the other seated on a cannon.
-Did you hear? Said the captain to the soldier in a low voice; Maurice has not yet arrived.
"Yes, but it will come, rest assured, unless it be a riot."
-If Could not come, said the captain, I would place you sentinel on the staircase, and, as it probably will go up to the tower, you could say a word.
At this moment a man, who was recognized as a municipal officer by his tricolor scarf, entered; Only this man was unknown to the captain and the hunter, so their eyes fixed on him.
"Citizen-general," said the newcomer, addressing himself to Santerre, "I beg you to accept me in the place of citizen Maurice Lindey, who is ill; Here is the doctor's certificate; My turn of guard arrived within a week, I exchanged with him; In a week he will do my service, as I shall now do his.
"If, however, the Capet and Capettes live another eight days," said one of the municipal officials.
Santerre replied with a little smile to the jest of this zealous man; Then, turning to Maurice's attorney:
"It is well," said he, "to sign in the register in the place of Maurice Lindey, and record the causes of this mutation in the column of observations."
Meanwhile the captain and the hunter looked at each other with joyous surprise.
"In a week," they said to themselves.
"Captain Dixmer," cried Santerre, "stand in the garden with your company."
"Come, Morand," said the captain to the hunter, "his companion." The drum rang, and the company, led by the master tanner, retired in the prescribed direction.
The weapons were fastened in groups, and the company separated in groups, which began to walk up and down, according to their fancy.
The place of their walk was the garden itself, where, in the time of Louis XVI., The royal family sometimes came to take the air. This garden was naked, arid, desolate, completely despoiled of flowers, trees and greenery.
About twenty-five paces from the portion of the wall which led to the Rue Porte-Foin stood a sort of hut, which the foresight of the municipality had made it possible to establish for the greatest convenience Guards who were stationed in the Temple, who found there, in the days of riot, where it was forbidden to go out, to drink and to eat. The direction of this little inner tavern had been very ambitious; Finally, the concession had been made to an excellent patriot, the widow of a faubourien killed on the 10th of August, and who replied to the name of Plumeau.
This little cabin, built of planks and mud, was situated in the middle of a flower-bed, the limits of which were still visible to a dwarf hedge of boxwood. It consisted of a single room of about a dozen square feet, below which lay a cellar, where one descended by stairs roughly cut into the ground itself. It was there that the widow Plumeau enclosed her liquids and edibles, on which she and her daughter, aged between twelve and fifteen, watched in turn.
Scarcely had they been installed in their bivouac, so the National Guards set out, as we have said, some to walk in the garden, others to converse with the concierges; The latter looking at the drawings drawn on the wall, and which all represented some patriotic design, such as the hanged king, with this inscription: "M. Veto taking a bath of air, "or the guillotined king, with the other:" M. Veto spitting in the bag "; Those to make openings to Madame Plumeau on the gastronomic designs suggested by their more or less appetite.
Among these were the captain and the hunter whom we have already noticed.
"Ah! Captain Dixmer, "said the cantiniere," I have some famous wine from Saumur;
-Bon, citizen Plumeau; But the wine of Saumur, in my opinion at least, is worth nothing without the cheese of Brie, "replied the captain, who, before issuing this system, had looked carefully around him, and had remarked among the different edibles, Proudly displayed the rays of the canteen, the absence of this edible appreciated by him.
"Ah! My captain, it's like an express fact, but the last piece has just been removed.
"Then," said the captain, "no cheese of Brie, no wine of Saumur; And remarked, citizen, that consumption was worth it, as I intended to offer to the whole company.
"My captain, I ask you for five minutes, and I will go and fetch them from the citizen concierge, who is competing with me, and who has always one; I will pay more for it, but you are too good a patriot not to compensate me for it.
"Yes, yes," replied Dixmer, "and we, meanwhile, go down to the cellar and choose our own wine."
"Make yourself at home, captain, do it." And the widow Plumeau began to run with all her might towards the concierge's dressing-room, while the captain and the hunter, with a candle, lifted the trap and went down into the cellar.
-Good! Said Morand, after a moment's examination, "the cellar advances in the direction of the Rue Porte-Foin." It is nine to ten feet deep, and there is no masonry.
What is the nature of the soil? Asked Dixmer.
- Chalky tuff. They are land brought back; All these gardens have been turned upside down several times, there is no rock anywhere.
"Quick," cried Dixmer, "I hear the sabots of our vivandiere; Take two bottles of wine and go back up.
They both appeared at the opening of the trap, when the Plumeau returned, bearing the famous cheese of Brie asked so insistently.
Behind her came several hunters, attracted by the appearance of the aforementioned cheese.
Dixmer did the honors: he offered twenty bottles of wine to his company, while Citizen Morand related the devotion of Curtius, the disinterestedness of Fabricius, and the patriotism of Brutus and Cassius, all of which were almost as much appreciated as the Cheese of Brie and the wine of Anjou offered by Dixmer, which is not to say little.
Eleven o'clock struck. It was at half-past eleven that the sentries were relieved.
"Is it not usually from noon to an hour that the Austrian woman walks?" Asked Dixmer to Tison, who was passing by the cabin.
"From noon to an hour, precisely." And he began to sing:
Madame goes to his tower ...
Mironton, uncle, mirontaine.
This new joke was greeted by the universal laughter of the National Guards.
Dixmer immediately appealed to the men of his company, who were to mount their guards from half-past eleven to an hour and a half, advised to hasten the lunch, and ordered Morand to take up arms, as was agreed, at the last At the same tower, behind which Maurice had concealed himself from a window in the Rue Porte-Foin, the day he had intercepted the signs which had been made to the queen.
If we had looked at Morand at the moment when he received this advice, which was very simple and well awaited, one might have seen him blinking under the long streaks of his black hair.
Suddenly a dull thud shook the courtyards of the Temple, and there was heard in the distance like a hurricane of cries and roars.
-What is that? Asked Dixmer to Tison.
-Oh! Oh! Replied the jailer, "it is nothing; Some little riot which these beggars of brissotins would like to make us before going to the guillotine.
The noise became more and more threatening; The artillery was heard rolling, and a troop of screaming men passed near the Temple, shouting:
"Live the sections!" Long live Henriot! Down with the brissotins! Down with rolandists! Down with Madame Veto! "
-Good! good! "Said Tison, rubbing his hands," I will open to Madame Veto, that she may enjoy without hindrance the love which her people have for her. "
And he approached the wicket of the dungeon.
-Oh! Tison! Cried a formidable voice.
-My general? Replied the latter, stopping short.
"No way out today," said Santerre; The prisoners will not leave their rooms. The order was without appeal.
-Good! Said Tison, "it is less pain."
Dixmer and Morand exchanged a gloomy look; Then, waiting for the hour of the faction, useless now, to ring, they both walked between the canteen and the wall overlooking the Rue Porte-Foin. There Morand began to pace the distance by making geometrical steps, that is to say three feet.
-How far? Asked Dixmer.
"Seventy to sixty-one feet," replied Morand.
- How many days will it take?
Morand reflected, traced on the sand with a wand some geometrical signs which he immediately erased.
"It will take at least seven days," he said.
"Maurice is on guard in a week," murmured Dixmer. It is therefore absolutely necessary that, within a week, we should be reconciled with Maurice.
The half rang. Morand resumed his gun with a sigh, and, led by the corporal, went to relieve the sentinel who was walking on the platform of the tower.
The day after the scenes that happened were just related, that is to say on 1 st June, at ten in the morning, Genevieve was sitting in his usual place, near the window; She wondered why, for three weeks, the days were so sad for her, why these days passed so slowly, and why, instead of awaiting the evening with ardor, she was now awaiting it with terror.
His nights, especially, were sad; Her nights of former days were so beautiful, those nights spent dreaming on the eve and the morrow.
At that moment her eyes fell on a magnificent box of tiger-carnations and red carnations, which, from the winter, she drew from that little greenhouse, where Maurice had been held prisoner, to hatch them in his room.
Maurice had taught her to cultivate them in this mahogany bed, where they were confined; She had watered them, pruned them, pillaged them herself, as long as Maurice had been there; For when he came in the evening she was pleased to show him the progress which the charming flowers had made during the night, thanks to their fraternal care. But since Maurice had ceased to come, the poor carnations had been neglected, and now, for lack of care and remembrance, the poor languid buttons had remained empty and leaned yellow, out of their balustrade, on which they fell , Half-faded.
Genevieve understood by this alone the reason for her sadness to herself. She said to herself that there were flowers as well as certain friendships which are nurtured, cultivated with passion, and which, then, make the heart bloom; Then, one morning, a caprice or a misfortune severed friendship by its root, and the heart which this friendship revived tightened, languid and withered.
The young woman then felt the terrible anguish of her heart; The feeling she had wished to fight, and which she had hoped to conquer, struggled more deeply than ever before, crying out that he would only die with that heart; Then she had a moment of despair, for she felt that the struggle was becoming more and more impossible for her; She bent her head gently, kissed one of those wilted buttons and wept.
Her husband came in just as she was wiping her eyes.
But Dixmer, on his part, was so preoccupied with his own thoughts, that he did not perceive the painful crisis his wife had experienced, and paid no attention to the blushing of his eyelids.
It is true that Genevieve, on perceiving her husband, rose quickly, and, running to him so as to turn his back to the window, in the half-tint:
-Well? she says.
"Well, nothing new; Impossible to approach him, impossible to make him pass anything; Impossible to see it.
-What! Cried Genevieve, "with all the noise that has been heard in Paris?"
"What! It is precisely this noise which has redoubled the distrust of the supervisors; It was feared that the general agitation might be availed to make some attempt upon the Temple, and, at the moment when His Majesty was about to ascend the platform, Santerre was ordered not to let out the Queen, Madame Elisabeth, and Madame Royale.
"Poor knight, he must have been very upset?"
-He was in despair, when he saw this chance escape us. He paled to the point that I dragged him out of fear that he would betray himself.
"But," said Genevieve, timidly, "there was no municipal of your acquaintance at the Temple?"
"There must have been one, but he did not come."
-Which?
"Citizen Maurice Lindey," said Dixmer, in a tone which he endeavored to render indifferent.
"And why did not he come?" Asked Genevieve, making the same effort on her part.
-He was sick.
"What about him?"
-Yes, and quite seriously even. Patriot, as you know, he was forced to yield his turn to another.
-Oh! my God! Had Genevieve been there, "resumed Dixmer," you now understand that it would have been the same thing.
Blurred as we are, perhaps he would have avoided speaking to me.
"I think, my friend," said Genevieve, "that you are exaggerating the gravity of the situation." M. Maurice may have the caprice of not coming here, some futile reasons for not seeing us any more; But he is not our enemy. Coldness does not exclude politeness, and, seeing you come to him, I am sure he would have done half the way.
"Genevieve," said Dixmer, "for what we expected of Maurice would require more than politeness, and it was not too much of a real and profound friendship. This friendship is broken; There is no longer any hope on this side.
And Dixmer heaved a deep sigh, while his brow, usually so calm, wrinkled sadly.
"But," said Genevieve timidly, "if you believe M. Maurice so necessary to your plans."
"That is to say," replied Dixmer, "that I despair of seeing them succeed without him."
"Well, then, why do not you try again with Citizen Lindey?"
It seemed to him that in calling the young man by his surname, the intonation of his voice was less tender than when he called it by his baptismal name.
"No," replied Dixmer, shaking his head, "no, I have done all that I could do; a new step would seem strange and would necessarily awaken his suspicions; No, and then, you see, Genevieve, I see farther than you in this whole affair: there is a wound in the depths of Maurice's heart.
-A wound? Asked Genevieve, deeply moved. Hey! my God! what do you mean? Speak, my friend.
"I mean, and you are convinced of it, as I do, Genevieve, that there is in our rupture with Citizen Lindey more than a whim."
"And to what then do you attribute this rupture?"
"To pride, perhaps," said Dixmer eagerly.
"To pride?"
"Yes, he did honor to us, at least in his opinion, this good bourgeois of Paris, that demi-aristocrat of a robe, preserving his susceptibilities under his patriotism; He did us honor, this republican all-powerful in his section, in his club, in his municipality, granting his friendship to manufacturers of pelts. Perhaps we have made too few advances, perhaps we have forgotten ourselves.
"But," replied Genevieve, "if we have made too few advances to her, if we have forgotten ourselves, it seems to me that the step you have taken has redeemed all this."
"Yes, supposing that the wrong came from me; But if, on the contrary, the wrong came from you?
-Of me! And how, my friend, do you think I have injured Maurice? Said Genevieve, surprised.
"What! Who knows, with such a character? Have you not yourself, and the first, accused of caprice? Here, I come back to my first idea, Genevieve, you were wrong not to write to Maurice.
-Me! Cried Genevieve, "do you think so?"
"Not only do I think of it," said Dixmer, "but I have thought a great deal about it for the last three weeks.
-And...? Genevieve asked timidly.
"And I regard this step as indispensable."
-Oh! Cried Genevieve, "no, no, Dixmer, do not demand this from me.
"You know, Genevieve, that I never demand anything from you; I pray you alone. Well, do you hear? I beg you to write to Citizen Maurice.
"But," said Genevieve.
"Listen," resumed Dixmer, interrupting him, "or there are between you and Maurice serious quarrels, for I have never complained of my proceedings, or your quarrel with him results from some childishness .
Genevieve did not reply.
"If this quarrel is caused by childishness, it would be madness for you to perpetuate it; If it is due to a serious motive, to the point at which we are now, we must no longer understand it, reckon with our dignity, or even with our self-love. Let us not, therefore, take a balance, believe me, in a quarrel of young men with immense interests. Make an effort on yourself, write a note to Citizen Maurice Lindey and he will come back.
Genevieve thought for a moment.
"But," she said, "can we not find a less compromising means of bringing good intelligence between you and M. Maurice?"
"Compromising, you say?" But, on the contrary, it is a very natural way, it seems to me.
"No, not for me, my friend."
"You are very obstinate, Genevieve."
"Please agree that this is the first time, at least, that you have noticed."
Dixmer, who was crumpling his handkerchief in his hands, wiped his sweaty forehead for a few moments.
"Yes," said he, "and that is why my astonishment increases."
-My God! Said Genevieve, "is it possible, Dixmer, that you do not understand the causes of my resistance, and that you would force me to speak?
And she left, feeble and pushed to the end, falling his head on his chest, and his arms at his side.
Dixmer appeared to make a violent effort on himself, took Genevieve's hand, forced her to raise her head, and, looking at her between her eyes, began to laugh with a gleam that would have seemed to Genevieve if she herself Would have been less agitated at this moment.
"I see what it is," said he; In truth, you are right. I was blind. With all your spirit, my dear Genevieve, with all your distinction, you let yourself be taken with a banality, you were afraid that Maurice would fall in love with you.
Genevieve felt like a mortal cold penetrate to her heart. This irony of her husband, about the love which Maurice had for her, a love from which, from her knowledge of the character of the young man, she could estimate all the violence; To confess otherwise than by mere remorse, she shared herself in the depths of her heart, this irony petrified her. She had not the strength to look. She felt that it would be impossible for her to answer.
"I guessed, did not I?" Resumed Dixmer. Well, reassure yourself, Genevieve, I know Maurice; He is a fierce republican who has no love in the heart other than the love of his country.
"Monsieur," cried Genevieve, "are you quite sure of what you say?
"What! "No doubt," replied Dixmer; If Maurice loved you, instead of quarreling with me, he would have redoubled his attentions and attentions for him whom he had an interest in deceiving. If Maurice loved you, he would not have so easily renounced this title of friend of the house, by which, usually, one covers these kinds of betrayals.
"In honor," cried Genevieve, "do not jest, I pray you, on such things!
"I am not joking, madame; I tell you that Maurice does not love you, that's all.
"And I," cried Genevieve, blushing, "I tell you that you are mistaken.
"In that case," said Dixmer, "Maurice, who has had the strength to go away rather than deceive the confidence of his host, is an honest man; Now, honest people are rare, Genevieve, and one can not do too much to bring them back to oneself when they have gone. Genevieve, you will write to Maurice, will you not?
-Oh! my God! Said the young woman.
And she let her head fall between her hands; For the man on whom she expected to lean at the moment of danger suddenly missed her, and precipitated her instead of holding her back.
Dixmer looked at her for a moment; Then, striving to smile:
"Come, dear friend," said he, "no self-love of woman; If Maurice wishes you to make some good declaration again, laugh at the second, as you did the first. I know you, Genevieve, you are a worthy and noble heart. I'm sure of you.
-Oh! Exclaimed Genevieve, letting herself slip so that one of her knees touched the earth, oh! my God! Who can be sure of others when no one is sure of himself?
Dixmer became pale, as if all his blood were withdrawing to his heart.
"Genevieve," said he, "I was wrong to make you pass through all the anguish you have just experienced. I should have told you at once: Genevieve, we are in the period of great devotion; Genevieve, I have devoted to the queen, our benefactress, not only my arm, not only my head, but also my happiness; Others will give him their life. I will do more than give him my life; I will risk my honor; And my honor, if it perishes, will be but one more tear falling into that ocean of pains which is about to swallow up France. But my honor risks nothing when he is in the care of a woman like my Genevieve.
For the first time Dixmer had revealed himself entirely.
Genevieve raised her head, fixed her beautiful eyes full of admiration, rose slowly, gave him her forehead to kiss.
-You want it? she says. Dixmer made an affirmative sign.
-Dict then. And she took a pen.
"No," said Dixmer; It is enough to use, perhaps abuse, this worthy young man; And since he will be reconciled with us, following a letter he has received from Genevieve, that this letter be from Genevieve and not from M. Dixmer.
And Dixmer kissed his wife a second time on the forehead, thanked her and went out. Then Genevieve trembled, and wrote:
"Citizen Maurice," You knew how much my husband loved you. Three weeks of separation, which seemed to us a century, have you forgotten it? Come; we are waiting for you; Your return will be a true feast. "GENEVIÈVE."
As Maurice had told General Santerre the day before, he was seriously ill.
Since he was guarding the room, Lorin had regularly come to see him, and had done all he could to induce him to take some distraction. But Maurice had stood firm. There are diseases which we do not want to cure.
On 1 st June, he arrived about an hour.
"What, then, is it peculiar to-day?" "Asked Maurice. You look beautiful.
Indeed, Lorin had the rigorous costume: the red cap, the carmagnole, and the tricolor belt adorned with these two instruments, which were then called the Abbe Maury's burettes, and which formerly and ever since were simply called Of the pistols.
"First of all," said Lorin, "there is generally the debacle of the Gironde, which is being executed, but a drum beating; At this moment, for example, the red balls are heated on the Place du Carrousel. Then, particularly speaking, there is a great solemnity to which I invite you for the day after tomorrow.
"But, to-day, what is it?" You come to fetch me, you say?
-Yes; Today we have repetition.
-What repetition?
-The repetition of the great solemnity.
"My dear fellow," said Maurice, "you know that I have not been out for eight days; Consequently, I am no longer aware of anything, and I have the greatest need of being informed.
-How! Did not I tell you?
"You did not tell me.
"First of all, my dear fellow, you already knew that we had suppressed God for some time, and replaced him with the Supreme Being.
"Yes, I know that."
"Well, it seems that one thing has come to light is that the Supreme Being was a moderate, a Rottanist, a Girondist."
-Lorin, no jokes about holy things; I do not like that, you know.
"What do you want, my dear fellow?" He must be of his age. I too loved the old God enough, first because I was used to it. As for the Supreme Being, it appears that he really has wrongs, and that since he is up there, everything is wrong; Finally our legislators have decreed its forfeiture ....
Maurice shrugged.
"Shoulder your shoulders as long as you like," said Lorin.
By philosophy,
We, major supporters of Momus,
We order that madness
Ait worship titular.
So well, "continued Lorin," that we are going to worship the goddess Reason a little. "
"And you throw yourself into all these masquerades?" Said Maurice.
"Ah! My friend, if you knew the goddess Reason as I know her, you would be one of her warmest followers. Listen, I want to let you know, I'll introduce you to her.
"Leave me alone with all your follies; I'm sad, you know it.
"Reason more, morbleu! She will enliven you, she is a good girl. But you know her, the austere goddess whom the Parisians will crown with laurels and walk on a chariot of gold paper! It's ... guess ...
"How can I guess?"
"It's Arthémise."
-Arthémise? Said Maurice, searching in his memory, without recalling any memory.
"Yes, a great brunette, whom I met last year at the Opera Ball, with such signs that you had supper with us and that you were intoxicating her.
"Ah! "Yes, it is true," replied Maurice, "I remember now; And is it?
"It is she who has the most chances." I presented it to the contest: all Thermopylae promised me their voices. In three days, the general election. Today, preparatory meal; Today we spread the wine of Champagne; Perhaps, the day after tomorrow, let us shed blood! But if you give what you want, Arthémise will be a goddess, or the devil will carry me away! Come, come; We'll have him put on his tunic.
-Thank you. I've always had a reluctance for these kinds of things.
"To dress up the goddesses?" Plague! my dear! you're difficult. Well, if it distracts you, I will put it on to him, his tunic, and you will take it off.
-Lorin, I am sick, and not only do I have no more gaiety, but the gaiety of others hurts me.
-Oh that! You frighten me, Maurice: you do not fight any more, you do not laugh any more; Do you conspire, by chance?
-Me! Would to God!
"You mean to the goddess Reason!
"Leave me, Lorin, I can not, I will not go out; I am in bed and I stay there. Lorin scratched his ear.
-Good! Said he, "I see what it is.
-And what do you see?
"I see you are waiting for the goddess Reason."
-Corbleu! Cried Maurice, "the spiritual friends are very troublesome; Go, or I charge you with imprecations, you and your goddess.
Maurice raised his hand to curse, when he was interrupted by his official, who was entering at this moment, holding a letter for the citizen his brother.
"Citizen Agesilaus," said Lorin, "you are entering a bad time; Your master was going to be superb.
Maurice let fall his hand, which he spread nonchalantly towards the letter; But scarcely had he touched her than he trembled, and, avidly approaching her eyes, devoured the writing and the seal with his eyes, and, while pale, as if he were going to be ill, broke the stamp.
-Oh! Oh! Murmured Lorin, "here is our interest which awakens, it seems.
Maurice no longer listened, he read with all his soul the few lines of Genevieve. After reading them, he read them two, three, four times; Then he wiped his forehead and dropped his hands, looking at Lorin like a dazed man.
-Devil! "Said Lorin," it appears that there is a letter containing proud news.
Maurice reread the letter for the fifth time, and a new vermilion colored his face. His dried eyes moistened, and a deep sigh dilated his chest; Then, suddenly forgetting his illness and the weakness which followed, he jumped out of bed.
-My clothes! Cried he to the astonished official; My clothes, my dear Agesilaus! Ah! My poor Lorin, my good Lorin, I waited for him every day, but I really did not expect him. That, a white panties, a shirt with a crop; Let me put on my hair and shave myself on the spot!
The unofficial officer hastened to execute Maurice's orders, coiffed and razed him with a turn of his hand.
-Oh! to see her again! to see her again! Cried the young man, "I really have not known what happiness was like.
"My poor Mauritius," said Lorin, "I think you need the visit I gave you.
-Oh! Dear friend, "cried Maurice," forgive me; But in truth I have no longer my reason.
"Then I offer you mine," said Lorin, laughing at this frightful pun. What was most astonishing was that Maurice also laughed at it.
Happiness had made it easy in matters of mind. This was not all.
"Here," said he, cutting an orange tree covered with flowers, "offer this bouquet to me to the worthy widow of Mausole.
-All in good time! Cried Lorin, "that is fine gallantry! So I forgive you. And then, it seems to me that you are definitely in love, and I have always had the deepest respect for the great misfortunes.
"Well, yes, I am in love," cried Maurice, whose heart burst with joy; I am in love, and now I can confess it, since she loves me; For, since she reminds me, it is because she loves me, is not it, Lorin?
"No doubt," replied the worshiper of the goddess Raison; But take care, Maurice; The way you take the thing is scary ...
Often the love of a Muse
Is nothing less than treason
From tyrant named Cupid:
Near the wiser one forgets.
Loves me and Reason,
Thou shalt not crazy.
-Bravo! Bravo! Cried Maurice, clapping his hands. And taking his legs round his neck, he descended the stairs four to four, reached the quay, and rushed in the well-known direction of the old Rue Saint-Jacques.
"I think he applauded me, Agesilaus?" Asked Lorin.
"Yes, certainly, citizen, and there is nothing astonishing, for it was very pretty, what you said there."
"Then he's sicker than I thought," said Lorin. And in his turn he descended the stairs, but with a more calm step. Arthémise was not Genevieve. Scarcely was Lorin in the Rue Saint-Honore, he and his blossoming orange tree, than a crowd of young citizens, to whom he had taken, according to the disposition of his mind, the habit of distributing Decimated or kicked beneath the carmagnole, followed him respectfully, doubtless taking him for one of those virtuous men, to whom Saint-Just had proposed that they should offer a white coat and a bouquet of orange blossoms . As the procession continued to grow, so much, even at that time, a virtuous man was rarely to be seen, there were many thousands of young citizens, when the bouquet was offered to Arthémise; Homage of which several other Reasons, which were placed in the ranks, were sick to the point of migraine.
It was that evening that the famous cantata was published in Paris:
Long live the goddess Reason!
Pure flame, soft light.
And as it has come down to us without the author's name, which has greatly exercised the sagacity of the revolutionary archaeologists, we would almost have the audacity to affirm that it was made for the beautiful Arthémise by our friend Hyacinthe Lorin .
Maurice would not have been faster, when he had had wings.
The streets were full of people, but Maurice noticed this crowd only because it delayed its course; It was said in the groups that the Convention was besieged, that the majesty of the people was offended in its representatives, who were prevented from going out; And this was quite probable, for the tocsin was heard and the cannon of alarm alarmed.
But what was the import of the cannon of alarm and the tocsin at that moment? What was it that the deputies might or could not leave, since the defense did not extend to him? He was running, that's all.
As he ran, he imagined that Genevieve was waiting for him at the little window overlooking the garden, in order to send her, as far as she could see, her most charming smile.
Dixmer, no doubt, had been warned of this happy return, and he was going to tender to Maurice his good big hand, so frank and so loyal in his embraces.
He loved Dixmer that day; He loved Morand and his black hair, and his green spectacles, under which he had thought he had seen a sly eye before.
He loved the whole creation, for he was happy; He would gladly have thrown flowers upon the heads of all men, that all men might be as happy as he.
However, he was mistaken in his hopes, poor Maurice, he was mistaken, as happens nineteen times out of twenty to the man who counts with his heart and from his heart.
Instead of that sweet smile which Maurice expected, and which was to receive him as far as he could be seen, Genevieve had promised herself to show Maurice nothing but a cold politeness, a feeble rampart which she opposed to the torrent Which threatened to invade his heart.
She had retired to her room on the first floor and was to go downstairs only when she was called.
Alas! She too was mistaken.
It was only Dixmer who was not deceived; He watched Maurice through a fence and smiled ironically.
Citizen Morand dyed phlegmatically in black small tails that had to be applied on skins of white cat to make ermine.
Maurice pushed the little door of the alley to enter familiarly through the garden; As in the past, the door sounded in this way, which indicated that it was Maurice who opened the door.
Genevieve, standing in front of her closed window, shuddered.
She dropped the curtain she had opened.
The first sensation which Mauritius felt when he returned to his host, was therefore a disappointment; Not only did Genevieve not wait for him at his window on the ground floor, but, entering the little drawing-room where he had taken leave of her, he did not see her, and was compelled to be announced, as if , During these three weeks of absence, he became a stranger.
Her heart tightened.
It was Dixmer that Maurice first saw; Dixmer ran up and pressed Maurice into his arms, shouting with joy.
Then Genevieve went down; She had struck her cheeks with her mother-of-pearl knife to recall the blood, but she had not descended the twenty steps that this forced carmine had disappeared, flowing towards the heart.
Maurice saw Genevieve appear in the darkness of the door; He advanced towards her, smiling to kiss her hand. He only noticed how changed it was.
She, on her side, remarked with dismay Maurice's thinness, as well as the bright and feverish light of her glance.
"So you are here, sir?" She said to him in a voice whose emotion she could not control. She had promised herself to say to him indifferently: "Good morning, Citizen Maurice; Why are you so rare? "
The variant seemed still cold to Maurice, and yet what a shade!
Dixmer cut short the prolonged examinations and reciprocal recriminations. He had dinner served; For it was nearly two o'clock.
As he passed through the dining-room Maurice noticed that his table was set.
Then Citizen Morand arrived, dressed in the same brown coat and jacket. He always had his green spectacles, his big black locks and his white jabot. Maurice was as affectionate as he could for all that which, when he had it before his eyes, inspired him with infinitely less fear than when he was far away.
Indeed, what probability that Genevieve liked this little chemist? It was necessary to be very much in love, and, consequently, very crazy to place such nonsense at the head.
Besides, the moment would have been badly chosen to be jealous. Maurice had in the pocket of his jacket the letter of Genevieve, and his heart, leaping with joy, beat underneath.
Genevieve had regained her serenity. It is particularly peculiar in the organization of women that the present can almost always erase the traces of the past and the threats of the future.
Genevieve, finding herself happy, became again mistress of herself, that is to say, calm and cold, though affectionate; Another shade that Maurice was not strong enough to understand. Lorin would have found the explanation in Parny, Bertin, or Gentil-Bernard.
The conversation fell upon the goddess Reason; The fall of the Girondins and the new worship which caused the legacy of the sky to fall, were the two events of the day. Dixmer pretended that he would not have been sorry to see this inappreciable honor offered to Genevieve. Maurice wanted to laugh. But Genevieve agreed with the opinion of her husband, and Maurice looked at both of them, astonished that patriotism might, at this point, mislead a mind as reasonable as Dixmer's, and a nature as poetic as the " Was that of Genevieve.
Morand developed a theory of the political woman, going up from Theroigne de Mericourt, the heroine of August 10th, to Madame Roland, the soul of the Gironde. Then, in passing, he threw a few words against the knitters. These words made Maurice smile. These were, however, cruel taunts against these female patriots, who were later called the hideous name of the guillotine ladies.
"Ah! Citizen Morand, "said Dixmer," let us respect patriotism, even when it goes astray. "
"As for me," said Maurice, "in regard to patriotism, I think that women are always patriotic enough, when they are not too aristocrats.
"You are quite right," said Morand; I frankly admit that I find a woman so contemptible, when she affects the appearance of a man, that a man is a coward when he insults a woman, even if this woman is her cruelest enemy.
Morand naturally attracted Maurice to delicate ground. Maurice had, in his turn, replied by an affirmative sign; The lists were open. Dixmer then, like a herald ringing, added:
"One moment, Citizen Morand; You excepted, I hope, the enemy women of the nation.
A silence of a few seconds followed this response to Morand's reply and to Maurice's sign.
This silence, it was Maurice who broke it.
"Do not let anybody," he said sadly; Alas! The women who were the enemies of the nation are punished today, it seems to me.
"You wish to speak of the prisoners of the Temple, the Austrian, the sister, and the daughter of Capet," cried Dixmer, with a volubility which took away all expression from his words.
Morand turned pale, awaiting the reply of the young municipal, and it might have been said, if they could have been seen, that his nails were going to trace a furrow on his breast, so deeply did they apply themselves to it.
"Just," said Maurice, "it is of them that I speak."
-What! Said Morand, in a strangled voice, "what is said to be true, Citizen Maurice?
"And what do they say?" Asked the young man.
-That the prisoners are cruelly mistreated, sometimes by the very people whose duty it would be to protect them.
"There are men," said Maurice, "who do not deserve the name of men." There are cowards who have not fought, and who need to torture the vanquished to persuade themselves that they are conquerors.
-Oh! You are not one of those men, Maurice, and I am certain of that, "exclaimed Genevieve.
"Madame," replied Maurice, "I, who speak to you, have guarded the scaffold upon which the late king has perished." I had the saber in my hand, and I was there to kill with my hand anyone who wished to save him. However, when he came near me, I, in spite of myself, took off my hat and, turning to my men,
"Citizens," I said, "I warn you that I pass my sword through the body of the first who will insult the former king."
"Oh! I defy anyone to say that a single cry left my company. It was still I who had written with my own hand the first of the ten thousand signs which were posted in Paris when the King returned from Varennes:
"Whosoever shall salute the king shall be beaten; Whoever insults him shall be hanged. "
"Well," continued Maurice, without noticing the terrible effect which his words produced in the assembly, "I have proved that I am a good patriot, and that I detest kings and their partisans." Well, I declare, in spite of my opinions, which are nothing but profound convictions, notwithstanding the certainty I have that the Austrian woman is, for her part, in the misfortunes which desolate France, Never a man, whoever he may be, even Santerre himself, will insult the ex-queen in my presence.
"Citizen," interrupted Dixmer, shaking his head like a man who disapproves of such boldness, "do you know that you must be sure of us to say such things before us?
"Before you, as before all, Dixmer; And I may add, that she may perish on the scaffold of her husband, but I am not one of those to whom a woman is frightened, and I will always respect all that is weaker than myself.
"And has the queen," said Genevieve, timidly, "told you sometimes, Monsieur Maurice, that she was sensitive to this delicacy, to which she is far from being accustomed?
"The prisoner has thanked me several times for my respect for her, madame."
"Then she must see your guard-turn come back with pleasure?"
"I believe so," replied Maurice.
"Then," said Morand, trembling like a woman, "since you admit what no one now admits, that is to say, a generous heart, you do not persecute the children either?
-Me? Said Maurice. Ask the infamous Simon what weighs the arm of the municipal before whom he has had the audacity to defeat little Capet.
This answer produced a spontaneous movement at the table of Dixmer, all the guests rose respectfully. Maurice alone remained seated and did not suspect that he was causing this surge of admiration.
"Well, what's the matter?" He asked in astonishment.
"I thought we had been called from the workshop," replied Dixmer.
"No, no," said Genevieve. At first I thought so; But we were mistaken. And everyone resumed his place.
"Ah! "It is you, Citizen Maurice," said Morand, in a trembling voice, "who are the municipal of whom so much has been spoken, and who has so nobly defended a child?
"Did we talk about it?" Said Maurice, with almost sublime naivete.
-Oh! "There is a noble heart," said Morand, rising from the table, not to burst, and retiring into the studio, as if a pressed work demanded it.
"Yes, citizen," replied Dixmer; "yes, it has been spoken of; And we must say that all people of heart and courage have praised you without knowing you.
"And leave him unknown," said Genevieve; The glory we would give him would be too dangerous a glory.
Thus, in this singular conversation, each one, without knowing it, had placed his word of heroism, devotion, and sensibility.
There had been the cry of love.
As he was leaving the table, Dixmer was informed that his notary was waiting for him in his study; He apologized to Maurice, whom he had, moreover, the habit of thus leaving, and repaired where his tabellion awaited him.
It was the purchase of a small house in the Rue de la Corderie, opposite the Jardin du Temple. It was, moreover, a site for a house purchased by Dixmer, for the present building was falling into ruin; But he intended to raise it.
So the market had not dragged along with the proprietor; That very morning the notary had seen him and had agreed to nineteen thousand five hundred livres. He came to sign the contract and receive the sum in exchange for this building; The proprietor was to rid himself of the house on the same day, where the workmen were to be put up the next day.
The signed contract, Dixmer and Morand went with the notary to the Rue de la Corderie, to see at once the new acquisition, for it was bought without a visit.
It was a house situated approximately where number 20 is today, rising to a height of three stories, and surmounted by an attic. The stocking had formerly been rented to a wine merchant, and possessed magnificent cellars.
The proprietor boasted of the cellars; It was the remarkable part of the house. Dixmer and Morand appeared to attach a moderate interest to these cellars, and yet both, as if by complaisance, descended into what the landlord called his subterranean passages.
Against the habit of the proprietors, he had not lied; The cellars were superb; one of them stretched as far as the Rue de la Corderie, and one heard from this cellar rolling the carriages above the head.
Dixmer and Morand seemed moderately to appreciate this advantage, and even spoke of having the cellars filled, which, excellent for a wine merchant, became useless to good bourgeois, who intended to occupy the whole house.
After the cellars, we visited the first, then the second, and then the third; from the third, we plunged completely into the garden of the Temple; He was, as usual, invaded by the National Guard, who had enjoyed it since the queen no longer walked there.
Dixmer and Morand recognized their friend, the widow Plumeau, doing, with her usual activity, the honors of her canteen. But no doubt their desire to be acknowledged by her was not great, for they kept hidden behind the proprietor, who pointed out to them the advantages of this sight, as varied as it was agreeable.
The purchaser then asked to see the attics.
The proprietor had probably not expected this demand, for he had not the key; But, moved by the bundle of assignats which had been shown to him, he immediately went to fetch her.
"I was not mistaken," said Morand, "and this house does our business very well.
"And what about the cellar?"
"That it is a help from Providence, which will spare us two days of labor."
"Do you think she is in the direction of the canteen?"
"She tilts a little to the left, but no matter.
"But," asked Dixmer, "how can you follow your underground line with certainty that you will reach where you want?"
"Be quiet, my dear friend, it concerns me."
"If we always give the signal that we are watching?"
"But from the platform the queen could not see him; For the mansions alone, I think, are at the height of the platform, and I doubt it.
"Never mind," said Dixmer; Or Toulan, or Mauny may see him from any opening, and they will warn His Majesty.
And Dixmer tied knots at the bottom of a curtain of white calico, and made the curtain pass through the window, as if the wind had pushed him.
Then the two of them, impatient to visit the attics, went to wait for the owner on the stairs, after having pulled the door of the third so that he did not take the idea of the worthy man to bring in his floating curtain.
The mansions, as Morand had foreseen, had not yet reached the height of the summit of the tower. It was at once a difficulty and an advantage: a difficulty, because it was impossible to communicate by signs with the queen; An advantage, because this impossibility eliminated all suspicion.
High houses were naturally the most watched.
It would be necessary, by Mauny, Toulan or the daughter Tison, to find a way to make him say to be on his guard, murmured Dixmer.
"I shall think of that," replied Morand.
They went down; The notary was waiting at the show with the contract signed.
"Very well," said Dixmer; The house suits me. Count the nineteen thousand five hundred books agreed upon with the citizen, and have him sign it.
The owner scrupulously counted the sum and signed.
"You know, citizen," said Dixmer, "that the principal clause is that the house will be delivered to me this very evening, that I may, tomorrow, put the workmen there."
"And I will conform to it, citizen; You can take away the keys; This evening, at eight o'clock, she will be perfectly free.
"Ah! "Said Dixmer," did you not tell me, citizen notary, that there was an exit in the Rue Porte-Foin? "
"Yes, citizen," said the proprietor; But I had it closed, for, having only one official, the poor devil was too much fatigued, forced to watch over two doors. Moreover, the exit is practiced in such a way that it can be practiced again with hardly two hours' work. Do you want to be sure, citizens?
"Thank you, it's useless," resumed Dixmer; I do not attach any importance to this release.
And the two retired, having for the third time renewed to the proprietor his promise to leave the apartment empty for eight o'clock in the evening.
At nine o'clock they both returned, followed at a distance by five or six men, to whom, in the midst of the confusion prevailing in Paris, no one paid any attention.
They both entered first: the proprietor had kept his word, the house was completely empty.
The shutters were closed with the greatest care; They beat the lighter and lit candles which Morand had brought in his pocket.
One after another the five or six men entered. They were the ordinary guests of the master tanner, the same smugglers who, one evening, had wanted to kill Maurice, and who had since become his friends.
The doors were closed, and they went down to the cellar. This cellar, so despised during the day, had become, in the evening, the important part of the house. At first all the openings through which a curious glance could plunge into the interior were blocked. Then Morand immediately erected an empty barrel, and on a paper began to trace in pencil the geometrical lines. While he was drawing these lines, his companions, led by Dixmer, came out of the house, followed the Rue de la Corderie, and, at the corner of the Rue de Beauce, stopped in front of a covered carriage.
In this carriage was a man who silently distributed to each one a pioneering instrument: to one, a spade; To the other a pickaxe; To the latter, a lever; To that one, a hub. Every one hid the instrument which had been given him, either under his cloak or under his cloak. The miners resumed the road to the little house, and the carriage disappeared.
Morand had finished his work.
He went straight to a corner of the cellar.
"There," he said, "dig. And the workers of deliverance immediately set to work. The situation of the prisoners in the Temple had become more and more serious, and especially more and more painful. For a moment the queen, Madame Elisabeth and Madame Royale had regained some hope. Municipalities, Toulan and Lepitre, touched with compassion for the august prisoners, had shown them their interest. At first, little accustomed to these marks of sympathy, the poor women had mistrusted: but one does not distrust when one hopes. Besides, what could happen to the queen, separated from her son by the prison, separated from her husband by death? To go to the scaffold like him? It was a fate she had long since considered, and to which she had grown accustomed. The first time the tour of Toulan and Lepitre returned, the queen asked them whether it was true that they were interested in his fate, and to tell him the details of the king's death. It was a sad test to which their sympathy was submitted. Leptre had attended the execution, and obeyed the queen's order.
The queen asked for the newspapers which reported the execution. The prophet promised to bring them to the next guard; The turn of guard returned from three weeks in three weeks.
At the time of the king, there were four municipals in the Temple. The dead king, there were only three: one who watched by day, two who watched by night. Toulan and Lepitre then invented a ruse to be on guard at night together.
The hours of guard were drawn by lot; they wrote on a bulletin: day , and two others night . Each drew his ballot in a hat; Chance would match the guards at night.
Whenever Lepitre and Toulan were on duty, they wrote: update on the three reports, and presented the hat to the municipal oust they wanted. This plunged his hand into the urn and drew improvised necessarily a ballot paper on which was written the word day . Toulan and Lepitre destroyed the other two, murmuring against the chance which always gave them the most boring chore, that is to say, that of night.
When the queen was sure of her two superintendents, she made them acquainted with the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge. Then an attempt to escape was stopped. The queen and Madame Elisabeth had to flee, disguised as municipal officers, with cards to be procured for them. As for the two children, that is to say, Madame Royale and the young dauphin, it was remarked that the man who lighted the lamps at the Temple always brought with him two children of the same age as the princess and the prince. It was agreed that Turgy, of whom we have spoken, should wear the costume of the lighter, and take away Madame Royale and the dauphin.
Let's say, in a nutshell, what Turgy was.
Turgy was a former boy serving from the king's mouth, brought to the Temple with part of the house of the Tuileries, for the king at first had a table service fairly well organized. In the first month, this service cost thirty or forty thousand francs to the nation.
But, as is well understood, such prodigality could not last. The Commune ordered it. Chiefs, cooks and cooks were dismissed. Only one serving lad was kept; This servant boy was Turgy.
Turgy was therefore a natural intermediary between the two prisoners and their followers, for Turgy was able to go out and, therefore, carry notes and report the answers.
In general, these notes were rolled in corks on the carafes of almond milk, which were passed to the queen and Madame Elizabeth. They were written with lemon, and the letters remained invisible until they were approached with fire.
Everything was ready for escape, when one day Tison lit his pipe with the cap of one of the carafes. As the paper burned, the characters appeared. He extinguished the half-burned paper, carried the fragment to the council of the Temple; There he was brought near the fire; But only a few words could be read without follow-up; The other half was reduced to ashes.
Only the writing of the queen was recognized. Tison, when questioned, related some complaisances which he had thought he had noticed on the part of Lepitre and Toulan for the prisoners. The two commissioners were denounced to the municipality, and could no longer enter the Temple.
There remained Turgy.
But distrust was awakened to the highest degree; He was never left alone with the princesses. All communication with the outside world had thus become impossible.
However, one day, Madame Elisabeth had presented to Turgy, to clean it, a small knife with a golden blade, which she used to cut her fruit. Turgy had suspected something, and while wiping it, he pulled out the handle. The handle contained a note.
This note was a whole alphabet of signs.
Turgy returned the knife to Madame Elizabeth; But a municipal officer, who was there, tore it from his hands and visited the knife, which, in his turn, separated the blade from the handle; Fortunately, the note was no longer there. The municipal nevertheless confiscated the knife.
It was then that the indefatigable knight of Maison-Rouge had dreamed of this second attempt, which was about to be executed by means of the house which Dixmer had just bought.
However, little by little, the prisoners had lost all hope. That day the queen, frightened by the cries of the street which reached her, and learning by her cries that there was talk of the indictment of the Girondists, the last supporters of moderantism, had been of one Sadness.
The dead girondins, the royal family, had no defender at the Convention.
At seven o'clock supper was served. The municipal officials examined each dish as usual, unfolded, one after the other, all the napkins, drilled the bread, one with a fork, the other with his fingers, broke the macaroons and nuts, all , Lest a note should reach the prisoners; Then these precautions taken, invited the queen and the princesses to sit down to table by these simple words:
"Capet, you can eat." The queen shook her head in a sign that she was not hungry. But at this moment Madame Royale came, as if she wanted to kiss her mother, and whispered to her:
"Put yourself down to table, madam, I think Turgy is beckoning to you."
The queen started and raised her head. Turgy was in front of her, the napkin resting on her left arm, and touching her eye with her right hand.
She immediately got up without any difficulty, and went to take her accustomed place at the table.
The two townsmen attended the meal; It was forbidden for them to leave the princesses alone for a moment with Turgy.
The feet of the queen and Madame Elizabeth had met under the table and crowded together. As the queen was placed in front of Turgy, none of the servant's gestures escaped him. Besides, all his gestures were so natural that they could not inspire and inspired no distrust of the municipal officials.
After supper, they served with the same precautions that had been taken to serve; the smallest bits of bread were collected and examined; After which Turgy went out first, then the municipal ones; But the woman Tison remained.
This woman had become ferocious since she was separated from her daughter, whose fate she was completely unaware of. Whenever the queen embraced Madame Royale, she entered into attacks of rage, which resembled madness; The queen, whose maternal heart understood these pains of mother, often stopped at the moment when she was about to give herself the consolation, the only one left to her, to press her daughter against her heart.
Tison came for his wife; But she at first declared that she would retire only when the widow Capet was in bed.
Madame Elizabeth then took leave of the queen and went into her room.
The queen undressed and went to bed, as did Madame Royale; Then the woman Tison took the candle and went out.
The municipal officials were already lying on their strap beds in the corridor.
The moon, that pale visitor of the boarders, slid through the opening of the awning a diagonal ray that went from the window to the foot of the queen's bed.
One moment all remained quiet and silent in the room.
Then a door rolled gently on its hinges, a shadow passed in the beam of light and approached the bedside of the bed. It was Madame Elisabeth.
-Have you seen? She said in a low voice.
"Yes," replied the queen.
"And you understood?"
"Well, I can not believe it."
"Let us repeat the signs."
-First he touched his eye to tell us there was something new.
"Then he passed his napkin from his left arm to his right arm, which means that we are dealing with our deliverance.
"Then he put his hand to his forehead, as a sign that the help he gives us comes from within and not from abroad.
"Then, when you asked him not to forget your milk of almonds to-morrow, he made two knots in his handkerchief."
"So it is the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge." Noble heart!
"It is he," said Madame Elizabeth.
"Do you sleep, my daughter?" Asked the queen.
"No, mother," replied Madame Royale.
"Then pray for whom you know." Madame Elizabeth regained her room quietly, and for five minutes the voice of the young princess, who spoke to God in the silence of the night, was heard.
It was just at the moment when, on Morand's indication, the first picks were given in the little house in the Rue de la Corderie.
Aside from the intoxication of the first glances, Maurice had fallen short of his expectation in the reception given him by Genevieve, and he counted on solitude to regain the road he had lost, or at least, He seemed to have lost in the way of his affections.
But Genevieve had her plan fixed; She counted on not giving him the opportunity of a tete-a-tete, the more so because she remembered by their gentleness how severe these tete-a-tete were dangerous.
Maurice was counting on the morrow; A relative, no doubt forewarned, had come to pay a visit, and Genevieve had detained her. This time there was nothing to say; For there could be no fault of Genevieve.
On leaving, Maurice was charged to escort the relative, who lived in the Rue des Fosses-Saint-Victor.
Maurice went away pouting; But Genevieve smiled at him, and Maurice took that smile for a promise.
Alas! Maurice was mistaken. The next day, June 2, a terrible day when the Girondists fell, Maurice dismissed his friend Lorin, who absolutely wished to take him to the Convention, and set aside all things to go and see his friend. The goddess of liberty had a terrible rival in Genevieve.
Maurice found Genevieve in her little drawing-room, Genevieve, full of grace and attentions; But beside her was a young chambermaid with a tricolor cockade, who wore handkerchiefs in the corner of the window, and who never left her place.
Maurice frowned. Genevieve noticed that the Olympian was in a bad mood; She redoubled her attentions; But as she did not go so far as to dismiss the young official, Maurice grew impatient and departed an hour earlier than usual.
All this could be by chance. Maurice took patience. That evening, moreover, the situation was so terrible that, although Maurice had for some time lived outside politics, the report reached him. It was no less necessary than the fall of a party which had reigned ten months in France, to distract him for a moment from his love.
The next day, the same maneuver on the part of Genevieve. Maurice foresaw his plan: ten minutes after his arrival, Maurice, seeing that after marking a dozen handkerchiefs, the maid began to make six dozens of towels, Maurice, we say, His watch, got up, greeted Genevieve, and left without saying a single word.
There was more: when he left he did not turn once.
Genevieve, who had risen to follow him with her eyes through the garden, remained for a moment without thought, pale and nervous, and fell back in her chair, dismayed at the effect of her diplomacy.
At this moment Dixmer entered.
-Maurice is gone? He exclaimed in astonishment.
"Yes," stammered Genevieve.
"But it only happened?"
"A quarter of an hour ago."
"Then he'll come back?"
-I doubt.
"Leave us, Muguet," said Dixmer. The maid had taken the name of flower in hatred of the name of Marie, which she had the misfortune to wear like the Austrian woman. At the invitation of her master she rose and went out.
"Well, dear Genevieve," asked Dixmer, "is peace made with Maurice?"
"On the contrary, my friend, I think we are at this hour more cold than ever.
"And this time, who is wrong?" Asked Dixmer.
-Maurice, no doubt.
"Come, judge me."
-How! Said Genevieve, blushing, "you do not guess?
"Why did he get angry?" No.
"He has taken Muguet as a flu, as it seems."
-Bah! really? Then you have to send this girl away. I will not deprive myself for a maid of a friend like Maurice.
-Oh! Said Genevieve, "I think he would not go so far as to demand that he should be exiled from the house, and that it would be enough for him."
-What?
"Exile him from my room."
"And Maurice is right," said Dixmer. It is to you and not to Muguet that Maurice comes to visit; It is therefore useless for Muguet to be there permanently when he comes.
Genevieve looked at her husband in astonishment.
"But, my friend," she said.
"Genevieve," resumed Dixmer, "I thought I had in you an ally which would make the task more easy than I have imposed, and your doubts, on the contrary, redouble our difficulties. Four days ago I thought that everything had stopped between us, and now everything has to be done again. Genevieve, did I not tell you that I trusted you in your honor? Did I not tell you that Maurice must at last become our friend more intimate and less defiant than ever? Oh! my God! That women are an eternal obstacle to our projects!
"But, my friend, have you no other means?" For all of us, as I have already said, it would be better if M. Maurice were removed.
"Yes, for all of us, perhaps. But for her who is above all of us, for whom we have sworn to sacrifice our fortune, our life, our very honor, this young man must return . Do you know that one has suspicions about Turgy, and that one speaks of giving another servant to the princesses?
"Very well, I'll send Muguet back."
"What! My God, Genevieve, "said Dixmer, with one of those impatient movements so rare in him, why speak to me of that? Why blow the fire of my thought with yours? Why create difficulties for me in the difficulty itself? Genevieve, do, as an honest and devoted woman, what you think I ought to do, that is what I tell you; To-morrow I shall be out; Tomorrow I replace Morand in his engineering work. I will not dine with you, but he will dine there; He has something to ask of Maurice, he will explain to you what it is. What he has to ask of him, think of it, Genevieve, is the important thing; It is not the object to which we walk, but the means; It is the last hope of this man so good, so noble, so devoted; Of that protector of you and of me, for whom we must give our lives.
"And for whom I would give mine!" Exclaimed Genevieve enthusiastically.
"Well, that man, Genevieve, I do not know how it happened, you did not know how to make him love Maurice, of whom it was especially important that he should be loved." So that today, in the bad disposition of mind you have placed in it, Maurice will perhaps refuse Morand what he will require of him, and what we must at all costs obtain. Do you wish me now to tell you, Genevieve, where will Morand lead all your delicacies and all your feelings?
-Oh! Sir, "exclaimed Genevieve, clasping her hands, and turning pale," Monsieur, never speak of that.
"Well, then," said Dixmer, laying his lips on his wife's forehead, "be strong and think." And he went out.
-Oh! My God, my God! "Murmured Genevieve with anguish," how violent they make me so that I may accept that love towards which all my soul flies! "
The next day, as we have already said, was a decadi.
There was a well-founded usage in the Dixmer family, as in all the bourgeois families of the time: it was a longer and more ceremonious dinner on Sundays than the other days. From his intimacy, Maurice, invited to this dinner once and for all, had never failed. That day, although they usually sit at the table only at two o'clock, Maurice arrived at noon.
By the way he had gone, Genevieve nearly despaired of seeing him.
In fact, noon struck without Maurice being noticed; Then noon and a half, then an hour.
It would be impossible to express what was passing during this expectation in Genevieve's heart.
She had at first dressed as simply as possible; Then, seeing that it was late in coming, by this feeling of natural coquetry in the heart of the woman, she had put a flower at her side, a flower in her hair, and she had waited till she felt her heart sink more more. This had happened almost at the moment of sitting down to table, and Maurice did not appear.
At two minutes to ten minutes Genevieve heard the step of Maurice's horse, which she knew so well.
-Oh! Here she is, "cried she; Her pride could not fight against her love. He loves me! he loves me!
Maurice jumped down from his horse and handed it over to the gardener's boy, but ordered him to wait for him where he was. Genevieve watched him go down and saw with anxiety that the gardener did not drive the horse to the stable.
Maurice entered. It was that day of resplendent beauty. The large square black coat with large lapels, the white waistcoat, the chamois leather breeches drawing legs molded on those of the Apollo; The white cambric collar and its beautiful hair, revealing a broad and polished forehead, made it a type of elegant and vigorous nature.
He came in. As we have said, his presence dilated Genevieve's heart; She greeted him radiantly.
"Ah! There you are, "she said, holding out her hand to him; You dine with us, do not you?
"On the contrary, citizen," said Maurice coldly, "I came to ask permission of you to be absent."
"You're away?"
"Yes, the affairs of the section are demanding of me." I was afraid that you would expect me, and that you would not accuse me of rudeness; That is why I came.
Genevieve felt her heart, for a moment at ease, compress again.
-Oh! my God! And Dixmer who does not dine here, Dixmer, who expected to meet you on his return, and recommended me to keep you here!
"Ah! Then I understand your insistence, madam. There was an order from your husband. And I who did not guess that! In truth, I shall never correct my fatuities.
-Maurice!
"But it is for me, madam, to stop at your actions rather than your words; It is for me to understand that if Dixmer is not here, the more reason for me not to remain there. His absence would be an additional embarrassment for you.
-Why that? Genevieve asked timidly.
"Because, since my return, you seem to be trying to avoid me; Because I came back, for you, for you alone, you know, my God! And since I came back, I have always found others besides you.
"Come," said Genevieve, "you are still angry, my friend, and yet I do my best.
"No, Genevieve, you can do better still: it is to receive me as before, or to drive me altogether."
"Come, Maurice," said Genevieve tenderly, "understand my situation, guess my anxieties, and do not make the tyrant with me any more."
And the young woman approached him, and looked at him sadly. Maurice was silent.
"But what do you want?" She continued.
"I want to love you, Genevieve, since I feel that now I can not live without this love."
-Maurice, out of pity!
"But then, madam," cried Maurice, "I must be allowed to die."
-Die?
-Yes, die or forget.
"So you could forget?" Exclaimed Genevieve, whose tears sprang from her heart to her eyes.
-Oh! "No, no," murmured Maurice, falling on his knees, "no, Genevieve, perhaps die, never forget!
"And yet," said Genevieve firmly, "it would be best, Maurice, for this love is criminal.
"Did you say that to M. Morand?" Said Maurice, brought back to him by this sudden coldness.
-Mr. Morand is not a madman like you, Maurice, and I never needed to tell him the manner in which he was to conduct himself to a friend's house.
"Let us bet," replied Maurice, smiling ironically, "let us wager that if Dixmer dines outside, Morand has not absented himself. Ah! That is what I must oppose, Genevieve, to prevent me from loving you; For as long as this Morand will be there, at your side, not leaving you a second, "he continued contemptuously," oh! No, no, I will not love you, or at least I will not confess that I love you.
"And I," exclaimed Genevieve, pushed to the limit by this eternal suspicion, clasping the young man's arm with a sort of frenzy, "I swear to you, Maurice! I swear to you that Morand never addressed me a single word of love, that Morand never loved me, that Morand will never love me; I swear to you on my honor, I swear to you on the soul of my mother.
-Alas! Alas! Cried Maurice, "that I should like to believe you!
-Oh! Believe me, poor fool! She said, with a smile which, for anyone but a jealous man, would have been a charming confession. Believe me; Besides, do you want to know more? Well, Morand loves a woman before whom all the women of the earth fade, as the flowers of the fields fade before the stars of heaven.
"And what woman," asked Maurice, "can thus efface the other women, when the number of these women is Genevieve?
"Whatever one loves," said Genevieve, smiling, "is it not always, tell me, the masterpiece of creation?
"Then," said Maurice, "if you do not love me, Genevieve." The young woman waited anxiously for the end of the sentence.
"If you do not love me," continued Maurice, "can you at least swear to me that you will never love any one else?"
-Oh! Maurice, I swear to you, and heartily, "exclaimed Genevieve, delighted that Maurice offered him this transaction with his conscience.
Maurice seized the two hands that Genevieve raised in heaven, and covered them with burning kisses.
"Well, now," said he, "I shall be good, easy, confident; Now I shall be generous. I want to smile, I want to be happy.
"And you will ask no more?"
-I will try.
"Now," said Genevieve, "I think it is useless for you to have this horse in your hand." The section will wait.
-Oh! Genevieve, I would like the whole world to wait and make it wait for you. There were footsteps in the yard.
"We are told that we are being served," said Genevieve. They shook hands furtively. It was Morand who came to announce that Maurice and Genevieve were only expected to sit down to table. He too had made fine for this Sunday dinner.
Morand, adorned with this inquiry, was not a little curiosity for Maurice.
The most refined muscadin could not find a reproach to make at the knot of his cravat, the folds of his boots, the delicacy of his linen.
But, it must be admitted, they were always the same hair and the same spectacles.
It seemed to Maurice at that time that the oath of Genevieve had reassured him, that he saw for the first time these hair and glasses in their true light.
"Of the devil," said Maurice, going to meet him, "of the devil if ever I am jealous of you, excellent Citizen Morand! Put, if thou wilt, every day the throat of the pigeons of the decadis, and make the decadis a coat of golden cloth. As of today, I promise to see only your hair and your glasses, and especially not to accuse you of loving Genevieve.
We can see how the handshake given to Citizen Morand, following this soliloquy, was more frank and cordial than that which he habitually gave him.
Against the habit, the dinner took place in a small committee. Only three covers were placed at a narrow table.
Maurice understood that under the table he might meet Genevieve's foot; The foot would continue the mute and amorous phrase begun by the hand.
We sat down. Maurice saw Genevieve by bias; She was between day and day; Her black hair had a reflection as blue as the wing of the raven; Her complexion was sparkling, her eye was moist with love.
Maurice searched and met Genevieve's foot. At the first contact he sought to reflect on his face, he saw her at once blush and turn pale; But the little foot remained peacefully under the table, asleep between his two.
Morand, with his habit of a pigeon-throat, seemed to have regained his spirit of the decadi, that brilliant spirit which Maurice had sometimes seen sprung from the lips of this strange man, and which had doubtless accompanied the flame of his eyes, Green, would not have extinguished this flame.
He said a thousand follies without ever laughing: what made Morand's jesting force, which gave a strange charm to his sallies, was his imperturbable seriousness. This merchant who had traveled so much for the trade of all sorts of skins, from panther-skins to rabbit-skins, that chemist with red arms, knew Egypt as Herodotus, Africa as Levaillant, and Opera, and Boudoirs like a muscadin.
"But the devil take me!" Citizen Morand, "said Maurice," you are not only a savant, but a learned man.
-Oh! I have seen and read much, "said Morand; Then must I not prepare myself a little for the life of pleasure which I intend to embrace as soon as I have made my fortune? It is time, Citizen Maurice, it is time!
-Bah! Said Maurice, "you speak like an old man; How old are you?
Morand turned, trembling at the question, quite natural as it was.
"I'm thirty-eight," he said. Ah! That is what it is to be a scientist, as you say, we are no longer old.
Genevieve laughed; Maurice made chorus; Morand merely smiled.
"Then you traveled a great deal?" Asked Maurice, tightening Genevieve's foot between his, which tended imperceptibly to disengage.
"A portion of my youth," replied Morand, "has gone abroad.
-Beaucoup seen! Pardon, it is observed that I ought to say, "replied Maurice; For a man like you can not see without observing.
"Faith, yes, much saw," replied Morand; I would almost say that I saw everything.
"Citizen, that is a great deal," replied Maurice, laughing, "and if you were looking for-"
"Ah! Yes you are right. There are two things I have never seen. It is true that in our day these two things are becoming more and more rare.
-What is it? "Asked Maurice.
"The first," replied Morand gravely, "he is a God."
"Ah! Said Maurice, "for want of God, Citizen Morand, I could show you a goddess."
-What do you mean? Interrupted Genevieve.
-Yes, a goddess of creation all modern: the goddess Reason. I have a friend whom you have sometimes heard me speak of, my dear and brave Lorin, a heart of gold, which has but one fault, that of making quatrains and puns.
-Well?
"Well, he has just favored the city of Paris with a goddess Reason, perfectly conditioned, and to which nothing has been found to be resumed. It is the citizen Arthémise, ex-dancer of the Opera, and now perfumant, rue Martin. As soon as she is definitely received goddess, I will be able to show it to you.
Morand gravely thanked Maurice with his head, and continued:
"The other," he said, "is a king."
-Oh! "That is more difficult," said Genevieve, endeavoring to smile; there is none left.
"You ought to have seen the last," said Maurice, "it would have been prudent."
"It results," said Morand, "that I have no idea of a crowned forehead; it must be very sad."
"Very sad indeed," said Maurice; I assure you, I who see one every month.
"A crowned forehead?" Asked Genevieve.
"At least," replied Maurice, "who has borne the heavy and painful burden of a crown."
"Ah! "Yes, the queen," said Morand. You are right, Monsieur Maurice, it must be a lugubrious spectacle ...
"Is she as beautiful and as proud as you say?" Asked Genevieve.
"Have you never seen her, madame?" Inquired Maurice, astonished.
-Me? Never! "Replied the young woman.
"In truth," said Maurice, "it is strange!
"And why strange?" Said Genevieve. We lived in the province until 91; Since 91, I live in the old rue Saint-Jacques, which looks very much like the province, except that you never have sunshine, less air and fewer flowers. You know my life, Citizen Maurice; it has always been the same; How could I have seen the queen? Never has the opportunity presented itself.
"And I do not think you are taking advantage of her who, unfortunately, will present herself," said Maurice.
-What do you mean? Asked Genevieve.
"Citizen Maurice," replied Morand, "alludes to something which is no longer a secret.
"To which?" Asked Genevieve.
But to the probable condemnation of Marie Antoinette and her death on the same scaffold where her husband died. The citizen said, finally, that you will not profit to see it from the day when it will leave the Temple to march in the place of the Revolution.
-Oh! Certainly, no, "exclaimed Genevieve," to these words spoken by Morand with cold coldness.
"Then make your mourning," continued the impassive chemist; For the Austrian woman is well guarded, and the Republic is a fairy who makes her invisible.
"I confess," said Genevieve, "that I should have been very curious to see this poor woman."
"Come, Maurice," said Maurice, eager to collect all the wishes of Genevieve, "do you really want to?" Then say a word; The Republic is a fairy, I grant it to Citizen Morand; But as a municipal, I am somewhat enchanting.
"Could you show me the queen, sir?" Exclaimed Genevieve.
"Certainly I can."
"And how?" Asked Morand, exchanging with Genevieve a quick look, which passed unnoticed by the young man.
"Nothing simpler," said Maurice. There are certainly municipalities of which we are suspicious. But I have given enough proofs of my devotion to the cause of liberty, not to be one of them. Moreover, the entrances to the Temple depend jointly and municipal and heads of post. Now, the head of the post is precisely that day, my friend Lorin, who seems to me to be called upon to replace undoubtedly General Santerre, since in three months he has risen from the rank of corporal to that of adjutant- . Well, come and find me in the Temple the day I will be on guard, that is, next Thursday.
"Well," said Morand, "I hope you are served at will." See, then, how it is?
-Oh! "No, no," said Genevieve, "I will not.
-And why that? Cried Maurice, who saw in this visit to the Temple only a means of seeing Genevieve one day when he intended to be deprived of this happiness.
"Because," said Genevieve, "that would perhaps expose you, dear Maurice, to some disagreeable conflict, and that if any of you, our friend, happen to you, caused by the satisfaction of a caprice at I would not forgive myself for my life.
"That is speaking wisely, Genevieve," said Morand. Believe me, the suspicions are great, the best patriots are suspected today; Renounce this project, which for you, as you say, is a mere caprice of curiosity.
"You would say that you speak of it in jealousy, Morand, and that, having seen neither queen nor king, you do not want the others to see it." Come on, do not argue anymore; Be of the game.
-Me? Well, no, no.
"It is no longer the citizen Dixmer who wishes to come to the Temple; It is I who beg her, as well as you, to come and distract a poor prisoner. For, once the great door is shut against me, I am, for twenty-four hours, as a prisoner as a king, a prince of the blood.
And pressing Genevieve's foot with both her feet,
"Come, then," said he, "I implore you."
"Come, Morand," said Genevieve, "accompany me."
"It's a lost day," said Morand, "and that will retard the day when I shall retire from business."
"Then I will not go," said Genevieve.
-And why that? Asked Morand.
"What! My God, it is very simple, "said Genevieve," because I can not count on my husband to accompany me, and if you do not accompany me, you reasonable man, a man of thirty-eight, I shall not have the boldness to go alone against the posts of cannoneers, grenadiers, and chasseurs, by asking to speak to a municipal officer, who is my eldest only three or four years.
"Then," said Morand, "since you believe my presence indispensable, citizen."
"Come, citizen scholar, be gallant, as if you were quite an ordinary man," said Maurice, "and sacrifice half your day to your friend's wife."
-Is! Said Morand.
"Now," replied Maurice, "I ask only one thing, it is discretion." It is a suspicious move that a visit to the Temple, and any accident that would happen as a result of this visit would make us guillotine all. The Jacobins do not joke, plague! You have just seen how they treated the Girondins.
-Devil! "Well," said Morand, "it is to consider what Citizen Maurice says: it would be a way of withdrawing from commerce, which would not go to me at all.
-N'avez You not hear, 'said Genevieve, smiling, the citizen said all ?
"Well, all?"
-All together.
"Yes, no doubt," said Morand, "the company is agreeable; But I rather, lovely sentimental, live in your company than to die there.
-Oh that! Where the hell did I have my mind, Maurice wondered, when I thought this man was in love with Genevieve?
"Then it is said," replied Genevieve; Morand, you, it is to you that I speak, to you distracts him, to you the dreamer; It is for next Thursday: do not go, Wednesday evening, to begin some chemical experiment that will hold you back for twenty-four hours, as happens sometimes.
"Be quiet," said Morand; Besides, by then, you will remind me of it. "
Genevieve rose from table, Maurice imitated his example; Morand was about to do the same, and perhaps follow them, when one of the workmen brought to the chemist a small phial of liquor, which attracted all his attention.
"Let us hurry," said Maurice, drawing Genevieve away.
-Oh! "Be quiet," said the latter; He has for a good hour at least.
And the young woman left her hand, which he held tenderly in his own. She felt remorse for her treason, and she paid him remorse for happiness.
"You see," she said, crossing the garden, and pointing to Maurice the carnations which had been brought to the air in a mahogany box, to resuscitate them, if possible; You see, my flowers are dead.
"Who killed them?" Your negligence, "said Maurice. Poor carnations!
"It is not my negligence, it is your abandonment, my friend."
"But they asked very little, Genevieve, a little water, that's all; And my departure had to leave you plenty of time.
"Ah! Said Genevieve, "if the flowers were watered with tears, those poor carnations, as you call them, would not have died."
Maurice wrapped her in his arms, brought her close to him, and before she had time to defend herself, he pressed his lips to the half-smiling, half-languid eye, which looked at the ravaged box.
Genevieve had so much to reproach herself with, that she was indulgent. Dixmer returned late, and when he came back he found Morand, Genevieve, and Maurice, who were talking botanically in the garden.
Finally, this famous Thursday, the day of the guard of Maurice, arrived.
We were entering the month of June. The sky was of a deep blue, and on this nappe of indigo was the dull white of the new houses. The arrival of this terrible dog, which the ancients represented, was altered by an unquenchable thirst, and which, according to the Parisians of the plebs, licks the cobblestones so well. Paris was as sharp as a carpet, and the perfumes fallen from the air, rising from the trees, emanating from the flowers, circulated and intoxicated, as if to make the inhabitants of the capital forget a little steam of blood that smoked ceaselessly on the pavement Of its squares.
Maurice was to enter the Temple at nine o'clock; His two colleagues were Mercevault and Agricola. At eight o'clock he was on the Rue Saint-Jacques, in the great costume of a municipal citizen, that is to say, with a tri-colored scarf clasping his supple and nervous waist; He had come, as usual, on horseback to Genevieve's, and, on his way, he had been able to collect the praises and approvals in no way concealed from the good patriots who watched him pass.
Genevieve was already ready: she wore a simple robe of muslin, a kind of mantle in light taffeta, a little cap adorned with the tricolor cockade. In this simple apparatus she was dazzlingly beautiful.
Morand, who had, as we have seen, made many prayers, had, for fear of being suspected of aristocracy without doubt, taken the habit of every day, that half-bourgeois, half-artisan habit. He had just returned, and his face bore the trace of great fatigue.
He claimed to have worked all night to complete a hurried job.
Dixmer had immediately left the return of his friend Morand.
"Well," said Genevieve, "what did you decide, Maurice, and how shall we see the queen?
"Listen," said Maurice, "my plan is made. I come with you to the Temple; I recommend you to Lorin, my friend, who orders the guard; I take my post, and at the favorable moment I will look for you.
"But," asked Morand, "where shall we see the prisoners, and how shall we see them?"
- During their lunch or dinner, if it suits you, through the windows of the municipal.
-Perfect! Said Morand. Maurice then saw Morand approaching the cupboard at the back of the dining-room, and hastily drinking a glass of pure wine. This surprised him. Morand was very sober, and ordinarily drank only red water.
Genevieve noticed that Maurice looked at the drinker with astonishment.
"Do you imagine," she said, "that he is killing himself with his work, this unfortunate Morand, so that he is capable of having taken nothing since yesterday morning."
"So he did not dine here?" "Asked Maurice.
"No, he does experiments in town. Genevieve took a useless precaution. Maurice, a true lover, that is to say, an egoist, had noticed this action of Morand only with that superficial attention which the loving man accords to all that is not the woman he loves .
To this glass of wine, Morand added a slice of bread which he swallowed.
"And now," said the eater, "I am ready, dear Citizen Maurice; Whenever you like, we will leave.
Maurice, who was plucking the pistils withered from one of the dead carnations he had gathered in passing, presented his arm to Genevieve, saying:
-Partons. They left, indeed. Maurice was so happy that his chest could not contain his happiness; He would have shouted for joy if he had not restrained himself. Indeed, what more could he desire? Not only did Morand not love him, he was sure of it, but still he was loved; he had the hope. God sent a beautiful sun on the earth, Genevieve's arm quivered under his; And the public criers, shouting at full head the triumph of the Jacobins, and the fall of Brissot and his accomplices, announced that the country was saved.
There are truly moments in life when the heart of man is too small to contain the joy or pain that is concentrated in it.
-Oh! The beautiful day! Cried Morand. Maurice turned with astonishment; It was the first impulse that came before him from this mind, always distracted or compressed.
-Oh! Yes, yes, very handsome, "said Genevieve, letting herself be weighed on Maurice's arm; Can he remain until the evening pure and cloudless, as he is at this moment?
Maurice applied this word, and his happiness redoubled. Morand looked at Genevieve through her green spectacles, with a peculiar expression of gratitude; Perhaps, too, he had applied this word. We crossed the Petit-Pont, the Rue de la Juiverie and the Pont Notre-Dame, and then we took the Place de l'Hotel-de-Ville, Rue Barre-du-Bec, and Rue Sainte-Avoye. As we advanced, Maurice's step became lighter, while the pace of his companion and that of his companion slowed down more and more. We had thus arrived at the corner of the Rue des Vieilles-Audriettes, when, suddenly, a flower-maker barred the passage to our strollers, presenting to them his stall full of flowers.
-Oh! The beautiful carnations! Cried Maurice.
-Oh! Yes, very handsome, "said Genevieve; It seems that those who cultivated them had no other preoccupations, for they were not dead.
This word sounds very gently in the heart of the young man.
"Ah! My municipal beau, "said the flower-girl," buy a bouquet from the citizen. " She is dressed in white, there are red carnations superb; White and purple go well together; She will put the bouquet on her heart, and, as her heart is very near to your blue coat, you will have there the national colors.
The flower-girl was young and pretty; She gave up her little compliment with a peculiar grace; His compliment, moreover, was admirably chosen, and had it been on purpose, that he would not have applied himself better to the circumstance. In addition, the flowers were almost symbolic. They were carnations like those that had died in the mahogany case.
"Yes," said Maurice, "I buy you, because they are carnations, do you hear? All the other flowers, I hate them.
-Oh! "Maurice," said Genevieve, "it is quite useless; We have so much in the garden! And, in spite of this refusal of her lips, Genevieve's eyes said that she was dying to have this bouquet.
Maurice took the most beautiful of all the bouquets; It was, moreover, the one presented to her by the pretty merchant of flowers.
It consisted of about twenty carnations, with a smell both acrid and sweet. In the midst of all, and dominating like a king, came an enormous carnation.
"Here," said Maurice to the shopkeeper, throwing on her stand a five pound assignat; Here's for you.
"Thank you, my municipal beau," said the flower-girl; Five times thank you!
And she went to another couple of citizens, hoping that a day that would start so beautifully would be a good day. During this scene, very simple in appearance, and which had lasted only a few seconds, Morand, wavering on his legs, wiped his forehead, and Genevieve was pale and trembling. She clasped her lovely hand with the bouquet presented to her by Maurice, and carried it to her face, not so much to breathe the odor as to hide her emotion.
The rest of the way was gay, as for Maurice at least. For Genevieve, her gaiety was constrained. As for Morand, his was a strange one, that is to say, by stifled sighs, laughing laughter, and formidable jokes, falling upon passers-by like a fire of file.
At nine o'clock we arrived at the Temple. Santerre made the call of the municipal officials.
"Here I am," said Maurice, leaving Genevieve in the care of Morand.
"Ah! Be welcome, "said Santerre, extending his hand to the young man.
Maurice refrained from refusing the hand offered to him. The friendship of Santerre was certainly one of the most precious of the time.
Seeing that man who had commanded the famous roll of drums, Genevieve shivered and Morand turned pale.
"Who is this beautiful citizen," asked Santerre to Maurice, "and what is she doing here?
"It is the wife of the brave Citizen Dixmer; It is not that you have heard of this brave patriot, Citizen-General?
"Yes, yes," replied Santerre, "a chief of tannery, captain to the chasseurs of the legion Victor."
"That is it.
-Good! good! She is my pretty faith. And that kind of buck that gives him his arm?
"It is Citizen Morand, the partner of her husband, a hunter in the company Dixmer." Santerre approached Genevieve.
"Good day, citizen," he said. Genevieve made an effort.
"Good-day, citizen-general," she replied, smiling. Santerre was at once flattered by the smile and the title.
"And what are you doing here, beautiful patriot?" "Continued Santerre.
"The citoyenne," replied Maurice, "never saw the widow Capet, and she would like to see her."
"Yes," said Santerre, "before..." And he made an atrocious gesture.
"Precisely," Maurice replied coldly.
"Very well," said Santerre; Only tries not to be seen entering the dungeon; It would be a bad example; Besides, I trust you very well.
Santerre squeezed Maurice's hand again, made a friendly and protective gesture to Genevieve and went to his other duties.
After a number of evolutions of grenadiers and chasseurs, after a few cannon maneuvers, the deaf sound of which was supposed to throw a wholesome intimidation into the surroundings, Maurice took Genevieve's arm, and, followed by Morand, advanced towards the post At the door of which Lorin was shouting, commanding the maneuver to his battalion.
-Good! Cried he, "here is Maurice; plague! With a woman who seems to me a little pleasant. Does the sly man want to compete with my goddess Reason? If so, poor Arthémise!
"Well, citizen adjutant?" Said the captain.
"Ah! it's just; Warning! Cried Lorin. By file left, left .... Hello, Maurice. Not accelerated ... walk! The drums rolled; The companies went to take their post, and when each one was his, Lorin came running. The first compliments were exchanged.
Maurice presented Lorin to Genevieve and Morand. Then the explanations began.
"Yes, I understand," said Lorin; You want the citizen to enter the dungeon; that is easy; I will send the sentries and tell them they can let you go with your company.
Ten minutes later, Genevieve and Morand entered after the three municipal ones and took their places behind the glazing.
The queen had just risen. Sick for two or three days, she remained in bed longer than usual. Only, having learned from her sister that the sun had risen, magnificent, she had made an effort, and had, in order to make her daughter take the air, asked to walk on the terrace, which had been granted her without difficulty.
And then another reason determined it. Once, only one, it is true, she had from the top of the tower seen the dolphin in the garden. But at the first gesture that the son and mother had exchanged, Simon intervened and had the child brought in.
No matter, she had seen him, and that was a lot. It is true that the poor little prisoner was very pale and well changed. Then he was dressed, like a child of the people, of a carmagnole and a big pantaloons. But he had been left with his beautiful curly blond hair, which made him an aureole which God doubtless wished the child martyr to keep in heaven.
If she could see him again only once, what a feast for that mother's heart!
Then there was something else.
"My sister," Madame Elizabeth had said to him, "you know that we found in the corridor a straw of straw standing in the corner of the wall. In the language of our signals, this means being careful around us and a friend is approaching.
"It is true," replied the queen, who, watching her sister and her daughter in pity, encouraged herself not to despair of their salvation.
The exigencies of the service being fulfilled, Maurice was then the more the master, in the keep of the Temple, whom chance had designated him for the guard of the day, making the townsmen Agricola and Mercevault the night watchmen.
The outgoing municipalities had left, after having left their report to the council of the Temple.
"Well, citizen-municipal," said the woman Tison, coming to salute Maurice, "so you bring company to see our pigeons?" Only I am condemned to see my poor Sophia no more.
"They are friends of mine," said Maurice, "who have never seen the woman Capet."
- Well, they will be marvelously behind the glazing.
"Assuredly," said Morand.
"Only," said Genevieve, "we are going to look like those curious cruel men who come from the other side of a gate to enjoy the torments of a prisoner.
"Well, why did not you take them on the way to the tower, your friends, since the woman Capet is walking there today with her sister and daughter; For they have left her daughter to her, while I, who am not guilty, have taken away mine. Oh! The aristocrats! There will always be favors for them, whatever may be done, Citizen Maurice.
"But they have taken from him his son," replied the latter.
"Ah! If I had a son, "murmured the gaoler," I think I would regret my daughter less.
Genevieve had during this time exchanged a few looks with Morand.
"My friend," said the young woman to Maurice, "the citizen is right. If you wanted, in any way, to place me on the passage of Marie Antoinette, it would be less repugnant to me than to look at her from here. It seems to me that this way of seeing people is humiliating both for them and for us.
"Good Genevieve," said Maurice, "you have all the delicacies?
"Ah! Pardieu! Citizen, "cried one of Maurice's two colleagues, who was breakfasted in the antechamber with bread and sausages," if you were a prisoner and the widow Capet was curious to see you, she would not do so many ways to do without This fantasy, the naughty.
Genevieve, by a movement more rapid than lightning, turned her eyes towards Morand to observe the effect of these insults upon him. Morand trembled; A strange, phosphorescent gleam, so to speak, sprang from his eyelids, his fists clenched for a moment; But all these signs were so rapid, that they passed unnoticed.
"What is this municipal?" She asked Maurice.
"Citizen Mercevault," replied the young man.
Then he added, as if to excuse his vulgarity:
-A stonemason. Mercevault heard and looked sideways at Maurice.
"Come, come," said the woman Tison, "finish your sausage and your half-bottle, which I serve."
"It is not the fault of the Austrian if I finish them at this hour," grumbled the municipal; If she had been able to kill me on the 10th of August, she would certainly have done so; So, on the day she sneezes in the bag, I will be in the front row, solid at the post.
Morand grew pale as a dead man.
"Come, citizen Maurice," said Genevieve, "go where you promised to lead me; Here, it seems to me that I am a prisoner, I suffocate.
Maurice brought out Morand and Genevieve; And the sentinels, prevented by Lorin, let them pass without any difficulty.
He installed them in a little corridor on the upper floor, so that at the moment when the queen, Madame Elisabeth and Madame Royale were to ascend the gallery, the august prisoners could not but pass before them.
As the promenade was set for ten o'clock, and there was but a few minutes to wait, Maurice, not only did not leave his friends, but also, so that the slightest suspicion might not hover over this step Being little illegal, having met Citizen Agricola, he had taken him with him.
Ten o'clock struck.
-Open! Cried a voice from the bottom of the tower, which Maurice recognized as that of General Santerre.
Immediately the guard took up arms, the gates were closed, the sentries prepared their arms. There was then a sound of iron, stones, and footsteps throughout the court, which impressed Morand and Genevieve vividly, for Maurice saw them both turn pale.
"What precautions to keep three women!" Murmured Genevieve.
"Yes," said Morand, trying to laugh. If those who try to make them escape were in our place and see what we see, it would disgust them from the trade.
"Indeed," said Genevieve, "I begin to believe that they will not escape."
"And I hope so," replied Maurice. And, leaning over these words on the banister of the staircase,
"Attention," said he, "here are the prisoners."
"Name them," said Genevieve, "for I do not know them."
"The first two who go up are Capet's sister and daughter." The last, which is preceded by a small dog, is Marie-Antoinette.
Genevieve took a step forward. But, instead, Morand, instead of looking, clung to the wall. Her lips were more livid and more earthy than the stone of the dungeon. Genevieve, with her white robe and her beautiful pure eyes, looked like an angel waiting for the prisoners to illuminate the bitter road they were going through, and putting them in passing a little joy in their hearts.
Madame Elizabeth and Madame Royale passed after casting an astonished look upon the strangers; No doubt the first had the idea that they were the ones announced by the signs, for she quickly turned to Madame Royale and shook her hand, while dropping her handkerchief as if to warn the queen.
"Pay attention, sister," she said, "I let my handkerchief escape." And she continued to go up with the young princess.
The queen, whose panting breath and dry coughing indicated the uneasiness, bent down to pick up the handkerchief that had fallen at her feet; But, quicker than herself, her little dog took possession of it, and ran to carry it to Madame Elizabeth. The queen therefore continued to ascend, and, after a few steps, found himself before Genevieve, Morand, and the municipal youth.
-Oh! flowers! she says; I have not seen it for a long time. How happy it is, and how happy you are to have flowers, madam!
Prompted like the thought that had just been formulated by these painful words, Genevieve extended her hand to offer her bouquet to the queen. Then Marie Antoinette raised her head, looked at her, and an imperceptible blush appeared on her discolored forehead.
But by a kind of natural movement, by this habit of passive obedience to the rules, Maurice stretched out his hand to arrest Genevieve's arm.
The queen then remained hesitant, and, looking at Maurice, she recognized him for the young municipal who was in the habit of speaking to her firmly, but at the same time with respect.
"Is it forbidden, sir?" she says.
"No, no, madame," said Maurice. Geneviève, you can offer your bouquet.
-Oh! Thank you, thank you, sir! Cried the queen, with deep gratitude.
And, bowing with a graceful affability to Genevieve, Marie Antoinette advanced an emaciated hand and picked a carnation in the mass of flowers at random.
"Take everything, madame," said Genevieve, timidly.
"No," said the queen, with a charming smile; This bouquet comes perhaps from a person whom you love, and I do not wish to deprive you of it.
Genevieve blushed, and this blush made the queen smile.
"Come, citizen Capet," said Agricola, "you must go on your way."
The queen saluted and continued to ascend; But, before disappearing, she turned again, murmuring:
"That carnation smells good and that woman is pretty!"
"She has not seen me," murmured Morand, who, almost kneeling in the darkness of the corridor, had not actually struck the queen's eyes.
"But you saw it well, did not you, Morand?" Is not it, Genevieve? Said Maurice, doubly happy, first of all, of the spectacle he had procured for his friends, and then of the pleasure which he had done at so little cost to the unfortunate prisoner.
-Oh! "Yes, yes," said Genevieve, "I have seen her well, and now, when I live a hundred years, I shall always see her."
"And how do you find it?"
"Very good."
"And you, Morand?" Morand clasped his hands without replying.
"Say, then," whispered Maurice, laughing to Genevieve, "would it be from the queen that Morand is in love?"
Genevieve shuddered; But, recovering at once:
"Faith," she replied, laughing in her turn, "it really has the air."
"Well, you do not tell me how you found her, Morand," Maurice insisted.
"I found her very pale," he replied. Maurice took Genevieve's arm and led her down to the courtyard. On the dark staircase, it seemed to him that Genevieve was kissing her hand.
"Well," said Maurice, "what does that mean, Genevieve?"
"That means, Maurice, that I shall never forget that, for a whim of me, you have risked your head."
-Oh! Said Maurice, "this is an exaggeration, Genevieve." From you to me, you know that gratitude is not the feeling I am ambitious.
Genevieve gently pressed her arm. Morand followed in stumbling.
They reached the courtyard. Lorin came to recognize the two visitors and took them out of the Temple. But before leaving. Genevieve made Maurice promise to come and dine old rue Saint-Jacques the next day.
Maurice returned to his post with a heart full of almost celestial joy: he found the woman Tison weeping.
"And what do you still have, mother?" He asked.
"I am furious," replied the gaoler.
-And why?
-Because everything is injustice to poor people in this world.
-But finally?...
"You are rich; You are bourgeois; You come here for a day only, and you are allowed to be visited by pretty women who give bouquets to the Austrian; And I, who perpetually nest in the dovecote, are forbidden to see my poor Sophie.
Maurice took her hand and slipped in a ten pound assignat.
"Come, good dear," said he, "take this and have courage." Hey! my God! The Austrian will not last forever.
"An assignment of ten pounds," said the gaoler, "it is nice of you; But I'd rather have a papillote that would have wrapped my poor girl's hair.
She finished these words when Simon, who was coming up, heard them, and saw the jailer hug the assignat Maurice had given him in his pocket.
Let us say in what disposition of mind was Simon.
Simon came from the court, where he had met Lorin. There was decidedly antipathy between the two men.
This antipathy was much less motivated by the violent scene which we have already placed before the eyes of our readers than by the difference of races, the eternal source of those enmities or of those inclinations which are called mysteries, 'Explain so well.
Simon was ugly, Lorin was handsome; Simon was dirty, Lorin smelled good; Simon was a republican fanfaron; Lorin was one of those ardent patriots who, for the Revolution, had only made sacrifices; And then, if it were necessary to come to blows, Simon instinctively felt that the fist of the muscadin had given him, no less elegantly than Maurice, a plebeian punishment.
Simon, on seeing Lorin, stopped short and turned pale.
"Is it then that battalion that stands guard?" He snarled.
"Well, then?" Replied a grenadier, to whom the apostrophe disliked. It seems to me that it is well worth another.
Simon drew a pencil from the pocket of his carmagnole and pretended to take a note on a sheet of paper almost as black as his hands.
"What! "Said Lorin," you know how to write, Simon, since you were Capet's tutor? See, citizens; My word of honor, he notes; It is Simon the censor.
And a universal burst of laughter, from the ranks of the young National Guards, almost all literary young people, dazed, so to speak, the wretched cobbler.
"Good, good," he said, gritting his teeth and cursing with anger; It is said that you have allowed strangers to enter the dungeon, and this without permission of the Commune. All right, I'll have the minutes prepared by the municipal.
"At least he knows how to write," replied Lorin; Maurice, Maurice, iron fist, do you know? Right now, Morand and Genevieve went out.
At this sight Simon rushed into the dungeon, just as, as we have said, Maurice gave the wife Tison an assignat of ten pounds as consolation.
Maurice did not pay attention to the presence of this wretch, whom he instinctively departed whenever he found him on his way, as one moves away from a poisonous or disgusting reptile.
-Oh that! Said Simon to the woman Tison, who was wiping her eyes with her apron, "do you really want to be guillotined, citizen?"
-Me! Said the woman Tison; and why that?
-How! You get money from the municipal officials to get the aristocrats into the Austrian home!
-Me? Said the woman Tison. Shut up, you're crazy.
"It will be recorded in the record," said Simon emphatically.
"Come, then, these are the friends of the municipal Maurice, one of the best patriots who exist."
"Conspirators," I said to myself; The Commune will be informed, it will judge.
"Are you going to denounce me, police spy?"
"Perfectly, unless you denounce yourself."
- But what to denounce? What do you want me to denounce?
"What happened?"
- But since nothing happened.
"Where were the aristocrats?"
"There on the stairs."
-When the widow Capet went up to the tower?
-Yes.
"And have they spoken to each other?"
-They said two words.
"Two words, you see; Besides, it feels like the aristocrat here.
"That means it smells like a carnation."
"The carnation!" Why the carnation?
-Because the citizen had a bouquet that embalmed.
"What citizen?"
She was watching the queen pass.
"You see, queen, woman Tison; The frequentation of the aristocrats loses you. Well, then what am I walking there? Continued Simon, stooping.
"What! Precisely, "said the woman Tison," it is a flower-a carnation; It will fall from the hands of Citizen Dixmer, when Marie Antoinette has taken one in her bouquet.
-The woman Capet took a flower in the bouquet of the citizen Dixmer? Said Simon.
"Yes, and it was I who gave it to him, do you hear?" Said Maurice in a threatening voice, who had been listening to this colloquy for a few moments, and which this colloquy was impatient.
"Well, it's good, we see what we see, and we know what they say," growled Simon, who always held in his hand the carnation crumpled by his broad foot.
"And I," replied Maurice, "know one thing, and I will tell you, that you have nothing to do in the dungeon, and that your post of executioner is near the little Capet, But not today, because I am here and I forbid you.
"Ah! You threaten and you call me hangman! Cried Simon, crushing the flower between his fingers; Ah! We shall see if the aristocrats are allowed .... Well, what is that?
-What? "Asked Maurice.
"What I feel in the carnation, then! Ah! Ah! And in the eyes of Maurice, stunned, Simon drew from the chalice of the flower a little paper rolled with exquisite care, and which had been artistically introduced into the center of his thick plume.
-Oh! Cried Maurice in his turn, "what is that, my God?"
"We shall know, we shall know," said Simon, approaching the window. Ah! Your friend Lorin says I can not read? Well, you'll see.
Lorin had calumniated Simon; He knew how to read the print in all the characters, and the writing when it was of a certain size. But the note was so finely timed that Simon was obliged to have recourse to his glasses. He therefore placed the note on the dormer window, and began to make an inventory of his pockets; But as he was in the midst of this work, Citizen Agricola opened the door of the antechamber which was just opposite the little window, and a current of air was established which removed the light paper like a pen; So that when Simon, after a momentary exploration, had uncovered his glasses, and, after putting them on his nose, turned round, he in vain sought the paper; The paper had disappeared.
Simon roared.
"There was a paper," cried he; There was a paper; But beware of you, municipal citizen, for he will have to find himself again.
And he went down quickly, leaving Maurice stunned. Ten minutes later three members of the Commune entered the dungeon. The queen was still on the terrace, and the order had been given to leave her in the most perfect ignorance of what had just passed. The members of the Commune were led by her. The first object that struck their eyes was the red carnation which she still held in her hand. They looked at each other astonished, and, approaching her,
"Give us this flower," said the president of the deputation.
The Queen, who did not expect this irruption, shuddered and hesitated.
"Send this flower, madam," cried Maurice, with a sort of terror, "I pray you."
The queen held out the carnation asked for. The President took him and withdrew, followed by his colleagues, to a neighboring room to carry out the search and draw up the minutes. The flower was opened, it was empty. Maurice breathed.
"One moment, a moment," said one of the limbs, "the heart of the carnation has been removed." The alveolus is empty, it is true; But in this alveolus a note certainly has been confined.
"I am ready," said Maurice, "to furnish all the necessary explanations; But, above all, I ask to be arrested.
"We take note of your proposal," said the president, "but we do not do it right. You're known for a good patriot, Citizen Lindey.
"And I am answering on my life friends whom I have had the imprudence to bring with me."
"Do not answer for anyone," said the attorney. There was a great upheaval in the courtyards. It was Simon who, after having vainly sought the little note taken by the wind, had gone to Santerre and told him of the attempt to kidnap the queen with all the accessories which the charms of her imagination. Santerre had rushed forward; The Temple was invested, and the guard changed, to the vexation of Lorin, who protested against this offense committed against his battalion.
"Ah! Wicked cobbler, "he said to Simon, threatening him with his saber," it is to you that I owe this joke; But be quiet, I will give it to you.
"I rather believe that it is you who will pay all together to the nation," said the cobbler, rubbing his hands.
"Citizen Maurice," said Santerre, "stand at the disposal of the Commune, who will interrogate you."
"I am at your command, Commander; But I have already asked to be arrested and I still ask for it.
"Wait, wait," Simon murmured slyly; Since you hold it so strongly, we will try to make your business.
And he went to meet the woman Tison.
In the yard, in the garden, and in the neighborhood, they sought for the whole day the little paper which caused all this rumor, and which no longer doubted it, contained a whole plot.
The queen was questioned after having separated her from her sister and daughter; But she made no reply, except that on the staircase she had met a young woman with a bouquet, and that she had contented herself with gathering a flower there.
Still she had plucked this flower only with the consent of the municipal Maurice.
She had nothing else to say, it was the truth in all its simplicity and strength.
Everything was reported to Maurice when his turn came, and he supported the deposition of the queen as frank and exact.
"But," said the president, "there was a plot, then?"
"That is impossible," said Maurice; It was I who, while dining at Madame Dixmer's, offered to show her the prisoner, whom she had never seen. But there was nothing fixed for the day or the means.
"But they had provided themselves with flowers," said the president; This bouquet had been made beforehand?
"Not at all, it was I who bought these flowers from a flower-maker who came to offer them at the corner of the Rue des Vieilles-Audriettes.
"But, at least, that flower-girl brought you the bouquet?"
"No, citizen, I have chosen him myself between ten or twelve; It is true that I chose the most beautiful.
"But was it possible to slip this note during the journey?"
"Impossible, citizen." I did not leave Madame Dixmer for a moment, and to do the operation you say in each of the flowers, for note that each of the flowers, as Simon said, must contain a similar note, it would have been necessary at least half a day.
"But can not we have slipped two prepared notes among these flowers?"
"It was before me that the prisoner took one at random, after having refused all the bouquet."
"So, in your opinion, Citizen Lindey, there is no conspiracy?"
"There is a conspiracy," replied Maurice; "and I am the first, not only to believe it, but to affirm it; Only this plot does not come from my friends. However, since the nation must not be exposed to any fear, I offer a bond and I am a prisoner.
"Not at all," replied Santerre; Are we doing this with people like you? If you made yourself a prisoner to answer for your friends, I would be a prisoner to answer for you. So the thing is simple, there is no positive denunciation, is it? No one will know what happened. Let us redouble our surveillance, above all, and we will get to the bottom of things by avoiding publicity.
"Thanks, Major," said Maurice, "but I will answer you what you would say in my place." We must not stop there and we must find the flower girl.
"The flower-girl is far away; But be quiet, we shall seek her. You watch your friends; I will watch the correspondence of the prison. "
No one had thought of Simon, but Simon had his plan.
He arrived at the end of the sitting which you have just related, to ask for news, and he learned of the decision of the Commune.
"Ah! It is only necessary to have a denunciation in order, "he said," to do the trick; Wait five minutes and I bring it.
-What is it? Asked the president.
"That is," replied the prisoner, "the courageous citizen Tison, who denounces the secret defeats of the partisan of the aristocracy, Maurice, and the ramifications of another false patriot of his friends named Lorin.
"Take care, take care, Simon! Your zeal for the nation may perhaps lead you astray, "said the president; Maurice Lindey and Hyacinthe Lorin are proven.
"We shall see that in court," replied Simon.
"Well, then, Simon, it will be a scandalous trial for all good patriots."
"Scandalous or not, what does it matter to me?" Am I afraid of the scandal? We will at least know the whole truth about those who betray.
"So you persist in denouncing in the name of the woman Tison?"
"I will denounce this evening to the Cordeliers, and yourself to the others, Citizen President, if you do not wish to arrest the traitor Maurice."
"Well, then," said the president, who, according to the custom of this unhappy weather, trembled before the one who cried the highest. Well, let him be arrested.
While this decision was being made against him, Maurice had returned to the Temple, where he was awaiting a note thus conceived:
"Our guard being violently interrupted, I can not, in all probability, see you again until to-morrow morning: come and have lunch with me; You will inform me, by lunching, of the plots and conspiracies discovered by Master Simon.
It is claimed that Simon filed
May all evil comes from a carnation;
For my part, this mischief,
I will ask the rose.
And tomorrow, in my turn, I will tell you what Arthémise has answered me.
"Your friend,
"LORIN."
"Nothing new," replied Maurice; Sleep in peace tonight and lunch without me tomorrow, since, given the incidents of the day, I probably will not leave before noon.
"I would like to be the zephyr to have the right to send a kiss to the rose of which you speak.
"I allow you to whistle my prose as I whistle your verses.
"Your friend,
"MAURITIUS.
" P-S.- I believe, moreover, that the conspiracy was a false alarm."
Lorin had, in fact, gone out about eleven o'clock, before all his battalion, thanks to the sharp shock of the shoemaker.
He had consoled himself for this humiliation with a quatrain, and, as he said in this quatrain, he had gone to Arthémise's.
Arthémise was delighted to see Lorin arrive. The weather was magnificent, as we have said; She proposed, along the quays, a promenade which was accepted.
They had followed the coal-port while talking politically, Lorin recounting his expulsion from the Temple, and endeavoring to guess what circumstances might have provoked it, when, on reaching the Rue des Barres, they perceived a flower-girl who, like them , Ascended the right bank of the Seine.
"Ah! Citizen Lorin, "said Arthémise," you will, I hope, give me a bouquet. "
-How then! Said Lorin, "two if it pleases you."
And they both doubled the pace to join the flower-girl, who herself followed her path very rapidly.
On reaching the Pont Marie, the girl stopped and, leaning over the parapet, emptied her basket into the river.
The flowers, separated, swirled for a moment in the air. The clumps, carried away by their weight, fell more rapidly; Then bouquets and flowers, floating on the surface, followed the course of the water.
"Here! Said Arthémise, looking at the flower-maker who was making such a strange trade, one would say ... but yes ... but no ... but if .... Ah! How strange!
The flower-girl put a finger on her lips as if to pray Arthémise to remain silent and disappeared.
-What is it? Said Lorin; Do you know this mortal, goddess?
-No. I had thought at first. But certainly I was mistaken.
"But she made you a sign," insisted Lorin.
"Why is she a flower-maker this morning?" Arthémise asked herself, asking herself.
"You admit, then, that you know her, Arthémise?" Asked Lorin.
"Yes," replied Arthémise, "it is a flower-girl to whom I sometimes buy."
"In any case," said Lorin, "this flower-girl has singular ways of debiting her merchandise."
And the two of them, having once looked at the flowers, who had already reached the wooden bridge and received a new impulse from the arm of the river which passes beneath its arches, continued their journey towards La Rapée, where they expected to dine at the head headed.
The incident did not follow for the moment. Only, as it was strange and had a certain mysterious character, it was engraved in the poetic imagination of Lorin.
However, the denunciation of the Tison woman, denounced against Maurice and Lorin, raised a great noise at the club of the Jacobins, and Maurice received in the Temple the opinion of the Commune that his liberty was threatened by public indignation. It was an invitation to the municipal youth to hide if he was guilty. But, strong in his conscience, Maurice remained in the Temple, and was found at his post when they came to arrest him.
Immediately Maurice was questioned. While remaining firmly resolved not to question any of the friends of whom he was sure, Maurice, who was not a man to ridiculously sacrifice himself by silence like a hero of romance, demanded that the flower-girl be questioned. It was five in the evening when Lorin went home; He at once learned of the arrest of Maurice, and the demand which he had made.
The flower-girl of the Marie Bridge, throwing her flowers into the Seine, immediately returned to her mind: it was a sudden revelation. This strange flower-girl, this coincidence of the quarters, this half-confession of Arthémise, all instinctively shouted to him that there was the explanation of the mystery of which Maurice demanded revelation.
He leapt out of his room, descended the four floors as if he had had wings and ran to the goddess Reason who embroidered gold stars on a dress of blue gauze.
It was her dress of divinity.
"A dream of stars, dear friend," said Lorin. We arrested Maurice this morning, and probably I will be arrested tonight.
-Maurice arrested?
"What! My God, yes. In this time, nothing more common than great events; They do not pay attention because they go by troops, that's all. Now, almost all these great events occur in connection with futility. Let us not neglect trifles. What was that flower girl we met this morning, dear?
Arthémise shuddered.
"What flower girl?"
"What! Pardieu! She who threw her flowers so prodigally into the Seine.
"What! my God! Said Arthémise, "is this event so serious that you come back with such insistence?
"Dear friend, I beg you to answer my question at once."
"My friend, I can not."
"Deess, nothing is impossible for you."
"I am bound to keep silence."
"And I am bound to make you speak."
"But why do you insist?"
"For that ... corbleu! So that Maurice does not have his neck cut off.
"Ah! my God! Maurice guillotined! Cried the frightened young woman.
"Without speaking to you of me, who really dares not answer to have my head still on my shoulders."
-Oh! "No, no," said Arthémise, "it would be to lose it infallibly."
At this moment the official of Lorin rushed into Arthémise's room.
"Ah! Citizen, "cried he," save yourself, save yourself!
-And why that? Asked Lorin.
"Because the gendarmes came to your house, and as they pushed open the door, I went to the neighboring house by the roofs, and went to warn you.
Arthémise uttered a terrible cry. She really loved Lorin.
"Arthémise," said Lorin, as he lay down, "do you put on the life of a flower-girl in comparison with that of Maurice and your lover?" If so, I declare that I cease to hold you for the goddess Reason, and that I proclaim to you the goddess Madness.
"Poor Heloise! Exclaimed the ex-dancer of the Opera, "it is not my fault if I betray you."
-Good! good! Dear friend, "said Lorin, presenting a paper to Arthémise. You have already given me the name of baptism; Give me the last name and address.
-Oh! Write it, never, never! Cried Arthémise; To tell you, at the right time.
"Say it, then, and do not worry, I will not forget it." And Arthémise gave the name and address of the false flower-girl to Lorin by mouth. Her name was Heloise Tison, and she lived in the Rue des Nonandieres, 24.
At this name, Lorin uttered a cry and fled at full speed.
It was not at the end of the street that a letter arrived at Arthémise's. This letter contained only these three lines:
"Not a word about me, dear friend; The revelation of my name would infallibly lose me. Wait till to-morrow to name me, for tonight I shall have left Paris.
"Your HELOICE."
-Oh! my God! Cried the future goddess, "if I could have guessed it, I should have waited till to-morrow."
And she rushed towards the window to recall Lorin, if there was still time; But he had disappeared.
We have already said that in a few hours the news of this event had spread throughout Paris. Indeed, at that time there were indiscretions that were easy to understand on the part of a government whose politics were united and unfolded in the streets.
The rumor went on, terrible and menacing, to the old Rue Saint-Jacques, and two hours after the arrest of Maurice, the arrest was reported.
Thanks to the activity of Simon, the details of the plot had promptly gushed out of the Temple; Only, as each embroidered on the bottom, the truth arrived somewhat altered at the master tanner; It was said that it was a poisoned flower which might have been sent to the queen, and by means of which the Austrian woman was to put her guards to sleep to leave the Temple; Moreover, to these rumors had been added certain suspicions concerning the fidelity of the battalion dismissed the day before by Santerre; So that there were already several victims designated for hatred of the people.
But, on the Rue Saint-Jacques, there was no mistake about the nature of the event, and Morand on one side, and Dixmer on the other, went out at once, leaving Genevieve a prey to the most violent despair.
In fact, if Maurice were to come unhappy, it was Genevieve who was the cause of this misfortune. It was she who had led by the hand the blind young man into the dungeon where he was confined, and from which he would probably only go out to walk on the scaffold.
But in any case, Maurice would not pay his devotion to Genevieve's whim. If Maurice were condemned, Genevieve would accuse herself of the tribunal, she confessed everything. She assumed the responsibility over her, of course, and, at the expense of her life, she saved Maurice.
Genevieve, instead of shuddering at the thought of dying for Maurice, found there, on the contrary, a bitter felicity.
She loved the young man; she loved him more than was appropriate to a woman who did not belong to her. It was for her a means of referring to God her pure and spotless soul as she had received him from him.
On leaving the house, Morand and Dixmer had separated. Dixmer made his way towards the Rue de la Corderie, and Morand ran to the Rue des Nonandieres. On reaching the end of the Pont Marie, the latter perceived the crowd of idlers and curious who stationed in Paris during or after an event in the place where this event took place, as the ravens are stationed on a field of battle.
At this sight Morand stopped short; His legs were wanting, he was forced to lean on the parapet of the bridge.
At last he resumed, after a few seconds, that marvelous power which, under great circumstances, he had upon himself, mingled with the groups, interrogated, and learned that ten minutes before they had just been carried off in the Rue des Nonandieres, , A young woman who was certainly guilty of the crime of which she had been accused, since she had been surprised to make her packs.
Morand inquired about the club in which the poor girl was to be questioned. He learned that it was before the mother section that she had been taken, and he went there immediately.
The club was full of people. However, by dint of elbows and punches, Morand succeeded in slipping into a tribune. The first thing he saw was the tall figure, the noble countenance, the disdainful expression of Maurice, standing on the bench of the accused, and crushing Simon, who was perorating with his eyes.
"Yes, citizens," cried Simon, "yes, Citizen Tison accuses Citizen Lindey and Citizen Lorin." Citizen Lindey speaks of a flower-girl on whom he wishes to reject his crime; But I warn you in advance, the flower-girl will not find herself again; It is a plot formed by a society of aristocrats who throw the ball at each other, like cowards that they are. You have seen that Citizen Lorin had decamped from his house when he presented himself. Well, it will not meet any more than the flower girl.
"You lied, Simon," said a furious voice; He will find himself again, for here he is. And Lorin burst into the room.
-Place to me! He cried, shoving the spectators; square! And he went next to Maurice.
This entrance of Lorin, made quite naturally, without manners, without emphasis, but with all the frankness and vigor inherent in the character of the young man, produced the greatest effect on the tribunes, who began to applaud and shout bravo!
Maurice contented himself with smiling and extending a hand to his friend as a man who had said to himself: "I am sure I will not remain alone for a long time on the bench."
The spectators looked with visible interest at these two handsome young men, who, like a demon jealous of youth and beauty, accused the unclean shoemaker of the Temple.
The latter noticed the bad impression that was beginning to dwell on him. He resolved to strike the last blow.
"Citizens," he yelled, "I ask that the generous citizen Tison be heard, I ask her to speak, I ask her to accuse."
"Citizens," said Lorin, "I ask that the young flower-girl, who has just been arrested, and who is about to be brought before you, may be heard."
"No," said Simon, "it is still some false witness, some partisan of the aristocrats; Besides, the citizen Tison burns with the desire of enlightening justice.
Meanwhile, Morin was speaking to Maurice.
"Yes," cried the tribunes, "yes, the deposition of the woman Tison; Yes, yes, let her lay down!
"Is citizen Tison in the room?" Asked the president.
"No doubt she's there," cried Simon. Citizen Tison, say you are here.
"Here I am, my president," said the gaoler; But if I lay down, will my daughter be restored to me?
"Your daughter has nothing to do with the matter," said the president; First drop, and then go to the Commune to ask for your child again.
-Do you hear? The citizen president orders you to testify, "cried Simon; Deposits immediately.
"One moment," said he, turning to Maurice, "the president, astonished at the calmness of this man, who is ordinarily so fiery, for a moment! Municipal citizen, do not you have anything to say first?
-No, citizen president; Except that, before calling a coward and a traitor such a man as myself, Simon would have done better to wait until he was better informed.
-You say, you say? Repeated Simon, with that mocking tone of the peculiar man of the people to the Parisian plebs.
"I say, Simon," said Maurice, with more sadness than anger, "that you will be cruelly punished just now when you see what will happen."
"And what will happen then?" Asked Simon.
"Citizen President," replied Maurice, without replying to his hideous accuser, "I join my friend Lorin in asking you that the young girl who has just been arrested be heard before the poor woman is spoken to. No doubt blew his testimony.
"Do you hear, citizen," cried Simon, "do you hear? It is said there that you are a false witness!
"A false witness?" Said the woman Tison. Ah! you'll see; Wait, wait.
"Citizen," said Maurice, "order this unhappy woman to be silent."
"Ah! You are afraid, cried Simon, you are afraid! Citizen President, I demand the deposition of Citizen Tison.
"Yes, yes, the deposition!" Cried the tribunes.
-Silence! Cried the president; Here is the Commune which returns. At this moment he heard a carriage rolling outside, with a loud noise of arms and howls. Simon turned anxiously towards the door.
"The tribune," said the president, "you have not the floor. Simon went downstairs.
At this moment, gendarmes entered with a flood of curious, soon repressed, and a woman was pushed towards the court-room.
"Is she?" Asked Lorin to Maurice.
"Yes, yes, it is she," said the latter. Oh! The unfortunate woman, she is lost!
"The flower-girl!" The flower girl! Murmured one of the tribunes, which curiosity agitated; It is the flower girl.
"I ask, first of all, the deposition of the woman Tison," shouted the cobbler; You had ordered him to testify, president, and you see that she does not testify.
The woman Tison was called and began a terrible, circumstantial denunciation. According to her, the flower-girl was guilty, it is true; But Maurice and Lorin were his accomplices.
This denunciation produced a visible effect on the public. Simon, however, triumphed.
"Gendarmes, bring the flower-girl," cried the president.
-Oh! it's horrible! Murmured Morand, hiding his head between his two hands.
The flower-girl was called, and placed herself at the bottom of the tribune, opposite the woman Tison, whose testimony had rendered capital the crime with which she was accused.
Then she raised her veil.
-Helloise! Cried the woman Tison; My daughter ... you here? ...
"Yes, mother," replied the young woman gently.
"And why are you between two gendarmes?"
"Because I'm accused, mother."
- You ... accused? Cried the woman Tison, with anguish; And by whom?
"By you, mother." A frightful silence, dead silence, came suddenly upon these boisterous masses, and the painful feeling of this horrible scene embraced all hearts.
-Her daughter! Whispered low voices and, as in the distance, her daughter, the unhappy woman!
Maurice and Lorin looked at the accuser and the accused with a feeling of deep commiseration and respectful grief.
Simon, while desirous of seeing the end of this scene, in which he hoped that Maurice and Lorin would remain compromised, tried to escape the gaze of the woman Tison, who rolled around her with a lost eye.
"How do you call yourself, citizen?" Said the president, moved to himself, to the calm and resigned girl.
-Heloise Tison, citizen.
-How old are you?
-Nineteen years old.
-Where do you live?
-Rue des Nonandières, No. 24.
"Was it you who sold to the citizen Municipal Lindey, that here on this bench is a bouquet of carnations this morning?"
The daughter Tison turned to Maurice, and after looking at her:
"Yes, citizen, it is I," she said.
The woman Tison looked at her daughter herself with eyes dilated by terror.
"Do you know that each of these carnations contained a note addressed to the widow Capet?"
"I know," replied the accused.
A movement of horror and admiration spread throughout the room.
"Why did you offer these carnations to Citizen Maurice?"
"Because I saw the municipal scarf, and I suspected he was going to the Temple."
"What are your accomplices?"
-I do not have any.
-How! Did you make the plot all by yourself?
"If it's a plot, I've done it all by myself."
"But did Citizen Maurice know?"
"That these flowers contain banknotes?"
-Yes.
-The citizen Maurice is a municipal; Citizen Maurice could see the queen alone at any hour of the day or night. Citizen Maurice, if he had had anything to say to the queen, had no need to write, since he could speak.
"And you did not know Citizen Maurice?"
"I had seen him come to the Temple at the time I was there with my poor mother; But I did not know him other than by sight!
"You see, wretch! Cried Lorin, threatening Simon with his fist, who, bowing his head, astonished at the turn of affairs, tried to escape unnoticed. Do you see what you did?
All eyes turned to Simon with a feeling of perfect indignation. The President continued:
"Because it was you who handed the bouquet, since you knew that each flower contained a paper, you must also know what was written on this paper!"
"Certainly, I know."
"Well, then, tell us what was on this paper?"
"Citizen," said the girl, firmly, "I said all I could, and all I wanted to say.
"And you refuse to answer?"
-Yes.
"You know what you're exposing yourself to?"
-Yes.
"You hope, perhaps, in your youth, in your beauty?"
"I only hope for God."
"Citizen Maurice Lindey," said the president, Citizen Hyacinthe Lorin, "you are free; The Commune recognizes your innocence and does justice to your civic spirit. Gendarmes, drive the citizen Heloise to the prison of the section.
At these words the woman Tison seemed to awake, uttered a frightful cry, and wished to rush to embrace her daughter once more; But the gendarmes prevented it.
"I forgive you, mother," cried the girl, as she was being dragged away.
The woman Tison uttered a wild roar, and fell as dead.
-Noble girl! Murmured Morand, with painful emotion.
As a result of the events which we have just described, a final scene was added to complement this drama which was beginning to unfold in these sombre vicissitudes.
The woman Tison, thunderstruck by what had just happened, abandoned by those who had escorted her, for there is something odious, even in involuntary crime, and it is a very great crime, A mother who killed her child, even if out of patriotic zeal, the woman Tison, after remaining for some time in absolute immobility, raised her head, looked around her, lost, and, seeing herself alone, A cry and rushed towards the door.
At the door, some curious, more fierce than others, were still stationed; They slipped away as soon as they saw her, pointing at her and telling each other:
"Do you see that woman?" She is the one who denounced her daughter. The woman Tison uttered a cry of despair and rushed in the direction of the Temple. But on reaching a third of the Rue Michel-le-Comte, a man came to stand before her, and barring his way, hiding his face in his cloak:
"You're happy," he said, "you killed your child.
"Killed my child?" Killed my child? Exclaimed the poor mother. No, no, it is not possible.
"That is so, however, for your daughter is arrested."
"And where was he taken?"
To the Conciergerie; From there it will go to the revolutionary tribunal, and you know what happens to those who go there.
"Take care," said the woman Tison, "and let me pass."
-Where are you going?
"At the Conciergerie."
"What are you going to do?"
- See it again.
"We will not let you in."
"Let me sleep well on the door, live there, sleep there." I'll stay there until she goes out, and I'll see her again.
"Did anyone promise to give you back your daughter?"
-What do you say?
"I ask you, supposing a man promises to give you back your daughter, if you do what this man would tell you to do?"
"All for my daughter!" All for my Heloise! Cried the woman, wringing her arms in despair. Everything, everything, everything!
"Listen," replied the unknown, "it is God who punishes you."
"And what?"
"Tortures you inflicted on a poor mother like you."
"Who do you want to talk to?" What do you mean?
"You have often led the prisoner to two fingers of despair where you are walking yourself at this moment, through your revelations and brutalities, God punishes you by leading to death the girl you loved so much.
"You said there was a man who could save her; Where is this man? What does he want? What does he ask?
"This man wants you to stop persecuting the Queen, and ask her forgiveness for the outrages you have done her, and who, if you realize that this woman, who is also a mother who suffers, , Who is despairing, by an impossible circumstance, by some miracle of heaven, is on the point of saving himself, instead of opposing his flight, you help with all your power.
"Listen, citizen," said the woman Tison, "is it you, are not you, this man?"
-Well?
"You promise to save my daughter?" The stranger was silent.
"Do you promise?" Are you engaging in it? Do you swear? Answer!
-Listening. All that a man can do to save a woman, I will do to save your child.
"He can not save her!" Cried the woman Tison, uttering howls; He can not save her. He was lying when he promised to save her.
"Do what you can for the queen, I will do what I can for your daughter."
"What does the queen mean to me?" It's a mother who has a daughter, that's all. But if you cut your neck to someone, it will not be to your daughter, it will be her. Cut off my neck, and save my daughter. Let me be led to the guillotine, on condition that there will not fall a single hair from his head, and I will go to the guillotine, singing:
Ah! it will, it will, it will,
the aristocrats to the lantern ...
And the woman Tison began to sing in a frightening voice; Then, suddenly, she interrupted her song with a great burst of laughter.
The man in the cloak himself seemed frightened at the commencement of madness, and took a step backward.
-Oh! You will not go away like that, "said the wife Tison to despair, and holding him by her cloak; One does not come to tell a mother, "Do this and I will save your child," and then say, "Maybe." Will you save her?
-Yes.
-When?
"The day on which she will be taken from the Conciergerie to the scaffold."
-Why wait? Why not tonight, right now?
-Because I can not.
"Ah! You see, you see, "exclaimed the woman Tison," you see that you can not; But I can.
"What can you do?"
"I can persecute the prisoner, as you call her; I can watch the queen, as you say, you aristocrat! I can enter the prison every hour, day and night, and I will do all this. As for what she saves, we shall see. Ah! We shall see, since we do not want to save my daughter, if she is to save herself. Head for the head, will you? Madame Veto was a queen, I know very well; Heloise Tison is but a poor girl, I know very well; But on the guillotine we are all equal.
"Well, well! Said the man in the cloak; Save her, I will save her.
-Sworn.
-I swear.
-On what?
"On what you want."
"Are you a girl?"
-No.
"Well," said the Tison woman, dropping her arms with discouragement, "what do you want to swear then?"
"Listen, I swear to God.
-Bah! Replied the woman Tison; Thou knowest well that they have defeated the old, and have not yet made the new.
"I swear on my father's grave."
"Do not swear by a grave, it would bring him misfortune." My God, my God! When I think that in three days maybe I too will swear by my daughter's grave! My daughter! My poor Heloise! Cried the woman Tison with such splendor, that at her voice, already resounding, several windows opened.
At the sight of these windows which opened, another man seemed to detach himself from the wall, and advanced towards the first.
"There is nothing to do with this woman," said the first to the second, "she is mad."
"No, she's a mother," said the latter. And he led his companion. On seeing them go away, the woman Tison seemed to return to her.
-Where are you going? Cried she; Are you going to save Heloise? " Wait for me, so I'll go with you. Wait for me, but wait for me!
And the poor mother pursued them, screaming; But, at the corner of the nearest street, she lost sight of them. And not knowing which way to turn, she remained for a moment undecided, looking on all sides; And seeing herself alone in the night and in silence, this double symbol of death, she uttered a heart-rending cry, and fell unconscious on the pavement.
Ten o'clock struck. Meanwhile, and as the same hour resounded at the Temple clock, the queen, seated in this chamber which we know, near a smoky lamp, between her sister and her daughter, and hidden from the eyes of the municipal men by Madame Royale, who, pretending to embrace him, was rereading a little note written on the thinnest paper that could have been found, with a handwriting so fine that scarcely had his eyes burned with tears, To decipher it. The note contained the following:
"Tomorrow, Tuesday, ask to go down to the garden, which will be granted to you without any difficulty, as the order is given to grant you this favor as soon as you ask it." After having made three or four turns, pretend to be tired, approach the canteen, and ask the Plumeau woman permission to sit with her. There, after a moment, pretend to find you worse and faint. Then we will close the gates so that we can bring you relief, and you will remain with Madame Elizabeth and Madame Royale. Immediately the door of the cellar will open; Rush with your sister and your daughter through this opening, and you are saved all three. "
-My God! Said Madame Royale, "is our unhappy destiny weary?
"Would this note be a snare?" "Replied Madame Elizabeth.
"No, no," said the queen; These characters have always revealed to me the presence of a mysterious friend, but very brave and faithful.
"The knight?" Asked Madame Royale.
"Of himself," replied the queen. Madame Elizabeth clasped her hands.
"Let us read the note each on our side," replied the queen, "so that if one of us should forget one thing, the other would remember it."
And all three looked at one another; But as they finished this reading, they heard the door of their room roll on its hinges. The two princesses turned round; the queen alone remained as she was; Only by an almost imperceptible movement she carried the little note to her hair and slipped it into her hair.
It was one of the municipal officials who opened the door.
"What do you want, sir?" Asked Madame Elizabeth and Madame Royale.
-Hum! Said the municipal, "it seems to me that you are going to sleep very late this evening."
"Is there, then," said the queen, turning with her ordinary dignity, "a new decree of the Commune, which decides at what hour I shall go to bed?"
"No, citizen," said the municipal; But if necessary it will be one.
"In the meantime, sir," said Marie Antoinette, "respect, I will not tell you the room of a queen, but that of a woman."
"In truth," muttered the municipal, "these aristocrats always speak as if they were something."
But in the meantime, subdued by this haughty dignity into prosperity, but which three years of suffering had made calm, he withdrew.
A moment later the lamp was extinguished, and as usual the three women undressed themselves in the darkness, making the darkness a veil to their modesty.
The next day, at nine o'clock in the morning, the queen, after having reread, imprisoned in the curtains of her bed, the note of the day before, in order not to deviate from the instructions thereunder, after having torn it And cut into almost impalpable pieces, dressed in her curtains, and, awakening her sister, went to her daughter's house.
A moment later she went out and called the municipal guards.
"What do you want, citizen?" Asked one of them appearing on the door, while the other did not even bother his breakfast to answer the royal call.
"Monsieur," said Marie Antoinette, "I go out of my daughter's room, and the poor child is indeed very ill." Her legs are swollen and painful, as she does too little exercise. Now, you know, sir, I have condemned her to this inaction; I was allowed to go down to the garden; But as I had to pass the door of the room which my husband lived in his lifetime, as I passed the door, my heart failed, I did not have strength, Confining itself to the promenade of the terrace.
"Now this walk is insufficient to the health of my poor child." I beg you, citizen-at-large, to demand in my name, with General Santerre, the use of that liberty which had been granted to me; I will be grateful to you.
The Queen had pronounced these words with an accent so sweet and so dignified at once, she had so well avoided any qualification which might injure the republican prudence of her interlocutor, that the latter, who had presented herself to her, It was the habit of most of these men, gradually raised her red cap from her head, and when she had finished, bowed to her, saying:
"Be quiet, madam, you will ask the citizen-general for the permission you desire."
Then, retiring, as if to convince himself that he yielded to equity and not to weakness:
"That is right," he repeated; At the end of the day, that's right.
-What's right? Asked the other.
"Let this woman walk her daughter, who is sick."
-After? ... what does she ask?
She asks to go down and walk for an hour in the garden.
-Bah! Said the other, that she asked to go on foot from the Temple to the Place de la Revolution, it would take her.
The queen heard these words and turned pale; But she found in these words a new courage for the great event which was preparing.
The municipalman finished his breakfast and went downstairs. The queen, on her part, asked to make hers in the room of her daughter, which was granted to her.
Madame Royale, to confirm the report of her illness, remained in bed, and Madame Elizabeth and the queen remained near her bed.
At eleven o'clock Santerre arrived. His arrival was, as usual, announced by the drums beating in the fields, and by the entrance of the new battalion, and the new municipalists who were coming to relieve those whose guard was finishing.
When Santerre had inspected the outgoing battalion and the incoming battalion, when he had parted his heavy horse in the court-yard of the Temple, he stopped for a moment: it was the moment when those who had to speak to him Addressed their claims, denunciations or demands.
The municipal took advantage of this halt to approach him.
-What do you want? Said Santerre to him abruptly.
"Citizen," said the municipal, "I come to tell you from the queen."
"What is that, Queen?" Asked Santerre.
"Ah! It is true, "said the municipal, astonished himself at having allowed himself to be carried away.
"What am I saying, then?" Am I crazy? I come to tell you from Madame Veto ...
"Very well," said Santerre, "as I understand. Well, what are you telling me? Come on.
"I come to tell you that little Veto is sick, as it seems, for lack of air and movement."
"Well, must we still blame this for the nation?" The nation had allowed her to walk in the garden, she refused it; Good evening!
"That's right, she's repenting now, and she asks if you want to allow her to come down."
"There's no difficulty in that." You hear, you say, "said Santerre, addressing the whole battalion," widow Capet goes down to walk in the garden. The thing is granted to him by the nation; But take care that she does not escape over the walls, for if it does happen, I have you cut off my head at all. "
A burst of Homeric laughter welcomed the joke of the Citizen General.
"And now that you are warned," said Santerre, farewell. I go to the Commune. It appears that they have just rejoined Roland and Barbaroux, and that it is a matter of delivering them a passport for the other world.
It was this news which made the Citizen General so pleasant.
Santerre set off at a gallop.
The battalion which was descending the guard came out behind him.
Finally, the municipal officials gave way to the newcomers, who had received instructions from Santerre relative to the queen.
One of the municipal officials went up to Marie-Antoinette, and informed him that the general was satisfied with his request.
"Oh! "She thought, looking at the sky through her window," would your anger rest, Lord, and would your terrible right be weary of dwelling on us? "
"Thank you, sir," she said to the municipal officer, with that charming smile which lost Barnave and rendered so many foolish men, "thank you!
Then, turning towards her little dog, who jumped after her while walking on the hind legs, for he understood from his mistress's eyes that something extraordinary was happening:
"Come on, Black," she said, "we're going for a walk. The little dog began to bark and jump, and after having looked at the municipal officer, no doubt realizing that it was this man who came with the news that made his mistress cheerful, he approached him while crawling, Wiggling his long, silky tail, and ventured to caress him.
This man, who perhaps remained insensitive to the queen's entreaties, felt quite moved by the caresses of the dog.
"Only for this little beast, Citizen Capet, you should have gone out more often," he said. Humanity commands the care of all creatures.
"What time will we leave, sir?" Asked the queen. Do not you think that the great sun would do us good?
"You will go out whenever you please," said the municipal; There is no specific recommendation in this regard. However, if you want to go out at noon, as it is the moment you change the sentries, it will make less movement in the tower.
"Well, at noon," said the queen, pressing her hand to her heart to repress the beating.
And she looked at this man who seemed less hard than his colleagues, and who, perhaps, as a price for his condescension to the wishes of the prisoner, was about to lose his life in the struggle meditated by the conspirators.
But also, at this moment when a certain compassion was going to soften the heart of the woman, the queen's soul awoke. She thought of the 10th of August, and the corpses of her friends littering the carpets of her palace; She thought of the 2d of September, and at the head of the Princesse de Lamballe, arising at the end of a pike in front of her windows; She thought of the 21st of January, and her husband dying on a scaffold, at the sound of the drums which extinguished his voice; At last she thought of her son, a poor child, who, more than once, had heard the cries of pain from her chamber, without being able to help him, and her heart became hardened.
-Alas! She murmured, "misfortune is like the blood of ancient hydra: it fertilizes harvests with new misfortunes!
The municipal went out to call his colleagues and read the minutes left by the outgoing municipalities.
The queen remained alone with her sister and daughter.
All three looked at each other.
Madame Royale threw herself into the Queen's arms and kissed her.
Madame Elisabeth approached her sister and held out her hand.
"May God," said the queen; But let us pray low, that no one may suspect that we are praying.
There are fatal epochs in which prayer, that natural hymn which God has placed in the depths of man's heart, becomes suspect in the eyes of men, for prayer is an act of hope or gratitude. Now, in the eyes of her guardians, hope or gratitude was a cause of uneasiness, since the queen could only hope for one thing, flight; Since the Queen could only thank God for one thing, for having given her the means.
When this mental prayer was over, they all remained without uttering a word. Eleven o'clock struck, and then noon.
At the moment when the last blow struck the bronze stamp, a sound of arms began to fill the spiral staircase and to ascend to the queen.
"These are sentinels," she said. We'll come and get us. She saw that her sister and daughter were pale.
-Courage! She said, turning pale.
"It is noon," cried one from below; Send down the prisoners.
"Here we are, gentlemen," replied the queen, who, with a feeling almost mingled with regret, embraced with a last glance, and saluted with a last look the black walls and the furniture, if not coarse, , Companions of his captivity.
The first window opened, looking out on the corridor. The corridor was dark, and in this obscurity the three captives could conceal their emotion. On the way, little Black was running; But when they reached the second wicket, that is to say, at that door of which Marie Antoinette was trying to turn her eyes away, the faithful animal came to stick his muzzle on the large-headed nails, and afterwards Of several little plaintive cries, uttered a painful and prolonged groan. The queen passed quickly without the strength to recall her dog, and looking for the wall to lean on.
After a few steps, the queen lost her legs, and she was obliged to stop. Her sister and her daughter approached her, and for a moment the three women remained motionless, forming a painful group, the mother holding her brow resting on the head of Madame Royale.
Little Black came to join her.
"Well," cried the voice, "is she going downstairs or not?"
"Here we are," said the municipal, who had remained standing, respecting this grief so great in its simplicity.
"Come on!" Said the queen. And she finished coming down. When the prisoners arrived at the bottom of the turning staircase, opposite the last door under which the sun traced wide bands of golden light, the drum sounded a roll calling to the guard, then there was a great silence provoked By curiosity, and the heavy door slowly opened, rolling on its screaming hinges.
A woman was seated on the ground, or rather lying in the corner of the post contiguous to that door. It was the wife Tison, whom the queen had not seen for twenty-four hours, an absence which had aroused her astonishment on several occasions in the evening of the preceding evening and in the morning of the day in which they were.
The queen already saw the day, the trees, the garden, and beyond the barrier which closed this garden, her avid eye went to fetch the little canteen hut where her friends were waiting for her, Her steps, the woman Tison spread her hands, and the queen saw a pale and broken face beneath her graying hair.
The change was so great, that the queen stopped in astonishment.
Then, with the slowness of the people in whom reason is absent, she came to kneel before this door, closing the passage to Marie Antoinette.
"What do you want, good woman?" Asked the queen.
"He said you had to forgive me."
-What? Asked the queen.
"The man in the cloak," replied the woman Tison.
The queen looked at Madame Elizabeth and her daughter in astonishment.
"Go, go," said the municipal, "let the widow Capet pass; She has permission to walk in the garden.
"I know it well," said the old woman; That is why I came here to wait for him: since they did not want me to go up, and I had to ask forgiveness, I had to wait for him.
"Why did not you want to let you go up?" Asked the queen. The woman Tison laughed.
-Because they claim I'm mad! she says. The Queen looked at her, and she saw, in fact, in the bewildered eyes of this unhappy creature, a strange reflection, that vague gleam which indicates the absence of thought.
-Oh! my God! She said, poor woman! What has happened to you?
-It happened to me ... you do not know? Said the woman; But if ... you know it well, since it is for you that it is condemned ...
-Who?
-Helloise.
-Your daughter?
"Yes, my poor girl!"
-Condamnée ... but by whom? how? Why?
-Because she sold the bouquet ...
"What bouquet?"
"The bouquet of carnations." She is not, however, a flower-maker, "replied the wife Tison, as if she were trying to recall her memories; How could she sell this bouquet?
The queen shuddered. An invisible link attached this scene to the present situation; She realized that there was no need to waste time in an unnecessary dialogue.
"My good woman," she said, "please let me pass; Later you will tell me all this.
"No, at once; You must forgive me; I must help you to flee to save my daughter. " The Queen became as pale as a dead woman.
-My God! She murmured, raising her eyes to heaven. Then, turning towards the municipal:
"Monsieur," said she, "have the goodness to remove this woman; You see that she is mad.
"Come, mother," said the municipal, "let us go." But the woman Tison clung to the wall.
"No," she resumed, "she must forgive me for saving my daughter."
"But who?"
-The man in the cloak.
"My dear sister," said Madame Elizabeth, "send her some words of consolation.
-Oh! Quite willingly, "said the queen. Indeed, I think it will be the shortest. Then, turning to the madwoman:
"Good woman, what do you desire?" Say.
"I desire you to forgive me all that I have made you suffer by the insults I have told you, by the denunciations I have made, and that when you see the man in the cloak you order him to save My daughter, since he does whatever you want.
"I do not know what you mean by the man in the cloak," replied the queen; But if, in order to calm your conscience, it is only a matter of obtaining forgiveness from me for the offenses you think you have done me, oh! From the bottom of my heart, poor woman! I forgive you sincerely; And may those I have offended forgive me in the same way!
-Oh! Cried the woman Tison with an unutterable accent of joy, "he will save my daughter, since you have forgiven me." Your hand, madame, your hand.
The queen, astonished, stretched out her hand, which the woman Tison seized with ardor, on which she pressed her lips.
At this moment the hoarse voice of a pedlar was heard in the Rue du Temple.
"Here," cried he, "the judgment and the sentence which condemn the daughter Heloise Tison to the death penalty for the crime of conspiracy!
Scarcely had these words struck the ears of the Tison woman, her face disintegrated, she stood on one knee, and stretched out her arms to close the passage to the queen.
-Oh! my God! Murmured the queen, who had not lost a word of the terrible announcement.
-Condamnée to the death penalty? Cried the mother; My daughter condemned? My lost Heloise? So he has not saved her and can not save her? Is it then too late? Ah!
"Poor woman," said the queen, "believe me, I pity you.
-You? She said, and her eyes injected with blood. Do you pity me? Never! never!
"You are mistaken, I pity you with all my heart; But let me pass.
"Let it pass!" The woman Tison burst out laughing.
-No no! I let you flee because he had told me that if I asked for forgiveness and if I let you run away, my daughter would be saved; But since my daughter is going to die, you will not be saved.
"To me, gentlemen! Come to my aid, "cried the queen. My God! my God! But you see that this woman is mad.
"No, I am not mad; I know what I say, "cried the wife Tison. You see, it is true, there was a conspiracy; It was Simon who discovered it, it was my daughter, my poor girl, who sold the bouquet. She confessed to him before the revolutionary tribunal ... a bunch of carnations ... there were papers in it.
"Madame," said the queen, "in the name of heaven! Again the voice of the crier was repeated,
-This is the judgment and judgment that condemn the daughter Heloise Tison to the death penalty for the crime of conspiracy!
"Do you hear?" Shouted the madwoman, around whom the National Guards were grouped; Do you hear, condemned to death? It is for you, for you, that you will kill my daughter, do you hear, for you, the Austrian woman?
"Gentlemen," said the queen, "in the name of heaven! If you do not want to get rid of this poor fool, let me at least go up; I can not bear the reproaches of this woman: they are unjust as they are, they break me.
And the queen turned her head away, letting out a sobbing sob.
"Yes, yes, weep, hypocrite! Cried the madwoman; Your bouquet is dear to her. Besides, she must have suspected it; This is how all those who serve you die. You bear misfortune, the Austrian: your friends, your husband, your defenders have been killed; Finally, they kill my daughter. When will you be killed in your turn so that no one will die for you?
And the unfortunate woman shrieked these last words, accompanied by a gesture of menace.
"Alas! Said Madame Elisabeth, "do you forget that the one you are speaking to is the queen?"
"The queen?" "The queen?" Repeated the woman Tison, whose madness was exalted from moment to moment; If it is the queen, that she forbids the executioners to kill my daughter... That she may pardon my poor Heloise. Kings pardon me. Come, give me back my child; Until then, you are but a woman, and a woman who bears misfortune, a woman who kills! "
"Ah! Pity, madame, "cried Marie Antoinette," see my grief, see my tears. "
And Marie Antoinette tried to pass, not in the hope of fleeing, but mechanically, but in order to escape from this appalling obsession.
-Oh! You will not pass, "shouted the old woman; You want to run away, Madame Veto. I know that, the man in the cloak told me so; You want to go and join the Prussians ... but you will not run away, "she continued, clinging to the queen's dress; I will prevent you! At the lantern, Madame Veto! To arms, citizens! Let us walk ... an impure blood ....
And with her arms twisted, her gray hair scattered, her face purple, her eyes drowned in blood, the unfortunate woman fell down, tearing the rag of the dress she was clinging to.
The queen, distraught, but at least rid of the fool, was about to flee to the garden, when suddenly a terrible cry, mingled with barking and accompanied by a strange rumor, came to draw from their stupor the guards Who, attracted by this scene, surrounded Marie Antoinette.
"To arms!" To arms! treason! Cried a man whom the queen recognized at his voice for the shoemaker Simon.
Near this man who, with his saber in his hand, kept the threshold of the hut, little Black barked furiously.
"To the arms, the whole post!" Cried Simon; We are betrayed; Let the Austrian enter. To arms! To arms!
An officer came running. Simon spoke to him, showing him, with flaming eyes, the interior of the cabin. The officer shouted in his turn:
"To arms!"
-Black! Black! Called the queen, taking a few steps forward. But the dog did not answer and continued to bark furiously.
The National Guards ran to arms, and rushed to the cabin, whilst the municipal officers seized the queen, her sister, and her daughter, and forced the prisoners to pass the wicket, which closed behind them.
"Put up your arms!" Cried the municipal guards to the sentries. And the noise of the muskets was heard.
"There it is, under the trapdoor," cried Simon. I saw the trap stir, I'm sure. Besides, the dog of the Austrian, a good little dog that was not of the conspiracy, japped against the conspirators, who are probably in the cellar. Hey! Look, he is still barking.
In fact, Black, animated by the cries of Simon, redoubled his barking.
The officer seized the ring of the trap. Two vigorous grenadiers, seeing that he could not overcome it, helped him, but without success.
"You see that they keep the trap inside," said Simon. Fire! Through the trap, my friends! fire!
"What! Cried Madame Plumeau, "you are going to break my bottles.
-Fire! Repeated Simon, "fire!
"Shut up!" Said the officer. And you, bring axes and start the planks. Now a platoon is ready. Warning! And fire in the trap as soon as it is opened.
A groan of the birds and a sudden jolt announced to the National Guards that an internal movement had just taken place. Soon after it was heard a subterranean sound that resembled an iron harrow that closes.
-Courage! Said the officer to the sappers who was running. The ax struck the boards. Twenty rifle barrels were lowered in the direction of the opening, which widened from second to second. But through the opening we saw no one. The officer lit a torch and threw it into the cellar; The cellar was empty.
The trap was lifted, which this time yielded without any resistance.
"Follow me," cried the officer, bravely rushing down the stairs.
-Forward! forward! Cried the National Guards, rushing forward after their officer.
"Ah! Woman Plumeau, "said Tison," you lend your cellar to the aristocrats!
The wall was broken. Numerous footsteps had trodden the damp ground, and a conduit three feet wide and five feet high, like the trench of a trench, sank in the direction of the Rue de la Corderie.
The officer ventured into this opening, determined to pursue the aristocrats even into the bowels of the earth; But scarcely had he made three or four steps, when he was stopped by an iron grating.
-Halta! He said to those who pushed him from behind, one can not go further, there is physical impediment.
"Well," said the municipal officials, who, having shut up the prisoners, was rushing for news, "what is it? Come on?
-Parbleu! Said the officer, reappearing, "there is a conspiracy; The aristocrats wanted to remove the queen during her walk, and probably she was in connivance with them.
-Plague! Shouted the municipal. Let one go after the Citizen Santerre, and be warned of the Commune.
"Soldiers," said the officer, "stay in this cellar, and kill all that will present itself."
And the officer, after giving this order, proceeded to make his report.
"Ah! Ah! Cried Simon, rubbing his hands. Ah! Ah! Will it be said that I am mad? Brave Black! Black is a famous patriot, Black saved the Republic. Come here, Black, come on!
And the brigand, who had made his eyes gentle to the poor dog, shot him, when he was near him, a kick which sent him at twenty paces.
-Oh! I love you, Black! "Said he; Thou shalt cut off thy neighbor's neck. Come here, Black, come on!
But instead of obeying, this time Black resumed shouting the way to the dungeon.
It was about two o'clock that the events which we have just related were accomplished.
Lorin was walking in Maurice's room, while Agesilas was shouting the boots of his master in the antechamber; Only, for the greatest convenience of conversation, the door had remained open, and in the course which he was making, Lorin stopped before this door, and addressed questions to the unofficial.
"And do you say, Citizen Agesilaus, that your master is gone this morning?"
-Oh! My God, yes.
"At his usual hour?"
"Ten minutes earlier, ten minutes later, I can not say too much.
"And have you not seen him since?"
"No, citizen."
Lorin resumed his walk and silenced three or four turns, then stopped again:
"Did he have his saber?" He asked.
-Oh! When he goes to the section, he always has it.
"And you're sure it's at the section he's gone?"
"He told me at least."
"In that case, I'll join him," said Lorin. If we crossed, you will tell him that I have come and that I will come back.
"Wait," said Agesilaus.
-What?
"I hear his step on the stairs."
-You think?
-I'm sure. In fact, almost at the same moment, the door of the staircase opened and Maurice entered.
Lorin threw a quick glance at him, and saw that nothing in him seemed extraordinary.
"Ah! here you are at last! Said Lorin; I've been waiting for you for two hours.
"So much the better," said Maurice, smiling, "that will have given you time to prepare the distichs and quatrains."
"Ah! My dear Maurice, "said the improviser," I do not do it any more.
-Details and quatrains?
-No.
-Bah! But the world will end?
"Maurice, my friend, I am sad.
"You, sad?"
-I'm unhappy.
"You, unhappy man?"
-Yes, what do you want? I have remorse.
-Remorse?
"What! My God, yes, "said Lorin," you or her, my dear fellow, there was no middle ground. You or she, you feel that I did not hesitate; But, you see, Arthémise is in despair, it was her friend.
-Poor daughter!
-And how she gave me her address ...
"You would be infinitely better off letting things take their course.
"Yes, and it is you who, at this hour, would be condemned in his place." Powerfully reasoned, dear friend. And I who came to ask you for advice! I thought you were stronger than that.
"See, no matter, always ask."
"Well, do you understand?" Poor girl, I would like to try something to save her. If I gave or received a good torgnole for her, it seems to me that it would do me good.
"You are mad, Lorin," said Maurice, shrugging his shoulders.
"Come, if I were to go to the Revolutionary Court?"
"It is too late, it is condemned."
"In truth," said Lorin, "it is frightful to see this young woman perish thus."
"How much more horrible it is that my salvation has led to his death." But, after all, Lorin, what must console us is that she conspired.
"What! My God, do not everyone conspire, little or very much, by the time that is running? She did like everybody else. Poor woman!
"Do not pity her too much, friend, and above all, do not pity her too high," said Maurice, "for we bear part of his trouble." Believe me, we are not so well washed from the accusation of complicity that it did not stain. Today, at the section, I was called Girondin by the captain of the chasseurs of Saint-Leu, and just now I had to give him a saber to prove that he was mistaken .
"Is that why you come home so late?"
-Exactly.
"But why did not you tell me?"
"Because, in these things, you can not restrain yourself; It was necessary that this should terminate at once, so that the thing should not make a noise. We took the ones we had on our own.
"And that rabble had called you Girondin, you, Maurice, a pure one?"
"What! Mordieu! Yes; This is what proves to you, my dear fellow, that an adventure like this is still unpopular; because, you know, Lorin, what's the days we live in, the synonymous unpopular: it is suspect .
- I know, said Louis, and that word is chilling the bravest; No matter, I am reluctant to let poor Heloise go to the guillotine without asking her for forgiveness.
"Finally, what do you want?"
"I want you to stay here, Maurice, you who have nothing to reproach you for." Me, you see, it is something else; Since I can do nothing more for her, I will go on her way, I want to go, friend Maurice, you understand me, and provided she holds out my hand!
"I'll accompany you then," said Maurice.
"Impossible, my friend, think: you are a municipal, you are a secretary of section, you have been called into question, while I have only been your defender; You would think yourself guilty, so stay; Me, it is something else, I risk nothing and I go.
All that Lorin said was so just, that there was nothing to answer. Maurice, exchanging a single sign with the daughter Tison walking on the scaffold, denounced her complicity.
"Go, then," said he, "but be careful." Lorin smiled, shook Maurice's hand and left. Maurice opened his window and sent him a sad farewell. But before Lorin had turned round the corner, more than once he had gone back to look at him again, and every time attracted by a sort of magnetic sympathy, Lorin turned to look at him with a smile . Finally, when he had disappeared at the corner of the quay, Maurice closed the window, threw himself into an armchair, and fell into one of those somnolences which, in strong characters and nervous organizations, are the presentiments of great misfortunes; They resemble the calm precursor of the tempest. It was not derived from this revery, or rather from this slumber, but from the official, who, on returning from a commission made on the outside, returned with the awakened air of the servants who are burning to deliver to the master the news 'They just gather.
But seeing Maurice troubled, he dared not distract him, and contented himself with passing and ironing, but with obstinacy before him.
"What is it?" Asked Maurice carelessly; Speak, if you have anything to say to me.
"Ah! Citizen, still a famous conspiracy, go! Maurice shrugged his shoulders.
"A conspiracy that raises the hair on the head," continued Agesilaus.
-Really! Replied Maurice, a man accustomed to the thirty daily conspiracies of that period.
"Yes, Citizen," replied Agesilaus; It is to make one shudder, you see! Just thinking about it, it gives goosebumps to good patriots.
"Let us see this conspiracy?" Said Maurice.
The Austrian woman ran away.
-Bah! Said Maurice, beginning to pay more attention.
"It appears," said Agesilaus, "that the widow Capet had ramifications with the daughter Tison, whom they are going to guillotine to-day." She did not steal it; The unhappy woman!
"And how did the queen have any relations with this girl?" Asked Maurice, smelling sweat on his forehead.
-An eyelet. Imagine, citizen, that the plan of the thing was made to pass through a carnation.
"In a carnation! And who?"
-Mr. The knight ... of ... wait ... then it is a name proudly known ... but, I forget all these names ....
A knight of a castle ... how stupid I am! There are no more castles ... a Knight of House ...
"Red House?"
-That's it.
-Impossible.
"How impossible?" Since I tell you that we have found a trapdoor, a subway, and carriages.
"But no, on the contrary, you have said nothing of all this."
"Well, I'll tell you then."
-Dis; If it is a tale, it is beautiful at least.
"No, citizen, it is not a tale, far from it, and the proof is that I have it from the citizen porter." The aristocrats have dug a mine; This mine began from the Rue de la Corderie, and went as far as the cellar of the Citizen Plumeau's canteen, and she was almost compromised by complicity, Citizen Plumeau. You know her, I hope?
"Yes," said Maurice; but after?
"Well, the widow Capet had to escape by this subterranean passage." She already had her foot on the first step, what! It was Citizen Simon who caught up with her dress. Here we beat the general in the city, and the recall in the sections; Do you hear the drum? It is said that the Prussians are at Dammartin, and have pushed reconnaissances to the frontiers.
In the midst of this flow of words, of the true and the false, the possible and the absurd, Maurice grasped almost the thread. Everything proceeded from this eyelet given before his eyes to the queen, and bought by him from the unhappy flower-girl. This carnal contained the plan of a conspiracy which had just broken out, with details more or less true, which Agesilaus reported.
At this moment the noise of the drum approached, and Maurice heard the cry in the street:
"Great conspiracy discovered in the Temple by Citizen Simon!" Great conspiracy in favor of the widow Capet discovered in the Temple!
"Yes, yes," said Maurice, "that's what I think." There is truth in all this. And Lorin, who, in the midst of this popular exaltation, is perhaps going to extend his hand to this girl and be put to pieces.
Maurice took his hat, girded the belt of his saber, and in two bounds was in the street.
-Where is he? "Asked Maurice. On the way to the Conciergerie no doubt. And he darted toward the quay.
At the extremity of the quai de la Megisserie, pikes and bayonets, rising from a gathering, struck his eyes. It seemed to him to distinguish in the middle of the group a garb of national guard and in the group of hostile movements. He ran, with a strained heart, towards the gathering which encumbered the edge of the water.
This national guard, pressed by the cohort of the Marseillais, was Lorin; Lorin pale, his lips pressed, his eyes threatening, his hand on the handle of his saber, measuring the place of the blows he was preparing to carry.
A stone's throw from Lorin was Simon. The latter, laughing with a ferocious laugh, designated Lorin to the Marseillais and the populace, saying,
"Come, come! You see that one, it is one that I had expelled from the Temple yesterday as an aristocrat; It is one of those which favor the correspondences in the carnations. It is the accomplice of the daughter Tison, who will pass by just now. Well, you see, he walks quietly on the quay, while his accomplice goes to the guillotine; And perhaps she was more than his accomplice, that he was his mistress, and that he had come here to bid her farewell, or to try to save her.
Lorin was not a man to hear more. He pulled his saber out of the scabbard.
At the same time, the crowd opened before a man who gave heads down in the group, and whose broad shoulders threw down three or four spectators who were preparing to become actors.
"Be happy, Simon," said Maurice. You no doubt regretted that I was not there, with my friend, to do your job as a whistle-blower. Denounce, Simon, denounce me, here I am.
"Faith, yes," said Simon, with his hideous laugh, "and you are right. This one, he said, was the handsome Maurice Lindey, who was accused at the same time as the daughter Tison, and who got away because he is rich.
"To the lantern!" To the lantern! Cried the Marseillais.
-Yes Da! "Try a little, then," said Maurice.
And he took a step forward and stroked, as though trying himself, in the middle of the forehead of one of the most ardent murderers whom the blood blinded at once.
"To murder!" Cried the latter. The Marseillais lowered the pikes, raised the axes, and armed the muskets; The crowd scared away, and the two friends remained isolated and exposed as a double target every time. They looked at each other with a last and sublime smile, for they expected to be devoured by the whirlwind of fire and flame that threatened them, when suddenly the door of the house to which they leaned opened and a Swarm of young men in uniform, of those who were called muscadins, all armed with a saber, each with a pair of pistols at his waist, melted on the Marseillais, and engaged a terrible melee.
"Hurray!" Cried together with Lorin and Maurice, revived by this help, and without thinking that by fighting among the ranks of the newcomers, they justified the accusations of Simon. Hooray!
But if they did not think of their salvation, another thought of it for them. A young man of twenty-five to twenty-six, with a blue eye, managing with infinite skill and ardor, a saber of sapper, which one would have thought his wife's hand could not lift, Perceiving that Maurice and Lorin, instead of fleeing through the door which he seemed to have left open with intent, were fighting beside him, turned round and whispered to them:
- Fly through this door; What we have just done here does not concern you, and you compromise yourself uselessly.
Then suddenly, on seeing that the two friends hesitated,
-Back! Cried he to Maurice, "no patriots with us; Municipal Lindey, we are aristocrats, we.
At that name, the audacity of a man to accuse a quality which at that time was a sentence of death, the crowd uttered a loud cry.
But the blond young man and three or four of his friends, without frightening the cry, pushed Maurice and Lorin into the aisle, and closed the door behind them; Then they returned to throw themselves into the fray, which was augmented by the approach of the cart.
Maurice and Lorin, so miraculously saved, looked at each other astonished and dazzled.
This issue seemed deliberate; They entered a courtyard, and at the bottom of this courtyard found a little secret door leading into the Rue Saint-Germain-l'Auxerrois.
At this moment, from the bridge at the Change, a detachment of gendarmes, who had swept the quay, swept through the quay, although from the cross street where the two friends were standing, one heard for a moment a fierce struggle.
They preceded the cart which led poor Heloise to the guillotine.
"To gallop!" Cried a voice; At the gallop! The cart left at a gallop. Lorin caught sight of the unfortunate girl, standing with a smile on her lips and a proud eye. But he could not even exchange a gesture with her; She passed without seeing him near a whirlwind of people who shouted:
"To die, the aristocrat! To death! And the noise went away decreasing and reaching the Tuileries.
At the same time the little door through which Maurice and Lorin had gone out reopened, and three or four muscadins, torn and bloody, came out. It was probably all that remained of the little troop.
The blond young man came out last.
-Alas! Said he, "this cause is cursed!
And, throwing his saber chipped and bloody, he rushed towards the Rue des Lavandieres.
Maurice hastened back to the section to file a complaint against Simon.
It is true that before separating from Maurice, Lorin had found a more expeditious means: it was to collect some Thermopylae, to await Simon at his first sortie from the Temple, and to kill him in a pitched battle.
But Maurice had formally opposed this plan.
"You are lost," said he, "if you come to assault." Let us crush Simon, but crush him by law. It must be easy for lawyers.
As a result, the next morning Maurice went to the section and made his complaint.
But he was much astonished when, at the section, the president turned a deaf ear, recusing himself, saying that he could not take sides between two good citizens, both animated by the love of their country.
-Good! "Said Maurice," I know now what to do to deserve the reputation of a good citizen. Ah! Ah! To gather the people to murder a man who displeases you, you call this being animated by the love of the fatherland? Then I return to the feeling of Lorin, whom I had the mistake of fighting. Starting today, I'm going to make patriotism, as you see fit, and I will experiment on Simon.
"Citizen Maurice," replied the president, "Simon has perhaps less faults than you in this affair; He has discovered a conspiracy, without being called by his functions, where you have seen nothing, you whose duty it was to discover it; Moreover, you have connivances of chance or intention, -which? We know nothing of it, but you have it with the enemies of the nation.
-Me! Said Maurice. Ah! For example; And with whom, citizen president?
-With citizen Red House.
-Me? Said Maurice, stupefied; I have connivances with the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge? I do not know him, I never ...
"We've seen you talk to him."
-Me?
- Shake his hand.
-Me?
-Yes.
-Or this? When that? Citizen President, "said Maurice, carried away by the conviction of his innocence," you lied to it.
"Your zeal for the country takes you a little way, citizen Maurice," said the president, "and you will be sorry for what you have just said when I give you proof that I have advanced only the truth. Here are three different reports that accuse you.
"Come on!" Said Maurice; Do you think I am so foolish as to believe your Chevalier de Maison-Rouge? "
"And why should not you believe it?"
"Because it is a specter of conspirator with whom you always hold a conspiracy ready to encompass your enemies."
- Read the denunciations.
"I will not read anything," said Maurice. "I protest that I have never seen the Chevalier de Maison Rouge, and that I have never spoken to him." Let him who does not believe in my word of honor come and tell me, I know what I should answer him.
The president shrugged his shoulders; Maurice, who did not want to be left with anyone, did the same.
There was something dark and reserved during the rest of the session.
After the meeting, the president, who was a brave patriot raised in the first rank of the district by the suffrage of his fellow-citizens, approached Maurice and said:
"Come, Maurice, I have to speak to you." Maurice followed the president, who led him into a little closet adjoining the chamber.
Arrived there, he looked him in the face, and, placing his hand on his shoulder,
"Mauritius," said he, "I have known, I have esteemed your father, which means that I esteem you and love you." Maurice, believe me, you run a great danger by letting yourself go to the lack of faith, the first decadence of a truly revolutionary spirit.
Maurice, my friend, when one loses faith, one loses fidelity. You do not believe in the enemies of the nation; hence you pass by them without seeing them, and become the instrument of their plots without suspecting it.
-What the hell! Citizen, "said Maurice," I know myself, I am a man of heart, a zealous patriot; But my zeal does not make me fanatical: here are twenty pretended conspiracies that the Republic signs all of the same name. I ask, once and for all, to see the publisher responsible.
"You do not believe in the conspirators, Maurice," said the president; Well, tell me, do you believe in the red carnation for which the daughter Tison was guillotined yesterday?
Maurice shuddered.
"Do you go to the subterranean passage in the garden of the Temple, and communicate from the cellar of Citizen Plumeau to a certain house in the Rue de la Corderie?"
"No," said Maurice.
"Then, do like Thomas the apostle, go and see."
"I am not on guard at the Temple, and they will not let me in."
"Everyone can enter the Temple now."
-What do you mean?
- Read this report; Since you are so incredulous, I will only proceed by official documents.
-How! Cried Maurice, reading the report. "Is it so?"
-Keep on going.
"Is the queen transported to the Conciergerie?"
-Well? Replied the president.
"Ah! Ah! Said Maurice.
"Do you think it is on a dream, on what you call an imagination, on a nonsense, that the Committee of Public Safety has adopted such a serious measure?"
-This measure has been passed, but it will not be executed, as many measures I have seen, and that's all ...
"Go on to the end," said the president. And he presented her with a last paper.
"The receipt of Richard, the jailer of the Conciergerie!" Cried Maurice.
"She was arrested at two o'clock." This time Maurice remained pensive.
"The Commune, you know," continued the President, "is acting with profound views. It has grown a wide and straight furrow; its measures are not childish, and she put in execution the principle of Cromwell: " We must strike the kings at the head." Read this secret note of the Minister of Police.
Maurice read: "Whereas we have the certainty that the former Chevalier de Maison-Rouge is in Paris; That he was seen there in different places; That he left traces of his passage through several plots fortunately foiled, I invite all the section chiefs to redouble their surveillance. "
-Well? Asked the president.
"I must believe you, citizen president," cried Maurice. And he continued:
"Signal of the Red Knight: five feet three inches, blond hair, blue eyes, straight nose, chestnut beard, round chin, soft voice, woman's hands.
"Thirty-five to thirty-six."
At the report a strange gleam passed through the mind of Maurice; He thought of that young man who commanded the band of muscadins who had saved them the day before, Lorin and himself, and who struck so resolutely on the Marseillais with his sapeur's sword.
-Mordieu! Murmured Maurice, "would it be him?" In this case, the denunciation which tells me that I was spoken to him would not be false. Only, I do not remember shaking her hand.
"Well, Maurice," asked the president, "what do you say of that now, my friend?
"I say that I believe you," replied Maurice, meditating sadly, for for some time past, without knowing what bad influence saddened his life, he saw all things gloom about him.
"Do not play your popularity, Maurice," continued the president. The popularity today is life; Unpopularity, take care, is the suspicion of treason, and citizen Lindey can not be suspected of being a traitor.
Maurice had nothing to answer to a doctrine which he felt to be his own. He thanked his old friend and left the section.
"Ah! "He murmured," let us breathe a little; It is too much suspicion and struggle. Let us go straight to rest, to innocence and joy; Let's go to Genevieve.
And Maurice took the road to the old Rue Saint-Jacques.
When he reached the master tanner, Dixmer and Morand supported Genevieve, a prey to a violent attack of nerves.
Thus, instead of leaving him free to enter, as usual, a servant barred his passage.
"Always tell me," said Maurice uneasy, "and if Dixmer can not receive me at this moment, I will retire." The servant entered the little pavilion, while he, Maurice, lived in the garden.
It seemed to him that something strange was happening in the house. The tanners were not at their work, and crossed the garden with an anxious air.
Dixmer himself returned to the door.
"Enter," said he, "dear Maurice, come in; You are not of those for whom the door is closed.
"But what is it?" Asked the young man.
"Genevieve is suffering," said Dixmer; More than suffering, for she is delirious.
"Ah! my God! Cried the young man, moved to find once more trouble and suffering. What does she have?
"You know, my dear fellow," replied Dixmer, "to the sickness of women, no one knows anything, and especially the husband."
Genevieve was thrown over a sort of chaise longue. Near her was Morand, who made him breathe salts.
-Well? Asked Dixmer.
"Always the same," replied Morand.
-Helloise! Heloise! Murmured the young woman through her white lips and clenched teeth.
-Helloise! Maurice repeated in amazement.
"What! My God, yes, "replied Dixmer, quickly," Genevieve had the misfortune to go out yesterday, and see this unfortunate cart pass with a poor girl named Heloise, who was being led to the guillotine. Since that time, she has had five or six attacks of nerves, and only repeats that name.
"What struck her most is that she recognized in this girl the flower-girl who sold her the carnations you know."
"Certainly, I know, since they nearly cut me off."
"Yes, we have known all this, dear Maurice, and believe that we have been scared; But Morand was at the sitting, and he saw you go out at liberty.
-Silence! Said Maurice; She is still talking, I think.
-Oh! Words interrupted, unintelligible, "resumed Dixmer.
-Maurice! Murmured Genevieve; They will kill Maurice. To him! Knight, to him! A profound silence followed these words.
"Red House," murmured Genevieve; Red House!
Maurice felt a flash of suspicion; But it was only a flash. Besides, he was too much moved by the suffering of Genevieve to comment on these few words.
"Did you call a doctor?" He asked.
-Oh! It will be nothing, "resumed Dixmer; A little delirium, that's all.
And he pressed his wife's arm so violently that Genevieve returned to her, and, with a slight cry, opened her eyes, which she had constantly kept shut till then.
"Ah! You are all, "she said," and Maurice with you. " Oh! I am glad to see you, my friend; If you knew how I have ....
She resumed:
-.... How we have suffered for two days!
"Yes," said Maurice, "we are all here; Do not worry, do not worry. There is, above all, a name, you see, that you ought to be unaccustomed to pronounce, since at this moment it is not in the odor of sanctity.
"And which?" Asked Genevieve.
"It is that of the Chevalier de Maison Rouge."
"I have named the Chevalier de Maison Rouge." Said Genevieve, shocked.
"Doubtless," replied Dixmer, with a forced laugh; But you understand, Maurice, there is nothing astonishing in this, since it is publicly said that he was an accomplice of the daughter Tison, and that he was the one who directed the attempt of kidnapping, which, Happiness, failed yesterday.
"I do not say that there is anything surprising in that," replied Maurice; I only say that he has only to hide well.
-Who? Asked Dixmer.
"The Chevalier de Maison Rouge, parbleu!" The Commune seeks it, and its bloodhounds have a fine nose.
"May he be arrested," said Morand, "before he accomplishes some new enterprise which will succeed better than the last."
"In any case," said Maurice, "it will not be in favor of the queen."
-And why that? Asked Morand.
-Because the queen is henceforth safe from her coups-de-main.
"And where is she?" Asked Dixmer.
"To the Conciergerie," replied Maurice; He was transferred there that night.
Dixmer, Morand, and Genevieve uttered a cry which Maurice took for an exclamation of surprise.
"So you see," he continued, "goodbye to the plans of the Chevalier de la Reine!" The Conciergerie is safer than the Temple.
Morand and Dixmer exchanged a glance that escaped Maurice.
"Ah! my God! Cried he, "Madame Dixmer is turning pale.
"Genevieve," said Dixmer to his wife, "you must go to bed, my child; you suffer. Maurice understood that he was being dismissed; He kissed Genevieve's hand and went out. Morand went out with him and accompanied him to the old Rue Saint-Jacques.
There he left him to go and say a few words to a sort of servant who held a horse all saddled.
Maurice was so preoccupied, that he did not even ask Morand, to whom, besides, he had not addressed a word since they had left the house together, who was this man, and what the horse was doing there.
He took the Rue des Fosses-Saint-Victor and reached the quays.
"It's strange," he said to himself as he walked. Is it my spirit that is weakening? Are events taking on gravity? But everything appears to me magnified as through a microscope.
And, to regain a little calm, Maurice presented his brow to the evening breeze, and leaned on the parapet of the bridge.
As he finished this reflection in himself, while watching the water sink with that melancholy attention, the symptoms of which are found in every pure Parisian, Maurice, leaning on the parapet of the bridge, heard a small troop coming to him from one Not equal, as could be that of a patrol.
He turned around; It was a company of the National Guard which arrived at the other end. In the midst of obscurity, Maurice thought he recognized Lorin.
It was he, indeed. As soon as he saw him, he ran to him with open arms:
"Finally," cried Lorin, "it is you. Morbleu! It is not without difficulty that you are joined;
But since I find a friend so faithful,
My fortune will take a new face.
This time you will not complain, I hope; I give you Racine instead of giving you Lorin.
"What are you doing here on a patrol?" Asked Maurice, worried.
"I am the expedition leader, my friend; It is a question of restoring, on its primitive basis, our shaken reputation. Then, turning to his company:
"Take arms!" Present weapons! High arms! "He said. There, my children, it is not yet dark enough night. Cause of your small business, let's talk about ours.
Then, returning to Mauritius:
"I learned two great news today from the section," continued Lorin.
-What?
"The first is that we are beginning to be suspicious, you and I.
-I know it. After?
"Ah! you know?
-Yes.
"The second is, that the whole carnation conspiracy was conducted by the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge."
"I still know."
"But what you do not know is that the conspiracy of the red carnation and that of the underground consisted only of one conspiracy.
"I still know."
"Then move on to a third news; You do not know, that one, I am sure. We are going to take the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge tonight.
"To take the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge?"
-Yes.
"So you're a gendarme?"
-No; But I am a patriot. A patriot owes his country. Now, my country is abominably ravaged by this knight of the Red House, who plots on conspiracies. Now, my country orders me, who am a patriot, to rid her of the aforesaid Knight of the Red House, who embarrasses her horribly, and I obey her country.
"It does not matter," said Maurice, "it is singular that you undertake such a commission."
"I did not take it upon myself; But, moreover, I must say that I would have run for it, the commission. We need a striking blow to rehabilitate ourselves, since our rehabilitation is not only the security of our existence, but also the right to put six inches of blade in the belly of this awful Simon at the first opportunity.
"But how was it known that the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge was at the head of the subterranean conspiracy?"
"It is not yet sure, but it is presumed."
"Ah! You proceed by induction?
"We proceed by certainty."
"How do you arrange all this?" Come on; Because finally ...
-Listen carefully.
-I'm listening to you.
"I have scarcely heard the cry of" Great conspiracy discovered by Citizen Simon. "(This scoundrel of Simon, he is everywhere, this wretch!), That I wished to judge of the truth by myself. Now, we were talking about a tunnel.
"Is he there?"
-Oh! there, I vu.- Vu, my eyes saw, what is called saw. "Why do not you whistle?"
"Because it is Moliere, and I admit it, circumstances seem to me a little serious to joke."
"Well, what will you joke about, then, if you do not joke about serious things?"
"So you say you saw ..."
The underground passage. I repeat that I have seen the subterranean passage, and that it corresponded from the cellar of the citoyenne Plumeau to a house in the Rue de la Corderie, 12 or 14, I can not remember it.
-True! Lorin, have you traveled?
"In all its length, and, faith! I assure you it was a very beautifully cut hose; Moreover, it was cut by three iron gratings, which were obliged to be dismantled one after the other; But who, in case the conspirators should have succeeded, would have given them all the time, by sacrificing three or four of their own, to put Madame widow Capet in a place of safety. Happily, it is not so, and this frightful Simon has yet discovered this one.
"But it seems to me," said Maurice, "that those who should have been arrested first were the inhabitants of this house in the Rue de la Corderie.
"That would have been the case if we had not found the house perfectly devoid of tenants."
"But this house belongs to somebody?"
"Yes, to a new owner, but nobody knew him; We knew that the house had changed its master for fifteen days or three weeks, that's all. The neighbors, of course, had a noise; But, as the house was old, they thought they were working on repairs. As for the other proprietor, he had left Paris. I arrived in the meantime.
"-For God! Said I to Santerre, pulling him aside, "you are all very embarrassed.
"It is true," he replied, "we are.
"That house was sold, did not it?"
"-Yes.
"-Fifteen days ago?
"Fifteen days or three weeks.
"-Sold before the notary?"
"-Yes.
"Well, we must search among all the notaries of Paris, to know who sold this house and to have the act communicated to him." We will see on it the name and domicile of the buyer.
"-All in good time! "That is advice," said Santerre; And yet he is a man accused of being a bad patriot. Lorin, Lorin! I will rehabilitate you, or the devil will burn me.
"In short," continued Lorin, "what was said was done. The notary was searched, the act was found, and the name and domicile of the guilty party. Then Santerre has kept my word, he has appointed me to arrest him.
"And this man was the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge?"
-Not, his accomplice only, that is to say probably.
"But how do you say you are going to arrest the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge?"
"We're going to stop them all together."
"First of all, do you know the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge?"
-Perfectly.
"So you have his report?"
-Parbleu! Santerre gave it to me. Five feet two or three inches, blond hair, blue eyes, straight nose, chestnut beard; Besides, I have seen him.
-When?
-Just today.
-You saw it?
-And you too. Maurice shuddered.
"That little young fair-haired man who delivered us this morning, you know, the one who was in charge of the muscadin troop, who was tapping so hard.
"So it was he?" "Asked Maurice.
- Himself. He was followed and lost in the neighborhood of the house of our proprietor in the Rue de la Corderie; So that they are supposed to live together.
"Indeed, it is probable.
-It's certain.
"But it seems to me, Lorin," added Maurice, "that if you stop this evening the man who saved us this morning, you are somewhat ungrateful.
"Come on!" Said Lorin. Do you think he saved us to save us?
-Why, then?
-Not at all. They were ambushed there to remove poor Heloise Tison when she passed. Our murderers embarrassed them, they fell on our murderers. We were saved as a result. Now, as all is in the intention, and the intention was not there, I have not to reproach myself with the smallest ingratitude. Besides, you see, Maurice, the essential point is necessity; And there is a necessity for us to rehabilitate ourselves by a blow of splendor. I replied from you.
-Whose?
"At Santerre; He knows that you order the expedition.
-What do you mean? "Are you sure of arresting the guilty?" he said. "Yes," I replied, "if Maurice is." "But are you sure of Maurice?" For some time he had warmed. "Those who say that are mistaken. Maurice did not warm more than I did. "And you answer?" "As of myself." "Then I went to your house, but I did not find you; I then took this road, first because it was mine, and then because it was the one you usually take; Finally, I met you, there you are: forward, walk!
The victory by singing
We opened the gate ...
"My dear Lorin, I am desperate, but I do not feel the slightest taste for this expedition; You will say that you did not meet me.
-Impossible! All our men have seen you.
"Well, you will say that you met me and I did not want to be one of yours.
-Im still impossible.
-And why that?
-Because this time you will not be a lukewarm but a suspect .... And you know what they are doing, suspects: they are taken to the Place de la Revolution and they are invited to greet the Statue of Liberty; Only, instead of bowing with the hat, they salute with the head.
"Well, Lorin, he'll get what he can; But in truth it will seem strange to you, what I am going to tell you there?
Lorin opened his eyes wide and looked at Maurice.
"Well," replied Maurice, "I am disgusted with life." Lorin burst out laughing.
-Good! "Said he; We are in a trash with our beloved, and this gives us melancholy ideas. Come, beautiful Amadis! Let us again become a man, and from thence we shall pass to the citizen; I, on the contrary, am never better patriot than when I am in a quarrel with Arthémise. By the way, His Divinity the goddess Reason tells you millions of graceful things.
"You will thank her from me." Farewell, Lorin.
-How, goodbye?
"Yes, I am going."
-Where are you going?
"With me, by the way!
-Maurice, you're lost.
-I do not care.
-Maurice, think, friend, think.
-It is done.
"I did not repeat everything to you."
-All what?
"All that Santerre had told me."
"What did he tell you?"
"When I asked you as the leader of the expedition, he said to me:" Take care! "
"-Whose? "To Mauritius."
-To me?
-Yes. "Maurice," he added, "often goes to this neighborhood."
-In which neighborhood?
"In that of Maison-Rouge."
-How! Cried Maurice, "is it hiding here?
"It is presumed, at least, since it is here that his supposed accomplice is lodged, the buyer of the house in the Rue de la Corderie."
-Faubourg Victor? "Asked Maurice.
"Yes, Faubourg Victor."
"And in which street of the Faubourg?"
"In the old Rue Saint-Jacques."
"Ah! my God! Murmured Maurice, dazzled as if by a flash. And he put his hand in his eyes.
Then, after a moment, and as if, at that moment, he had summoned all his courage,
-Its state? "He said.
- Master tanner.
-And his name?
-Dixmer.
"You are right, Lorin," said Maurice, compressing the appearance of emotion by the force of his will; I will go with you.
"And you do well." Are you armed?
"I have my saber, as always."
"Take these two pistols again."
-And you?
"I have my rifle." Carry arms! Arms arms! Forward, walk!
The patrol resumed its march, accompanied by Maurice, who was marching near Lorin, and preceded by a man dressed in gray who directed it; He was the man of the police.
From time to time, from the corners of the streets or the doors of the houses, there appeared a sort of shadow which came and exchanged a few words with the man dressed in gray; They were supervisors.
They reached the alley. The gray man did not hesitate a moment; He was well informed: he took the alley.
In front of the garden door by which Maurice had been brought in, he stopped.
"It's here," he said.
"Here, what?" Asked Lorin.
"Here we shall find the two chiefs."
Maurice leaned against the wall; It seemed to him that he was about to fall backwards.
"Now," said the gray man, "there are three entrances: the main entrance, this one, and an entrance leading into a pavilion. I shall enter with six or eight men by the main entrance; Keep this entrance with four or five men, and put three safe men at the exit of the pavilion.
"I," said Maurice, "will go over the wall and watch in the garden."
"Very well," said Lorin, "especially since you will open the door from the inside."
"Volunteers," said Maurice. But do not go to undo the passage and come without my calling. All that will happen in the interior, I will see him from the garden.
"So you know the house?" Asked Lorin.
"In the past, I wanted to buy it."
Lorin ambushed his men in the corners of the hedges, in the corners of the gates, while the police officer went off with eight or ten national guards to force the main entrance as he had said.
After a moment the sound of their footsteps was extinguished, without awakening any attention in this desert.
The men of Mauritius were at their posts and faded as best they could. One would have sworn that everything was quiet and that nothing extraordinary happened in the old Rue Saint-Jacques.
Maurice began to climb over the wall.
"Wait," said Lorin.
-What?
"And the watchword."
-It's just.
- Carnation and underground. Stop all those who will not tell you these two words. Let all those who tell you. That is the order.
"Thanks," said Maurice. And he leaped from the wall into the garden.
The first blow had been terrible, and it had taken from Maurice all the power he had over himself to conceal from Lorin the upheaval which had taken place in his whole person; But once in the garden, once alone, once in the silence of the night, his mind became more calm, and his ideas, instead of rolling disorderly in his brain, presented themselves to his mind and could be commented upon by Its reason.
What! This house which Maurice had so often visited with the purest pleasure, this house of which he had made his paradise on earth, was but a haunt of bloody intrigues! All this welcome to his ardent friendship was hypocrisy; All this love of Genevieve was fear!
We know the distribution of this garden, where more than once our readers followed our young people. Maurice slipped from massive to massive until he was sheltered against the rays of the moon by the shadow of that kind of greenhouse in which he had been shut up the first day he had penetrated into the house.
This greenhouse was opposite the pavilion inhabited by Genevieve.
But that evening, instead of lighting the young woman's room in isolation and motionless, the light wandered from one window to another. Maurice saw Genevieve through a curtain raised halfway by accident; She hurriedly piled up effects in a coat rack, and saw with amazement shining arms in her hands.
He lifted himself on a pillar to better look into the room. A great fire shone in the hearth, and attracted his attention; These were papers that Genevieve was burning.
At this moment a door opened, and a young man entered Genevieve's room.
The first idea of Maurice was that this man was Dixmer.
The young woman ran to him, grabbed her hands, and they both stood for a moment in front of each other, appearing a prey to lively emotion. What was this emotion? Maurice could not guess, the sound of their words did not reach him.
But suddenly Maurice measured his eye size.
"It's not Dixmer," he murmured. Indeed, he who had just entered was thin and small; Dixmer was tall and strong. Jealousy is a stimulating asset; In a minute Maurice had calculated the size of the unknown to a line, and analyzed the silhouette of the husband.
"It is not Dixmer," he murmured, as if he had been obliged to repeat it to himself in order to be convinced of the perfidy of Genevieve.
He approached the window, but the closer he got closer he saw: his forehead was on fire.
His foot struck a ladder; The window was seven or eight feet high; he took the ladder and went up against the wall.
He climbed up, glued his eye to the crack of the curtain.
The stranger in Genevieve's room was a young man of twenty-seven or twenty-eight, with a blue eye and an elegant figure; He held the young woman's hands, and spoke to him while wiping away the tears that veiled Genevieve's charming look.
A slight noise made by Maurice led the young man to turn his head towards the window.
Maurice retorted a cry of surprise: he had just recognized his mysterious savior of the Place du Chatelet.
At this moment Genevieve withdrew her hands from those of the unknown. Genevieve advanced towards the chimney-piece, and made sure that all the papers were consumed.
Maurice could not contain himself more; All the terrible passions which torture man, love, vengeance, jealousy, clasped the heart with their teeth of fire. He seized his time, violently pushed the poorly closed window and jumped into the room.
At the same moment two pistols rested on his chest.
Genevieve had turned to noise; She remained mute when she saw Maurice.
"Monsieur," said the young republican coldly to him who held his life twice at the end of these arms, "you are the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge?"
"And when would that be?" Replied the knight.
-Oh! Is that if it is, you are a brave man and consequently a calm man, and I will tell you two words.
"Speak," said the knight, without turning away his pistols.
"You can kill me, but you will not kill me before I have uttered a cry, or rather I will not die without pushing him." If I make this cry, a thousand men who surround this house will have reduced it to ashes before ten minutes. So lower your pistols, and listen to what I am going to say to Madame.
"To Genevieve?" Said the chevalier.
-To me? Murmured the young woman.
"Yes, to you."
Genevieve, paler than a statue, seized Maurice's arm; The young man pushed her away.
"You know what you told me, madame," said Maurice, with profound contempt. I now see that you said the truth. Indeed, you do not like Mr. Morand.
-Maurice, listen to me! Exclaimed Genevieve.
"I have nothing to hear, madame," said Maurice. You have deceived me; You broke at once all the bonds that sealed my heart to yours. You said you did not like Mr. Morand, but you did not tell me you liked another.
"Monsieur," said the chevalier, "what do you mean by Morand, or rather by what Morand do you speak?"
"Of Morand the chemist."
-Morand the chemist is before you. Morand the chemist and the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge are one.
And extending his hand to a neighboring table, he had in a moment put on that black wig which had so long rendered him unrecognizable in the eyes of the young republican.
"Ah! Yes, "said Maurice, with a redoubled disdain; Yes, I understand, it is not Morand whom you love, since Morand did not exist; But the subterfuge, to be more adroit, is nevertheless contemptible.
The knight threatened.
"Monsieur," continued Maurice, "let me talk for a moment with Madame; Even attend the talk, if you will; It will not be long, I will answer for it.
Genevieve made a movement to invite Maison-Rouge to take patience.
"So," continued Maurice, "you, Genevieve, have made me laugh at my friends! The execration of mine! You made me serve, blind as I was, to all your plots! You have drawn from me the utility that is derived from an instrument! Listen: it is an infamous action! But you will be punished, madam! For this gentleman is going to kill me before your eyes! But before five minutes he will be there, too, lying at your feet, or, if he lives, it will be to carry his head on a scaffold.
"To die to him! Cried Genevieve; To carry his head upon the scaffold! But you do not know, Maurice, that he is my protector, that of my family; That I would give my life for his own; That if he dies I shall die, and if you are my love, you are his religion?
"Ah! Said Maurice, "you may go on saying that you love me." In truth, women are too weak and too cowardly.
Then, turning round,
"Come, sir," he said to the young royalist, "you must kill me or die."
-Why that?
"Because if you do not kill me, I'll stop you." Maurice stretched out his hand to seize him by the collar.
"I will not dispute my life," said the Chevalier de Maison Rouge; And he threw his arms upon an arm-chair.
"And why do not you quarrel with your life?"
"Because my life is not worth the remorse I should feel for killing a gallant man; And above all, especially because Genevieve loves you.
"Ah! Cried the young woman, clasping her hands; Ah! That you are always good, great, loyal and generous, Armand!
Maurice looked at them with an almost stupid astonishment.
"Here," said the chevalier, "I shall return to my room; I give you my word of honor that it is not to escape, but to hide a portrait.
Maurice sharply turned his eyes towards that of Genevieve; He was in his place.
Whether Maison-Rouge had guessed Maurice's thought, or whether he wished to stir up generosity:
"Come," said he, "I know that you are a republican; But I know that you are at the same time a pure and loyal heart. I will confide in you until the end: look!
And he drew from his breast a miniature which he showed to Maurice: it was the portrait of the queen. Maurice lowered his head and pressed his hand to his forehead.
"I am waiting for your orders, sir," said Maison-Rouge; If you want my arrest, you will knock at that door when it is time for me to surrender. I no longer care for life, when this life is no longer sustained by the hope of saving the queen.
The chevalier went out without Maurice making a single gesture to restrain him. Scarcely was he out of the room than Genevieve hurried to the young man's feet.
"Pardon me," she said, "forgive me, Maurice, for all the harm I have done you; Forgiveness for my deceit, forgiveness in the name of my sufferings and tears, for, I swear, I have wept, I have suffered. Ah! My husband left this morning; I do not know where he went, and perhaps I shall never see him again; And now only one friend remains to me, not a friend, a brother, and you will have him killed. Pardon, Maurice! sorry!
Maurice raised the young woman.
-What do you want? Said he, "there are some of these fatalities; Everybody plays his life at this hour; The Chevalier de Maison-Rouge played like the others, but he lost; Now he must pay.
"That is, he dies, if I understand you correctly."
-Yes.
"He must die, and you tell me that?"
"It's not me, Genevieve, it's fatality."
"Fate has not said his last word in this matter, since you can save him."
"At the expense of my word, and consequently of my honor." I understand, Genevieve.
"Close your eyes, Maurice, that's all I ask you, and how far the recognition of a woman can go, I promise you that mine will go up there."
"I should close my eyes in vain, madame; There is a watchword, a watchword, without which no one can go out, for I repeat, the house is surrounded.
"And you know?"
"No doubt I know it."
-Maurice!
-Well?
"My friend, my dear Maurice, this word of command, tell me, I must."
-Genevieve! Cried Maurice, "Genevieve! But who are you to come and tell me, "Maurice, in the name of the love I have for you, be without speech, be without honor, betray your cause, deny your opinions?" What do you offer me, Genevieve, in exchange for all this, you who try me thus?
-Oh! Maurice, save him, save him first, and then ask me for life.
"Genevieve," replied Maurice, in a sombre voice, "listen to me; I have a foot in the path of infamy; To go down there altogether, I want to have at least a good reason against myself; Genevieve, swear to me that you do not like the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge ...
"I love the Chevalier de Maison Rouge as a sister, as a friend, not otherwise, I swear it!"
"Genevieve, do you love me?"
-Maurice, I love you, as true as God hears me.
"If I do what you ask of me, will you leave parents, friends, country, to flee with the traitor?"
-Maurice! Mauritius!
"She hesitates-oh! she is hesitating! And Maurice threw himself back with all the violence of disdain.
Genevieve, who had leaned on him, felt her support suddenly fail, and fell on her knees.
"Maurice," she said, leaning back and twisting her clasped hands; Maurice, whatever you please, I swear to you; Commands, I obey.
"Will you be mine, Genevieve?"
-When you demand it.
-Jure on Christ! Genevieve stretched out her arm:
-My God! She said, "you have pardoned the adulteress, I hope you will forgive me."
And large tears rolled down her cheeks, and fell on her long hair, scattered and floating on her breast.
-Oh! Do not swear thus, "said Maurice," or I do not accept your oath.
-My God! "I swear to devote my life to Maurice, to die with him, and, if necessary, for him, if he saves my friend, my protector, my brother, the Chevalier de Maison Rouge."
-It's good; He will be saved, "said Maurice. He went to the room.
"Monsieur," said he, "put on the costume of the tanner Morand." I give you your word, you are free.
And you, madam, 'he said to Genevieve, that both passwords: Carnation and underground.
And as if he had hated to remain in the room where he had pronounced these two words, which made him treacherous, he opened the window and leaped from the room into the garden.
Maurice had resumed his post in the garden, opposite the window of Genevieve; only this cross had died out, Genevieve having returned to the Chevalier de Maison Rouge.
It was time for Maurice to leave the room, for he had scarcely reached the corner of the greenhouse, when the door of the garden opened, and the gray man appeared, followed by Lorin and five or six grenadiers.
-Well? Asked Lorin.
"You see," said Maurice, "I am at my post."
"No one has tried to force the order?" Said Lorin.
"No one," said Maurice, glad to escape a lie by the manner in which the request had been made; no one! And you, what have you done?
"We have acquired the certainty that the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge entered the house an hour ago, and has not since gone out," replied the man of the police.
"And you know his room?" Said Lorin.
"Her room is separated from the room of Citizen Dixmer only by a corridor."
"Ah! Ah! Said Lorin.
-Pardieu, there was no need of separation of the whole; It appears that this Chevalier de Maison-Rouge is a fellow.
Maurice felt the blood rise to his head; He closed his eyes and saw a thousand inner flashes.
-Well! But ... and Citizen Dixmer, what was he saying about that? Asked Lorin.
He thought it was honor for him.
-We see? Cried Maurice, in a strangled voice, "what do we decide?
"We decide," said the man of the police, "that we are going to take him to his room, and perhaps even to his bed."
"So he does not suspect anything?"
"Absolutely nothing.
-What is the layout of the ground? Asked Lorin.
"We have a perfectly exact plan," said the gray man, "a pavilion at the corner of the garden; We go up four steps, do you see them from here? You are on a landing; On the right, the door of the apartment of Citizen Dixmer: it is without doubt the one whose window we see. In front of the window, at the back, a door overlooking the corridor, and in this corridor, the door of the chamber of the traitor.
"Well, here is a topography a little careful," said Lorin. "With a plan like that one can walk blindfolded, much more with eyes open. Let us walk.
- Are the streets well guarded? Asked Maurice, with an interest which all the attendants naturally attributed to the fear that the chevalier might escape.
"The streets, the passages, the crossroads, everything," said the gray man; I defy a mouse to pass if it does not have the watchword.
Maurice shuddered; So many precautions made him fear that his betrayal would be useless to his happiness.
"Now," said the gray man, "how much do you ask of men to arrest the chevalier?
How many men? Said Lorin, "I hope that Maurice and I will suffice; Is not that so, Maurice?
"Yes," stammered the latter, "certainly we will suffice."
"Listen," said the man of the police, "no useless trickery; Do you take it?
-Morbleu! If we hold to it, "cried Lorin," I think so! Is it not, Maurice, that we must take it?
Lorin pressed this word. He had said, a beginning of suspicion was beginning to hover over them, and one should not allow time for the suspicions, which were so rapid at the time, to assume greater consistency; And Lorin understood that no one would dare to doubt the patriotism of two men who had succeeded in taking the Chevalier de Maison Rouge.
-Well! "Said the man of the police," if you really care, let us take with us three men, two, four, and three; The knight still sleeps with a sword under his bolster and two pistols on his bedside table.
"Why, morbleu! "Said one of the grenadiers of the company of Lorin," let us all enter, no preference for any one; If he surrenders, we shall place him in reserve for the guillotine; If he resists, we will sift him.
"Well said," said Lorin; forward! Are we going through the door or through the window?
"By the door," said the man of the police; Perhaps, by chance, the key is there; Whereas if we go in through the window, we will have to break a few squares, and that would make noise.
"Go to the door," said Lorin; Provided that we enter, I care not where. Come, saber in hand, Maurice. Maurice mechanically pulled his saber out of the scabbard.
The little troop advanced towards the pavilion. As the gray man had indicated that it must be, we met the first steps of the steps, then we found ourselves on the landing, then in the vestibule.
"Ah! Cried Lorin, joyfully, "the key is on the door." In fact, he had stretched out his hand in the shade, and, as he had said, he felt the cold of the key with his fingertips.
"Come, Lieutenant," said the gray man. Lorin carefully turned the key in the lock; the door opened. Maurice wiped his sweaty forehead with his hand.
"Here we are," said Lorin.
"Not yet," said the gray man. If our topographical information is accurate, we are here in the apartment of Citizen Dixmer.
"We can assure ourselves," said Lorin; Light candles, there remains fire in the fireplace.
"Let us light torches," said the gray man; The torches do not go out like candles.
And he took from the hands of a grenadier two torches, which he lighted at the dying hearth. He put one in Maurice's hand, the other in Lorin's hand.
"You see," said he, "I was not mistaken; here is the door which gives into the bedchamber of Citizen Dixmer, that is the one overlooking the corridor.
-Forward! In the corridor, says Lorin. They opened the door at the back, which was no more closed than the first, and they found themselves opposite the door of the knight's apartment. Maurice had seen this door twenty times, and had never asked where she was going; For him, the world was concentrated in the room where Genevieve received him.
-Oh! Oh! Said Lorin in a low voice, "here we change our thesis; More key and door closed.
"But," said Maurice, unable to speak, "are you quite sure that it is there?"
"If the plan is correct, it must be there," replied the man of the police; Besides, we shall see it well. Grenadiers, break the door; And you citizens, be ready, as soon as you enter the room, to throw yourself into the room.
Four men, designated by the police envoy, lifted the butt of their rifle, and, by a sign from the man who conducted the enterprise, struck one blow: the door shattered.
"Go, or you're dead!" Cried Lorin, rushing into the room.
No one answered: the curtains of the bed were closed.
-The small street! Station the alley! Said the man of the police, with his cheek, and at the first movement of the curtains fire.
"Wait," said Maurice, "I will open them." And, no doubt, in the hope that Maison Rouge was hidden behind the curtains, and that the first blow of a dagger or pistol would be for him, Maurice rushed to the curtains, which glided along their rods. The bed was empty.
-Mordieu! Said Lorin, no one!
"He will have escaped," stammered Maurice.
"Impossible, citizens! impossible! Cried the gray man; I tell you that we saw him come back an hour ago, that no one saw him come out, and that all the exits are guarded.
Lorin opened the doors of cabinets and cupboards and looked everywhere, even where it was physically impossible for a man to hide.
-No one! however; You see, nobody!
-No one! Repeated Maurice, with an emotion easily understood; You see, indeed, there is no one.
"In the room of Citizen Dixmer," said the man of the police; Maybe it is there?
-Oh! Said Maurice, "respect the room of a woman."
"Well, then," said Lorin, "it will certainly be respected, and Citizen Dixmer too; But it will be visited.
"Citizen Dixmer?" Said one of the grenadiers, delighted to place a bad joke there.
"No," said Lorin, "only the room."
"Then," said Maurice, "let me pass first."
"Pass," said Lorin; You are captain: to every lord all honor.
Two men were left to guard the room they had just left; Then they returned to the place where the torches had been lit.
Maurice approached the door leading into Genevieve's bedroom. It was the first time he'd come in. His heart beat violently. The key was at the door. Maurice put his hand on the key, but he hesitated.
"Well," said Lorin, "open it!
"But," said Maurice, "if Citizen Dixmer is in bed?"
"We shall look in his bed, under his bed, in his fireplace and in his cupboards," said Lorin; After which, if there is no one, we will wish her a good night.
"No," said the man of the police, "we shall arrest him; The citizen Geneviève Dixmer was an aristocrat who was recognized as accomplice of the daughter Tison and the knight of House-Red.
"Then," said Maurice, letting go of the key, "I can not stop women.
The man of the police glanced at Maurice, and the grenadiers murmured between them.
-Oh! Oh! Said Lorin, "you murmur? So whisper for two while you're at it, I agree with Maurice.
And he stepped back.
The gray man seized the key, turned quickly, the door yielded; The soldiers rushed into the room.
Two candles burned on a small table, but Genevieve's room, like that of the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge, was uninhabited.
-Empty! Cried the man of the police.
-Empty! Repeated Maurice, turning pale; Where is she? Lorin looked at Maurice with astonishment.
"Let us go," said the man of the police. And, followed by the militia, he began to search the house from the cellars to the workshops. Scarcely had their backs turned, than Maurice, who had followed them impatiently with his eyes, rushed into the room, opening the cabinets he had already opened, and calling in a voice full of anxiety :
-Genevieve! Genevieve! But Genevieve did not answer, the room was really empty. Then Maurice, in his turn, began to search the house with a kind of frenzy. Greenhouses, sheds, outbuildings, he visited everything, but unnecessarily. Suddenly a great noise was heard; A troop of armed men presented themselves at the door, exchanged the password with the sentinel, invaded the garden, and poured into the house. At the head of this reinforcement shone the smoky plume of Santerre.
-Well! Said he to Lorin, "where is the conspirator?"
-How! Where is the conspirator?
-Yes. I ask you what you have done with it?
"I will ask you. Your detachment, if he has kept the exits, must have arrested him, since he was no longer in the house when we entered."
"What do you say there?" Cried the furious general, "you have let him escape?
"We could not let him escape, since we never held him.
"Then I do not understand anything," said Santerre.
"To what?"
"By what you sent me by your envoy."
"Did we send you somebody?"
-Without a doubt. This man in brown coat, with black hair and green spectacles, came to tell us on your behalf that you were about to seize the Red House, but that he defended himself like a lion; On which I came running.
"A man in brown coat, with black hair and green spectacles?" Repeated Lorin.
"No doubt, holding a woman on her arm."
"Young, pretty?" Cried Maurice, rushing towards the general.
"Yes, young and pretty."
It was he and Citizen Dixmer.
-What?
"Red House. Oh! Miserable that I am of not having killed them both!
"Come, Citizen Lindey," said Santerre, "they will be caught."
"But how the hell did you let them pass?" Asked Lorin.
-Pardieu! Said Santerre, "I let them pass because they had the password.
-They had the password! Cried Lorin; But there is a traitor among us?
"No, no, citizen Lorin," said Santerre, "we know you, and we know very well that there are no traitors among you. Lorin looked around him, as if to search for the traitor whose presence he had proclaimed. He met the dark forehead and the flickering eye of Maurice.
-Oh! Murmured he, "what does this mean?"
"That man can not be very far," said Santerre; Rummage the surroundings; Perhaps he will have fallen into some patrol which has been more skilful than ourselves, and who will not have been caught.
"Yes, yes, let us seek," said Lorin.
And he seized Maurice by the arm; And, under pretense of seeking, he dragged him out of the garden.
"Yes, let us seek," said the soldiers; But, before looking ....
And one of them threw his torch under a shed full of fagots and dry plants.
"Come," said Lorin, "come." Maurice did not oppose any resistance. He followed Lorin like a child; They both ran to the bridge without talking to one another; There they stopped, Maurice turned round.
The sky was red on the horizon of the faubourg, and many sparks could be seen rising above the houses.
Maurice shivered, and extended his hand towards the Rue Saint-Jacques.
-Fire! Said he, "fire!
-Well! Yes, "said Lorin," the fire; after?
-Oh! my God! my God! If she had come back?
-What?
-Geneviève.
"Genevieve, it's Madame Dixmer, is not she?"
-Yes it's her.
"There is no danger of her returning, she was not gone for that."
-Lorin, I must find her, I must avenge myself.
-Oh! Oh! Said Lorin.
"You'll help me find her, do not you, Lorin?"
-Pardieu! It will not be difficult.
-And how?
"Undoubtedly, if you are interested, as far as I can imagine, in the fate of Citizen Dixmer; You must know her, and knowing her, you must know who her most familiar friends are; She will not have left Paris, they all have the rage to remain there; She has taken refuge with some confidant, and to-morrow morning you will receive by some Rose or some Marton a little note, almost conceived in these terms:
Love, tyrant of gods and mortals,
It's not incense need on your altars.
If Mars wants to see Cytherea,
That Night borrows from its azure scarf.
And that he presents himself to the concierge, such street, number, asking Madame Trois-Etoiles; here. Maurice shrugged his shoulders; He knew very well that Genevieve had no one to take refuge in.
"We will not find her again," he murmured.
"Allow me to tell you something, Maurice," said Lorin.
-Which?
"Perhaps it would not be so great a misfortune that we did not find her again."
"If we do not find her, Lorin," said Maurice, "I shall die."
"Ah, the devil! Said the young man, "is it from that love that you almost died?"
"Yes," replied Maurice. Lorin thought for a moment.
"Mauritius," said he, "it is something like eleven o'clock, the quarter is deserted; here is a stone bench which seems purposely placed to receive two friends. Give me the favor of a private conversation, as they used to say under the old regime. I give you my word that I shall speak only in prose. Maurice looked around and sat down beside his friend.
"Speak," said Maurice, letting his weighed forehead fall into his hand.
Listen, dear friend, without exordium, without periphrasis, without comment, I will tell you one thing, that we lose ourselves, or rather you lose us.
-What do you mean? "Asked Maurice.
"There is a tender friend," resumed Lorin, "a certain arrest of the Committee of Public Safety, who declares a traitor to the country who has relations with the enemies of the said country." Hey! Do you know of this decree?
"No doubt," replied Maurice.
-You know him?
-Yes.
-Well! It seems to me that you are not a bad traitor to your country. What do you say? As Manlius says.
-Lorin!
-Without a doubt; Unless you regard, however, as idolizing the country, those who give the lodging, the table, and the bed to the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge, who is not a republican exalted, I suppose, Is not accused for the moment of having made the days of September.
"Ah! Lorin! Said Maurice, sighing.
"That which makes," continued the moralist, "that you seem to me to have been or to be still a little too friendly with the enemy of the country." Come, come, do not revolt, dear friend; You are like the fire Encelades, and you would stir up a mountain when you turn. I repeat it, do not revolt, and confess that you are no longer a zeal.
Lorin had pronounced these words with all the sweetness of which he was capable, and slipping on it with a Ciceronian artifice.
Maurice contented himself with protesting.
But the gesture was declared null and void, and Lorin went on:
-Oh! If we lived in one of those hot-house temperatures, an honest temperature, where, according to the rules of botany, the barometer invariably marks sixteen degrees, I would say, my dear Maurice, it is elegant, ; Let us be a little aristocrats, from time to time, it does well and it smells good; But we cook today in thirty-five to forty degrees of heat! The tablecloth burns, so that one is only lukewarm; By this heat one seems cold; When one is cold one is suspect; You know that, Maurice; And when one is suspect, you have too much intelligence, my dear Maurice, not to know what one is soon, or rather what one is no longer.
-Well! Then, when they kill me and it ends, "cried Maurice; As well I am tired of life.
"A quarter of an hour," said Lorin; In truth, it is not yet long enough for me to let you do this on your will; And then, when you die today, you understand, you must die a republican, while you die as aristocrat.
-Oh! Oh! Cried Maurice, whose blood was beginning to be inflamed by the impatient pain which resulted from the consciousness of his guilt; Oh! Oh! You go too far, my friend.
"I will go further, for I warn you that if you become an aristocrat."
"Will you denounce me?"
"Then! No, I will shut you up in a cellar, and I will make you seek to the sound of the drum like a lost object; Then I will proclaim that the aristocrats, knowing what you reserved for them, have sequestered you, martyred, hungry; So that, as Elias de Beaumont, M. Latude, and others, when you are found, you will be crowned with flowers by the ladies of La Halle and the ragpickers of the Victor section. Hurry up to become an Aristide again, or your affair is clear.
-Lorin, Lorin, I feel you're right, but I'm drawn, I slide down the slope. Do you want me because of fatality?
"I do not blame you, but I quarrel with you." Recall a little of the scenes that Pylades daily made to Orestes, scenes which prove victoriously that friendship is only a paradox, since these models of friends disputed from morning to night.
"Abandon me, Lorin, you'll do better."
-Never!
"Then let me love, be mad at my ease, maybe criminal, for if I see her again, I feel that I will kill her."
"Or that you will fall to his knees." Ah! Mauritius! Maurice, in love with an aristocrat, I would never have believed that. You are like poor Osselin with the Marquise de Charny.
"Very well, Lorin, I beg you!"
-Maurice, I will cure you, or the devil take me. I do not want you to win the lottery of Saint Guillotine, I, as the grocer in the Rue des Lombards says. Take care, Maurice, you will exasperate me. Maurice, you will make me a drinker of blood. Maurice, I feel the need to set fire to the Ile Saint-Louis; A torch, a brandon!
But no, my grief is useless.
What is the use of asking for a torch, a torch?
Your fire, Mauritius, is beautiful enough
to ignite your soul, and these places, and the city.
Maurice smiled despite himself.
"You know that it was agreed that we should talk only in prose?" "He said.
"But you also exasperate me with your folly," said Lorin; "Well, come, come and drink, Maurice; Become drunkards, make motions, study political economy; But, for the love of Jupiter, let us not be in love, we love only liberty.
-Or Reason.
"Ah! It is true, the goddess tells you many things, and finds you a charming mortal.
"And you are not jealous?"
-Maurice, to save a friend, I feel capable of all sacrifices.
"Thank you, my poor Lorin, and I appreciate your devotion; But the best way to console me, you see, is to saturate myself with my pain. Farewell, Lorin; See Arthémise.
"And where are you going?"
-I am coming back home. And Maurice took a few steps towards the bridge.
"So you live on the old Saint-Jacques street now?"
"No, but I like to take it."
"To see once more the place of your inhumanity?"
"To see if she has not come back where she knows I'm waiting for her." O Genevieve! Genevieve! I would not have thought you capable of such treason!
-Maurice, a tyrant who knew the fair sex well, since he died for having loved him too much, said:
Often woman varies
Although mad is that it relies.
Maurice sighed, and the two friends resumed the road to the old Rue Saint-Jacques.
As the two friends approached, they could hear a loud noise, they could see the light increase, they could hear those patriotic songs, which, in broad daylight, in the atmosphere of battle, seemed heroic hymns, But who, at night, by the light of the conflagration, assumed the melancholy accent of a drunkenness of cannibalism.
-Oh! my God! my God! Said Maurice, forgetting that God was abolished.
And he always went, sweat on his forehead. Lorin watched him go and murmured between his teeth:
Love, love, when you hold us:
We can say farewell caution.
All Paris seemed to be moving towards the theater of events which we have just described. Maurice was obliged to cross a hedge of grenadiers, the ranks of the sectionnaires, and then the pressed bands of that ever-furious, ever-awakened populace, who, at that time, was screaming from spectacle to show.
As he approached, Maurice, in his furious impatience, was hastening. Lorin followed him with difficulty, but he loved him too much to leave him alone at such a moment.
Everything was almost finished: the fire had communicated from the hangar, where the soldier had thrown his flaming torch, to workshops constructed in planks assembled in such a manner as to leave great days for the circulation of the air; The goods had burned; The house began to burn itself.
-Oh! my God! Said Maurice, if she had returned, if she were in some room surrounded by a circle of flames, waiting for me, calling me ....
Maurice, half-mad with pain, loving to believe more in the madness of the woman he loved than in his betrayal, Maurice gave a low head in the middle of the door, which he caught in the smoke.
Lorin always followed him; he would have followed him to hell.
The roof burned, the fire began to communicate with the staircase.
Maurice, panting, visited the first, the living room, the room of Genevieve, the room of the Chevalier de Maison Rouge, the corridors, calling in a strangled voice:
-Genevieve! Genevieve! No one answered. Returning to the first room, the two friends saw flushes of flames beginning to enter through the door. Despite the cries of Lorin, who showed him the window, Maurice passed in the middle of the flame.
Then he ran to the house, crossed the courtyard, strewn with broken furniture, and found the dining-room, the salon of Dixmer, the chemist's room, Morand; All this, full of smoke, debris, broken windows; The fire had just reached that part of the house, and was beginning to devour it.
Maurice did as he had just made the pavilion. He did not leave a room without having visited it, a corridor without having traveled it. He went down to the cellars. Perhaps Genevieve, in order to escape from the conflagration, had taken refuge there.
No one.
-Morbleu! "Well," said Lorin, "you can see that no one will stand here, except the salamanders, and it is not this fabulous animal you seek. Come, come; We will ask, we will inform the assistants; Someone may have seen it.
It would have taken many united forces to lead Maurice out of the house; Esperance dragged him by one of his hair.
Then began the investigations; They visited the neighborhood, arresting the passing women, searching the alleys, but without result. It was one o'clock in the morning; Maurice, in spite of his athletic vigor, was broken with fatigue; at last he renounced his races, his ascents, and his perpetual conflicts with the crowd.
A fiacre was passing; Lorin stopped him.
"My dear fellow," he said to Maurice, "we have done all that it was humanly possible to do to find your Genevieve; We have exhausted ourselves; We were scorched; We gourmé for her. Cupid, however demanding it may be, can not demand more from a man who is in love, and especially from a man who is not; Let us ride in a fiacre, and let us all go home.
Maurice did not reply, and allowed himself. They arrived at the door of Maurice, without the two friends exchanging a single word.
As Maurice descended, a window in Maurice's apartment was heard to close.
"Ah! good! Said Lorin, "they were waiting for you, and here I am more tranquil. Strikes now. Maurice knocked, the door opened.
-Good evening! Said Lorin, "tomorrow morning, wait for me to go out."
-Good evening! Said Maurice mechanically. And the door closed behind him.
On the first steps of the stairs he met his official.
-Oh! Citizen Lindey, "cried the latter," what anxiety you have given us! The word we struck Maurice.
-To you? "He said.
"Yes, to me and to the little lady who is waiting for you."
"The little lady!" Repeated Maurice, finding the moment badly chosen to correspond with the memory which doubtless gave him some one of his former friends; You do well to tell me that, I'm going to sleep at Lorin's.
-Oh! impossible; She was at the window, she saw you come down, and exclaimed, "Here he is!"
"What! I do not care if she knows it's me; I have not the heart to love. Go back, and tell this woman that she was wrong.
The official made a movement to obey, but he stopped.
"Ah! Citizen, "said he," you are wrong: the little lady was already very sad, my answer will put her in despair.
"But," said Maurice, "what is this woman?"
"Citizen, I have not seen his face; She is wrapped in a mantle, and she weeps; This is what i know.
-She's crying! Said Maurice.
"Yes, but very gently, by stifling her sobs."
"She weeps," repeated Maurice. Is there anyone in the world who loves me enough to be so uneasy about my absence?
And he climbed slowly behind the unofficial one.
"Here, citizen, here it is! Cried the latter, rushing into the room. Maurice entered behind him.
He then saw in the corner of the drawing-room a palpitating form which hid his face under cushions, a woman whom one would have thought had died without the convulsive groan which made her tremble.
He made a sign to the official to go out. The latter obeyed and closed the door. Then Maurice ran to the young woman, who raised her head.
-Genevieve! Cried the young man, "Genevieve at my house! Am I crazy, my God?
"No, you have all your reason, my friend," replied the young woman. I promised to be yours if you saved the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge. You saved him, here I am! I was waiting for you.
Maurice was mistaken in the sense of these words; He stepped back and looked sadly at the young woman:
"Genevieve," he said gently, "Genevieve, do not you love me?
Genevieve's eyes were filled with tears; She turned her head away and, leaning on the back of the sofa, burst into tears.
-Alas! Said Maurice, "you see very well that you do not love me any more, and not only do you no longer love me, Genevieve, but you must feel a kind of hatred against me to despair you thus."
Maurice had put so much exaltation and grief in these last words, that Genevieve stood up and took her hand.
"My God," she said, "the one who was believed to be the best will always be selfish!"
"Egoist, Genevieve, what do you mean?"
"But you do not understand what I am suffering?" My husband in flight, my brother proscribed, my house in flames, all that in one night, and then that horrible scene between you and the knight!
Maurice listened to him with rapture, for it was impossible, even with the most mad passion, not to admit that such accumulated emotions could bring to the state of grief in which Genevieve was.
"So you came, there you are, I hold you, you will not leave me any more!" Genevieve shuddered.
"Where would I have gone?" She replied bitterly. Do I have an asylum, a shelter, a protector other than the one who put a price on his protection? Oh! Furious and crazy, I crossed the bridge Neuf, Maurice, and in passing I stopped to see the dark water rustle at the angle of the arches, it attracted me, fascinated me. There, for you, I said to myself, poor woman, there is a shelter; There is an inviolable repose; There is forgetfulness.
-Genevieve, Genevieve! Cried Maurice, "you said that? But you do not love me?
"I have said so," replied Genevieve, in a low voice; I said so and I came. Maurice breathed and slipped at his feet.
"Genevieve," he murmured, "do not cry any more. Genevieve, console yourself for all your misfortunes, since you love me. Genevieve, in the name of heaven, tell me that it was not the violence of my threats that brought you here. Tell me that even if you had not seen me this evening, finding yourself alone, alone, without shelter, you would have come to it, and accept the oath which I make to you of releasing you from the oath which I have forced you to do.
Genevieve lowered upon the young man a look full of ineffable gratitude.
-Generous! she says. Oh! My God, I thank you, he is generous!
"Listen, Genevieve," said Maurice, "who is hunted here from his temples, but who can not be driven out of our hearts where he has put love, God made this evening gloomy in appearance, but sparkling at Background of joys and happiness. God has led you to me, Genevieve, he has put you in my arms, he speaks to you by my breath. Finally, God wants to reward so much suffering that we have endured, so many virtues that we have deployed in fighting this love that seemed illegitimate, as if a feeling so long pure and always so profound could be a crime. Do not weep, Genevieve! Genevieve, give me your hand. Would you like to be with a brother, do you want this brother to kiss with respect the bottom of your robe, walk away with clasped hands and cross the threshold without turning the head? Well! Say a word, make a sign, and you will see me go away, and you will be alone, free and safe as a virgin in a church. But, on the contrary, my beloved Genevieve, do you wish to remember that I loved you so much that I nearly died, that for that love you can make fatal or happy, I have betrayed mine, Rendered odious and vile to myself; Will you think of all that the future preserves us of happiness; To the strength and energy that there is in our youth and in our love to defend that happiness that begins against anyone who would attack it! Oh! Genevieve, you are an angel of kindness, will you? Will you make a man so happy that he no longer regrets life and that he no longer desires eternal happiness? Then, instead of repulsing me, smile at me, my Genevieve, let me rest your hand on my heart, lean towards him who aspires to you with all his power, all his vows, with all his soul; Genevieve, my love, my life, Genevieve, do not take your oath!
The heart of the young woman swelled at these sweet words: the languor of love, the fatigue of her past sufferings exhausted her strength; The tears no longer returned to his eyes, and yet the sobs still lifted his burning breast.
Maurice understood that she had no more courage to resist, and seized her in his arms. Then she dropped her head on her shoulder, and her long hair unfastened on the loving cheeks of her lover.
At the same time Maurice felt his bosom leap up, lifted like the waves after the storm.
-Oh! You weep, Genevieve, "said he, with deep sadness," you weep. Oh! do not worry. No, no, I shall never impose love on disdainful grief. Never will my lips defile a kiss that will poison a single tear of regret.
And he loosened the living ring of his arms, he pulled his forehead away from Genevieve's, and turned away slowly.
But at once, by one of those reactions so natural to the woman who defends herself and wishes to defend herself, Genevieve threw her trembling arms around Maurice's neck, clasped her violently, and clasped her cold, damp cheeks with tears Had just dried up on the young man's cheek.
-Oh! She murmured, "do not abandon me, Maurice, for I have nothing but you in the world."
A beautiful sunlight, through the green shutters, gilded the leaves of three large rose-trees placed in boxes of wood on the window of Maurice.
These flowers, all the more precious in view of the fact that the season was beginning to run away, embalmed a small dining-room, glazed with cleanliness, in which at a table served without profusion, but elegantly, had just sat Genevieve and Mauritius.
The door was closed, for the table bore all that the guests needed. It was understood that they had said to themselves:
"We will serve ourselves." In the adjoining room one could hear the unofficial, eager as the ardelion of Phedre. The warmth and life of the last beautiful days entered by the half-open blades of jealousy, and made the leaves of the rose-trees caressed by the sun shining like gold and emerald. Genevieve dropped her golden fruit from her fingers on her plate, and, dreamy, smiling with her lips only, while her large eyes languished in melancholy, she remained silent, inert, numb, though alive and happy In the sun of love, as were these beautiful flowers in the sun of heaven.
Soon his eyes sought those of Maurice, and they met them fixed on her: he too looked at her and dreamed.
Then she put her arm so soft and white on the shoulder of the young man, who trembled; Then she pressed her head with that confidence and that abandonment which is much more than love.
Genevieve looked at him without speaking to him and blushed as he looked at him.
Maurice had only to bend his head slightly to press his lips to the half-open lips of his mistress.
He bowed his head; Genevieve turned pale, and her eyes closed like the petals of the flower hiding her chalice from the rays of light.
They thus remained asleep in this unaccustomed felicity, when the sharp sound of the bell made them tremble.
They detached themselves from each other.
The official entered and mysteriously closed the door.
"Citizen Lorin," he said.
"Ah! Dear Lorin, "said Maurice; I will go and dismiss him. Pardon, Genevieve. Genevieve stopped him.
-Congediate your friend, Maurice! she says; A friend, a friend who consoled you, helped, supported? No, I will no more drive away such a friend from your house than from your heart; Maurice, come in. "
"What do you mean?" Said Maurice.
"I want it," said Genevieve.
-Oh! But you find, then, that I do not love you enough, "cried Maurice, delighted with this delicacy," and it is idolatry that you need? "
Genevieve extended her blushing brow to the young man; Maurice opened the door, and Lorin entered, as beautiful as the day, in his demi-muscadin costume. On seeing Genevieve, he manifested a surprise to which a respectful greeting immediately succeeded.
"Come, Lorin, come," said Maurice, "and look at Madame." You are dethroned, Lorin; There is now someone I prefer. I would have given my life for you; For her, I do not teach you anything new, Lorin, for her, I have given my honor.
"Madame," said Lorin, with a seriousness which accused him of a profound emotion, "I shall endeavor to love more than you Maurice, that he may not cease to love me entirely."
"Sit down, sir," said Genevieve, smiling.
"Sit down," said Maurice, who had clasped the hand of his friend on the right, and that of his mistress on the left, had filled his heart with all the happiness that a man could ambitiate on earth.
"Then you do not want to die any more?" Do not you want to be killed? "
-What do you mean? Asked Genevieve.
-Oh! My God, "said Lorin," that man is a versatile animal, and that philosophers are right to despise his lightness! There's one, would you believe that, madame? Who wanted yesterday to throw himself into the water, which declared that there was no more happiness possible for him in this world; And now I find him again this morning cheerful, cheerful, with a smile on his lips, happiness on the forehead, life in the heart, in front of a table well served; It is true that he does not eat, but it does not prove that he is more unhappy.
"Why," said Genevieve, "he wanted to do all this?"
"All this, and many other things; I will tell you later; But for now I am very hungry; It is Maurice's fault, which made me run throughout the Saint-Jacques district yesterday evening. Allow me to begin your breakfast, to which you have not touched either.
"He's right!" Cried Maurice, with the joy of a child; Lunch. I did not eat, neither did you, Genevieve.
He watched Lorin's eye at this name; But Lorin did not smile.
-Oh that! But you had guessed it was her! Asked Maurice.
-Parbleu! Replied Lorin, cutting himself a large slice of white and pink ham.
"I'm hungry too," said Genevieve, holding out her plate.
"Lorin," said Maurice, "I was ill last night.
"You were more than sick, you were mad."
-Well! I think it's you who are suffering this morning.
-What do you mean?
"You have not done worms yet."
"I thought of it that very instant," said Lorin.
When sitting in the middle of the Graces,
Phoebus holds his lyre in hand;
But Venus follows traces,
Phoebus loses its way lyre.
-Good! "There is always a quatrain," said Maurice, laughing.
"And you will have to be satisfied, since we are going to talk less cheerful."
"What is it yet?" Asked Maurice anxiously.
"I shall soon be on guard at the Conciergerie."
"To the Conciergerie!" Said Genevieve; Near the queen?
"Near the queen-I think so, madam." Genevieve turned pale; Maurice frowned and made a sign to Lorin. This cut a new slice of ham, double of the first.
The queen had, in fact, been taken to the concierge, where we were to follow her.
At the corner of the Pont au Change and the quai aux Fleurs, the remains of the old palace of Saint Louis, which was called, par excellence, the Palace, as Rome was called the City, A sovereign name since the only kings who inhabit it are the clerks, the judges and the litigants.
It is a great and sombre house, that of righteousness, which is more to be feared than to love the rude goddess. We see all the paraphernalia and all the attributes of human vengeance united in a narrow space. Here, the rooms where the prisoners are kept; Farther on, those in which they are judged; Below, the dungeons where they are locked up when they are condemned; At the door, the little square where they are branded with red and infamous iron; One hundred and fifty paces from the first, the other, larger, where they are killed, that is to say, the Greve, where we finish what has been sketched in the palace.
Justice, as we see, has everything at hand. All this part of buildings, contiguous to each other, dreary, gray, pierced with small grilled windows, where the gaping vaults resembled grilled caves which run along the Quai des Lunettes, it is the Conciergerie.
This prison has dungeons which the water of the Seine moistens with its black silt; It has mysterious issues which formerly led to the river victims whom it was interesting to make disappear.
Viewed in 1793, the Conciergerie, the indefatigable purveyor of the scaffold, the Conciergerie, we say, was full of prisoners whose convicts were made in one hour. At that time, the old prison of St. Louis was really the hotel of death.
Under the vaults of the gates, at night, a lantern swayed, a sinister sign of this place of pains.
On the eve of that day when Maurice, Lorin, and Genevieve were having lunch together, a dull rolling had shaken the pavement of the quay and the windows of the prison; Then the bearing had ceased in front of the ogive door; Gendarmes had knocked at that door with the handle of their saber, that door had opened, the carriage had entered the courtyard, and when the hinges had turned behind it, when the locks had creaked, a woman had come down from it .
Immediately the gaping window before her swallowed her up. Three or four curious heads, who had advanced by the light of the torches to look at the prisoner, and who had appeared in the half-tint, plunged into obscurity; Then some vulgar laughter was heard, and some coarse farewell exchanged between the men who were going away and heard without seeing them.
The one thus brought up had remained within the first wicket with its gendarmes; She saw that it was necessary to cross a second; But she forgot that, in order to pass a wicket, one must at the same time raise her foot and lower her head, for one finds at the bottom a step which ascends, and at the top a march which descends.
The prisoner, still unaccustomed, no doubt, to the architecture of the prisons, in spite of the long stay she had already made, forgot to lower her forehead and clashed violently with the iron bar.
"Are you hurt, citizen?" Asked one of the gendarmes.
"Nothing hurts me now," she replied quietly.
And she passed without uttering a word of complaint, although one could see above the eyebrow the almost bloody trace left by the contact of the iron bar.
Soon the concierge's armchair was seen, an armchair more venerable in the eyes of the prisoners than is the throne of a king in the eyes of the courtiers, for the concierge of a prison is the dispenser of grace, and every grace is important for a prisoner; Often the slightest favor changes his dark sky into a luminous firmament.
The caretaker Richard, seated in his arm-chair, who, convinced of his importance, had not left in spite of the noise of the gratings, and the rolling of the carriage, announcing a new guest, the concierge Richard took his tobacco, A prisoner, opened a large register, and searched a pen in the little inkstand of black wood, where the ink, petrified on the edges, still preserved in the middle a little muddy dampness, as in the middle of the crater of a volcano, There is always some molten matter left.
"Citizen concierge," said the chief of the escort, "make us the nut and warmly, for we are impatiently awaited at the Commune."
-Oh! It will not be long, "said the concierge, pouring into his inkwell a few drops of wine which remained at the bottom of a glass; We have the hand done to that, thank God! Your first and last names, citizen?
And, dipping his pen into the improvised ink, he prepared to write at the bottom of the page, already full to the seven eighths, the nut of the newcomer; While, standing behind her arm-chair, Citizen Richard, a woman with benevolent looks, contemplated, with almost respectful astonishment, this woman, whose appearance was so sad, so noble, and so proud, that her husband questioned her.
"Marie Antoinette-Jeanne-Joseph of Lorraine," replied the prisoner, Archduchess of Austria, queen of France.
-Reine of France? Repeated the concierge, raising himself astonished on the arm of his arm-chair.
"Reine de France," repeated the prisoner in the same tone.
"In other words, widow Capet," said the chief of the escort.
"Which of these two names do I have to register?" Asked the concierge.
"Under whatever you want, if you inscribe it quickly," said the chief of the escort.
The concierge fell back on his chair, and with a slight trembling he wrote in his register the names, the name and the title given to him by the prisoner, inscriptions whose ink still appears reddish on this register, Whose rats of the revolutionary concierge have nibbled the leaf at the most precious place.
The woman Richard was still standing behind her husband's armchair; Only a feeling of religious commiseration had made her join her hands.
-Your age? Continued the concierge.
"Thirty-seven years and nine months," replied the queen.
Richard began to write again, then detailed the description, and ended with the formulas and special notes.
"Well," he said, "it's done.
"Where is the prisoner taken?" Asked the chief of the escort.
Richard took a second snuff and looked at his wife.
-Lady! Said the latter, "we were not forewarned, so that we know very little-"
"Look! Said the Brigadier.
"There's the council chamber," said the woman.
-Hum! It is very great, "murmured Richard.
"So much the better!" If it is large, it will be easier to place guards there.
"Go to the council chamber," said Richard; But it is uninhabitable for the moment because there is no bed.
"True," replied the woman, "I had not thought of it.
-Bah! Said one of the gendarmes, "they will put a bed to-morrow, and tomorrow will be soon."
"Besides, the citoyenne can spend the night in our room; Is not it, man? Said the woman Richard.
"Well, what about us?" Said the concierge.
"We shall not lie down; As the citizen policeman said, one night soon passed.
"Then," said Richard, "lead the citizen to my room."
"During this time you will prepare our receipt, will you not?"
"You will find it when you return." The woman Richard took a candle, which burned on the table, and walked first. Marie Antoinette followed her without saying a word, calm and pale, as always; Two turnkeepers, to whom the woman Richard made a sign, closed the march. The queen was shown a bed to which the woman Richard hastened to put on white sheets. The turnkeys were installed at the exits; Then the door was closed twice, and Marie Antoinette found herself alone. How she passed that night, no one knows, since she passed it face to face with God. It was the next day only that the queen was conducted into the chamber of the council, an elongated quadrilateral, the entrance of which opened into a corridor of the Conciergerie, and which had been cut in its entire length by a partition which did not reach Not at the height of the ceiling.
One of the compartments was the men's room.
The other was that of the queen.
A grilled window of thick bars illuminated each of these two cells.
A screen, substituted for a door, isolated the queen from her guards, and closed the middle opening.
The whole of this room was tiled with bricks on the field.
Finally, the walls had been decorated in the past with a frame of gilded wood, from which still hangs shreds of fleur-de-lis paper.
A bed set up in front of the window, a chair placed near the day, was the furnishings of the royal prison.
On entering, the queen asked to be brought her books and her work.
They brought him the Revolutions of England, she started at the Temple, the travel of young Anarcharsis, and its tapestry.
For their part, the gendarmes settled in the neighboring cell. History has retained their names, as it makes the most minute beings that fatality associates with great catastrophes, and who see in them a fragment of that light thrown by thunder, either the thrones of kings or Kings themselves.
They were called Duchesne and Gilbert.
The Commune had appointed these two men, whom she knew to be good patriots, and they had to remain stationary in their cells until the judgment of Marie-Antoinette: it was hoped to avoid by this means the irregularities almost inevitable of a service which Changed several times during the day, and the guards were given a terrible responsibility.
The queen was, on that very day, by the conversation of these two men, of whom all the words reached them, when no motive forced them to lower their voices, the queen, we say, was informed of this measure ; She felt at once both joy and anxiety; For if, on the one hand, she thought that these men should be very sure, since they had been chosen among so many men, on the other hand she reflected that her friends would find much more opportunity for To corrupt two guards, known and fixed, only a hundred unknowns, designated by chance, and passing by her unexpectedly for a single day.
The first night, before going to bed, one of the two gendarmes had smoked as usual; The vapor of the tobacco slipped through the openings of the partition, and besieged the unfortunate queen, whose misfortune had irritated all delicacies, instead of blunting them.
Soon she felt vapors and nausea; her head became embarrassed by the weight of asphyxia; But, faithful to her system of indomitable pride, she did not complain.
While she watched over this painful watch and nothing disturbed the silence of the night, she thought she heard a groan coming from without; This moan was lugubrious and prolonged, it was something sinister and piercing like the sounds of the wind in deserted corridors, when the tempest borrows a human voice to give life to the passions of the elements.
Soon she realized that the noise which had made her tremble at first, that this painful and persistent cry was the lugubrious complaint of a dog howling on the quay. She immediately thought of her poor Black, whom she had not thought of when she had been taken from the Temple, and whose voice she thought she recognized. In fact, the poor animal, who had lost her mistress by too much vigilance, had descended invisibly behind her, had followed her carriage to the gate of the Conciergerie, and had only gone away from it because Almost cut in two by the double iron blade which had closed behind her.
But soon the poor animal had returned, and realizing that his mistress was shut up in this great stone tomb, he called to her, screaming, and waited ten paces from the sentinel for the caress of an answer.
The queen answered with a sigh, which caused her keepers to listen.
But as this sigh was the only one, and no noise succeeded him in Marie Antoinette's room, her guards soon reassured themselves and fell back into their drowsiness.
The next day, at dawn, the queen was up and dressed. Seated by the grilled window, whose daylight, sifted by the bars, descended bluish on her emaciated hands, she read in appearance, but her thought was far from the book.
Constable Gilbert opened the screen and looked at her in silence. Marie Antoinette heard the cry of the piece of furniture, which was folded up against the floor, but she did not raise her head.
She was placed so that the gendarmes could see her head entirely bathed in this morning light.
Constable Gilbert motioned to his comrade to come and look with him through the opening.
Duchesne approached.
"See then," said Gilbert, in a low voice, as she is pale; it's frightening! Her eyes, bordered with red, announce that she is suffering; It looks like she has cried.
"You know very well," said Duchesne, "that the widow Capet never weeps; She is too proud for that.
"Then she's sick," said Gilbert. Then, raising his voice:
"Tell me, citizen Capet," he asked, "are you ill?"
The queen raised her eyes slowly, and her eyes fixed on the two men.
"Are you speaking to me, gentlemen?" She asked in a gentle voice, for she thought she noticed a shade of interest in the accent of him who had spoken to her.
"Yes, citizen, it is to you," said Gilbert, "and we ask you if you are ill."
-Why that?
-Because you have very red eyes.
"And you are very pale at the same time," added Duchesne.
- Thank you, gentlemen. No, I am not ill; Only, I suffered much this night.
"Ah! Yes, your sorrows.
"No, gentlemen, my griefs being always the same, and religion having taught me to put them at the feet of the cross, my sorrows do not make me more suffering one day than the other; No, I'm sick because I did not sleep much that night.
"Ah! The novelty of the dwelling, the change of bed, "says Duchesne.
"And then the lodging is not beautiful," added Gilbert.
"Nor is it, gentlemen," said the queen, shaking her head. Ugly or beautiful, my home is indifferent to me.
"What is it then?"
-What it is?
-Yes.
"I beg your pardon to tell you; But I have been much troubled by the smell of tobacco which the gentleman is still exhaling at this moment.
In fact, Gilbert smoked, which, moreover, was his most habitual occupation.
"Ah! my God! He exclaimed, quite disturbed by the gentleness with which the Queen spoke to him. That's it! What did you say, citizen?
"Because I did not think I had the right to interfere with your habits, sir."
"Well, you will no longer be inconvenienced, by me at least," said Gilbert, throwing his pipe, which broke on the floor; For I will not smoke any more.
And he turned, taking his companion, and closing the screen.
-Possible to cut off his head, it is the affair of the nation; But what is the use of making her suffer, this woman?
We are soldiers and not executioners like Simon.
"It is a little aristocrat, what you do there, companion," said Duchesne, shaking his head.
"What do you call aristocrats?" Come on, tell me about that.
"I call aristocrats all that annoys the nation and gives pleasure to its enemies."
"So, according to you," said Gilbert, "I vex the nation because I do not continue to smoke the widow Capet?" Come on! You see, I, "continued the brave man," I remember my oath to my country, and the instructions of my brigadier, that is all. " "I do not let the prisoner escape, let no one penetrate her by her side, set aside all correspondence which she would like to establish or maintain and die at my post." That is what I mean, I promised and I will keep it. Long live the nation!
"What I say to you," replied Duchesne, "is not that I want you, on the contrary; But it would make me sorry if you compromised yourself.
-Chut! Here is someone. The queen had not lost a word of this conversation, although it had been made in a low voice. Captivity doubles the acuity of the senses. The noise which had attracted the attention of the two guards was that of several persons approaching the door. She opened. Two municipal officials came in, followed by the concierge and a few turnkeys.
"Well," they asked, "the prisoner?"
"It is there," replied the two gendarmes.
-How is she lodged?
-See. And Gilbert went to the screen.
-What do you want? Asked the queen.
"It is the visit of the Commune, Citizen Capet."
"This man is good," thought Marie-Antoinette, "and if my friends will."
"It is good, it is good," said the municipal men, removing Gilbert and entering the queen; There is no need for so many ways.
The queen did not raise her head, and it might have been believed from her impassivity that she had neither seen nor heard what had passed, and that she always thought herself alone.
The delegates of the Commune curiously observed all the details of the room, sounded the woodwork, the bed, the bars of the window overlooking the women's court, and, after giving the most careful vigilance to the gendarmes, went out without addressing The word to Marie Antoinette, and without her appearing to perceive their presence.
Towards the end of the same day, when we saw the municipal men visit with so minute care the queen's prison, a man dressed in a gray carmagnole, his head covered with thick black hair, and above them Black hair, and one of those naked bonnets which distinguished among the people the exaggerated patriots, walked in the great hall so philosophically called the Salle des Pas-Perdus, and seemed very attentive to watching the goings-on and the comers who formed The ordinary population of this room, a population greatly augmented at that period, when the trials had acquired a major importance, and where no one pleaded more than to dispute his head to the executioners and to the citizen Fouquier-Tinville, their indefatigable purveyor.
It was an attitude of very good taste that had been taken by the man whose portrait we have just sketched. Society at that time was divided into two classes, sheep and wolves; Some had to naturally frighten others, since half the society devoured the other half.
Our fierce stroller was small; he brandished a black and dirty hand one of these clubs was called up ; It is true that the hand which caused this terrible weapon to flutter would have appeared very small to any one who had amused himself by playing with the strange person the role of inquisitor which he had arrogated to himself other; But no one would have dared to control, in any way, a man of so terrible an aspect.
As a matter of fact, the man with the club caused serious anxiety to certain groups of scribes in huts who were discussing the public affairs, which at that time began to go from bad to worse, or better and better, according to That we will examine the question from the conservative or revolutionary point of view. These good people looked out of the corner of their eyes for a long black beard, a greenish eye embedded in bushy eyebrows, and trembled every time the promenade of the terrible patriot, a walk that included the hall of the Pas-Perdus Its length, brought it closer to them.
This terror was chiefly due to the fact that whenever they had made up their minds to approach him, or even to look at him too attentively, the man with the club had made his heavy weapon sound from the slabs, To the stones on which she fell a sound now matt and deaf, sometimes brilliant and sonorous. But it was not only the brave folk of whom we have spoken, and who are generally referred to as rats of the palace, who felt this formidable impression: it was still the different individuals who entered the hall of the palace Not-lost by his broad door, or by one of his narrow vomitories, passing with precipitation on seeing the man with the club, who continued obstinately to make his way from one end of the room to the other, finding At each moment a pretext to make his club resound on the flagstones.
If the writers had been less frightened and the walkers more clairvoyant, they would undoubtedly have discovered that our patriot, capricious as all eccentric or extreme natures, seemed to have preferences for certain slabs, those, for example, which, Distance from the wall to the right, and in the middle of the room, almost made the sounds the purest and the noisiest.
He even ended by concentrating his anger on a few slabs only, and it was above all on the slabs of the center. For a moment he forgot himself until he stopped to measure with the eye something like a distance.
It is true that this absence lasted but a short time, and he immediately resumed the fierce expression of his gaze, which a flash of joy had replaced.
Almost at the same instant, another patriot-at that time each had his opinion written on his forehead, or rather on his clothes-almost at the same instant, we say, another patriot entered by the door of the gallery, and , Without seeming to share in the slightest degree the general impression of terror inspired by the first occupant, came to cross his walk with a step nearly equal to his own; So that at half of the hall they met.
The newcomer had, like the other, a naked bonnet, a gray carmagnole, dirty hands, and a club; He had, moreover, more than the other, a great saber which beat his calves; But what made the second more to be feared than the first was, that the first looked terrible, the second looked false, hateful, and low.
Thus, although these two men seemed to belong to the same cause and share the same opinion, the assistants risked an eye to see what would result, not from their meeting, for they did not walk precisely on the same line, but Their rapprochement. In the first turn their expectations were disappointed: the two patriots contented themselves with exchanging a glance, and even this look made the smaller of the two slightly pale; Only to the involuntary movement of his lips, it was evident that this pallor was occasioned, not by a feeling of fear, but by disgust.
And yet, in the second round, as if the patriot had made a violent effort, his face, so bumpy up to that point, was cleared up; Something like a smile that tried to be graceful passed over his lips, and he lightly pressed his walk to the left, with the obvious purpose of stopping the second patriot in his own.
Near the center, they joined.
"Oh, by the way! It is Citizen Simon! Said the first patriot.
"Himself!" But what do you want with Citizen Simon? And who are you at first?
"So pretend not to recognize me!"
"I do not recognize you at all, for an excellent reason, because I have never seen you."
"Come on!" You would not recognize him who had the honor of bearing the head of the Lamballe?
And these words, pronounced with a fury, rushed from the patriot's lips to Carmagnole. Simon shuddered.
-You? Said he; you?
"Well, does that surprise you?" Ah! Citizen, I believed you to be a connoisseur, a friend, a faithful one! You distress me.
"Very well, what you did," said Simon; But I did not know you.
"There is more advantage in keeping little Capet, we are more prominent; For I know thee, and I esteem thee.
"Ah! thank you.
-That's not what .... So you're walking around?
-Yes, I'm waiting for someone .... And you?
-Me too.
"How do you call yourself?" I'll talk about you at the club.
"My name is Theodore."
-And?
-And then that's all; Is not that enough?
-Oh! Perfectly. Who are you waiting for, Citizen Theodore?
- A friend to whom I want to make a good little denunciation.
-In truth! Tell me about it.
"A brood of aristocrats."
-That are called?
"No, I can only say that to my friend."
-You are wrong; For here is mine advancing towards us, and it seems to me that he knows enough the procedure to arrange your affair at once, eh?
-Fouquier-Tinville! Cried the first patriot.
"Nothing but that, dear friend."
- Well, that's good.
"What! Yes, it is good. Good morning, Citizen Fouquier. Fouquier-Tinville, pale and calm, opening, as usual, black eyes sunk beneath thick eyebrows, had just emerged from a side door of the room, his register in his hand, his bundles under his arm.
"Good day, Simon," said he; what's up?
-Many things. First, a denunciation of the citizen Theodore, who carried the head of the Lamballe. I present it to you.
Fouquier fixed his intelligent gaze on the patriot, whom this examination troubled, in spite of the courageous tension of his nerves.
"Theodore," he said. Who is this Theodore?
"I," said the man to the carmagnole.
"You carried the head of the Lamballe, did you?" Said the public prosecutor with a very pronounced expression of doubt.
"Me, in the Rue Saint-Antoine."
"But I know one who boasts of it," said Fouquier.
"I know ten," said Citizen Theodore, courageously; But at last, as they are asking for something, and I am not asking for anything, I hope to have the preference.
This trait made Simon laugh, and defeated Fouquier.
"You're right," he said, "and if you did not, you should have done it." Leave us, I pray thee; Simon has something to tell me.
Theodore went away, very little wounded by the frankness of the public accuser.
"One moment," cried Simon, "do not send him away like that; Hear first the denunciation which it brings us.
"Ah! Exclaimed Fouquier-Tinville distractedly.
"Yes, a brood," added Simon.
"At the right time, speak; What is it about?
-Oh! Almost nothing: Citizen Maison-Rouge and a few friends.
Fouquier leapt back, Simon raised his arms to heaven.
-In truth? They both said together.
-Pure truth; Do you want to take them?
-Right now; where are they?
"I met the Red House in the Rue de la Grande-Truanderie.
"You are mistaken, he is not in Paris," replied Fouquier.
"I saw him," I said.
-Impossible. A hundred men were put in pursuit; It is not he who would appear in the streets.
"He," said the patriot, "a tall brown, as strong as three forts, and bearded like a bear." Fouquier shrugged his shoulders with disdain.
"Foolishness," said he; Red House is small, lean, and does not have a beard hair. The patriot dropped his arms in dismay.
-No matter, good intention is known for the fact. Well, Simon, the two of us; Hurry, they are waiting for me at the office, here is the hour of the carts.
"Well, nothing new; The child is doing well.
The patriot turned his back so as not to appear indiscreet, but to hear.
"I'm going away if I bother you," he said.
"Good-by," said Simon.
"Good day," said Fouquier.
"Tell your friend that you were mistaken," added Simon.
"Well, I'm waiting for him." And Theodore drew back a little and leaned on his club.
"Ah! The child is well, "said Fouquier. But morale?
"I knead it at will."
"Is he talking?"
-When I want.
"You think he could testify in Antoinette's trial?"
"I do not think so, I am sure." Theodore leaned against the pillar, his eye turned towards the doors; But this eye was vague, while the ears of the citizen had just appeared naked and erected beneath the vast cap. Perhaps he saw nothing; But surely he heard something.
"Reflect well," said Fouquier, "do not make the commission what is called a cleric step." Are you sure Capet will speak?
"He'll say whatever I want."
"Did he tell you what we were going to ask him?"
-He told me.
"It is important, Citizen Simon, what you promise here." This confession of the child is mortal for the mother.
- I count, pardieu!
"We shall not have seen such a thing since the confidences that Nero made to Narcissus," murmured Fouquier, in a sombre voice. Again, think, Simon.
"Citizen, you would think me a brute; You always repeat the same thing to me. Come, listen to this comparison; When I put a leather in water, does it become supple?
"But I do not know," replied Fouquier.
-He becomes supple. Well, the little Capet becomes in my hands as soft as the softest leather. I have my methods for this.
"Yes," stammered Fouquier. Is that all you wanted to say?
-All ... I forgot: here is a denunciation.
-Always! "Do you want to overburden me?"
"We must serve our country." And Simon presented a piece of paper as black as one of those leathers of which he spoke just now, but certainly not so supple. Fouquier took it and read it.
"Yet your citizen Lorin; Do you really hate this man?
-I find him always in hostility with the law. He said, "Good-bye madame," to a woman who saluted him from a window yesterday evening. Tomorrow I hope to give you a few words about another suspect. Of the red carnation.
-Precise! precise! Said Fouquier, smiling at Simon.
He held out his hand, and turned his back with an eagerness which showed little in favor of the cobbler.
"What the hell do you want me to say?" They were guillotined, who had done less.
"What! Patience, "replied Fouquier calmly; We can not do everything at once.
And he stepped back under the wickets. Simon searched his citizen Theodore for consolation with him. He no longer saw him in the room.
He scarcely crossed the gate of the west, when Theodore reappeared at the corner of a writer's hut. The inhabitant of the hut accompanied him.
"What time do we close the gates?" Said Theodore to the man.
-At five 'o' clock.
"And then what is happening here?"
-Nothing; The room is empty until the next day.
-No rounds, no visits?
"No, sir, our barracks are locked."
The word gentleman did frown at Theodore, who immediately looked defiantly around him.
"The clamp and the pistols are in the hut?" "He said.
"Yes, under the carpet."
"Return to us. By the way, show me again the room of this court whose window is not burnt, and which looks out on a courtyard near the Place Dauphine."
-Left between the pillars, under the lantern.
-Good. Go and hold the horses at the appointed place!
-Oh! Good luck, sir, good luck! Count on me!
"Here's the right time ... no one's looking ... open your hut."
"It is done, monsieur; I will pray for you!
"It is not for me that we must pray! Farewell. And Citizen Theodore, after an eloquent glance, slipped so skilfully under the little roof of the hut, that he disappeared as the shadow of the writer who closed the door would have disappeared. This worthy scribe removed his key from the lock, took papers under his arm, and emerged from the vast hall with the few employees whom the five-hour stroke brought from the grafts as a rear-guard of belated bees.
Night had enveloped with its grayish veil that immense room, whose unhappy echoes have the task of repeating the bitter words of the advocates and the pleading words of the litigants.
From time to time, in the middle of the darkness, straight and motionless, a white column seemed to watch in the middle of the room like a phantom protector of this sacred place.
The only sound that was heard in this darkness was the nibble and the quadruple gallop of the rats who gnawed at the papers enclosed in the writers' huts, after having begun by gnawing at the wood.
Sometimes, too, the sound of a car penetrating to the sanctuary of Themis was heard, as an academician would say, and vague clicks of keys that seemed to come from underground; But all this rustled in the distance, and nothing brings forth the opacity of silence as a distant sound, just as nothing brings out the darkness as the appearance of a distant light.
To be sure, he would have been seized with a vertiginous terror, the one who, at this hour, had ventured into the vast hall of the Palais, whose walls were still outside the blood of the victims of September, whose stairways Saw twenty-five condemned to death on the same day, and a thickness of only a few feet separated the slabs from the dungeons of the Conciergerie populated with bleached skeletons.
Meanwhile, in the midst of this terrible night, in the midst of this almost solemn silence, a slight grating was heard: the door of a writer's hut rolled on its gaudy hinges, and a shadow, blacker than the shadow of At night, slipped cautiously out of the hut.
So this rabid patriot, called softly gentleman , and who claimed loudly himself Theodore, brushed with a light step rugged slabs.
He held in his right hand a heavy iron clamp, and from the left he secured in his belt a pistol with two blows.
"I counted twelve slabs from the stall," he murmured; Here, the end of the first.
And, calculating, he felt with the tip of his foot that slit which time makes more noticeable between each joint of stone.
"Come," he murmured, stopping, "have I taken my measurements well? Will I be strong enough, and will she have courage enough? Oh! Yes, for his courage is well known to me. Oh! my God! When I shall take his hand, when I shall say to him: "Madame, you are saved!"
He stopped as if crushed under the weight of such a hope.
-Oh! He said, a rash project, a foolish one! "Said the others, sinking under their blankets, or contenting themselves with prowling around the Conciergerie dressed as lackeys; But it is because they do not have what I have to dare, it is because I want to save not only the queen but also and especially the woman.
"Let us go to work and recapitulate.
"To raise the slab is nothing; Leave it open, there is danger, for a round may come .... But never it comes round. There is no suspicion, for I have no accomplices, and then how long does it take for an ardor like mine to cross the dark corridor? In three minutes I was under his room; In another five minutes I raise the stone which serves as the hearth of the chimney; She will hear me work, but she has so much firmness that she will not be afraid! On the contrary, she will understand that it is a deliverer who advances .... She is guarded by two men; Doubtless these two men will run.
"Well, after all, two men," said the patriot, with a gloomy smile, and looking alternately at the gun he had in his belt and the one he held in his hand, "two men are a double Or two blows from the bar of iron. Poor people! Oh! Many others died, and were no more guilty.
"Come on!"
And Citizen Theodore resolutely pressed his forceps between the joints of the two slabs.
At the same moment a bright light slipped like a golden furrow over the flagstones, and a sound repeated by the echo of the vault turned the head of the conspirator, who, with one bound, Stops.
Soon voices, enfeebled by remoteness, weakened by the emotion which all men feel at night in a vast edifice, came to Theodore's ear.
He stooped down, and by an opening of the stall he perceived at first a man in military uniform, whose saber, resounding on the flagstones, was one of the sounds which had attracted his attention; Then a man in pistachio, holding a ruler in his hand and rolls of paper under his arm; Then a third, in a fat jacket and a fur-lined hat; Then a fourth, in hooves and carmagnole.
The grating of the Merciers creaked on its hinges, sounding, and slammed on the chain of iron destined to keep it open during the day.
The four men entered.
"A round," murmured Theodore. God be blessed! Ten minutes later I was lost. Then, with profound attention, he applied himself to recognizing the persons who composed this round.
He recognized three indeed. He who was marching at the head, dressed in the costume of a general, was Santerre; The man with the jacket and the fur-lined hat was the concierge Richard; The man in hoofs and in carmagnole was probably the teller.
But he had never seen the man in the pistachio coat, holding a ruler in his hand and papers under his arm.
What could this man be, and at ten o'clock in the evening, in the Salle des Pas-Perdus, the general of the Commune, the keeper of the Conciergerie, a turnkey and that unknown man?
Citizen Theodore leaned on one knee, holding in one hand his pistol fully armed, and, on the other, placing his cap on his hair, which the hurried movement he had just made had been too much disturbed to them Base to be natural.
Until then, the four nocturnal visitors had remained silent, or at least the words they had uttered reached the ears of the conspirator only as a vain noise.
But ten paces from the hiding-place, Santerre spoke, and his voice came distinctly to Citizen Theodore.
"Come," said he, "here we are in the hall of the Pas-Perdus." It is now up to you to guide us, citizen architect, and to try above all that your revelation should not be a trifle; For, you see, the Revolution has done justice to all these stupidities there, and we believe no more in the underground than in the spirits. What do you say, Citizen Richard? Added Santerre, turning to the man with the fur-lined hat and the jacket.
"I have never said that there was no underground under the Conciergerie," replied the latter; And here is Gracchus, who has been a turnkey for ten years, who, consequently, knows the Conciergerie as his pocket, and yet who is ignorant of the existence of the underground passage mentioned by Citizen Giraud; However, as citizen Giraud is architect of the city, he must know better than we, since it is his state.
Theodore shuddered from head to foot as he heard these words.
"Fortunately," he murmured, "the hall is large, and, before they find what they seek, they will seek at least two days."
But the architect opened his large roll of paper, put on his glasses, and knelt before a plan which he examined with the flickering light of the lantern held by Gracchus.
"I am afraid," said Santerre, chuckling, "that Citizen Giraud has not dreamed.
"You will see, citizen general," said the architect, "you will see if I am a dreamer; Wait, wait.
"You see, we are waiting," said Santerre.
"Well," said the architect. Then calculating:
"Twelve and four are sixteen," said he, "and eighty-four, who, divided by six, give four; After which we have a half; That's it, I hold my place, and, if I am wrong with a foot, say that I am an ignoramus.
The architect pronounced these words with an assurance which froze Citizen Theodore with terror. Santerre looked at the plan with a sort of respect; One could see that he admired all the more because he did not understand anything.
"Follow what I am about to say."
-Or this? Asked Santerre.
"On this map I have drawn, pardieu!" Are you there? At thirteen feet from the wall, a moving slab, I marked it A. Do you see it?
"Certainly I see an A," said Santerre. Do you think I can not read?
"Under this slab is a staircase," continued the architect; See, I marked it B.
"B," repeated Santerre. I see the B, but I do not see the staircase. And the general began to laugh loudly at the joke.
"Once the slab has been lifted," said the architect, "take fifty steps of three feet, and look up, you will find yourself at the graft, where this tunnel ends, passing under the dungeon of the Queen.
"Of the widow Capet, you mean, Citizen Giraud," replied Santerre, frowning.
"What! Yes, of the widow Capet.
-It You said the Queen .
"Old habit."
- And you say that we will be under the Registry? Asked Richard.
"Not only under the graft, but I will tell you in what part of the office they will be under the stove."
"That is curious," said Gracchus; In fact, every time I drop a log in that place, the stone sounds.
"In truth, if we find what you are saying, citizen architect, I must admit that geometry is a fine thing.
"Well, confess, Citizen Santerre, for I am going to take you to the place indicated by the letter A. Citizen Theodore slipped his fingernails into the flesh.
"When I have seen, when I have seen," said Santerre; I am like St. Thomas, I am.
"Ah! you say St. Thomas ?
- Well, yes, as you said the queen , by habit; But I shall not be accused of conspiring for St. Thomas.
"Nor me for the queen."
And on this reply the architect gently took his rule, counted the toises, and, when he was arrested, after he seemed to have calculated all his distances, he struck on a flagstone.
This slab was precisely the same that had been struck by Citizen Theodore in his furious anger.
"It is here, Citizen General," said the architect.
"You think so, Citizen Giraud?" The patriot of the shop forgot himself until he violently struck his thigh with his closed fist, uttering a deaf roar.
"I am sure of it," replied Giraud; And your expertise, combined with my report, will prove to the Convention that I am not mistaken. "Yes, citizen-general," continued the architect, emphatically, "this slab opens on a subterranean passage to the graft, passing under the widow Capet's dungeon. Let us lift this flagstone, go down into the cavern with me, and I will prove to you that two men, one of them, could carry it away in a single night, without anyone suspecting it.
A murmur of terror and admiration, roused by the words of the architect, traversed the whole group, and came to die in the ears of Citizen Theodore, who seemed to have changed into a statue.
"That is the danger we run," said Giraud. Well, now, with a grid that I place in the underground corridor, and which cut him by half, before he reaches the dungeon of the widow Capet, I save the country.
-Oh! Said Santerre, Citizen Giraud, "you have had a sublime idea.
"Let hell confound you, triple fool! Grumbled the patriot, with a redoubled fury.
"Now raise the flagstone," said the architect to Citizen Gracchus, who, besides his lantern, still wore a pair of pliers. Citizen Gracchus set to work, and after a moment the slab was raised.
Then the subterranean gap appeared, with the staircase which was lost in its depths, and a puff of moldy air escaped, thick as a vapor.
-An attempt again aborted! Murmured Citizen Theodore. Oh! Heaven does not want her to escape, and her cause is therefore a cursed cause!
For a moment the group of the three men remained motionless at the orifice of the tunnel, while the turnkey plunged into the opening his lantern, which could not illuminate its depths.
The triumphant architect dominated his three companions from the height of his genius.
-Well? He said after a moment.
"Faith, yes! Replied Santerre, "that is the underground, it is incontestable." Only, remains to be seen where he leads.
"Yes," repeated Richard, "to know that."
"Well, come down, Citizen Richard, and you'll see for yourself if I told the truth."
"There is something better to be done than to go in there," said the concierge. We'll go back with you and the general to the Conciergerie. There, thou shalt lift up the slab of the stove, and we shall see.
-Very good! Said Santerre. Come on!
"But beware," said the architect, "that the slab, which has remained open, may give some ideas to some one here."
"Who the hell do you want to come here at this hour?" Said Santerre.
"Besides," said Richard, "this room is deserted, and by leaving Gracchus there will be enough." Stay here, Citizen Gracchus, and we will join you on the other side of the tunnel.
"Yes," said Gracchus.
"Are you armed?" Asked Santerre.
"I have my saber and pliers, Citizen General."
-Perfectly! Be careful. In ten minutes we are yours.
And all three, after having closed the gate, went by the Merciers' gallery to the private entrance of the Conciergerie.
The teller had watched them go away; He had followed them with his eyes as long as he could see them; He had listened to them as long as he could hear them; Then, having retired into solitude, he placed his lantern on the ground, sat his legs hanging in the depths of the subterranean, and began to dream.
The turnkeys also sometimes dream; Only, in general, one does not take the trouble to look for what they dream of.
Suddenly, and as he was deep in his reverie, he felt a hand resting on his shoulder.
He turned, saw an unknown face, and wished to cry; But instantly a pistol leaned on his forehead.
His voice stopped in his throat, his arms fell back inert, his eyes took on the most pleading expression they could find.
"Not a word," said the newcomer, "or you are dead.
"What do you want, sir?" Stammered the teller.
Even in 93, as we have seen, there were moments when we did not talk to each other and we forgot to call ourselves a citizen.
"I want you," replied Citizen Theodore, "to let me in."
-To do what?
"What matters you?" The turnkey looked with the utmost astonishment at him. However, at the bottom of this look, his interlocutor thought he noticed a flash of intelligence. He lowered his gun.
"Would you refuse to make your fortune?"
-I do not know; No one has ever made a proposal to me.
"Well, I'll start."
"Do you offer me to make my fortune?"
-Yes.
"What do you mean by a fortune?"
-Fifty thousand gold pounds, for example: silver is scarce, and fifty thousand pounds in gold today are worth a million. Well, I offer you fifty thousand pounds.
"To let you in there?"
-Yes; But on the condition that you will come with me and that you will help me in what I want to do.
"But what will you do with it?" In five minutes, this tunnel will be filled with soldiers who will stop you.
Citizen Theodore was struck by the gravity of these words.
"Can you prevent these soldiers from going down?"
"I have no means; I do not know any; I search for it unnecessarily.
And it was seen that the turnkey gathered all the perspicuities of his mind to find this means, which ought to have earned him fifty thousand livres.
"But to-morrow," asked Citizen Theodore, "can we go in?"
-Probably yes; But, by to-morrow, an iron gate will be placed in this subterranean passage, which will assume its full width, and, for greater safety, it is agreed that this gate will be solid, solid, and will have no door.
"Then we must find something else," said Citizen Theodore.
"Yes, we must find something else," said the turnkey. Let's look.
As can be seen from the collective manner in which Citizen Gracchus expressed himself, there was already an alliance between him and Citizen Theodore.
"It concerns me," said Theodore. What are you doing at the Conciergerie?
"I'm a teller."
-That is to say?
"Let me open doors and shut them."
"Do you sleep there?"
-Yes sir.
"Do you eat there?"
-Not always. I have my hours of recreation.
-So what?
-I take advantage of it.
-To do what?
"To go and pay court to the mistress of the cabaret of Puits-de-Noe, who promised to marry me when I possessed twelve hundred francs."
-Where is the Puits-de-Noé cabaret?
"Near the Rue de la Vieille-Draperie."
-Very good.
-Chut, sir! The patriot listened.
"Ah! Ah! "He said.
"Do you hear?"
-Yes ... steps, steps.
-They come back. You can see that we would not have had time. That we became more and more conclusive.
-That is true. You are a good fellow, citizen, and you have the effect of being predestined.
"To what?"
"To be rich one day."
"God hear you!"
"Do you believe in God?"
"Sometimes, here and there." Today, for example ...
-Well?
"I should think so."
"Come then," said Citizen Theodore, putting ten louis into the hand of the turnkey.
-Devil! Said the latter, looking at the gold in the light of his lantern. So it's serious?
-Not more serious.
-What should be done?
"Find you tomorrow at Noah's Well, I'll tell you what I want from you." What's your name?
-Gracchus.
"Well, Citizen Gracchus, from here to to-morrow, have the concierge Richard drive you out."
-Chass! And my place?
"Do you expect to remain a ticket-keeper with fifty thousand francs for you?"
-No; But, being a teller and poor, I am sure I am not guillotined.
-Sure?
"Or more or less; While being free and rich ...
"You will hide your money and you will pay court to a knitter, instead of making it to the mistress of the Well of Noah."
-Well, that's it.
"To-morrow, to the cabaret."
-At what time?
"At six o'clock in the evening."
"Fly quickly, they are here. I say fly, because I presume you have descended through the vaults."
"To-morrow," repeated Theodore, running away.
Indeed, it was time; The sound of footsteps and voices approached. The light of the approaching lights was already visible in the obscure tunnel.
Theodore ran to the door which had been shown to him by the writer whose hut he had taken; He blew the lock with his forceps, reached the window, opened it, slid into the street, and found himself on the pavement of the Republic.
But before he had left the Salle des Pas-Perdus, he could still hear Citizen Gracchus question Richard, and the latter replied:
The citizen-architect was perfectly right; the subterranean passage passes under the chamber of the widow Capet; It was dangerous.
"I think so!" Said Gracchus, who had the conscience to say a high truth. Santerre reappeared at the orifice of the stairs.
"And your workmen, citizen architect?" He asked Giraud.
"Before daybreak they will be here, and, immediately, the gate will be laid," replied a voice that seemed to come from the depths of the earth.
"And you will have saved the country!" Said Santerre, half mockingly, half seriously.
"You do not think so fair, Citizen General," murmured Gracchus.
However, the trial of the queen had begun to take place, as we have seen in the preceding chapter.
Already one would perceive that, by the sacrifice of this illustrious head, popular hatred, so long rumbling, would at last be satisfied.
Meanwhile, Fouquier-Tinville, the mortal accuser, had resolved not to neglect the new means of accusation which Simon had promised to put at his disposal.
The day after Simon and he had met in the hall of the Pas-Perdus, the noise of the arms again caused the prisoners who had continued to live in the Temple to tremble.
These prisoners were Madame Elisabeth, Madame Royale, and the child who, after being called Majesty in the cradle, was no longer called but the little Louis Capet.
General Hanriot, with his tricolor plume, his big horse, and his great saber, entered, accompanied by several national guards, into the dungeon, where the royal child languished.
Next to the general walked a clerk of ill-humor, loaded with a writing-desk, with a roll of paper, and scrambling with an exceedingly long pen.
Behind the scribe came the public accuser. We have seen, we know and will find again later this dry, yellow and cold man, whose bloodstained eye made the fierce Santerre himself shiver in his harness of war.
Some National Guards and a lieutenant followed them.
Simon, smiling with a false air and holding with his hand his bonnet of the bear and the other with his foot-shoe, went up to indicate the way to the commission.
They arrived at a room quite black, spacious and naked, at the bottom of which, seated on his bed, was the young Louis, in a state of perfect immobility.
When we saw the poor child fleeing Simon's brutal anger, there was still a sort of vitality in him, reacting against the unworthy treatments of the Shoemaker of the Temple: he fled, he cried, he wept; Therefore, he was afraid; Therefore, he suffered; Therefore, he hoped.
Today, fear and hope had disappeared; Doubtless the suffering still existed; But if it existed, the child martyr to whom it was so cruelly made to pay for the faults of his parents, the martyred child hid it in the depths of his heart and veiled it under the appearances of A complete insensibility.
He did not even raise his head when the commissioners marched to him.
They, without further preamble, took seats and settled. The public accuser at the bedside, Simon at the foot, the clerk near the window, the National Guards and their lieutenant on the side and a little in the shade.
Those of the assistants who looked at the little prisoner with some interest or even some curiosity noticed the pallor of the child, its singular embonpoint, which was only puffiness, and the sagging of his legs, of which the joints Began to swell.
"That child is very ill," said the lieutenant, with an assurance that made Fouquier-Tinville return, already seated and ready to question.
Little Capet raised his eyes and searched the man who had uttered these words in the darkness, and he recognized the same young man who had already prevented Simon from beating him in the courtyard of the Temple. A gentle and intelligent radiance circulated in his dark blue pupils, but that was all.
"Ah! Ah! It is you, Citizen Lorin, "said Simon, thus calling Fouquier-Tinville's attention to Maurice's friend.
"I, citizen Simon," replied Lorin, with his imperturbable aplomb.
And as Lorin, though always ready to face danger, was not a man to seek him in vain, he took advantage of the circumstance to salute Fouquier-Tinville, who politely restored his salvation.
"You observe, I believe, citizen," said the public accuser, "that the child is ill; Are you a doctor?
"I studied medicine, at least, if I am not a doctor."
"Well, what do you think of him?"
-A symptom of illness? Asked Lorin.
-Yes.
I find her cheeks and eyes puffy, her hands pale and thin, her knees swollen; And, if I felt the pulse, I could see, I am sure, a movement of ninety to ninety pulses per minute.
The child seemed insensible to the enumeration of his sufferings.
"And to what can science attribute the condition of the prisoner?" Asked the public prosecutor. Lorin scratched his nose, murmuring:
Phyllis wants to make me speak,
I have no desire.
Then, aloud:
"My faith, citizen," replied he, "I do not know enough about the regime of little Capet to answer you.
Simon lent an attentive ear, and laughed under cover of seeing his enemy close to compromising himself.
"However," continued Lorin, "I think he does not take enough exercise.
"I think so, the little beggar!" Said Simon, "he will not walk any more." The child remained insensitive to the shoemaker's apostrophe.
Fouquier-Tinville rose, came to Lorin, and spoke to him in a low voice.
No one heard the words of the public accuser; But it was evident that these words had the form of interrogation.
-Oh! Oh! Do you believe that, Citizen? It's very serious for a mother ...
"In any case, we shall know," said Fouquier; Simon pretends to have heard him say to himself, and has undertaken to make him confess.
"That would be hideous," said Lorin; But at last it is possible: the Austrian woman is not exempt from sin; And, rightly or wrongly, it does not concern me. They have made it a Messalina; But not to be satisfied with this and to want to make an Agrippina, it seems to me a little strong, I admit.
"That was reported by Simon," said Fouquier, impassively.
"I do not doubt that Simon has said that. There are men who are not afraid of accusations, even impossible accusations. But do not you think," continued Lorin, looking fixedly at Fouquier, Do not you think, you who are an intelligent and honest man, you who are a man strong at last, what to ask a child for such details on that which the most natural and sacred laws of nature require him to respect , Is almost insulting all mankind in the person of this child?
The accuser did not bawl; He drew a note from his pocket and showed it to Lorin.
"The Convention commands me to inform," said he; The rest does not concern me, I inform.
"That is true," said Lorin; And I confess that if this child confessed ....
And the young man shook his head in disgust.
"Besides," continued Fouquier, "it is not on the sole denunciation of Simon that we proceed; The accusation is public.
And Fouquier drew a second paper from his pocket. This one was a sheet number called the Father Duchesne , who, as we know, was written by Hebert. The accusation, in fact, was formulated in full.
"It is written, it is even printed," said Lorin; But no matter, till I hear such a charge coming out of the mouth of the child, I hear myself, go out voluntarily, freely, without threats ... well ...
-Well?...
"Well, in spite of Simon and Hébert, I should doubt as you do."
Simon was impatiently awaiting the outcome of this conversation; The wretch was ignorant of the power exercised over the intelligent man by the look he unravels in the crowd: it is an attraction of sympathy or an impression of sudden hatred. Sometimes it is a power that repels, sometimes it is a force that attracts, that drives thought and derives the person even from man to that other man of equal strength or superior strength that he recognizes in the crowd.
But Fouquier had felt the weight of Lorin's gaze, and wanted to be understood by this observer.
"The interrogation will begin," said the public accuser; Clerk, take the pen.
The latter had just written the preliminaries of a procès-verbal, and awaited, like Simon, Hanriot, like all others, that the colloquy of Fouquier-Tinville and Lorin had ceased.
The child alone appeared completely alien to the scene of which he was the principal actor, and had resumed that sluggish gaze which had for a moment illuminated the flash of a supreme intelligence.
-Silence! "Said Hanriot," the citizen Fouquier-Tinville will interrogate the child. "
"Tell me," said the accuser, "what has become of your mother?" Little Louis passed from a pallor of marble to a burning redness. But he did not answer.
"Did you hear me, Capet?" Replied the accuser. Same silence.
-Oh! He hears well, "said Simon; But he is like apes, he does not want to answer, lest he be taken for a man and be made to work.
"Answer, Capet," said Hanriot; It is the commission of the Convention that asks you, and you must obey the laws. The child turned pale, but did not answer.
Simon made a gesture of rage; In these brutal and stupid natures, fury is an intoxication accompanied by the hideous symptoms of wine intoxication.
"You answer, Cub!" He said, pointing to his fist.
"Be quiet, Simon," said Fouquier-Tinville, "you have not the floor.
This word, of which he had become accustomed to the revolutionary tribunal, escaped him.
"Do you hear, Simon," said Lorin, "you have not the floor; This is the second time that you have been told this before me; The first was when you accused the daughter of Mother Tison, whom you had the pleasure of having your neck cut off.
Simon was silent.
"Did your mother love you, Capet?" Asked Fouquier. Same silence.
"No," continued the accuser.
Something like a pale smile passed over the child's lips.
"But when I tell you," shouted Simon, "he told me that she loved him too much."
"Look, Simon, how unfortunate that little Capet, so talkative in a tete-a-tete, becomes silent before the world," said Lorin.
-Oh! If we were alone! Said Simon.
"Yes, if you were alone, but you are not alone unfortunately." Oh! If you were alone, brave Simon, an excellent patriot, how you would beat the poor child, eh? But you are not alone, and you do not dare, to be infamous! Before us, honest folk, who know that the ancients, on whom we try to mold, respected all that was weak; You do not dare, for you are not alone, and you are not brave, my worthy man, when you have children five feet six inches to fight.
"Oh!" Murmured Simon, grinding his teeth.
"Captain," said Fouquier, "have you given any confidence to Simon?"
The look of the child took, without turning away, an expression of irony impossible to describe.
"On your mother?" Continued the accuser. A flash of contempt passed into his eyes.
"Answer yes or no," cried Hanriot.
- Answer yes! Shouted Simon, raising his foot on the child. The child shuddered, but made no movement to avoid the blow. The spectators uttered a sort of cry of repulsion.
Lorin did better, he darted forward, and, before Simon's arm had lowered, he seized him by the wrist.
"Will you let me go?" Shouted Simon, becoming purple with rage.
"Come," said Fouquier, "there is no harm in having a mother love her child; Tell us how your mother loved you, Capet. That may be helpful.
The young prisoner trembled at the idea that he might be useful to his mother.
"She loved me as a mother loves her son, monsieur," said he; There are no two ways for mothers to love their children, nor for children to love their mothers.
"And I, little snake, I maintain that you told me that your mother ..."
"You will have dreamed of it," interrupted Lorin; You must often have a nightmare, Simon.
-Lorin! Lorin! Simon grinned.
"Well, yes, Lorin; after! There is no way to beat him, Lorin: it is he who beats others when they are wicked; There is no way to denounce it, for what he has just done by stopping your arm, he has done it before General Hanriot and Citizen Fouquier-Tinville, who approve of it, and they are not Tepid ones, those! There is therefore no way to make him guillotine a little, like Heloise Tison; It is unfortunate, it is even enraged, but it is so, my poor Simon!
-Later! later! Replied the cobbler, with his hyena laugh.
"Yes, dear friend," said Lorin; But I hope, with the help of the Supreme Being! Did you expect me to say with the help of God? But I hope, with the help of the Supreme Being and my saber, to have disembowelled you before; But keep yourself away, Simon, you keep me from seeing.
-Brigand!
-Shut up! You keep me from hearing. And Lorin crushed Simon with his eyes. Simon clenched his fists, the black shadows of which made him proud; But, as Lorin had said, he had to confine himself to it.
"Now that he has begun to speak," said Hanriot, "he will doubtless continue; Continued Citizen Fouquier.
"Will you answer now?" Asked Fouquier. The child re-entered his silence.
"You see, citizen, you see! Said Simon.
"The obstinacy of this child is strange," said Hanriot, disturbed in spite of himself by his royal firmness.
"He is badly advised," said Lorin.
-By who? Asked Hanriot.
- Lady, by her boss.
"You accuse me?" Cried Simon; Do you denounce me? Ah! It's curious...
"Let us take him by sweetness," said Fouquier.
Turning then to the child, which would have been said to be completely insensible:
"Come, my child," said he, "answer the National Commission; Do not aggravate your situation by refusing useful clarification; You spoke to Citizen Simon of the caresses your mother made to you, the manner in which she caresses you, the manner in which she loves you.
Louis looked around the congregation with a look that became hateful when he stopped on Simon, but he did not answer.
"Do you think you are unhappy?" Asked the accuser; Do you find yourself ill-lodged, ill-fed, ill-treated? Do you want more freedom, another ordinary, another prison, another guard? Do you want a horse to walk? Will you be granted the society of children of your age?
Louis resumed the profound silence from which he had only gone out to defend his mother.
The commission was forbidden to be astonished; So much firmness and intelligence were incredible in a child.
-Hein! These kings, "said Hanriot in a low voice," what a race! It is like tigers; Very little, they have wickedness.
-How to write the minutes? Asked the embarrassed clerk.
"There is nothing to do with Simon," said Lorin; There is nothing to write, it will do its job admirably.
Simon pointed his fist at his implacable enemy. Lorin laughed.
"You will not laugh like that the day you sneeze into the bag," said Simon, intoxicated with rage.
"I do not know if I will precede you, or will I follow you in the little ceremony you threaten me with," said Lorin; But what I know is that many will laugh the day when it will be your turn. Gods! ... I said gods in the plural ... gods! Will you be ugly that day, Simon! You will be hideous.
And Lorin retired behind the commission with a shout of laughter.
The commission had nothing more to do, she went out.
As for the child, once delivered from his interrogators, he began to sing on his bed a little melancholy chorus which was his father's favorite song.
Peace, as might have been foreseen, could not long inhabit this happy abode which contained Genevieve and Maurice.
In the storms which unleash the wind and lightning, the nest of the doves is agitated with the tree which conceals them.
Genevieve fell from one fright into another; She no longer feared for Maison-Rouge, she trembled for Maurice.
She knew her husband well enough to know that from the moment he disappeared he was saved; Sure of her salvation, she trembled for herself.
She did not dare to confide her pains to the least timid man of that epoch when no one was afraid; But they were evident in his reddened eyes and pale lips.
One day, Maurice entered gently and without Genevieve, deep in a profound reverie, heard him enter. Maurice stopped on the threshold, and saw Genevieve sitting motionless, her eyes fixed, her inert arms stretched on her knees, her pensive head bent over her breast.
He looked at her for a moment with deep sadness; For all that passed in the heart of the young woman was revealed to him as if he could have read there until his last thought.
Then, taking a step towards it:
"You no longer love France, Genevieve," said he, "confess it to me. You fly to the air you breathe, and it is not without reluctance that you approach the window.
-Alas! Said Genevieve, "I know very well that I can not conceal from you my thoughts; You guessed right, Maurice.
"It is a beautiful country!" "Said the young man," life is important and full of life today. This boisterous activity in the tribune, in clubs, in conspiracies, makes the hours of the home very sweet. One loves so ardently when one returns home with the fear of not loving the next day, because the next day one will have ceased to live!
Genevieve shook her head.
- Country ungrateful to serve! she says.
-What do you mean?
"Yes, you who have done so much for his liberty, are you not half suspicious to-day?
"But you, dear Genevieve," said Maurice, with a look of love, "you, the sworn enemy of this liberty, you who have done so much against her, you sleep peaceably and inviolable under the roof of the republican; There is compensation, as you see.
"Yes," said Genevieve, "yes; But it will not last long, for what is unjust can not last.
-What do you mean?
"I mean that I, that is to say, an aristocrat, I who slyly dream of the defeat of your party and the ruin of your ideas, I who conspire even in your house the return of the old regime, , Acknowledged, condemns you to death and shame, according to your opinions, at least; I, Maurice, will not remain here as the evil genius of the house; I will not take you to the scaffold.
"And where will you go, Genevieve?"
"Where shall I go?" One day when you are out, Maurice, I will go and denounce myself without saying where I come from.
-Oh! Cried Maurice, reaching to the bottom of his heart, of ingratitude, already!
"No," replied the young woman, throwing her arms round Maurice's neck; No, my friend, of love, and of the most devoted love, I swear to you. I did not wish my brother to be taken and killed like a rebel; I do not want my lover to be caught and killed as a traitor.
"Will you do that, Genevieve?" Cried Maurice.
"As true as there is a God in heaven!" Replied the young woman. Besides, it is nothing but fear, I have remorse.
And she inclined her head as if remorse was too heavy to bear.
-Oh! Genevieve! Said Maurice.
"You understand what I say, and especially what I feel, Maurice," continued Genevieve, "for you also have remorse. You know, Maurice, that I have given myself without belonging to me; Which you have taken from me without my having the right to give myself.
-Enough! Said Maurice, enough!
His brow furrowed, and a somber resolution shone in his pure eyes.
"I will show you, Genevieve," continued the young man, "that I love you only." I will give you proof that no sacrifice is above my love. You hate, France, well, either, we will leave France.
Genevieve clasped her hands, and looked at her lover with an expression of enthusiastic admiration.
"Do not you deceive me, Maurice?" She stammered.
"When did I deceive you?" Asked Maurice; Is it the day when I dishonored myself to acquire you?
Genevieve brought her lips closer to Maurice's lips, and remained, so to speak, suspended from her lover's neck.
"Yes, you are right, Maurice," she said, "and it was I who was mistaken. What I feel is no longer remorse; Perhaps it is a degradation of my soul; But you, at least, will understand it, I love you too much to experience another feeling than the fear of losing you. Let us go very far, my friend; Go where no one can reach us.
-Oh! thank you! Said Maurice, transported with joy.
"But how can I escape?" Said Genevieve, shuddering at this horrible thought. It is not easy to escape today from the dagger of the assassins of September 2, or from the hatchet of the executioners of the 21st of January.
-Genevieve! Said Maurice, "God is protecting us. Listen, a good action I wanted to do about September 2 that you mentioned earlier will bring its reward today. I had the desire to save a poor priest who had studied with me. I went to Danton, and at his request the committee of Public Safety signed a passport for this unhappy man and his sister. This passport, Danton handed it to me; But the unfortunate priest, instead of coming to see him at home as I had recommended him, was shut up in the Carmelites; he died there.
"And this passport?" Said Genevieve.
-I still have it; It is worth a million today; It is worth more than that, Genevieve, it is worth the life, it is worth the happiness!
-Oh! my God! my God! Cried the young woman, "be blessed!
"Now, my fortune consists, as you know, in a land governed by an old servant of the family, a pure patriot, a loyal soul in whom we can confide. He will give me the income I want. By winning Boulogne, we will go home.
"Where is he then?"
- Near Abbeville.
"When will we go, Maurice?"
-In an hour.
"We must not know that we are leaving."
-No one will know. I run to Lorin; He has a horse-less convertible! I have a horse without a carriage; We shall leave as soon as I return. You stay here, Genevieve, and prepare everything for this departure. We need little baggage: we shall redeem what we shall lack in England. I'm going to give Scévola a commission that takes him away. Lorin will explain to him this evening our departure: and this evening we shall be already far.
"But on the way, if we are arrested?"
"Have we not our passport?" We go to Hubert's, that's the name of this steward. Hubert is part of the municipality of Abbeville; From Abbeville to Boulogne, he accompanies us and safeguards us; In Boulogne, we will buy, or we will hire a boat. I can go to the committee and have a mission for Abbeville. But no, no trickery, is it, Genevieve? Let's win our happiness by risking our lives.
"Yes, yes, my friend, and we shall succeed." But how fragrant you are this morning, my friend! Said the young woman, hiding her face in Maurice's chest.
-That is true; I had bought a bunch of violets for you this morning, passing the Palais-Egalite; But, entering here, seeing you so sad, I thought only of asking you the causes of this sadness.
-Oh! Give it to me, I will give it back to you. Genevieve breathed the smell of the bouquet with that kind of fanaticism which nervous organizations almost always have for perfumes. Suddenly her eyes became wet with tears.
-What have you? "Asked Maurice.
"Poor Heloise! Murmured Genevieve.
"Ah! Yes, "said Maurice, with a sigh. But let us think of it, dear friend, and leave the dead, whatever party they may be, to sleep in the grave which their devotion has dug. Farewell! I leave.
"Come back quickly."
"In less than half an hour I'm here."
"But what if Lorin was not at home?"
"What does it matter? His servant knows me; Can I not take from him everything I please, even in his absence, as he would here?
-Good! good!
"You, my Genevieve, prepare everything by limiting yourself, as I tell you, to the strict necessity; Our departure should not look like a move.
-Be quiet. The young man took a step towards the door.
-Maurice! Said Genevieve.
He turned, and saw the young woman with her arms extended towards him.
-Goodbye! goodbye! Said he, "my love, and good courage! In half an hour I'm back here. Genevieve remained alone, as we have said, with the preparations for departure.
These preparations she carried out with a sort of fever. As long as she remained in Paris, she made herself the effect of being doubly guilty. Once outside of France, once abroad, it seemed to him that his crime, a crime which was rather that of fatality than his own, seemed to him that his crime would weigh less.
She even went so far as to hope that, in solitude and isolation, she would eventually forget that there was another man besides Maurice.
They had to flee to England, it was an agreed thing. They would have there a small house, a small cottage, very well isolated, well closed to all eyes; They would change their names, and by their two names they would make one.
There they would take two servants who would completely ignore their past. Chance meant that Maurice and Genevieve both spoke English.
Neither of them left anything in France which he would have to regret, except this mother, who is always regretted, even if she were a stepmother, and who is called the country.
Genevieve thus began to dispose of the objects which were indispensable to their journey, or rather to their flight.
She felt an indescribable pleasure in distinguishing among the others those who had Maurice's predilection: the coat best suited to her size, the tie best suited to her complexion, the books she had laminated most of the time.
She had already made her choice; Already, while waiting for the chests which were to contain them, clothes, linen, and volumes covered the chairs, the sofas, and the piano.
Suddenly she heard the key squeak in the lock.
-Good! She said, "Scaevola returns." Would Maurice not have met him? She continued her work. The doors of the drawing-room were open; She heard the unofficial move in the antechamber.
Precisely she held a scroll of music and sought a link to subdue it.
-Svolola! She added.
A step, which approached, resounded in the next room.
-Svolola! Repeated Genevieve, "come, I pray you.
-Here I am! Said a voice.
To the accent of this voice, Genevieve turned suddenly and uttered a terrible cry.
-My husband! Cried she.
"I myself," said Dixmer calmly. Genevieve was on a chair, raising her arms to look for a link in a cabinet; She felt that her head was turning, she stretched out her arms and let herself go backwards, wishing to find an abyss beneath her to throw herself into it.
Dixmer held her in his arms, and carried her to a sofa where he sat down.
"Well, what have you, my dear?" And what is there? Asked Dixmer; Does my presence produce such a disagreeable effect upon you?
-I'm dying! Stammered Genevieve, turning back and pressing her hands on her eyes, not to see the terrible apparition.
-Good! Said Dixmer, "did you believe me already departed, my dear? And do you make me the effect of a ghost?
Genevieve looked around her with a bewildered air, and, perceiving Maurice's portrait, she slipped from the couch, fell on her knees, as if to ask assistance to that impotent and insensible image which continued to smile.
The poor woman understood all that Dixmer concealed from menaces under the calm he affected.
"Yes, my dear child," continued the tanner, "it is I; Perhaps you believed me very far from Paris; But no, I stayed there. The day after I had left the house, I returned and saw in his place a very fine heap of ashes. I inquired of you, no one had seen you. I started looking for you and I found it very hard to find you. I confess that I did not believe you here; However, I suspected it, since, as you see, I have come. But the main thing is that I am here and here you are. How is Maurice doing? In truth, I am sure that you have suffered so much, you so good a royalist, from having been forced to live under the same roof as a fanatical republican.
-My God! Murmured Genevieve, my God! have mercy on me!
"After that," continued Dixmer, looking round him, "what consoles me, my dear, is that you are very well lodged here, and that you do not seem to have suffered much from the proscription." Me, since the burning of our house and the ruin of our fortune, I have wandered fairly adventurously, living in the bottom of the cellars, the hold of the boats, sometimes even the seams which end at the Seine.
"Monsieur! Said Genevieve.
"You have very fine fruit here; Me, I often had to do without dessert, being forced to do without dinner. Genevieve hid her head in her hands sobbing.
"No," continued Dixmer, "that I lacked money; I have, thank God, carried on me about thirty thousand francs in gold, which is now worth five hundred thousand francs; But the way a charcoal-maker, a fisherman, or a ragpicker pulls louis from his pocket to buy a piece of cheese or a sausage! Hey! My God, yes, madame; I successively adopted these three costumes. Today, to better disguise myself, I am a patriot, an exaggerated, in Marseillais. I grasseye and I swear. Lady! A prostitute does not circulate in Paris as easily as a young and pretty woman, and I had not the happiness of knowing an ardent republican who could conceal from me all eyes.
"Monsieur, Monsieur," cried Genevieve, "have pity on me! You see that I am dying!
"Anxiety, I understand that; You have been very much anxious about me; But, console yourself, here I am; I return, and we will not leave each other, madam.
-Oh! You will kill me! Exclaimed Genevieve. Dixmer looked at her with a frightening smile.
"Kill an innocent woman!" Oh! Madame, what are you saying? The grief which inspired my absence must have made you lose your mind.
"Monsieur," cried Genevieve, "Monsieur, I ask you with my hands together to kill me rather than torture me by such cruel taunts. No, I am not innocent; Yes, I am a criminal; Yes, I deserve death. Kill me, sir, kill me! "
"Then you admit that you deserve death?"
-Yes Yes.
"And that, to expiate I know not what crime you accuse of, you will suffer this death without complaining?"
"Fear, sir, I will not utter a cry; And, instead of curse it, I will bless the hand that will strike me.
"No, madame, I will not strike you; Yet you will die, it is probable. Only, your death, instead of being ignominious, as you might fear, will be glorious as equal to the most beautiful dead. Thank me, madam, I will punish you by immortalizing you.
"Monsieur, what will you do?"
"You will pursue the goal we were aiming for when we were interrupted on our road. For you and for me you will fall guilty; For all, you will die martyrdom.
-Oh! my God! You make me mad by speaking thus. Where do you drive me? Where do you train?
"Probably at death."
"Let me pray then."
"Your prayer?"
-Yes.
-Whose?
"You do not care! As long as you kill me, I pay my debt, and if I have paid, I owe you nothing.
"That is right," said Dixmer, retiring to the other room; I'm waiting for you. He left the room.
Genevieve went to kneel before the portrait, squeezing with both hands her heart ready to break.
"Maurice," she said in a low voice, "forgive me. I did not expect to be happy, but I hoped to make you happy. Maurice, I take away from you a happiness that made your life; Forgive me thy death, my beloved!
And, cutting a loop of her long hair, she knotted it round the bouquet of violets, and placed it at the bottom of the portrait, which seemed to take, as insensible as this mute canvas, a painful expression to see her go.
At least that seemed to Genevieve through her tears.
"Well, are you ready, madame?" Asked Dixmer.
-Already! Murmured Genevieve.
-Oh! Take your time, madame! "Replied Dixmer; I am not in a hurry! Besides, Maurice will probably not be long in returning, and I should be delighted to thank him for the hospitality he has given you.
Genevieve trembled with terror at the idea that her lover and her husband could meet. She stood up as though moved by a spring.
"It is finished, monsieur," she said, "I am ready! Dixmer passed first. The trembling Genevieve followed him, his eyes half closed, his head thrown back; They got into a cab that was waiting at the door; The car rolled. As Genevieve had said, it was over.
This man dressed in a carmagnole, whom we have seen pacing up and down the hall of the Pas-Perdus, and whom we have heard during the expedition of the architect Giraud, General Hanriot, and Father Richard, A few words with the keeper remained on guard at the door of the underground passage; This enraged patriot with his bear cap and thick mustache, who had given himself to Simon as having carried the head of the Princesse de Lamballe, was on the morrow of this evening, so varied in emotion, about seven o'clock in the evening , At the Puits-de-Noé cabaret, situated, as we have said, at the corner of the Rue de la Vieille-Draperie.
He was there, at the merchant's, or rather at the wine merchant, in the depths of a black room smoked by tobacco and candles, pretending to devour a dish of fish with black butter.
The hall where he supped was almost deserted; Two or three regulars of the house only stayed after the others, enjoying the privilege that their daily visit to the establishment gave them.
Most of the tables were empty; But it must be said in honor of the cabaret of Puits-de-Noe, the red, or rather purplish, tablecloths revealed the passage of a satisfactory number of satiated guests.
The last three guests disappeared successively, and about eight to one-fourth the patriot found himself alone.
Then, with the most aristocratic disgust, he removed the coarse dish from which he seemed an instant to delight, and drew from his pocket a tablet of Spanish chocolate, which he ate slowly, and with a very different expression of The one we have seen him try to give to his physiognomy.
From time to time, while crunching his Spanish chocolate and his black bread, he threw glances full of anxious impatience on the glass door, closed with a curtain of white and red checkers. Sometimes he lent an ear and interrupted his frugal meal with a distraction which gave much thought to the mistress of the house, seated at her counter, near the door on which the patriot stared, so that she might, Without too much vanity, to think himself the object of his preoccupations.
At last, the doorbell rang in a certain way, which made our man tremble; He resumed his fish, without the mistress of the cabaret noticing that he threw half of it at a dog who looked at him famishly, and the other half at a cat which threw the dog delicate but murderous claws.
The door to the red and white curtain opened in his turn; A man entered, dressed almost like the patriot, with the exception of the naked bonnet, which he had replaced by the red cap.
An enormous bunch of keys hung from the belt of this man, a belt of which also fell a large sword of infantry with a copper shell.
"My soup!" My pint! Cried the man, entering the common room, without touching his red cap, and contenting himself with making a sign to his mistress.
Then, with a sigh of weariness, he went to the table next to that where our patriot was supping.
The mistress of the cabaret, in consequence of the deference she bore to the new arrival, got up and went to order the objects she had requested.
The two men turned their backs; One looked into the street, the other towards the back of the room. Not a word was exchanged between the two men until the mistress of the cabaret had completely disappeared.
When the door had closed behind her, and by the light of a single candle hanging from a piece of wire, in proportions so skilful that the light was divisible between the two guests, when finally the man By the ice placed in front of him, that the room was perfectly deserted;
"Good evening," he said to his companion without turning round.
"Good-night, sir," said the newcomer.
"Well," asked the patriot with the same affected indifference, "where are we?
"Well, it's over."
"What's the matter?"
-As we have agreed, I had reasons with father Richard for the service, I pretexted my weakness of hearing, my dazzles, and I found myself badly in the graft.
-Very good; after?
-After, Father Richard called his wife, and his wife rubbed my temples with vinegar, which made me return.
-Good! then?
Then, as it was agreed between us, I said that the lack of air produced these dazzles, since I was sanguine, and that the service of the Conciergerie, where he is at this moment four hundred prisoners , Was killing me.
"What did they say?"
"Mother Richard pitied me.
"And Father Richard?"
"He threw me out."
"But it is not enough that he threw you out."
"Wait, then; Then Mother Richard, who is a good woman, reproached her for having no heart, since I was the father of a family.
"And he said to that?"
-He said she was right, but that the first condition inherent in the state of turnkey was to remain in the prison to which he was attached; That the Republic did not joke, and that it cut off the neck to those who were dazzled in the exercise of their functions.
-Devil! Said the patriot.
"And he was not wrong, Father Richard; Since the Austrian woman is there, it is a hell of surveillance; One looks at her father.
The patriot gave his plate to lick the dog, which was bitten by the cat.
"Go," he said without turning round.
"Finally, sir, I began to groan, that is, I felt very ill; I asked for the infirmary, and I assured them that my children would die of hunger if my pay were suppressed.
"And Father Richard?"
"Father Richard told me that when we were a teller we did not have children.
"But you have Mother Richard for you, I suppose?"
-Fortunately! She made a scene for her husband, reproaching him for having a bad heart, and Father Richard ended by saying to me: "Well, Citizen Gracchus, listen to one of your friends who will give you something On your wages; Present it to me as a replacement, and I promise to have him accepted. "Then I went out and said," That's good, Father Richard, I'm going to get it. "
"And you found my brave man?" At this moment the mistress of the establishment returned, bringing to Citizen Gracchus her soup and her pint.
It was not the business of either Gracchus or the patriot, who doubtless had some communication to make.
"Citizen," said the ticket-keeper, "I have received a small gratuity from Father Richard, so that I shall permit myself today the pork chop with pickles and the bottle of Burgundy wine; Send your maid to fetch me one from the pork-butcher, and go and fetch me the other in the cellar. The hostess immediately gave her orders. The maid came out by the door of the street, and she went out through the door of the cellar.
"Well," said the patriot, "you are an intelligent boy.
"If I am intelligent, let me not hide, in spite of your fine promises, what it turns out for us both." Do you suspect what it is?
-Yes perfectly.
"It's our neck to both of us that we play."
"Do not worry about mine.
"It is not yours either, monsieur, that causes me, I confess, the most lively anxiety."
-It's yours?
-Yes.
- But if I estimate it double what it is worth ...
"What! Sir, it is a very precious thing that the neck.
- Not yours.
-How! not mine?
"At this moment, at least."
-What do you mean?
"I mean that your neck is not worth an obol, seeing that if, for example, I was an agent of the Committee of Public Safety, you would be guillotined to-morrow."
The turnkey turned so abruptly that the dog barked at him. He was as pale as death.
"Do not turn and do not pale," said the patriot; Quietly finish your soup on the contrary: I am not a provocative agent, friend. Bring me into the Conciergerie, set me in your place, give me the keys, and to-morrow I will give you fifty thousand pounds in gold.
"Is that true at least?"
-Oh! You have a famous surety, you have my head. The turnkey meditated a few seconds.
"Come," said the patriot, who saw him in his mirror, "let us make no bad reflections; If you denounce me, as you have only done your duty, the Republic will not give you a penny: if you serve me, as you will have failed in this same duty, and it is unjust in this world of To do something for nothing, I will give you the fifty thousand pounds.
-Oh! I understand, "said the turnkey," I have every advantage in doing what you ask; But I fear the sequel ...
"The consequences! -and what have you to fear?" Come, I will not denounce you, on the contrary.
-Without a doubt.
"The day after I am settled, you come to the Conciergerie; I count twenty-five rolls, each containing two thousand francs; These twenty-five rollers will hold at ease in your two pockets. With the money, I give you a card to get out of France; You go, and wherever you go, you are, if not rich, at least independent.
"Well, it's said, sir, happens to happen." I am a poor devil; I do not meddle in politics; France has always worked well without me, and will not perish for want of me; If you do a wicked action, so much the worse for you.
"In any case," said the patriot, "I do not think I can do worse than we do at this moment."
"Monsieur will permit me not to judge the policy of the National Convention."
"You are an admirable man of philosophy and carelessness. Now, see, when do you introduce me to Father Richard?
"Tonight, if you will."
-Certainly yes. Who am I?
"My cousin Mardoche."
-Mardoche, be it so; The name pleases me. Which state?
-Cutter.
"From tanner to tanner, there's only the hand."
"Are you a tanner?"
"I could be."
-That is true.
-What time is the presentation?
"In half an hour, if you will." At nine o'clock then.
-When will I have the money?
-Tomorrow.
"Are you enormously rich?"
"I am at my ease."
"A former one, is not it?"
"What does it matter to you?"
-Provide money, and give his money to run the risk of being guillotined; In truth, the ci-devant must be very stupid!
-What do you want! The sans-culottes have so much wit that they do not remain with others.
-Chut! This is my wine.
"To-night, opposite the Conciergerie."
-Yes. The patriot paid his money and went out. From the door he was heard to cry in his voice of thunder:
"Come, citizen!" Chops with pickles! My cousin Gracchus dies of hunger.
"That good Mardoche! Said the turnkey, tasting the glass of Burgundy, which had just been poured out by the innkeeper, looking at him tenderly.
The Clerk of the Ministry of War
The patriot had gone out, but had not gone far. Through the smoked windows he watched the turnkey, to see if he would not enter into communication with some of the agents of the republican police, one of the best that had ever existed, for half the company Spied on the other, still less for the greater glory of the government than for the greater safety of his head.
But nothing that the patriot feared came. At nine to minus a few minutes, the turnkey got up, took the chin of the innkeeper, and went out.
The patriot joined him on the platform of the Conciergerie, and both entered the prison.
That very evening, the bargain was concluded: Father Richard accepted Mardoche to replace Citizen Gracchus.
Two hours before this affair was settled in the jail, a scene took place in another part of the prison, which, though without apparent interest, was of no less importance to the principal characters of this story.
The clerk of the Conciergerie, tired of his day, was about to fold the registers and go out, when a man, led by Citizen Richard, presented himself before his office.
"Citizen Clerk," said she, "here is your colleague of the Ministry of War, who comes from the citizen minister to raise some military nuts."
"Ah! Citizen, "said the clerk," you arrive a little late, I packed my baggage.
"Brother, forgive me," replied the newcomer, "but we have so much work, that our journeys can only be made at our lost moments, and our moments lost to us are scarcely Others eat and sleep.
"If that be so, my dear fellow; But hurry, for, as you say, it is the hour of supper, and I am hungry. Do you have your powers?
"Here they are," said the clerk of the Ministry of War, showing a wallet, which his colleague, in a hurry as he was, examined with scrupulous attention.
-Oh! All this is in order, "said the wife Richard," and my husband has already passed the inspection. "
"No matter, no matter," said the clerk, continuing his examination.
The clerk of the war waited patiently and as a man who had expected the strict fulfillment of these formalities.
"Very well," said the clerk of the Conciergerie, "and you can now begin whenever you please." Do you have many nuts to pick up?
-One hundred.
"Then you have several days?"
"So, dear confrere, is it a sort of small establishment that I am going to found at your house, if you allow it?
"How do you hear it?" Asked the clerk of the Conciergerie.
"That is what I will explain to you by taking you to supper with me this evening; You're hungry, you said.
"And I do not deny it."
"Well, you will see my wife; she is a good cook; Then you will meet me: I am a good boy.
"Faith, yes, you do this to me; However, dear colleague ...
-Oh! Accept without oysters the oysters which I shall buy, passing over the Place du Chatelet, a chicken from our roaster, and two or three little dishes which Madame Durand does in perfection.
"You deceive me, dear colleague," said the clerk of the Conciergerie, dazzled by this menu, to which was not accustomed a clerk paid by the revolutionary tribunal for two books in assignats, which in reality were worth two francs.
"So you accept?"
-I accept.
"In this case, to-morrow labor; For tonight, let's go.
-Partons.
"Are you coming?"
-Just now; Let me only inform the gendarmes who guard the Austrian.
-Why do you tell them?
"In order that they may be warned that I shall go out, and that, knowing, consequently, that there is no longer any one at the registry, all the noises become suspect to them."
"Ah! very good; Excellent precaution, my faith?
"You understand, do not you?"
-Perfectly. Come on.
The clerk of the Conciergerie went to knock at the wicket, and one of the gendarmes opened and said,
-Who is here?
-Me! The clerk; You know, I'm leaving. Good evening, Citizen Gilbert.
"Good evening, citizen clerk." And the wicket closed. The clerk of the war had examined the whole scene with the utmost attention, and when the door of the Queen's prison remained open, his eyes had rapidly plunged to the bottom of the first compartment: he had seen Constable Duchesne at And had consequently assured himself that the queen had but two guards.
It goes without saying that when the clerk of the Conciergerie turned round, his colleague had resumed the most indifferent aspect which he had been able to give to his countenance.
As they were leaving the Conciergerie, two men were about to enter. These two men, who were about to enter, were Citizen Gracchus and his cousin Mardoche.
Cousin Mardoche and the clerk of the war, each by a movement which seemed to emanate from a sentiment like this, broke down, on perceiving, his cap with hair, the other his broad-brimmed hat over his eyes.
"What are these men?" Asked the clerk of the war.
"I only know one: he's a teller named Gracchus."
"Ah! Said the other, with an affected indifference, "the turnkeepers go out to the Conciergerie?"
-They have their day. The investigation was not carried further; The two new friends took the bridge at Change. At the corner of the Place du Chatelet, the clerk of war, according to the announced program, bought a clerk of twelve dozen oysters; Then they continued to advance by the Quai de Gèvres. The residence of the clerk of the Ministry of War was very simple. Citizen Durand lived in three small rooms on the Place de Greve in a house without a porter. Each tenant had a key from the aisle door; And it was agreed that one would be warned when one would not have taken this key with oneself, by one, two or three blows of a hammer, according to the floor that one lived: the person who waited for another , And who recognized the signal, then went down and opened the door. Citizen Durand had his key in his pocket, so he did not need to knock.
The clerk of the palace found the clerk of the war strong for his taste.
She was, indeed, a charming woman, to whom a profound expression of sadness spread over her physiognomy gave the first sight a powerful interest. It is to be remarked, that sadness is one of the surest means of seducing pretty women; Sadness makes all men in love, without exception, even the clerks; For, whatever may be said, the clerks are men, and there is no fierce self-love, or any sensible heart that hopes to console a pretty afflicted woman, and change the white roses of a pale complexion into Roses more laughing, as Citizen Dorat said.
The two clerks had a very good appetite; It was only Madame Durand who did not eat.
The questions, however, worked on both sides.
The clerk of war asked his colleague, with a remarkable curiosity in these times of daily drama, what were the usages of the palace, the days of judgment, and the means of surveillance.
The clerk of the Palais, delighted to be listened with so much attention, replied with complacency, and said the manners of the jailers, those of Fouquier-Tinville, and lastly those of Citizen Sanson, the principal actor of this tragedy Evening in the Place de la Révolution.
Then, addressing his colleague and his host, he asked for information about his own ministry.
-Oh! "Said Durand," I am less well acquainted than you, being a person infinitely less important than you, since I am rather secretary of the clerk than the holder of the place; I do the work of the chief clerk. Obscure employed, to me the trouble, to the illustrious the profit; It is the habit of all bureaucracies, even revolutionaries. The earth and the sky may change one day, but the offices will not change.
"Well, I will help you, citizen," said the clerk of the palace, charmed by the good wine of his host, and especially charmed by the beautiful eyes of Madame Durand.
-Oh! Thank you, "said he, to whom this gracious offer was made; Everything that changes habits and localities is a distraction for a poor employee, and I am rather afraid of seeing my work terminated at the Conciergerie than of seeing it dragged along, and provided that every evening I can bring to the office of Madame Durand, Who would be bored here ...
"I have no objection to it," said the clerk of the Palace, delighted with the amiable distraction promised him by his colleague.
"She will dictate to me the nuts," continued Citizen Durand; And then, from time to time, if you have not found the supper this evening too bad, you will come back to take a similar one. "
-Yes; But not too often, "said the clerk of the Palais; For I must confess that I should be scolded if I returned later than usual to a certain little house in the Rue du Petit Musc.
"Well, that will be done wonderfully well," said Durand; Is it not, my dear friend?
Madame Durand, very pale and still very sad, looked up at her husband and replied:
"That your will be done."
Eleven o'clock struck; It was time to retire. The clerk of the palace rose, and took leave of his new friends, expressing to them all the pleasure he had in getting acquainted with them and their dinner.
Citizen Durand escorted his guest to the landing; Then, returning to the room:
"Come, Genevieve," he said, "lie down." The young woman, without answering, got up, took a lamp, and went into the room on the right. Durand, or rather Dixmer, watched her go out, remained pensive for a moment, and her brow dark after her departure; Then, in his turn, he passed into his room, which was on the opposite side.
From that moment the clerk of the Ministry of War came every evening to work assiduously in the office of his colleague of the Palace; Madame Durand raised the nuts on the registers prepared beforehand, and Durand copied with ardor.
Durand examined everything without seeming to pay attention to anything. He had noticed that every evening, at nine o'clock, a basket of provisions brought by Richard or his wife was deposited at the door.
At the moment when the clerk said to the gendarme, "I am going, citizen," the gendarme, either Gilbert or Duchesne, went out, took the basket, and carried it to Marie Antoinette's.
During the three consecutive evenings in which Durand had stayed at his post later, the basket had also remained at his post, for it was only by opening the door to say goodbye to the clerk that the gendarme was collecting the provisions.
A quarter of an hour after having introduced the full basket, one of the two gendarmes handed to the door an empty basket the night before, depositing it in the same place where the other was.
The evening of the fourth day was the beginning of October, after the usual sitting, when the clerk of the palace had retired, and when Durand, or rather Dixmer, was left alone with his wife, he dropped his pen, Then he looked around and listening with the same attention as if his life had depended on it, he got up quickly, and running with muffled steps towards the door of the wicket, he lifted the towel which covered the basket, The soft bread destined for the prisoner a little silver case.
Then, pale and trembling with the emotion which, even in the most powerful organization, disturbs the man who has just accomplished a supreme act, and whose moment has been long prepared and strongly awaited, he returned to take his place, One hand resting on his forehead, the other on his heart.
Genevieve watched him do it, but without speaking to him; Ordinarily, since her husband had taken her home with Maurice, she was still waiting for him to speak to him first.
However, this time she broke the silence:
"Is it for tonight?" She asked.
"No, it's for tomorrow," replied Dixmer. And rising after having looked and listened again, he closed the registers, and, approaching the turnkey, knocked at the door.
-Hein? Said Gilbert.
"Citizen," he said, "I am going."
"Well," said the gendarme from the back of the cell. Good evening.
"Good-night, Citizen Gilbert."
Durand heard the creaking of the locks, he realized that the gendarme was going to open the door, and went out.
In the corridor which led from Father Richard's apartment to the court, he struck a turnkey wearing a fur cap, and brandishing a heavy bunch of keys.
Fear seizes Dixmer; This man, as brutal as the people of his state, was going to question him, to look at him, to recognize him perhaps. He slipped his hat, while Genevieve drew on her eyes the trim of her black mantle.
He was mistaken.
"Ah! sorry! Said the teller only, though it was he who had been struck.
Dixmer shuddered at the sound of that voice, which was soft and polished. But the teller was no doubt pressed, he slipped into the corridor, opened the door of Father Richard and disappeared. Dixmer continued his way, taking Genevieve.
"It is strange," said he, "when he was outside, that the door was closed behind him, and that the air had refreshed his burning forehead.
-Oh! Yes, very strange, "murmured Genevieve. At the time of their intimacy, the two spouses communicated to each other the cause of their astonishment. But Dixmer enclosed his thoughts in his mind, fighting them like a hallucination, while Genevieve was content, when turning the corner of the bridge at Change, to take a last look at the dark palace, where something like the phantom of a " A lost friend had just awakened in her so many sweet and bitter memories at once.
Both arrived at La Greve without uttering a single word.
Meanwhile, Constable Gilbert had gone out and seized the basket of provisions destined for the queen. It contained fruit, a cold chicken, a bottle of white wine, a carafe of water and half a two-pound bread.
Gilbert lifted the napkin and recognized the ordinary arrangement of the items placed in the basket by Citizen Richard. Then, disturbing the screen:
"Citizen," said he aloud, "here is supper." Marie Antoinette broke bread; But scarcely had her fingers been impressed, when she felt the cold contact of money, and that she understood that this bread contained something extraordinary. Then she looked around, but the gendarme had already retired. The queen remained motionless for a moment; She calculated her gradual estrangement. When she thought she was certain that he had gone to sit beside her comrade, she drew the case of the bread. The case contained a note. She unfolded it and read the following:
"Madame, stand ready to-morrow at the hour when you receive this note; For to-morrow, at this hour, a woman will be brought into your Majesty's dungeon. " This woman will take your clothes and give you her own; Then you will leave the Conciergerie on the arm of one of your most devoted servants.
"Do not worry about the noise in the first room; Do not stop at the cries or the groans; Do not trouble yourself but to pass quickly the dress and the mantle of the woman who is to take the place of your Majesty. "
"A devotion! Murmured the queen; thanks my God! I am therefore not, as was said, an object of execration for all.
She reread the note. Then the second paragraph struck her.
"Do not stop at the cries or the groans," she murmured. Oh! It means that one will strike my two guardians, poor people! Who have shown me so much pity; Oh! never never!
She again tore the second half of the note, which was white, and as she had neither pencil nor pen to answer the unknown friend who took care of her, she took the pin of her scarf and stung in The paper letters which composed the following words:
"I can not and must not accept the sacrifice of the life of anyone in exchange for mine. "MY."
Then she replaced the paper in the case, which she buried in the second part of the broken bread.
This operation was scarcely finished, ten o'clock struck, and the queen, holding the piece of bread in her hand, sadly reckoned the hours, which vibrated slowly and spaced, when she heard at one of the windows, Called the court of women, a strident noise like that produced by a diamond squeaking on the glass.
This sound was followed by a slight shock to the window, repeatedly shocked and intentionally covered with a man's cough. Then, at the corner of the window, a little rolled paper appeared, which slid slowly and fell at the foot of the wall. Then the queen heard the sound of a bunch of keys jumping one on top of the other, and footsteps moving away on the pavement.
She recognized that the window had just been pierced at her angle, and that by this angle the man who was going away had slipped a paper, which was no doubt a note. This note was on the ground. The queen covered her eyes, while listening if any of her guards were not approaching her; But she heard them speak in a low voice as they usually did, and by a kind of tacit agreement so as not to bother her. Then she got up gently, holding her breath, and went to pick up the paper.
A thin, hard object slid like a scabbard, and, falling on the brick, sounded metallic. It was a file of the greatest finesse, a jewel rather than a tool, one of those springs of steel with which a hand, however weak and disfigured, can cut in a quarter of an hour Iron of the thickest rod.
"Madame," said the paper, "to-morrow at nine-thirty a man will come and talk with the gendarmes who guard you through the window of the women's court." During this time your majesty will saw the third bar from his window, going from left to right. Cut off by skewing, a quarter of an hour must suffice for your majesty; Then stand ready to go through the window .... The advice comes to you from one of your most devoted and faithful subjects, who has consecrated his life to your majesty's service, and will be glad to sacrifice it for her."
-Oh! Murmured the queen, "is it a snare?" But no, it seems to me that I know this writing; It is the same as in the Temple; It is that of the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge. Come on! Perhaps God wants me to escape.
And the queen fell on her knees and took refuge in prayer, that sovereign balm of the prisoners.
The next day, prepared by a sleepless night, came at last terrible, and one can say without exaggeration, the color of blood.
Every day, indeed, at that time and in that year, the most beautiful sun had its livid spots.
The queen barely slept and slept without repose; She had scarcely had her eyes closed, that it seemed to him that she was seeing blood, that he seemed to hear her cry.
She had fallen asleep with her file in her hand. A part of the day was given by her to prayer. Her guards saw her pray so often, that they took no uneasiness at this increase of devotion.
From time to time the prisoner drew from her bosom the file which had been transmitted to her by one of her saviors, and she compared the weakness of the instrument to the strength of the bars.
Fortunately, these bars were sealed in the wall only on one side, that is, at the bottom.
The upper part was fitted into a transverse bar; The lower part sawn, they had only to pull the bar, and the bar came.
But it was not the physical difficulties which prevented the queen: she understood perfectly that this was possible, and it was this very possibility which made hope a bloody flame that dazzled her eyes.
She felt that, in order to reach her, her friends should kill the men who guarded her, and she would not have consented to their death at any price; These men were the only ones who had long since shown him some pity.
On the other hand, beyond those bars that were told him to saw, on the other side of the body of these two men who were to succumb in preventing his saviors from reaching her, were life, Liberty, and perhaps vengeance, three things so sweet, especially for a woman, that she begged God to forgive them so ardently.
She believed, moreover, that no suspicion agitated her guards, and that they were not even aware of the trap into which their prisoner was to fall, on the assumption that the plot was a snare.
These simple men would have betrayed themselves to eyes as exercised as those of a woman accustomed to guess the evil by having suffered it.
The queen therefore gave up almost entirely the portion of her ideas which made her examine the double opening which had been made to her as a snare; But as the shame of being caught in this trap left her, she fell into the still greater apprehension of seeing a blood shed for her flow before her eyes.
-Bizarre destiny, and sublime spectacle! She murmured; Two conspiracies meet to save a poor queen, or rather a poor woman, a prisoner, who has done nothing to seduce or encourage the conspirators, and they will break out at the same time.
"Who knows! They are only one, perhaps. Perhaps it is a double mine that must lead to a single point.
"If I wanted, I would be saved!"
"But a poor woman sacrificed in my place!
"But two men killed for this woman to reach me!
"God and the future would not forgive me.
"Impossible! impossible!..."
But then these great ideas of the devotion of the servants to the masters, and those ancient traditions of the law of the masters over the lives of the servants, passed and repassed in his mind; Ghosts almost effaced from the dying royalty.
"Anne of Austria would have accepted," she said to herself; Anne of Austria would have placed above all things this great principle of the salvation of royal persons.
"Anne of Austria was of the same blood as me, and almost in the same situation as myself.
"Madness to have come to prosecute the royalty of Anne of Austria in France!
"So it was not I who came; Two kings said:
"It is important that two royal children who have never met, who do not love each other, and who may never love each other, are married at the same altar, to die on the same scaffold."
"And then, will not my death lead to that of the poor child, who, in the eyes of my few friends, is still king of France?
"And when my son is dead as my husband is dead, will not their two shades smile with pity when they see me, to spare a few drops of vulgar blood, to stain with my blood the remnants of the throne of St. Louis?"
It was in these ever-increasing anguish, in that fever of doubt, whose pulsations ceaselessly redoubled, in the horror of these fears, at length, which the queen attained in the evening.
Several times she had examined her two guards; They had never seemed calmer.
Neither had the little attentions of these coarse but good men ever struck him more.
When the darkness took place in the dungeon, when the sound of the rings rang out, when the sound of arms and the howling of the dogs awoke the echo of the sombre vaults, when at length the whole prison was frightened and without hope, Marie Antoinette , Subdued by the weakness inherent in the nature of the woman, rose in terror.
-Oh! I will run away, "she said; Yes, yes, I will flee. When one comes, when one speaks, I will saw a bar, and I will wait for what God and my liberators will order from me. I owe to my children, they will not be killed, or if they are killed and I am free, oh! Then at least ....
She did not finish, her eyes closed, her mouth stifled her voice. It was a frightful dream, that of this poor queen in a room locked with locks and gratings. But soon, in his dream, gates and bolts fell; She saw herself in the midst of a dark, pitiless army; She ordered the flame to shine, the iron to leave the scabbard; She avenged herself on a people which, in the end, was not her own.
Meanwhile, Gilbert and Duchesne were chatting quietly and preparing their evening meal.
Meanwhile, Dixmer and Genevieve were entering the Conciergerie, and, as usual, settled in the office. At the end of an hour of this installation, as usual still, the clerk of the Palais completed his task and left them alone.
As soon as the door closed on his colleague, Dixmer rushed to the empty basket left at the door in exchange for the evening basket.
He grabbed the piece of bread, broke it and found the case.
The queen's word was there; He read it, turning pale.
And as Genevieve watched him, he tore the paper into a thousand pieces, which he threw into the burning jaws of the stove.
"Very well," said he; Everything is agreed. Then, turning to Genevieve:
"Come, madame," he said.
-Me?
"Yes, I must speak to you."
Genevieve, motionless and cold as marble, made a gesture of resignation and approached.
"Here is the hour, madame," said Dixmer; listen to me.
-Yes sir.
"You prefer a useful death to your cause, a death that will make you bless with a whole party and pity a whole people, an ignominious death and all vengeance, do not you?
-Yes sir.
"I could have killed you on the spot when I met you at your lover's; But a man who, like me, has consecrated his life to an honorable and holy work, must know how to make use of his own misfortunes by consecrating them to this cause, that is what I have done, or rather what I count make. I have, as you have seen, refused the pleasure of doing me justice. I also spared your lover.
Something like a fleeting but terrible smile passed over Genevieve's discolored lips.
"But as for your lover, you must understand, you who know me, that I have waited only to find better."
"Monsieur," said Genevieve, "I am ready; Why then this preamble?
-You are ready?
"Yes, you are killing me." You're right, I'm waiting. Dixmer looked at Genevieve and started in spite of himself; It was sublime at this moment: a halo illuminated it, the most brilliant of all, that which comes from love.
"I'm going on," Dixmer went on. I have warned the queen; she is waiting; However, in all probability she will make some objections, but you will force her.
-Well sir; Give your orders, and I will execute them.
"Just now," continued Dixmer, "I shall knock at the door, Gilbert will open; With this dagger (Dixmer opened his coat and showed, by pulling it half-way through the scabbard, a double-edged dagger) - with this dagger I will kill him. Genevieve shuddered in spite of herself. Dixmer waved his hand to draw attention.
"At the moment when I strike him," he went on, "you go into the second room, where the queen is." There is no door, you know, only a screen, and you change clothes with it, while I kill the second soldier. Then I take the Queen's arm, and I pass the wicket with her.
"Very well," Genevieve said coldly.
-You understand? Continued Dixmer; Every night we see you with that mantle of black taffeta that hides this face. Put your mantle to His Majesty, and drape it as you are used to draping it yourself.
"I will do it as you say, sir."
"It now remains for me to forgive you, and to thank you, madame," said Dixmer. Genevieve shook her head with a cold smile.
"I do not need your forgiveness, or your mercy, sir," she said, stretching out her hand; What I do, or rather what I am going to do, would efface a crime, and I have only committed a weakness; And again this weakness, remember your conduct, sir, you almost forced me to commit it. I walked away from him, and you pushed me into his arms; So that you are the instigator, the judge and the avenger. It is therefore for me to forgive you my death, and I forgive you. It is therefore for me to thank you, monsieur, for taking my life, since life would have been unbearable to me separated from the man I love only, since that hour especially when you have broken through your ferocious revenge All the bonds which attached me to him.
Dixmer sank his nails into his chest; He wanted to answer, his voice missed.
He took a few steps in the office.
"The hour will pass," he said at last; Any second has its utility. Come, madame, are you ready?
"I have told you, sir," replied Genevieve, with the calm of the martyrs, "I am waiting!
Dixmer collected all his papers, went to see if the doors were well closed, if no one could enter the graft; Then he wished to repeat his instructions to his wife.
"Unnecessary, sir," said Genevieve, "I know perfectly what I have to do.
-So good bye! And Dixmer held out his hand to her, as if, at that supreme moment, all recrimination was obliterated by the grandeur of the situation and the sublimity of the sacrifice.
Genevieve, trembling, touched the hand of her husband with her fingertips.
"Get close to me, madame," said Dixmer; "and as soon as I have struck Gilbert, go on."
-I am ready.
Then Dixmer pressed his large dagger in his right hand, and from the left he knocked at the door.
The preparations of the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge
While the scene described in the preceding chapter was passed at the door of the registry giving into the queen's prison, or rather into the first chamber occupied by the two gendarmes, other preparations were made on the opposite side, In the court of women.
A man appeared suddenly like a stone statue that would have detached itself from the wall. This man was followed by two dogs, and, while humming the ira , strong song fashionable at that time, he had a stroke of bunch of keys he held in his hand, scraping the five bars that Closed the window of the queen.
The queen had trembled at first; But, recognizing the thing for a signal, she had gently opened her window, and began to work with a more experienced hand than might have been supposed, for, more than once, Where her royal husband had formerly amused herself by passing a part of her days, she had, with her delicate fingers, touched instruments similar to those on which at that moment all her chances of salvation rested.
As soon as the man in the bunch of keys heard the queen's window open, he went and knocked at the gendarmes'.
"Ah! Ah! Said Gilbert, looking through the windows, "it is Citizen Mardoche."
"Himself," replied the turnkey. Well, but it seems we are keeping a good watch?
-As usual, citizen keychains. It seems to me that you do not often find us wanting.
"Ah! Said Mardoche, "is that night vigilance is more necessary than ever.
-Bah! Said Duchesne, who had approached.
-Certainly.
"What is it?"
"Open the window, and I will tell you that."
"Work," said Duchesne.
Gilbert opened and exchanged a handshake with the key-holder, who had already made himself the friend of the two gendarmes.
"What is it, Citizen Mardoche?" Repeated Gilbert.
"The sitting of the Convention has been a little warm." Have you read it?
-No. So what happened?
"Ah! It happened at first that Citizen Hébert discovered one thing.
-Which?
"The conspirators believed to be dead are alive and very alive."
"Ah! Yes, "said Gilbert," Delessart and Thierry; I have heard of this; They are in England, the beggars.
"And the Chevalier de Maison Rouge?" Said the key-holder, raising his voice so that the queen could hear him.
-How! He is in England also, that one?
"Not at all, he is in France," continued Mardoche, supporting his voice at the same pitch.
"So he came back?"
"He has not left her."
"There's one with a forehead!" Said Duchesne.
"That's how it is."
"Well, we'll try to stop him."
"Certainly, let us try to stop him; But it is not easy, it seems also.
At this moment, as the queen's file creaked so strongly on the bars, that the key-holder was afraid that he might be heard, in spite of the efforts he made to cover it, he pressed the heel to his feet One of his dogs, who uttered a howl of pain.
"Ah! poor animal! Said Gilbert.
-Bah! Said the key-holder, he had only to put on his hooves. Will you be silent, Girondin, will you be silent?
"His name is Girondin, your dog, Citizen Mardoche?"
"Yes, that's a name I gave her like that."
"And you were saying," replied Duchesne, "who, a prisoner himself, took all the interest of the prisoners in the news;
"Ah! It is true, I said that then Citizen Hébert, there is a patriot! I said that Citizen Hébert had made the motion to bring the Austrian woman back to the Temple.
-And why that?
-Lady! Because he pretends that it was taken from the Temple only to remove it from the immediate inspection of the Commune of Paris.
-Oh! And then a little to the attempts of this damned Red House, "said Gilbert; It seems to me that the underground exists.
"That is also what Citizen Santerre replied to him; But Hebert said that from the moment of warning, there was no longer any danger; That in the Temple Marie-Antoinette could be kept with half the precautions necessary to keep her here, and, in fact, the Temple is a house more firm than the Conciergerie.
"My faith," said Gilbert, "I should like to have her escorted back to the Temple."
- I understand, it bothers to keep it.
"No, it saddens me. Maison-Rouge coughed strongly; The file made all the more noise as it bit the iron bar more deeply.
"And what has been decided?" Asked Duchesne, when the key-ring was over.
"It was decided that she should stay here, but that she should be tried immediately."
"Ah! poor woman! Said Gilbert. Duchesne, whose ear was perhaps finer than that of his colleague, or whose attention was less strongly captivated by Mardoche's account, bent down to listen to the side of the left compartment. The keychain lives the movement.
"As you understand, Citizen Duchesne," he said quickly, "the attempts of the conspirators will become all the more desperate because they will have less time before them to execute them." The guards of the prisons are to be doubled, as there is no question of anything less than an armed intrusion into the Conciergerie; The conspirators would kill everything, until they penetrated to the queen, to the widow Capet, I mean.
-Ah bah! How would they enter, your conspirators?
- Disguised as patriots, they would pretend to start again on September 2, the scoundrels! And then, once the doors open, good-night!
There was a moment of silence occasioned by the stupor of the gendarmes. The key-holder heard with a joy mingled with terror the file which continued to squeak. Nine o'clock struck. At the same time they knocked at the door of the office; But the two gendarmes, preoccupied, did not reply.
"Well, we'll keep watch," Gilbert said.
"And if we have to, we shall die in our posts as true Republicans," added Duchesne.
"She must have finished soon," said the key-holder to himself, wiping his sweaty forehead.
"And you, on your side," said Gilbert, "you watch, I presume; For we would not spare you more than we, if an event like the one you announced to us happened.
"I think so," said the key-holder; I spend the nights making rounds; So I am on my teeth; You at least take turns, and you can sleep two nights one.
At this moment a knock was again struck at the door of the office. Mardoche trembled; Every event, however slight, might prevent his project from succeeding.
-What is it? He asked, in spite of himself.
"Nothing, nothing," said Gilbert; It is the clerk of the Ministry of War who goes away and warns me.
"Ah! "Very well," said the key-holder. But the clerk persisted in striking.
-Good! good! Cried Gilbert, without leaving his window. Good-night! Good-bye!
"It seems to me he is talking to you," said Duchesne, turning towards the door. Answer him. "Then the clerk's voice was heard.
"Come, citizen gendarme," said he; I would like to speak to you for a moment.
This voice, impressed by a feeling of emotion which deprived him of his usual accent, caused the key-holder to listen to the key-holder, who thought he recognized it.
"What do you want, Citizen Durand?" Asked Gilbert.
"I want to tell you a word."
"Well, you will tell me to-morrow."
-No tonight; "I must speak to you this evening," said the same voice.
-Oh! Murmured the key-holder, "what is going to happen?" It's Dixmer's voice.
Sinister and vibrant, this voice seemed to borrow something funereal from the distant echo of the dark corridor. Duchesne turned round.
"Come," said Gilbert, "since he wants it absolutely, I am going." And he went to the door.
The key-holder took advantage of this moment, during which the attention of the two gendarmes was absorbed by an unforeseen circumstance. He ran to the window of the queen.
-Is it done? "He said.
"I am more than half," replied the queen.
-Oh! my God! my God! He murmured, "make haste!" Hurry up!
"Well, Citizen Mardoche," said Duchesne, "what have become of you?
"Here I am," cried the key-holder, returning quickly to the window of the first compartment.
At the very moment, and as he was about to resume his place, a terrible cry resounded in the prison, then an imprecation, then the sound of a saber which sprang from the scabbard of metal.
"Ah! scoundrel! Ah! brigand! Cried Gilbert. And the sound of a struggle was heard in the corridor. At the same time, the door opened, revealing to the turnkey two shadows colliding in the wicket and giving passage to a woman, who, repelling Duchesne, rushed into the queen's compartment.
Duchesne, without troubling himself about this woman, ran to the assistance of his companion.
The teller leaped towards the other window; He saw the woman at the queen's knees; She prayed, and begged the prisoner to change clothes with her.
He leaned with flaming eyes, trying to recognize the woman he feared he had already recognized too much. Suddenly he uttered a painful cry.
-Genevieve! Genevieve! Cried he. The queen had dropped the file and seemed annihilated. It was still an abortive attempt. The teller grasped with both hands and shook with a supreme effort the iron bar which the file had begun. But the bite of the steel was not deep enough, the bar resisted. Meanwhile, Dixmer had succeeded in driving Gilbert back into the prison, and he was about to go in with him, when Duchesne, weighing on the door, succeeded in pushing her away. But he could not close it. Dixmer, desperate, had passed his arm between the door and the wall. At the end of this arm was the dagger, which, blunted by the copper buckle of the belt, had slipped along the chest of the gendarme, opening his coat and tearing the flesh. The two men were encouraged to gather all their strength, and at the same time they called for help. Dixmer felt that his arm was about to break; He pressed his shoulder against the door, gave a violent shock and succeeded in pulling out his bruised arm.
The door closed noisily; Duchesne pushed the bolts, while Gilbert gave a turn to the key.
A rapid pace resounded in the corridor, and then all was over. The two gendarmes looked at each other and looked around.
They heard the noise made by the false turnkey trying to break the bar.
Gilbert rushed into the queen's prison; He found Genevieve at his knees and begged her to change his dress with her.
Duchesne seized his rifle and ran to the window. He saw a man hanging from the bars, shaking it with rage, and trying in vain to climb.
He pointed it at him.
The young man saw the barrel of the rifle bending towards him.
-Oh! "Yes," said he, "kill me; kill!
And, sublime in despair, he widened his chest to challenge the ball.
"Chevalier," cried the queen, "I beg of you; Live, live! At the voice of Marie Antoinette, Red House fell on her knees. The blow went; But this movement saved him, the ball passed over his head. Genevieve believed her friend killed and fell unconscious on the floor.
When the smoke was dissipated, there was no one left in the women's yard.
Ten minutes later, thirty soldiers, led by two commissioners, searched the Conciergerie in its most inaccessible retreats.
No one was found; The clerk had passed calmly and smiling in front of Father Richard's chair.
As for the turnkey, he had gone out crying,
-Alarm! alarm! The sentinel had wished to cross the bayonet against him; But his dogs had leapt to the sentry's neck.
Only Genevieve was arrested, interrogated, imprisoned.
We can no longer forget one of the principal characters in this history, the one who, while the events accumulated in the preceding chapter were accomplished, suffered the most from all, and whose sufferings deserved the most, Awaken the sympathy of our readers.
It was sunny in the Rue de la Monnaie, and the gossips talked about the doors as happily as if, for ten months, a cloud of blood did not seem to have stopped on the town, when Maurice came back with the cabriolet, He had promised to bring.
He left the bridle of his horse in the hands of a scrapper of the Saint-Eustache court, and climbed up the steps of his staircase, his heart full of joy.
It is a vivifying sentiment that love: it knows how to animate hearts dead to all sensations; It populates the deserts, it arouses in the eyes the phantom of the object loved; It causes that the voice which sings in the soul of the lover shows him the whole creation enlightened by the luminous day of hope and happiness, and, at the same time as it is an expansive feeling, It is still a selfish feeling, it blinds the one who loves for all that is not the object loved.
Maurice did not see these women, Maurice did not hear their comments; He saw only Genevieve making preparations for a departure which would give them lasting happiness; He only heard Genevieve singing his usual little song absent-mindedly, and this little song buzzed so gracefully in his ear that he would have sworn to hear the different modulations of his voice mingled with the sound of a lock which was closed.
On the landing Maurice stopped; The door was half open; the habit was that it was constantly closed, and this circumstance astonished Maurice. He looked around him to see if he would not see Genevieve in the corridor; Genevieve was not there. He entered, crossed the antechamber, the dining-room, the drawing-room; He visited the bedroom. Anteroom, dining room, living room, bedroom were lonely. He called, no one answered.
The official had gone out, as is well known; Maurice thought that in her absence Genevieve had needed some cord to tie up her trunks, or some traveling supplies to fill the carriage, and that she had gone down to buy these things. The imprudence seemed to him strong; But, although uneasiness was beginning to gain him, he still suspected nothing.
Maurice waited, then, as he walked up and down, leaning from time to time out of the window, through the opening of which puffs of air filled with rain.
Soon Maurice thought he heard a step on the stairs; He listened; It was not Genevieve's; He hastened to the landing, leaned over the banisters, and recognized the official, who climbed the steps with the habitual carelessness of the servants.
-Svolola! Cried he. The unofficial one raised his head.
"Ah! It is you, citizen!
"Yes, it is I; but where is the citizen?"
"The citizen?" Inquired Scaevola, astonished as he ascended.
-Without a doubt. Did you see her downstairs?
-No.
"Then go down." Ask the concierge and inform the neighbors.
-A this moment. Scévola went down again.
"Better then, then!" faster! Cried Maurice; Do not you see that I am on burning coals?
Maurice waited five or six minutes on the stairs; Then, seeing no reappearance of Scevola, he entered the apartment and leaned out of the window again; He saw Scévola enter two or three shops and go out without having learned anything new.
Impatiently, he called him. The unofficial one raised his head and saw his impatient master at the window. Maurice beckoned her to go up.
"It's impossible for her to be out," thought Maurice. And he called again:
-Genevieve! Genevieve!
Everything was dead. The lonely room even seemed to have no echo.
Scévola reappeared.
"Well, the concierge is the only one who has seen her."
"Did the concierge see her?"
-Yes; The neighbors have not heard of it.
"The concierge has seen her, you say?" What do you mean?
-He saw her come out.
"So she's out?"
-It seems.
-Alone? It is impossible that Genevieve should have gone out alone.
"She was not alone, citizen, she was with a man."
-How! with a man?
"At least," said the citizen concierge.
"Get him, I must know who this man is." Scévola took two steps towards the door; Then, turning round:
"Wait," said he, appearing to reflect.
-What? what do you want? Speak, you make me die.
"Perhaps it was with the man who ran after me."
"A man ran after you?"
-Yes.
-To do what?
"To ask for the key from you."
"What key, unhappy?" But speak, speak then!
-The key to the apartment.
"Did you give the key to a stranger?" Cried Maurice, seizing the official at the collar with both hands.
"But he was not a stranger, sir, since he was one of your friends."
"Ah! Yes, a friend of mine? Well, it's Lorin, no doubt. That's it, she'll be out with Lorin.
And Maurice, smiling in his pallor, passed his handkerchief over his forehead wet with sweat.
"No, no, no, sir, it is not he," said Scaevola. Pardieu! I know Mr. Lorin well, perhaps.
"But who is it then?"
"You know very well, Citizen, it is this man, the one who came one day."
-What day?
-The day you were so sad, who took you away and then you came back so cheerful ....
Scévola had noticed all these things. Maurice looked at him with a frightened air; A thrill ran through all his limbs; Then, after a long silence:
-Dixmer? Cried he.
"Yes, I believe it is, citizen," said the official. Maurice staggered and fell backward in an armchair. His eyes were veiled.
-Oh! my God! He murmured.
Then, as he opened his eyes, he turned his eyes to the forgotten bouquet of violets, or rather left by Genevieve.
He rushed upon it, took it, kissed it; Then, noticing the place where it was deposited:
"More doubt," said he; Those violets ... this is his last farewell!
Then Maurice turned round; And only then he noticed that the trunk was half full, that the rest of the linen was on the floor or in the half-open cupboard.
Undoubtedly the linen on the ground had fallen from the hands of Genevieve at the apparition of Dixmer.
From this moment he explained everything. The scene arises alive and terrible in his eyes, between these four walls witnesses of so much happiness.
Until then, Maurice had been defeated and crushed. The awakening was frightful, the anger of the frightening young man.
He got up, closed the half-opened window, took two pistols, loaded for the journey, on the top of his desk, examined the bait, and seeing that the bait was in good condition, he put the pistols in his pocket.
Then he slipped into his purse two rolls of louis, which, notwithstanding his patriotism, he had thought it prudent to keep at the bottom of a drawer, and, taking his saber in his scabbard,
"Scevola," said he, "you are attached to me, I think; You have served my father and I for fifteen years.
"Yes, citizen," replied the official, alarmed at the appearance of that pallid marble and nervous trembling which he had never noticed in his master, who rightly passed for the most intrepid and vigorous men; Yes, what do you command me?
-Listening! If that lady who dwelt here ....
He broke off; His voice trembled so loudly as he uttered these words, that he could not continue.
"If she comes back," he replied after a moment, "receive her; Shut the door behind her; Take this carbine, place yourself on the staircase, and on your head, on your life, on your soul, let no one enter; If you want to force the door, defend it; hit! kill! kill! And fear nothing, Scevola, I take everything on myself.
The young man's accent, his vehement confidence, enchanted Scévola.
"Not only will I kill," said he, "but I shall be killed for the citizen Genevieve."
- Thank you .... Now listen. This apartment is odious to me, and I do not want to go back here until I find it. If she was able to escape, if she came back, place on your window the great vase of Japan with the queen-daisies she loved so much. So much for the day. At night, put on a lantern. Whenever I pass by the end of the street, I shall be informed; As long as I see neither the lantern nor the vase, I shall continue my researches.
-Oh! Sir, be careful! be careful! Cried Scévola.
Maurice did not even reply; He rushed out of the room, went downstairs as if he had had wings, and ran to Lorin.
It would be difficult to express the stupefaction, anger, and rage of the worthy poet when he heard this news; It would be worth repeating the touching elegies that Orestes inspired Pylades.
"So you do not know where she is?" He repeated repeatedly.
-Perdue, disappeared! Screamed Maurice in a paroxysm of despair; He killed her, Lorin, he killed her!
"What! No, my dear friend; No, my good Maurice, he did not kill her; No, it is not after so many days of reflection that a woman like Genevieve is murdered; No, if he had killed her, he would have killed her on the spot, and, as a sign of his vengeance, he would have left the body with you. No, you see, he fled with her, too happy to have found his treasure.
"You do not know him, Lorin, you do not know him," said Maurice; This man had something fatal in his eyes.
"But no, you are mistaken; He has always seemed to me like a good man. He took her to sacrifice her. He will be arrested with her; They will be killed together. Ah! "That is the danger," said Lorin.
And these words redoubled the delirium of Maurice.
"I'll find her again!" I shall find her, or I shall die! He cried.
-Oh! As for that, it is certain that we shall find her again, "said Lorin; Only, calm down. Come, Maurice, my good Maurice, believe me, one seeks ill when one does not reflect; One thinks badly when one agitates as you do.
"Good-bye, Lorin, farewell!
-So what do you do?
-I am leaving.
"You leave me?" Why that?
"Because it concerns only me; Because I alone must risk my life to save Genevieve's.
-You want to die?
"I want to go to the president of the committee of surveillance, I want to speak to Hebert, to Danton, to Robespierre; I shall confess everything, but I must be returned. "
"Very well," said Lorin. And without adding a word, he rose, adjusted his belt, and put on his uniform hat, and, as Maurice had done, he took two loaded pistols, which he put into his pockets.
"Let's go," he added simply.
"But you compromise yourself!" Cried Maurice.
"Well, then?"
We must, my dear, when the play is over,
if in return in good company.
"Where do we go first?" Said Maurice.
Let's go first into the old quarter, you know? Old rue Saint-Jacques; Then watch for the Red House; Where it will be, will doubtless be Dixmer; Then bring us closer to the houses of the Old Corderie. You know we're talking about transferring Antoinette to the Temple! Believe me, men like these will only lose at the last moment the hope of saving her.
"Yes," repeated Maurice, "you are right... Maison-Rouge, do you think he is in Paris?"
-Dixmer is fine.
"That is true, it is true; They met, "said Maurice, to whom some vague gleams had just given a little reason.
Then, and from that moment on, the two friends began to seek; But it was in vain. Paris is great, and its shadow is thick. Never has a chasm been able to conceal more secretly the secret that crime or misfortune confides to it.
A hundred times Lorin and Maurice passed over the Place de Greve, a hundred times they touched the little house in which Genevieve lived, watched relentlessly by Dixmer, as the priests of old watched the victim destined for sacrifice.
Meanwhile, seeing herself destined to perish, Genevieve, like all generous souls, accepted the sacrifice and wished to die without noise; Besides, she feared less for Dixmer than for the cause of the queen an advertisement which Maurice would not have failed to give to her vengeance.
She kept a silence as deep as if death had already closed her mouth.
However, without saying anything to Lorin, Maurice had begged the members of the terrible committee of public safety; And Lorin, without speaking to Maurice, had, on his part, devoted himself to the same steps.
On the same day, a red cross was traced by Fouquier-Tinville beside their names, and the word SUSPECTS united them in a bloody embrace.
The twenty-third day of the month of the year II of the French Republic, one and indivisible, corresponding to October 14, 1793, an old style, as it was said, a crowd of curious invaders in the morning the stands of the room where the Revolutionary sessions.
The corridors of the palace and the avenues of the Conciergerie overflowed with avid and impatient spectators, who passed on to each other the noises and passions, as the waves transmit their roar and foam.
In spite of the curiosity with which every spectator was agitated, and perhaps even because of this curiosity, every wave of this sea, agitated, pressed between two barriers, the external barrier which urged it, the internal barrier which repelled it, In this flow and reflux, the same place he had nearly taken. But the best placed had understood that they should be forgiven for their happiness; And they tended to this end by telling their neighbors, less well placed than themselves, who transmitted to the others the primitive words, what they saw and heard.
But near the door of the tribunal, a group of crowded men disputed roughly ten lines of space in breadth or height; For ten lines in width was enough to see between two shoulders a corner of the hall and the figure of the judges; For ten lines in height was enough to see over the whole hall and the face of the accused.
Unfortunately, this passage from a corridor to the room, a narrow defile, a man occupied it almost entirely with his broad shoulders and his arms arranged in flying buttresses, which supported all the vacillating crowd and ready to crumble in the room , If the bulwark of flesh had come to him missing.
This man, immovable on the threshold of the court, was young and handsome, and at every sharp jerk that the crowd gave him, he shook his thick hair like a mane, beneath which shone a dark and resolute glance. Then, with his gaze and motion, he had repulsed the crowd, of which he stopped the living enemy, the obstinate attacks, and fell back into his attentive immobility.
A hundred times the compact mass had tried to overthrow it, for it was tall, and behind it all prospect became impossible; But, as we have said, a rock would not have been more immovable than he.
However, from the other end of this human sea, in the midst of the crowd pressed, another man had made his way with a perseverance which was ferocious; Nothing had stopped him in his indefatigable progression, neither the blows of those whom he left behind, nor the imprecations of those whom he smothered in passing, nor the complaints of the women, for there were many women in it crowd.
At blows he replied by blows, to imprecations by a glance before which the bravest retreated, to complaints by an impassiveness which resembled disdain.
At last he arrived behind the vigorous young man who, so to speak, closed the entrance to the hall. And in the midst of the general expectation, for each wanted to see how the thing would pass between these two rough antagonists; And in the middle, we say, of the general expectation, he tried his method, which consisted in introducing between two spectators his elbows as corners and in splitting with his body the bodies most joined together.
It was, however, a young man of small stature, whose pale face and slender limbs announced a constitution as frail as his ardent eyes contained a will.
But scarcely had his elbow touched the flanks of the young man in front of him, when the latter, astonished at the aggression, turned quickly and with the same movement raised a fist which threatened, lowering, crushing The rash.
The two antagonists then found themselves face to face, and a little cry escaped them at the same time.
They had just recognized each other.
"Ah! Citizen Maurice, "said the frail young man, with an accent of inexpressible grief," let me pass: let me see; I beg you! You will kill me afterwards!
Maurice, for it was he himself, felt himself penetrated with emotion and admiration for this eternal devotion, for this indestructible will.
-You! He murmured; Here, imprudent!
-Yes, me here! But I am exhausted. Oh! my God! she speaks! Let me see her! Let me listen to it!
Maurice faded away, and the young man passed by. Then, as Maurice was at the head of the crowd, nothing further hindered the sight of him who had suffered so many blows and rebuffs to get there.
The whole scene, and the murmurs which it occasioned, awoke the curiosity of the judges.
The accused also looked on this side; Then, in the first rank, she perceived and recognized the knight.
Something like a shiver waved for a moment the queen sitting in the iron chair.
The interrogation, directed by President Harmand, interpreted by Fouquier-Tinville, and discussed by Chauveau-Lagarde, defender of the queen, lasted as long as the forces of the judges and the accused permitted.
During all this time Maurice remained motionless in his place, while several times the spectators had renewed themselves in the hall and in the corridors.
The chevalier had found a support against a column, and he was there as pale as the stucco against which he stood leaning.
In the day had succeeded the opaque night: a few candles lit on the tables of the jury, a few lamps which smoked on the walls of the room, illuminated with a sinister and red reflection the noble face of this woman who had appeared so beautiful to the splendid lights Of the festivals of Versailles.
She was there alone, answering a few brief and disdainful words to the interrogations of the president, and sometimes leaning in the ear of her defender to speak to him.
His white and polished forehead had lost nothing of his ordinary pride; She wore the dress with black stripes which, since the death of the king, she had not wished to leave.
The judges rose to go to opinions; The meeting was over.
"Have I shown myself too disdainfully, sir?" She asked Chauveau-Lagarde.
"Ah! Madam, "replied the latter," you will always be well when you are yourself. "
"See how proud she is!" Cried a woman in the audience, as if a voice answered the question which the unfortunate queen had just given her lawyer.
The queen turned her head towards this woman.
"Well, yes," repeated the woman, "I say you are proud, Antoinette, and it is your pride that has lost you." The queen blushed.
The knight turned to the woman who had uttered these words, and replied gently:
"She was a queen." Maurice seized his wrist.
"Come," said he, in a low voice, "have the courage not to lose you.
-Oh! Monsieur Maurice, "replied the chevalier," you are a man, and you know that you are speaking to a man. Oh! Tell me, do you think they can condemn her?
"I do not think so," said Maurice, "I am sure of it."
-Oh! a woman! Cried Maison-Rouge, with a sob.
"No, a queen," replied Maurice. You yourself have just read it.
The chevalier seized Maurice's wrist in his turn, and with a force of which he might have been thought incapable, he obliged him to lean towards him.
It was three-thirty in the morning, and great voids let themselves be seen among the spectators. Some lights went out here and there, throwing parts of the room into the darkness.
One of the darkest parts was that where the Chevalier and Maurice were, listening to what he was going to tell him.
"Why are you here, and what are you doing here?" Asked the chevalier, "you, monsieur, who have not the heart of a tiger?"
-Alas! Said Maurice, "I am there to find out what has become of an unfortunate woman."
"Yes, yes," said Maison-Rouge, "that which her husband has pushed into the queen's cell, is it not?" The one that was stopped before my eyes?
-Geneviève?
"Yes, Genevieve."
"So, Genevieve is a prisoner, sacrificed by her husband, killed by Dixmer? I understand everything, I understand everything, now. Chevalier, tell me what happened, tell me where she is, tell me where I can find her. Chevalier ... this woman is my life, do you hear?
"Well, I saw her; I was there when she was arrested. I, too, had come to make the queen escape! But our two projects, which we had not been able to communicate to ourselves, were nightmarish instead of being useful.
"And you did not save her, at least her, your sister, Genevieve?"
"Could I?" An iron grating separated me from her. Ah! If you had been there, if you had been able to join forces with mine, the cursed bar would have yielded, and we would have saved both of them.
-Genevieve! Genevieve! Murmured Maurice.
Then looking at Maison-Rouge with an indefinable expression of rage:
"And what has become of Dixmer?" He asked.
-I do not know. He fled to his side, and I to mine.
-Oh! Maurice said teeth clenched, if I ever join him ...
-Yes I understand. But nothing is despaired yet for Genevieve, "said Maison-Rouge, while here, while for the queen. Maurice, you are a man of heart, a powerful man; You have friends. Oh! I pray you, as one prays to God. Maurice, help me to save the queen.
"Do you think so?"
-Maurice, Genevieve beseeches you by my voice.
-Oh! Do not say that name, sir. Who knows if, like Dixmer, you have not sacrificed the poor woman?
"Monsieur," replied the chevalier, proudly, "I know, when I attach myself to a cause, to sacrifice only myself."
At this moment the door of deliberations reopened; Maurice was about to reply.
"Silence, sir! Said the chevalier; silence! Here are the judges who return.
Maurice felt the trembling hand that Red House, pale and tottering, had just laid on his arm.
-Oh! Murmured the knight; Oh! I miss my heart.
"Courage, and contain yourself, or you are lost!" Said Maurice. The court was returning, and the news of his return spread over the corridors and galleries.
The crowd rushed again into the hall, and the lights seemed to revive themselves for this decisive and solemn moment.
The queen had just been brought back; She stood straight, motionless, haughty, with fixed eyes and tight lips.
They read to her the sentence which condemned her to the death penalty.
She listened, without turning pale, without glancing, without a muscle of her face indicating the appearance of emotion.
Then she turned towards the knight, gave her a long and eloquent look, as if to thank the man whom she had never seen except as the living statue of devotion; And, leaning on the arm of the gendarmerie officer who commanded the armed force, she went out calm and worthy of the tribunal.
Maurice breathed a long sigh.
-Thank God! "Said he," nothing in his declaration has compromised Genevieve, and there is still hope.
-Thank God! Murmured the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge, "all is over and the struggle is over." I did not have the strength to go further.
"Courage, sir!" Said Maurice, in a whisper.
"I will, sir," replied the knight. And both, after shaking hands, went away with two different issues. The queen was escorted back to the Conciergerie; four o'clock struck at the great clock as she returned.
At the mouth of the Pont-Neuf, Maurice was stopped by Lorin's two arms.
"Halt," said he, "we do not pass!
-Why that?
"Where are you going first?"
-I am going home. Precisely, I can return now, I know what it has become.
"So much the better; But you will not return.
-The reason?
"The reason is, two hours ago, the gendarmes came to arrest you."
"Ah! Cried Maurice. Well, more reason.
-Are you crazy? And Genevieve?
-That is true. And where are we going?
"With me, pardieu!
- But I lose you.
-One more reason; Come, come. And he led her away.
On leaving the court, the queen had been brought back to the Conciergerie.
Arrived in her room, she had taken scissors, had cut her long and beautiful hair, become more beautiful in the absence of powder, abolished for a year; She had imprisoned them in a paper; then she had written on the paper: Share it with my son and my daughter.
Then she had sat down, or rather she had fallen on a chair, and, exhausted by fatigue, the interrogation had lasted eighteen hours, and she had fallen asleep.
At seven o'clock, the noise of the screen which was disturbed awoke her with a start; She turned and saw a man who was completely unknown to her.
"What do I want?" She asked.
The man approached her, and saluting her as politely as if she had not been queen:
"My name is Sanson," he said.
The queen shivered slightly and stood up. This name alone spoke more than a long speech.
"You come very early, sir," she said; Could not you delay a little?
"No, madam," replied Sanson; I have orders to come. " These words, he made another step towards the queen. Everything in this man, and at that moment, was expressive and terrible.
"Ah! I understand, "said the prisoner," do you want to cut my hair? "
"It is necessary, madame," replied the executioner.
"I knew it, sir," said the queen, "and I wished to spare you this trouble." My hair is there, on this table. Sanson followed the direction of the queen's hand.
"Only," she continued, "I should like them to be delivered to my children this evening."
"Madam," said Sanson, "that care does not concern me.
-However, I thought ...
"I have none," replied the executioner, "but the remains of the people, their clothes, their jewels, and even when they formally give them to me; Otherwise all goes to the Salpetriere, and belongs to the poor of the hospitals; An order of the Committee of Public Safety has settled the matter thus.
"But, sir," said Marie Antoinette, "can I expect my hair to be given to my children?"
Sanson remained mute.
"I'll try it," said Gilbert.
The prisoner gave the gendarme a look of ineffable gratitude.
"Now," said Sanson, "I came to cut off your hair; But, since this work is done, I can, if you wish, leave you alone for a moment.
"I pray you, sir," said the queen; For I need to meditate and pray. Sanson bowed and went out.
Then the queen found herself alone, for Gilbert had only passed her head to utter the words we have spoken.
While the condemned woman was kneeling on a chair lower than the others, and which served her as a prie-dieu, a scene no less terrible than that which we have just related was passed in the presbytery of the little church of St. Landry, In the City.
The parish priest had just risen; His old governess raised his modest luncheon, when suddenly one knocked violently at the door of the presbytery.
Even in a priest today, an unexpected visit always announces an event: it is a baptism, a wedding in extremis or supreme confession; But at that time the visit of a stranger might have proclaimed something still more serious. At that time, in fact, the priest was no longer the agent of God, and he had to account to men.
Abbe Girard, however, was one of those who were least afraid of him, for he had taken an oath to the Constitution: in him conscience and probity had spoken higher than self-love and the religious spirit. Doubtless the Abbe Girard admitted the possibility of progress in the government, and regretted so many abuses committed in the name of divine power; He had, while keeping his God, accepted the fraternity of the republican regime.
"Go and see, lady Jacinta," said he; Go and see who comes to knock at our door so early; And if, by chance, it is not a hurried service they come to ask me, say that I was summoned this morning to the Conciergerie, and that I am compelled to go there in a moment.
Dame Jacinthe was formerly called lady Madeleine; But she had accepted a flower name in exchange for her name, as the Abbe Girard had accepted the title of Citizen in place of that of Cure.
At the invitation of her master, Madame Jacinthe hastened to descend by the steps of the little garden on which the front door opened: she drew the bolts, and a very pale young man, very agitated, but sweet Honest physiognomy, presented himself.
-Mr. The Abbe Girard? "He said. Jacinta examined the disheveled clothes, the long beard, and the nervous trembling of the newcomer: all this seemed to him a bad omen.
"Citizen," said she, "there is no gentleman or abbot here."
"Pardon me, madame," replied the young man, "I mean the patron of Saint-Landry."
Jacinthe, notwithstanding her patriotism, was struck by the word madam , we would not have addressed an empress; But she answered,
"You can not see him, citizen; He says his breviary.
"In that case, I will wait," replied the young man.
"But," resumed Madame Jacinthe, "to whom this persistence restored the bad ideas she had felt at first, you will wait in vain, citizen; For he is called to the Conciergerie, and is about to depart at once.
The young man paled frightfully, or rather, pale as he was, became livid.
"That is true! He murmured. Then, aloud:
"That, madame," said he, "is the subject which brings me to Citizen Girard."
And, as he spoke, he had entered, gently, it is true, but with firmness, pushed open the bolts of the door, and in spite of the entreaties and even the threats of Dame Jacinta, he had entered the house and penetrated To the abbot's room.
The latter, on perceiving it, uttered an exclamation of surprise.
"Pardon me, Monsieur le Cure," said the young man at once, "I have to talk to you about something very serious; Allow us to be alone.
The old priest knew by experience how great sorrows are expressed. He read an entire passion on the young man's upset face, a supreme emotion in his feverish voice.
"Leave us, Dame Jacinta," he said. The young man looked impatiently at the governess, who, accustomed to participate in the secrets of her master, hesitated to retire; Then, when at last she had closed the door,
"Monsieur le Cure," said the stranger, "you are going to ask me first who I am." I will tell you; I am a proscribed man; I am a man condemned to death, who lives only by daring; I am the Chevalier de Maison-Rouge.
The abbe made a sudden jerk of terror in his great armchair.
-Oh! Fear nothing, "replied the knight; No one has seen me enter here, and even those who would have seen me would not recognize me; I have changed a lot in the past two months.
"But what do you want, citizen?" Asked the cure.
"You are going this morning to the Conciergerie, are not you?"
"Yes, I am summoned by the concierge."
-Do you know why?
"For some sick man, for some moribund, some condemned man, perhaps."
-You said it: yes, a condemned person is waiting for you. The old priest looked at the knight with astonishment.
"But do you know who this person is?" Resumed Maison-Rouge.
-No ... I do not know.
"Well, that person is the queen!" The abbe uttered a cry of pain.
-The Queen? Oh! my God!
"Yes, sir, the queen!" I inquired who the priest should be. I learned that it was you, and I go.
-What do you want from me? Asked the priest, frightened at the chevalier's feverish accent.
"I do not want to, sir." I come to implore you, to pray to you, to beg you.
"Of what then?"
"To bring me with you to His Majesty."
-Oh! But you are mad! Cried the Abbe; But you are losing me! But you lose yourself!
-Fear nothing.
"The poor woman is condemned, and it is all over with her."
-I know it; It is not to try to save her that I want to see her, it is .... But listen to me, father, you do not listen to me.
"I do not listen to you because you ask me something impossible; I do not listen to you, because you act like a man in madness, "said the old man; I do not listen to you, because you terrify me.
"Father, rest assured," said the young man, trying to calm himself; My father, believe me, I have all my reason. The queen is lost, I know; But that I may prostrate myself at his knees, for a second only, and that will save my life; If I do not see her, I will kill myself, and as you will be the cause of my despair, you will have killed both body and soul.
"My son, my son," said the priest, "you ask me the sacrifice of my life, think of it; Old as I am, my existence is still necessary to many unfortunates; Old as I am, to go myself to meet death is to commit suicide.
"Do not refuse me, father," replied the chevalier; Listen, you need a servant, an acolyte: take me, take me with you.
The priest tried to recall his firmness, which began to give way.
"No," said he, "no, it would be failing in my duty; I swore the Constitution, I swore it from the bottom of my heart, in my soul and conscience. The condemned woman is a guilty queen; I would be willing to die if my death could be useful to my neighbor; But I do not want to fail in my duty.
"But," cried the chevalier, "when I tell you, when I repeat to you; When I swear to you that I do not wish to save the queen; Here, on this crucifix, I swear that I am not going to the Conciergerie to prevent her from dying.
"Then what do you want?" Asked the old man, moved by this accent of despair, which one does not imitate.
"Listen," said the knight, whose soul seemed to seek a passage on his lips, "she was my benefactress; She has some attachment to me! To see me at her last hour will be, I am sure, a consolation for her.
"Is that all you want?" Asked the priest, shaken by this irresistible accent.
-Absolutely everything.
"You are not plotting any conspiracy to try to deliver the condemned man?"
-No. I am a Christian, my father, and if there is in my heart a shadow of falsehood, if I hope that it will live, if I work in anything, may God punish me for eternal damnation .
-No! no! "I can promise you nothing," said the cure, "to whose mind were the dangers, so great and so numerous, of such imprudence.
"Listen, my father," said the chevalier, in an accent of deep sorrow, "I have spoken to you as a submissive son; I have spoken to you only of Christian and charitable sentiments; Not a bitter word has come out of my mouth, and yet my head is fermenting, yet the fever burns my blood, yet despair gnaws at my heart, yet I am armed; See, I have a dagger.
And the young man drew from his breast a brilliant and fine blade, which cast a livid reflection upon his trembling hand. The priest quickly walked away.
"Do not be afraid," said the chevalier, with a sad smile; Others, knowing you so faithfully observant of your word, would have snatched an oath from your fright. No, I pleaded with you, and I beg you again, my hands clasped, my forehead on the floor; let me see her for a single moment; And hold, here is for your guarantee.
And he drew from his pocket a note which he presented to the Abbe Girard; The latter unfolded it and read these words:
"I, Rene, Chevalier de Maison-Rouge, declare, on God and my honor, that I have, by death threat, compelled the worthy parish priest of Saint-Landry to take me to the Conciergerie, despite his refusals and his lively feelings Repugnances. In witness whereof I have signed,
"RED HOUSE."
"Very well," said the priest; But swear to me that you will not be imprudent; It is not enough that my life is saved, I also answer for yours.
-Oh! "Do not think of that," said the knight; You agree?
"It must be so, since you absolutely want it." You will wait for me downstairs, and when she goes through the office, you will see her.
The knight seized the old man's hand and kissed it with as much respect and ardor as he had kissed the crucifix.
-Oh! Murmured the chevalier, "she will at least die like a queen, and the hand of the executioner will not touch her!"
Immediately after he had obtained this permission from the cure of Saint-Landry, Maison-Rouge rushed into a half-open cabinet which he had recognized for the abbe's dressing-room.
There, with a turn of his hand, his beard and mustache fell under the razor, and it was only then that he himself could see his paleness; It was frightening.
He returned calmly in appearance; He seemed, moreover, to have completely forgotten that, in spite of the fall of his beard and his mustaches, he could be recognized at the Conciergerie.
He followed the Abbe, whom, during his retreat for a moment, two officials had come to seek, and with that audacity which distances all suspicion, with the swelling of the fever which disfigures, he entered by the grating giving at that period Courtyard of the Palace.
He was, like the Abbe Girard, clothed in a black coat, the priestly garments being abolished.
In the registry they found more than fifty persons, either employed in the prison, deputies, or commissioners, preparing to see the queen pass, either as agents or as curious.
His heart beat so violently, when he found himself opposite the wicket, that he no longer heard the abbot's talks with the gendarmes and the concierge.
Only a man holding scissors and a piece of freshly cut stuff hit Red House on the threshold.
Maison-Rouge turned round and recognized the executioner.
"What do you want, citizen?" Asked Sanson.
The knight tried to suppress the shudder which, in spite of himself, ran through his veins.
-Me? "He said. You see, Citizen Sanson, I accompany the parish priest of Saint-Landry.
"Ah! "Well," replied the executioner. And he set aside, giving orders to his aid. Meanwhile, Red House penetrated into the interior of the graft; Then, from the registry, he went into the compartment where the two gendarmes were.
These good people were dismayed; As dignified and proud as she had been with others, as good and gentle the condemned had been with them: they seemed rather her servants than her guardians.
But from where he was, the chevalier could not perceive the queen: the screen was closed. The screen had opened to give passage to the priest, but he had closed behind him. When the knight entered, the conversation was already engaged.
"Monsieur," said the queen, in her strident and proud voice, "since you have sworn an oath to the Republic, in whose name I am put to death, I can not trust you. We no longer worship the same God!
"Madame," replied Girard, much moved by this disdainful profession of faith, "a Christian who is about to die must die without hatred in the heart, and she must not reject her God in whatever form it presents itself to her.
Maison-Rouge took a step to open the screen, hoping that when she perceived it, that when she knew the cause which brought her, she would change her mind towards the cure; But the two policemen made a movement.
"But," said Maison-Rouge, "since I am the acolyte of the cure."
"Since she refuses the cure," replied Duchesne, "she does not need her acolyte."
"Perhaps she will accept it," said the chevalier, raising his voice; It is impossible that it does not accept.
But Marie Antoinette was too full of the emotion which troubled her to hear and recognize the knight's voice.
"Go on, sir," continued she, addressing herself to Girard, "go and leave me; since we live at this moment in France under a regime of liberty, I demand that of dying to my own fancy.
Girard tried to resist.
"Leave me, monsieur," said she, "I tell you to leave me." Girard tried to add a word.
"I wish it," said the queen, with a gesture from Maria Theresa. Girard went out.
Maison-Rouge tried to plunge her gaze into the interval between the screen, but the prisoner turned her back.
The executioner's assistance crossed the cure; He entered with ropes in his hand.
The two gendarmes pushed the knight as far as the door, before, dazzled, despairing, dizzy, he could have uttered a cry or made a movement to accomplish his purpose.
He then found himself with Girard in the corridor of the wicket. From the corridor they were driven back to the court, where news of the queen's rejection had already spread, and in which the Austrian pride of Marie Antoinette was for some the text of gross invectives, and for others A subject of secret admiration.
"Go," said Richard to the abbe, "go back to your house, since she is chasing you, and dying as she pleases."
"Here," said the woman Richard, "she is right, and I would do as she did.
"And you would be wrong, citizen," said the abbe.
"Be quiet, woman," murmured the concierge, making his big eyes; Is that your business? Come on, abbe, come on.
"No," replied Girard, "I will accompany her in spite of her; A word, if only a word, if she hears it, will remind her of her duties; Besides, the Commune gave me a mission ... and I must obey the Commune.
-Is; But send back your sacristan, "said the adjutant-major, who commanded the armed force.
He was a former actor of the Comedie-Française named Grammont.
The knight's eyes threw a double flash, and he mechanically plunged his hand into his chest.
Girard knew that under his waistcoat there was a dagger. He stopped her with a pleading look.
"Spare my life," he said in a low voice; You see that all is lost to you, do not lose yourself with it; I will tell him about you on the way, I swear to you; I will tell her what you risked to see her for the last time.
These words calmed the effervescence of the young man; Besides, the ordinary reaction took place, and his whole organization underwent a strange collapse. This man of heroic will, of a marvelous power, had reached the end of his strength and will; He floated irresolutely, or rather fatigued, vanquished, in a sort of somnolence which had been taken for the fore-path of death.
"Yes," said he, "it must have been like this: the cross for Jesus, the scaffold for her; The gods and kings drink to the dregs the chalice which the men present to them.
It resulted from this thought, resigned and inert, that the young man allowed himself to be repelled, without any other defense than a kind of involuntary groan, to the outer door, and without making more resistance than Ophelia, devoted to it To death, when she saw herself carried away by the waves.
At the foot of the gates and at the gates of the Conciergerie, one of these terrifying crowds was pressing, as one can not imagine without having seen them at least once.
Impatience dominated all passions, and all the passions spoke loudly their language, which, by becoming confused, formed an immense and prolonged rumor, as if all the noise and all the population of Paris had been concentrated in the quarter of the palace Of justice.
In front of this crowd encamped an entire army, with cannons intended to protect the festival and to make it safe for those who came to enjoy it.
It would have been in vain to try to penetrate this deep rampart, gradually enlarged, since the condemnation was known outside Paris by the patriots of the faubourgs.
Maison-Rouge, repulsed outside the Conciergerie, found himself naturally in the first rank of the soldiers.
The soldiers asked him who he was.
He replied that he was the vicar of the Abbe Girard; But that, like his parish priest, he had, like his parish priest, been refused by the queen.
The soldiers in turn repulsed him to the first rank of the spectators.
There he was obliged to repeat what he had said to the soldiers.
Then the cry rose:
- He leaves her .... He has seen her .... What did she say? ... What is she doing? ... Is she still proud? ... Is she dejected ? ... Does she weep? ...
The knight answered all these questions in a voice at once weak, gentle, and affable, as if that voice were the last manifestation of life suspended from his lips.
His answer was pure and simple; Only this truth was a praise of the firmness of Antoinette, and what he said with the simplicity and faith of an evangelist threw trouble and remorse into more than one heart.
When he spoke of the little dauphin and Madame Royale, of that queen without a throne, of that spouse without husband, of that mother without children, of that woman, alone and abandoned, without a friend among the executioners, more than one And here and there there was a sadness, more than one tear appeared, furtive and burning, in eyes once animated with hatred.
Eleven o'clock struck the palace clock, and all rumors ceased immediately. A hundred thousand people counted the hour that sounded, and to which the beating of their hearts responded.
Then the vibration of the last hour, which was extinguished in space, made a great noise behind the doors, while a cart, coming from the side of the Quai aux Fleurs, split the crowd of the people, then the guards, and Was placed at the bottom of the steps.
Soon the queen appeared at the top of the immense porch. All the passions were concentrated in the eyes; The breaths remained panting and hanging.
His hair was cut short, the majority had whitened during his captivity, and this silver shade made the pearl-like pallor more delicate, which made the beauty of the daughter of the Caesars almost celestial at this supreme moment.
She was dressed in a white dress, and her hands were tied behind her back.
When she showed herself at the top of the steps, on her right the Abbe Girard, who accompanied her in spite of herself, and to her left the executioner, both dressed in black, it was a murmur in this crowd that God alone , Who reads in the depths of hearts, could understand and summarize in a truth.
A man then passed between the executioner and Marie Antoinette.
It was Grammont. He passed by to show him the wretched cart.
The queen recoiled in spite of herself a step.
"Go on," said Grammont. Everyone heard this word, for emotion held every murmur hanging from the lips of the spectators. Then the blood was seen rising to the queen's cheeks and the root of her hair; Then almost immediately his face became deadly pallor. His pallid lips opened.
"Why a cart," she said, "when the king was at the scaffold in his carriage?"
The Abbe Girard then whispered to him a few words. No doubt he was fighting with the condemned man this last cry of royal pride.
The queen fell silent and staggered.
Sanson put out both arms to support it, but she straightened up before he even touched her.
She descended the stairs, while the assistant asserted a wooden step behind the cart.
The queen ascended, and the abbe ascended behind her.
Sanson made them sit down.
When the cart began to move, there was a great movement among the people. But at the same time, as the soldiers were ignorant of the intentions of the movement, they assembled all their efforts to repulse the crowd; A large empty space was consequently formed between the cart and the first ranks.
In this space resounds a lugubrious howl.
The queen started and stood up, looking around her.
She then saw her dog, lost for two months; His dog, who had not been able to penetrate with her into the Conciergerie, who, in spite of the cries, the blows, the bursts, rushed towards the cart; But almost at once Poor Black, exhausted, thin, broken, disappeared under the feet of the horses.
The queen followed him with her eyes; She could not speak, for her voice was covered with noise; She could not point the finger at him, for her hands were tied; Besides, had she been able to show it, had it been possible to hear it, she would doubtless have asked for it in vain.
But after she lost her eyes for a moment, she saw him again.
He was on the arm of a pale young man, who was dominating the crowd, standing on a cannon, and who, raised by unspeakable exaltation, saluted her by showing him the sky.
Marie Antoinette also looked at the sky and smiled softly.
The Chevalier de Maison-Rouge groaned, as if that smile had wounded his heart, and as the cart turned towards the Pont au Change, he fell back into the crowd and disappeared.
Two men were waiting in the Place de la Revolution, leaning against a street lamp.
What they expected with the crowd, part of which had gone to the Place du Palais, another part of which had moved to the place of the Revolution, the rest of which had spread, tumultuously and in a hurry, over All the way between these two places was that the queen should reach the instrument of execution, which, worn out by the rain and the sun, worn by the hand of the executioner, worn out, a horrible thing! By the contact of the victims, dominated with a sinister pride all these subjacent heads, as a queen dominates her people.
These two men, with their interwoven arms, their pale lips, and frowning brows, speaking low and in jerks, were Lorin and Maurice.
Lost among the spectators, and yet so as to envy all, they continued in a low voice a conversation which was not the least interesting of all these conversations winding in groups which, like an electric chain, From the bridge at the Change to the bridge of the Revolution.
The idea that we expressed about the scaffold dominating all heads struck both of them.
"See," said Maurice, "how the hideous monster raises its red arms; Would it not be said that he calls us and smiles through his wicket as if by a terrible mouth?
"Ah! My faith, "said Lorin," I am not, I confess, of that school of poetry which sees everything in red. I see them in pink, I, and, at the foot of this hideous machine, I would sing and I would still hope. Dum spiro, spero.
- You hope when you kill women?
"Ah! Maurice, "said Lorin, son of the Revolution," do not deny your mother. Ah! Maurice, remains a good and loyal patriot. Maurice, the one who is about to die, is not a woman like all other women; The one who is about to die is the evil genius of France.
-Oh! It is not she I regret; It is not she that I weep! Cried Maurice.
"Yes, I understand, it's Genevieve."
"Ah! Said Maurice, "you see, there is a thought that makes me mad; that Genevieve is in the hands of the guillotine providers called Hébert and Fouquier-Tinville; In the hands of the men who sent poor Heloise here and sent the proud Marie Antoinette.
"Well," said Lorin, "that is precisely what I hope: when the anger of the people has made this large meal of two tyrants, it will be satisfied, for a time at least, like the boa which puts three months To digest what he devours. Then it will not engulf anybody, and, as the prophets of the faubourg say, then the smallest pieces will scare him.
"Lorin," said Maurice, "I am more positive than you, and I say to you in a low voice, ready to repeat it to you aloud:" Lorin, I hate the new queen, the one who seems destined to succeed me. " Austrian she will destroy. She is a sad queen, whose purple is made of daily blood, and who has Sanson for prime minister.
-Bah! We shall escape him!
"I do not believe it," said Maurice, shaking his head; You see that, in order not to be stopped at home, we have no other resource than to remain in the street.
-Bah! We can leave Paris, nothing prevents us. So do not complain. My uncle awaits us at St. Omer; Money, passport, nothing misses us. And it is not a gendarme who would arrest us; what do you think? We stay because we want to.
-No, what you say there is not fair, good friend, devoted heart that you are .... You stay because I want to stay.
"And you want to stay to find Genevieve?" Well, what could be simpler, more just, and more natural? You think she's in jail, it's more than likely. You want to watch over her, and for that you must not leave Paris.
Maurice sighed; It was evident that his thoughts diverged.
"Do you remember the death of Louis XVI?" "He said. I still see myself pale with emotion and pride. I was one of the leaders of that crowd in whose folds I hide myself today. I was taller at the foot of this scaffold than had ever been the king ascending it. What a change, Lorin! And when we think that nine months have been enough to bring about this terrible reaction!
Nine months of love, Maurice! Love, you lost Troy!
Maurice sighed; His vagabond thought took another path and envisioned another horizon.
"That poor Red House," he murmured, "this is a sad day for him.
-Alas! Said Lorin, "what I see most sad in revolutions, Maurice, do you want me to tell you?"
-Yes.
"It is that one often has for enemies people whom one would like to have for friends, and for friends of the people ...
"I can hardly believe one thing," interrupted Maurice.
-Which?
"That he will not invent some plan, however foolish, to save the queen."
"A man stronger than a hundred thousand?"
"I tell you, even if it's insane." "I know that to save Genevieve." Lorin frowned.
"I repeat it to you, Maurice," he resumed; No, even if you had to save Genevieve, you would not become a bad citizen. But enough of that, Maurice, we are listening. Here, the heads are undulating; Here is the valet of Citizen Sanson who rises from his basket, and looks away. The Austrian arrived.
Indeed, as if to accompany the undulation which Lorin had noticed, a prolonged and growing shudder invaded the crowd. It was like one of those gusts that begin to whistle and end up roaring.
Maurice, still raising his great size with the aid of the posts of the street-lamp, looked towards the Rue Saint-Honore.
"Yes," he said, shivering. "There it is!" Indeed, one began to see another machine almost as hideous as the guillotine, it was the cart. To the right and to the left shone the arms of the escort, and before her Grammont replied with the flaming of her saber to the cries pushed by a few fanatics. But as the cart advanced, these cries were suddenly extinguished under the cold and gloomy look of the condemned man. Never did physiognomy impose respect more vigorously; Marie Antoinette had never been bigger and more queen. She pushed the pride of her courage to the point of impressing the assistants with ideas of terror. Indifferent to the exhortations of the Abbe Girard, who had accompanied her in spite of herself, her brow did not oscillate either to the right or to the left; The living thought in the depths of his brain seemed immutable like his gaze; The jerky movement of the cart on the uneven pavement, by its very violence, brought out the rigidity of its maintenance; One would have said one of those statues of marble which run on a chariot; Only the royal statue had a luminous eye, and its hair was agitated in the wind. A silence like that of the desert suddenly fell upon the three hundred thousand spectators of this scene, which the sky saw for the first time in the brightness of its sun. Soon, from the spot where Maurice and Lorin stood, they heard the axle of the cart and the horses of the guards. The cart stopped at the foot of the scaffold.
The Queen, who no doubt did not think at that moment, awoke and understood: she stretched her haughty glance over the crowd, and the same pale young man whom she had seen standing on a cannon appeared to her again a terminal.
From this boundary he sent him the same respectful greeting that he had already addressed to her when she left the Conciergerie; Then he jumped down from the post.
Several persons saw him, and as he was dressed in black, there was a rumor that a priest had waited for Marie Antoinette to send him absolution as she ascended the scaffold. Besides, no one troubled the knight. There is supreme respect for certain things in supreme moments.
The queen carefully descended the three steps of the footstool; She was supported by Sanson, who, till the last moment, while performing the task to which he seemed himself condemned, gave him the greatest consideration.
As she walked towards the steps of the scaffold, some horses reared up, some foot-guards, some soldiers, seemed to oscillate and lose their balance; Then a shadow slipped under the scaffold; But calm was restored almost instantaneously: no one wanted to leave his place at this solemn moment, no one wanted to lose the slightest detail of the great drama that was about to be accomplished; All eyes were directed towards the condemned.
The queen was already on the platform of the scaffold. The priest always spoke to him; An aide gently pushed her from behind; Another untied the scarf that covered his shoulders.
Marie Antoinette felt that infamous hand which touched her neck; she made a sudden movement, and marched on the foot of Sanson, who, without her seeing it, was occupied in attaching it to the fatal plate.
Sanson withdrew his foot.
"Excuse me, sir," said the queen, "I did not do it on purpose. These were the last words spoken by the daughter of the Caesars, the Queen of France, the widow of Louis XVI.
The quarter after noon struck the clock at the Tuileries; At the same time that Marie Antoinette fell into eternity.
A terrible cry, a cry which summed up all patience: joy, terror, mourning, hope, triumph, atonement, covered like a hurricane another weak and lamentable cry, which at the same moment resounded beneath the scaffold.
The gendarmes heard him, however feeble he might be; They made a few steps forward; The crowd, less crowded, spread like a river, the dyke was widened, the hedge was thrown down, the guards were dispersed, and the tide was like a tide beating the feet of the scaffold, which was shaken by it.
Every one wanted to see closely the remains of royalty, which was believed to have been destroyed forever in France.
But the gendarmes sought something else: they sought for that shadow which had passed their lines, and which had slipped under the scaffold.
Two of them returned, bringing by the collar a young man whose hand pressed to his heart a handkerchief dyed with blood.
He was followed by a little spaniel dog who screamed miserably.
"To the aristocrat!" To death the ci-devant! Cried some men of the people, pointing to the young man; He dipped his handkerchief in the blood of the Austrian woman: to death!
-Good Lord! Said Maurice to Lorin, "do you recognize him?" Do you recognize it?
"To the royalist!" Repeated the madmen; Take away that handkerchief from which he wishes to make a relic: pluck, tear!
A proud smile wandered over the lips of the young man; He tore off his shirt, uncovered his chest, and dropped his handkerchief.
"Gentlemen," said he, "this blood is not that of the queen, but mine; Let me die quietly. And a deep, shining wound appeared gaping beneath her left breast. The crowd cried out and drew back.
Then the young man sank slowly and fell on his knees looking at the scaffold as a martyr looks at the altar.
- Red House! Murmured Lorin in Maurice's ear.
-Farewell! Murmured the young man, lowering his head with a divine smile; Farewell, or rather goodbye! And he expired amid the stupefied guards.
"There is still something to be done, Lorin," said Maurice, "before becoming a bad citizen."
The little dog turned round the corpse, scared and screaming.
"Here! It's Black, "said a man holding a big stick in his hand; Here! It is Black; Come here, my little old man.
The dog advanced towards him who called him; But scarcely was he within his reach that the man lifted his staff and crushed his head, bursting with laughter.
-Oh! the miserable! Cried Maurice.
-Silence! Murmured Lorin, stopping him, "silence, or we are lost. It is Simon."
Lorin and Maurice had returned to the first of them. Maurice, in order not to compromise his friend too openly, had adopted the habit of going out in the morning and not returning till evening.
Mingled with events, assisting with the transfer of the prisoners to the Conciergerie, he watched every day the passage of Genevieve, not knowing in what house she had been confined.
For since his visit to Fouquier-Tinville, Lorin had made him understand that the first ostensible step would lose him, that he would then be sacrificed without having been able to help Genevieve, and Maurice, who had been incarcerated on the spot In the hope of being reunited with his mistress, became cautious by the fear of being separated from her for ever.
He went every morning from the Carmelites to Port-Libre, from Madelonnettes to Saint-Lazare, from La Force to the Luxembourg, and stationed in front of the prisons as they came out of the carts which led the accused to the revolutionary tribunal. His glance at the victims, he ran to another prison.
But he soon perceived that the activity of ten men would not be sufficient to supervise the thirty-three prisons which Paris possessed at that period, and he contented himself with going to the tribunal even to await the appearance of Genevieve.
It was already a beginning of despair. Indeed, what resources remained to a convicted person after the arrest? Sometimes the tribunal, which began the sittings at ten o'clock, had condemned twenty or thirty persons at four o'clock; The first convict enjoyed six hours of life; But the last, struck with sentence at four to four, fell at four-thirty under the ax.
To resign herself to such a chance for Genevieve, was thus tired of fighting destiny.
Oh! If he had been forewarned of the incarceration of Genevieve ... as Maurice had played with that human justice so blinded at that time! How easily he would have snatched Genevieve from prison! Never were escapes more convenient; One might say that they were never more rare. All this nobility, once put into prison, settled there as in a castle, and took his ease to die. To flee was to escape the consequences of the duel: the women themselves blushed with a freedom acquired at this price.
But Maurice would not have been so scrupulous. Killing dogs, corrupting a key ring, what could be simpler! Genevieve was not one of those names so splendid that it attracted the attention of the world. She did not dishonor herself by fleeing, and besides, when she had dishonored herself!
Oh! As he portrayed with bitterness those gardens of Port-Libre so easy to climb; Those rooms of Madelonnettes so convenient to the street, and the walls so low of the Luxembourg, and the dark corridors of the Carmelites, in which a resolute man could penetrate so easily by uncorking a window!
But was Genevieve in one of these prisons?
Then, devoured by doubt and shattered by anxiety, Maurice overwhelmed Dixmer with imprecations; He threatened him, he savored his hatred for this man, whose cowardly vengeance was hidden beneath a semblance of devotion to the royal cause.
"I will find him too," thought Maurice; For if he wishes to save the unhappy woman, he will show himself; If he wants to lose it, he will insult her. I shall find him again, the infamous, and, that day, woe to him!
On the morning of the day of the events which we are going to relate, Maurice had gone out to take his place at the Revolutionary Tribunal. Lorin was asleep.
He was awakened by a loud noise from women's voices and rifle butts.
He threw around him that frightened glance of the surprised man who wanted to convince himself that nothing compromising remained in sight.
Four sections, two gendarmes, and a commissary entered his house at the same instant. This visit was so significant, that Lorin hastened to dress.
"You stop me?" "He said.
"Yes, Citizen Lorin."
-Why that?
-Because you're suspicious.
"Ah! it's just.
The commissary scribbled a few words at the bottom of the arrest report.
-Where is your friend? He said afterwards.
-Which friend?
-The Citizen Maurice Lindey.
"Probably him," said Lorin.
"No, he's staying here."
-Him? Come on! But look, and if you find it ...
"Here is the denunciation," said the commissary, "it is explicit."
He offered Lorin a paper of hideous writing and an enigmatic spelling. It was said in this denunciation that citizen Lindey, a suspect, was arrested every morning from citizen Lorin.
The denunciation was signed by Simon.
-Oh that! But this cobbler will lose his practices, says Lorin, if he exercises these two states at once. What! Sneak and bootleg! It is a Caesar that M. Simon ....
And he burst out laughing.
"Citizen Maurice! Said the commissary. Where is Citizen Maurice? We are asking you to deliver it.
"When I tell you he is not here!" The commissary went into the next room, and then went up into a little loft where the official of Lorin was lodged. Finally he opened a lower room. There is no trace of Maurice.
But on the table in the dining-room, a letter recently written attracted the attention of the commissary. She was of Maurice, who had deposited her by leaving in the morning without waking her friend, although they slept together:
"I am going to court," said Maurice; Lunch without me, I shall not return till evening. "
"Citizens," said Lorin, "whatever haste I may have to obey you, you can understand that I can not follow you in a shirt. Allow me my officious to dress."
-Aristocrat! Said a voice, we must help him to put on his panties ...
-Oh! My God, yes! "Said Lorin," I am like Citizen Dagobert. You will notice that I did not say king.
"Come, do," said the commissary; But hurry up. The unofficial descended from his loft and came to assist his master in dressing. The object of Lorin was not precisely to have a valet-de-chambre, that nothing of what was passing should escape the official, so that the unofficial person might repeat to Maurice what had happened.
"Now, gentlemen, pardon me, citizens, now citizens, I am ready, and I follow you." But let me, I pray, take away the last volume of the Letters to Emilie M. Demoustier, just published, and I have not yet read; It will charm the troubles of my captivity.
"Your captivity?" Said Simon suddenly, became municipal in his turn, and entered, followed by four sections. It will not be long: you figure in the trial of the woman who wanted to make escape the Austrian. We judge it today ... we will judge you tomorrow, when you have testified.
-Cordonnier, said Lorin with gravity, you sew your soles too quickly.
-Yes; But what a pretty slice! Replied Simon, with a hideous smile; You will see, you will see, my handsome grenadier.
Lorin shrugged.
"Well, are we leaving?" "He said. I'm waiting for you. And as every one turned to go down the staircase, Lorin threw a vigorous kick to the municipal Simon, which made him roll, screaming all the way through the shining and stiff degree.
The sectionists could not help laughing. Lorin put his hands in his pockets.
"In the exercise of my functions!" Said Simon, livid with anger.
-Parbleu! Replied Lorin, "are we not all in the exercise of our functions?
He was taken in a cab, and the commissary took him to the palace of justice.
If, for the second time, the reader wishes to follow us to the revolutionary tribunal, we shall find Maurice again in the same place where we have already seen him; Only we shall find him paler and more agitated.
At the moment when we are reopening the scene on that gloomy theater where events lead us far more than our predilection, the jurors are of opinion, for a cause has just been heard: two accused who have already, by one of these insolent precautions with Who mocked the judges at that time, dressed themselves for the scaffold, conversed with their defenders, whose vague words resemble those of a doctor who despairs of his patient.
The people of the galleries were, on that day, of a ferocious humor, of that humor which excited the severity of the jury: placed under the immediate supervision of knitters and faubourgs, the jurors stand better, as the actor who redoubles Energy in front of an ill-disposed public.
Also, since ten o'clock in the morning, five defendants have already been changed to as many condemned by the same jury rendered intractable.
The two who were then on the dock were now awaiting the yes or the no, which was to restore them to life, or throw them to death.
The people of the assistants, made ferocious by the habit of this daily tragedy became his favorite spectacle; The people of the assistants, we say, prepared them by interjections at this formidable moment.
"Here, here! Look at the great! Said a knitter, who, not having a bonnet, wore a tricolor cockade in her bun as wide as the hand; Why, how pale he is! One would say that he is already dead!
The condemned man looked at the woman who apostrophized him with a smile of contempt.
"What do you say?" Replied the neighbor. Here he laughed.
"Yes, with the end of my teeth." A faubourg looked at his watch.
-What time is it? His companion asked.
"An hour less ten minutes; Three quarters of an hour it lasts.
-Just as at Domfront, a city of misfortune: arrived at noon, hung at one o'clock.
"And the little one, and the little one!" Shouted another assistant; Look at him, will he be ugly when he sneezes in the bag?
-Bah! It is too soon done, you will not have time to notice it.
"Well, we'll ask his head again for Monsieur Sanson; We have the right to see it.
Look, then, as he has a handsome blue tyrant; It is a little pleasant for the poor when shortening the well-dressed.
In fact, as the executioner had said to the queen, the poor inherited the spoils of each victim, these spoils being taken to the Salpetriere, immediately after execution, for distribution to the needy: Had been sent the clothes of the tortured queen.
Maurice listened to these words without taking notice; Every one at that moment was preoccupied with some powerful thought which isolated him; For some days his heart was beating only at certain moments and in shocks; From time to time fear or hope seemed to suspend the course of his life, and these perpetual oscillations had broken the sensibility in his heart, and substituted for it the atony.
The jury returned to the sitting, and, as was expected, the president pronounced the condemnation of the two defendants. They were taken away, they came out with a firm step; Everybody died well at that time. The voice of the usher sounded lugubrious and sinister.
-The citizen public accuser against the citizen Geneviève Dixmer. Maurice shuddered with all his body, and a moist sweat perched through his whole face. The little door through which the accused entered was opened, and Genevieve appeared.
She was dressed in white; Her hair was arranged with charming coquetry, for she had staggered and curled them with art, instead of cutting them, as many women did.
Undoubtedly, until the last moment, poor Genevieve wanted to appear beautiful to him who could see her.
Maurice saw Genevieve, and he felt that all the forces he had gathered for this occasion missed him at once; Yet he expected this blow, for he had not missed a sitting for twelve days, and that Genevieve's name, coming out of the mouth of the public accuser three times already, had struck his ear; But certain despairs are so vast and so profound that no one can sound the abyss.
All those who saw this woman, who was so beautiful, so naive, and so pale, uttered a cry: some at that time, there were people who hated all superiority, superiority of beauty as superiority of money , Of genius or of birth, -the others of admiration, some of pity.
Genevieve no doubt recognized a cry in all these cries, a voice among all these voices; For she turned towards Maurice, while the president leafed through the file of the accused, while looking at her from time to time, underneath.
At the first glance, she saw Maurice, buried beneath the edges of his broad hat; Then she turned round with a gentle smile and a still softer gesture; She pressed her two pink and trembling hands to her lips, and placing her whole soul with her breath, she gave wings to that lost kiss, which only one in this crowd had the right to take for him.
A murmur of interest ran through the room. Genevieve, arrested, turned to her judges; But she stopped in the midst of this movement, and her dilated eyes fixed with an unspeakable expression of terror towards a point in the room.
Maurice rose in vain on tiptoe: he saw nothing, or rather something more important, recalled his attention to the scene, that is to say, to the tribunal.
Fouquier-Tinville had begun reading the indictment.
This act showed that Genevieve Dixmer was the wife of a fierce conspirator, who was suspected of having helped the ex-Chevalier de Maison-Rouge in the successive attempts he had made to save the queen.
Besides, she had been surprised at the queen's knees, begging her to change clothes with her, and offering to die in her place. This stupid fanaticism, said the indictment, will undoubtedly deserve the praise of the counter-revolutionists; But to-day, "he added," every French citizen owes his life only to the nation, and it is a double betrayal to sacrifice it to the enemies of France. "
Genevieve, questioned if she admitted that she had been surprised at the queen's knees, as the gendarmes Duchesne and Gilbert had said, imploring her to change clothes with her, simply answered:
-Yes!
"Then," said the president, "tell us your plan and your hopes. Genevieve smiled.
"A woman can conceive hopes," she said; But a woman can not make a plan like that of which I am the victim.
"How did you find yourself there?"
-Because I did not belong and I was pushed.
"Who was pushing you?" Asked the public prosecutor.
- People who had threatened me with death if I did not obey.
And the angry look of the young woman settled again on this point of the invisible room in Mauritius.
"But to escape the death of which you were threatened, you were confronted with the death which was to result from your condemnation."
"When I gave in, the knife was on my chest, while the iron of the guillotine was still far from my head. I stooped under the present violence.
"Why did not you call for help?" Every good citizen would have defended you.
-Alas! Sir, "replied Genevieve, with an accent so sad and so tender at once, that Maurice's heart swelled as if it were about to break out; Alas! I had no one near me.
Tolerance succeeded interest, as interest had succeeded curiosity. Many heads stooped, some hiding their tears, others letting them flow freely.
Maurice, then, perceived to his left a head remained firm, a face remained inflexible.
It was Dixmer standing, dark, implacable, and never losing sight of either Genevieve or the court.
The blood flowed to the temples of the young man; Anger rose from his heart to his brow, filling his whole being with immoderate desires of vengeance. He gave Dixmer a look of such powerful, electric hatred that the latter, attracted by the burning fluid, turned his head towards his enemy.
Their two eyes met like two flames.
"Tell us the names of your instigators?" Asked the president.
"There's only one, sir."
-Which?
-My husband.
"Do you know where he is?"
-Yes.
-Specify his retirement.
"He may have been infamous, but I shall not be a coward; It is not for me to denounce his retreat, it is for you to discover it.
Maurice looked at Dixmer. Dixmer did not move. An idea crossed the head of the young man: it was to denounce him by denouncing himself; But he repressed it.
"No," said he, "it is not thus that he must die."
"So you refuse to guide our research?" Said the president.
"I believe, sir, that I can not do it," replied Genevieve, without making myself as contemptible in the eyes of others as it is mine.
-Are there any witnesses? Asked the president.
"There is one," replied the usher.
- Call the witness.
-Maximilien-Jean Lorin! Shouted the bailiff.
-Lorin! Cried Maurice. Oh! My God, what has happened?
This scene took place on the very day of Lorin's arrest, and Maurice was unaware of this arrest.
-Lorin! Murmured Genevieve, looking around with painful anxiety.
"Why does not the witness answer the call?" Asked the president.
"Citizen President," said Fouquier-Tinville, "on a recent denunciation, the witness was arrested at his residence; We will bring it to the moment.
Maurice shuddered.
"There was another more important witness," continued Fouquier; But this one has not yet been found.
Dixmer turned, smiling, towards Maurice: perhaps the same idea which had passed into the lover's head passed in his turn into the husband's head.
Genevieve turned pale and sank to herself, uttering a groan. At this moment Lorin entered, followed by two gendarmes.
After him, and by the same door, appeared Simon, who came to sit in the court-room as a regular of the locality.
-Your name and surname? Asked the president.
-Maximilien-Jean Lorin.
"Your condition?"
-Free man.
"You will not be long," said Simon, pointing to his fist.
"Are you a relative of the accused?"
-No; But I have the honor of being one of his friends.
"Did you know that she conspired to kidnap the queen?"
"How do you want me to know this?"
"She could have told you."
"To me, member of the Thermopylae section?
"Sometimes you have seen her with her."
"I must have been there often."
"You knew her for an aristocrat?"
"I knew her for the wife of a master tanner."
-Her husband did not really exercise the state under which he was hiding.
"Ah! I do not know; Her husband is not my friends.
"Tell us about this husband."
-Oh! with pleasure! He's an ugly man ...
"Monsieur Lorin," said Genevieve, out of pity. "Lorin continued impassively:
"Who sacrificed his poor wife whom you have before your eyes to satisfy, not even his political opinions, but his personal hatreds. Ugh! I put it almost as low as Simon.
Dixmer became livid. Simon wished to speak; But with a gesture the President silenced him.
"You seem to know this story perfectly, Citizen Lorin," said Fouquier; Tell us about it.
"Pardon, Citizen Fouquier," said Lorin, rising, "I said all I knew. He bowed and sat down.
"Citizen Lorin," continued the accuser, "it is your duty to enlighten the tribunal.
"Illuminate it with what I have just said." As for this poor woman, I repeat, she has only obeyed violence. Look, just look at her, is she carved out like a conspirator? We forced her to do what she did, that's all.
-You believe him?
-I'm sure.
"In the name of the law," said Fouquier, "I require that the witness Lorin be brought before the tribunal as an accused of complicity with this woman."
Maurice groaned. Genevieve hid her face in both her hands. Simon exclaimed, in a transport of joy:
"Citizen accuser, you have just saved the country!"
As for Lorin, without answering anything, he stepped over the balustrade to seat himself near Genevieve; He took her hand, and kissing her respectfully:
"Good-day, citizen," said he, with a phlegm which electrified the assembly. How are you? And he sat down on the bench.
All this scene had passed like a phantasmagoric vision before Maurice, leaning on the handle of his saber, which never left him; He saw his friends fall one by one into the abyss which does not restore his victims, and this mortal image was so striking to him that he wondered why he, the companion of these unfortunates, clung to the edge of the precipice, And did not allow himself to go to the vertigo which carried him with them.
Stepping over the balustrade, Lorin had seen Dixmer's sombre and mocking face.
When he had placed himself near her, as we have said, Genevieve bent over her ear.
-Oh! my God! She said, "do you know that Maurice is there?"
-Or so?
"Do not look at it at once; Your eyes might lose it.
-Keep calm.
"Behind us, near the door." What a pain for him if we are condemned!
Lorin looked at the young woman with tender compassion.
"We shall be," said he, "I implore you not to doubt it." The disappointment would be too cruel if you had the imprudence to hope.
-Oh! my God! Said Genevieve. Poor friend who will remain alone on earth!
Lorin then turned to Maurice, and Genevieve, unable to resist, cast a quick glance at the young man. Maurice had his eyes fixed on them, and he pressed a hand upon his heart.
"There's a way to save you," Lorin said.
-Sure? Asked Genevieve, whose eyes sparkled with joy.
-Oh! Of that one, I answer for it.
"If you save me, Lorin, how I would bless you!"
"But that means," replied the young man. Genevieve read his hesitation in his eyes.
"Have you seen him, too?" she says.
-Yes I saw it. Do you want to be saved? Let him come down in his turn in the arm-chair, and you are.
Dixmer no doubt guessed, at the expression of Lorin's gaze, what words he pronounced, for he turned pale at first; But soon he resumed his sombre calm and infernal smile.
"That is impossible," said Genevieve; I could no longer hate him.
"Say he knows your generosity and braves you."
"No doubt, for he is sure of himself, of me, of all of us."
"Genevieve, Genevieve, I am less perfect than you; Let me drag him away and let him perish.
"No, Lorin, I conjure you, nothing in common with this man, not even death; It seems to me that I would be unfaithful to Maurice if I died with Dixmer.
"But you will not die."
"The means of living when he is dead?"
"Ah! Said Lorin, "that Maurice is right to love you! You are an angel, and the land of angels is in heaven. Poor dear Maurice!
Meanwhile Simon, who could not hear what the two accused said, devoured their countenance by the look of their faces.
"Citizen Gendarme," said he, "therefore prevents the conspirators from continuing their plots against the Republic even in the Revolutionary Tribunal."
-Good! Replied the gendarme; You know very well, Citizen Simon, that we do not conspire here, or that, if we conspire, it is not for long. They cause the citizens, and since the law does not forbid to talk in the cart, why should we defend to talk to the tribunal?
This gendarme was Gilbert, who, having recognized the prisoner made by him in the Queen's dungeon, testified, with his usual integrity, the interest which he could not refrain from granting to courage and devotion .
The President had consulted his assessors; At the invitation of Fouquier-Tinville, he began the questions:
"Accused Lorin," he asked, "what was your relationship with Citizen Dixmer?"
"Of what nature, Citizen President?"
-Yes.
The purest friendship uniting our two hearts,
She loved me like a brother and I loved her as a sister.
"Citizen Lorin," said Fouquier-Tinville, "the rhyme is bad.
-What do you mean? Asked Lorin.
No doubt, there is s too.
"Coup, citizen accuser, cuts, it's your state."
The impassive face of Fouquier-Tinville paled slightly at this terrible joke.
"And with what eye," asked the president, "did citizen Dixmer see the affair of a man who pretended to be a republican with his wife?
-Oh! As to that, I can not tell you, declaring that he never knew Citizen Dixmer and was perfectly satisfied with it.
"But," said Fouquier-Tinville, "you do not say that your friend Citizen Maurice Lindey was between you and the accused the knot of that pure friendship?
"If I do not say it," replied Lorin, "it seems to me that it is bad to say so, and I even think you ought to have taken an example from me.
"Citizens," said Fouquier-Tinville, "will appreciate this singular alliance of two republicans with an aristocrat, and at the very moment when this aristocrat is convinced of the darkest conspiracy that has been plotted against the nation."
"How would I have known this plot of which you speak, citizen accuser?" Asked Lorin, revolted rather than afraid of the brutality of the argument.
"You knew this woman, you were her friend, she called you her brother, you called her your sister, and you did not know her steps? Is it then possible, as you yourself have said, that the President alone has perpetrated the action which is imputed to him?
"She has not perpetrated it alone," replied Lorin, using the technical words used by the president, "since she told you, since I have told you, and since I repeat to you that her husband urged her on."
"Then how do you not know the husband," said Fouquier-Tinville, "since the husband was united with the wife?"
Lorin had only to recount the first disappearance of Dixmer; Lorin had only to say the love of Genevieve and Maurice; Lorin had only to make known the manner in which the husband had removed and concealed his wife in an impenetrable retreat, in order to exculpate himself from all connivance by dissipating all obscurity.
But for this, it was necessary to betray the secret of his two friends; For that reason it was necessary to make Genevieve blush before five hundred persons; Lorin shook his head as if to say no to himself.
"Well," asked the president, "what will you say to the accusing citizen?"
"That his logic is overwhelming," said Lorin, "and that he convinced me of something which I did not even know.
-Which?
"It is because I am, as it appears, one of the most frightful conspirators ever seen."
This statement raised a universal hilarity. The jury themselves could not hold it, so long had this young man pronounced these words with the intonation which suited them.
Fouquier felt all the mockery; And as, in his indefatigable perseverance, he had come to know all the secrets of the accused as well as the accused themselves, he could not defend Lorin from a feeling of compassionate admiration.
"Come," said he, "Citizen Lorin, speak, defend yourself." The court will listen to you; For he knows your past, and your past is that of a brave republican.
Simon wished to speak; The President made him a sign to remain silent.
"Speak, Citizen Lorin," he said, "we listen to you." Lorin shook his head again.
"That silence is a confession," replied the president.
"No," said Lorin; This silence is silence, that is all.
"Again," said Fouquier-Tinville, "will you speak?" Lorin turned to the audience, to question Maurice's eyes on what he had to do. Maurice made no sign to Lorin to speak, and Lorin was silent. It was condemning oneself. What followed was rapid execution.
Fouquier summed up his accusation; The chairman summarized the debates; The jurors went to the vote and reported a verdict of guilt against Lorin and Genevieve.
The president condemned them both to the death penalty.
Two o'clock struck the great clock of the palace.
The president put just as much time to pronounce the condemnation as the clock to ring.
Maurice listened to these two noises confused one in the other. When the double vibration of the voice and the timbre was extinguished, his strength was exhausted.
The gendarmes took Genevieve and Lorin, who had offered him his arm.
Both saluted Maurice in a very different manner: Lorin smiled; Genevieve, pale and faint, sent him a last kiss on her fingers soaked in tears.
She had kept the hope of living until the last moment, and she wept not for her life but for her love, which was going to be extinguished with her life.
Maurice, half crazy, did not reply to this farewell of his friends; He rose pale, astray, from the bench on which he had sunk. His friends had disappeared.
He felt that only one thing was still alive in him: it was the hatred that bit his heart.
He glanced around and recognized Dixmer, who went off with other spectators and stooped to pass under the arched door of the corridor.
With the rapidity of the spring relaxing, Maurice leaped from benches into benches and reached the same door.
Dixmer had already crossed it: he was descending into the darkness of the corridor.
Maurice came down behind him.
At the moment when Dixmer touched the flagstones of the great hall with his foot, Maurice touched Dixmer's shoulder with his hand.
At that time, it was always a serious thing to feel one's shoulder.
Dixmer turned and recognized Maurice.
"Ah! "Good-day, Republican citizen," said Dixmer, without expressing any emotion other than an imperceptible thrill which he repressed at once.
"Good day, Citizen Coward," replied Maurice; You were waiting for me, were not you?
"That is to say, I did not expect you any more, on the contrary," replied Dixmer.
-Why that?
-Because I was waiting for you sooner.
"I'm too early for you, assassin!" "Added Maurice, with a voice, or rather a frightening murmur, for he was the roar of the storm amassed in his heart, as his gaze was.
"You throw me fire by the eyes, citizen," resumed Dixmer. We will be recognized and followed.
"Yes, and you're afraid of being arrested, are not you?" Are you afraid of being led to this scaffold where you send the others? Let us be arrested, so much the better, for it seems to me that today there is a culprit in national justice.
"What's missing is a name on the honor list, is not it?" Since your name has disappeared.
-It's good! We shall speak of all this, I hope; But in the meantime you have avenged yourself, and miserably avenged, upon a woman. Why, since you were waiting for me somewhere, did you not wait for me on the day you robbed me Genevieve?
"I thought the first thief was you."
"Come, no mind, sir, I never knew you; No words, I know you stronger on action than on speech, witness the day you wanted to assassinate me: that day, the natural spoke.
"And I have more than once reproached myself for not having listened to him," Dixmer answered quietly.
"Well," said Maurice, striking his saber, "I offer you a revenge."
"Tomorrow, if you will, not today."
-Why tomorrow?
"Or tonight."
"Why not right away?"
"Because I have to deal with five o'clock."
"Still some hideous scheme," said Maurice; Still some ambush.
-Oh that! Monsieur Maurice, "replied Dixmer," you are very ungrateful indeed. How! For six months I let you spin the perfect love with my wife; For six months, I respected your appointments, let your smiles pass. Never has a man been so little tiger as I am.
"That is to say, that you thought I could be useful to you, and that you spared me."
-Without a doubt! Replied Dixmer, calmly, as much as Maurice was impatient. Without a doubt! While you betray your republic and sell it to me for a look of my wife; While you are dishonouring yourself, you by your betrayal, by her adultery, I was the wise and the hero. I waited and I triumphed.
-Horror! Said Maurice.
-Yes! is not it? You appreciate your conduct, sir. She's horrible! She is infamous!
"You are mistaken, sir; The conduct which I call horrible and infamous is that of the man to whom the honor of a woman had been entrusted, who had sworn to keep this honor pure and intact, and who, instead of holding Oath, made of his beauty the shameful prize where he took the weak heart. You had, above all things, a sacred duty to protect this woman, sir, and instead of protecting her, you sold her.
"What I had to do, sir," replied Dixmer, "I will tell you; I had to save my friend, who had a sacred cause with me. Just as I sacrificed my goods to this cause, I sacrificed my honor to her. As for me, I completely forgot, completely erased. I thought of myself only in the last place. Now more friend: my friend is stabbed dead; Now no more queen: my queen is dead on the scaffold; Now, now, I think of my vengeance.
"Tell your assassination."
"We do not murder an adulterer by beating her, we punish her."
-This adultery, you have imposed it on him, therefore it was legitimate.
-You think? Said Dixmer, with a sombre smile. Ask her remorse if she thinks she has acted legitimately.
He who punishes strikes at daybreak; You, you do not punish, since throwing your head at the guillotine, you hide yourself.
"I am away!" Me, I hide! And where do you see that, poor brain that you are? Asked Dixmer. Is it hiding that to attend his condemnation? Is it to flee that to go as far as the Hall of the Dead to send him his last farewell?
"You're gonna see her again?" Cried Maurice, "will you bid him farewell?"
"Come," replied Dixmer, shrugging his shoulders, "you are definitely not an expert in vengeance, Citizen Maurice. Thus, in my place, you would be satisfied by abandoning events to their sole strength, circumstances to their only training; Thus, for example, the adulterous woman having deserved death, from the moment I punish her with death, I am left to her, or rather she is quit of me. No, citizen Maurice, I have found better than that, I have found a way to restore to this woman all the harm she has done me. She loves you, she will die away from you; She hates me, she will see me again. Here, "he added, drawing a wallet out of his pocket," do you see that wallet? It contains a signed card of the clerk of the Palace. With this map, I can penetrate near the condemned; Well, I shall enter Genevieve and call her adultery; I shall see her hair fall under the hand of the executioner, and while her hair falls, she will hear my voice, which will repeat: "Adultery!" I will accompany her to the cart, and when she sets foot on the " scaffold, the last word that she will hear the word adultery .
- Take care! She will not have the strength to bear so much cowardice, and she will denounce you.
-No! Said Dixmer, "she hates me too much for that; If she had had to denounce me, she would have denounced me when your friend advised her in a low voice: since she has not denounced me to save her life, she will not denounce me to die with me; For she knows very well that if she denounced me, I would delay her torture for a day; She knows very well that if she denounced me, I should go with her not only to the bottom of the palace, but even to the scaffold; For she knows well that, instead of leaving her at the foot of the stool, I would go with her into the cart; because she knows that, along the way, I would repeat to him that terrible word adultery ; That on the scaffold I should always repeat it to her, and that at the moment when she would fall into eternity, the accusation would fall with her.
Dixmer was frightened by anger and hatred; His hand had seized Maurice's hand; He shook her with a force unknown to the young man, upon whom an opposite effect took place. As Dixmer was exalted, Maurice calmed down.
"Listen," said the young man, "to this vengeance one thing is wanting."
-Which?
"You can tell him," When I left the court, I met your lover and killed him. "
"On the contrary, I would rather tell him that you live, and that all the rest of your life you will suffer from the spectacle of his death."
"You will kill me, however," said Maurice; Or, "he added, looking around and seeing himself more or less in control of the position," I will kill you. "
And pale with emotion, exalted by anger, feeling his strength doubled by the constraint he had imposed on himself to hear Dixmer unfolding his terrible project to the end, he seized him by the throat and drew him to him While walking backwards towards a staircase leading to the bank of the river.
In contact with this hand, Dixmer in his turn felt hatred rise in him like a lava.
"It is well," said he, "you need not drag me by force, I will go."
"Come on, you're armed."
-I follow you.
"No, precede me; But, I warn you, at the slightest sign, at the slightest gesture, I break your head with a saber.
-Oh! You know I am not afraid, "said Dixmer, with that smile which the pallor of his lips rendered so frightful.
"My saber, no," murmured Maurice, "but afraid of losing your vengeance." And yet, "he added," now that we are face to face, you can bid him farewell. "
Indeed, they had reached the water's edge, and if the gaze could still follow them where they were, no one could arrive in sufficient time to prevent the duel from taking place.
Besides, an equal anger devoured the two men.
While thus speaking, they had descended by the little staircase which leads to the Place du Palais, and they had reached the almost deserted quay; For as the condemnations continued, as it was hardly two o'clock, the crowd still encumbered the court-room, the corridors, and the courts, and Dixmer seemed to be as thirsty for the blood of Maurice as Maurice was thirsting for the blood of Dixmer.
They then sank under one of those vaults which lead the dungeons of the Conciergerie to the river, a sewer infected to-day, and which formerly, bloody, carried more than once the corpses far from the dungeons.
Maurice stood between the water and Dixmer.
"I do believe that I will kill you, Maurice," said Dixmer; You tremble too much.
"And I, Dixmer," said Maurice, putting the saber in his hand, and carefully closing his retreat, "I believe, on the contrary, that it is I who will kill you, and who, after having killed you, will take Your wallet the pass of the registry of the Palace. Oh! You have buttoned your coat, go; My sword will open it, I will answer for it, even if it be of brass like the ancient cuirasses.
"That paper," cried Dixmer, "will you take it?"
"Yes," said Maurice, "it is I who will use it with this paper; It is I who, with this paper, will enter Genevieve; It is I who will sit beside her on the cart; it's me who whisper in her ear as she lives: I love you ; and when his head fall: I loved you .
Dixmer made a movement with his left hand to seize the paper with his right hand, and throw it with the wallet into the river. But, swift as a thunderbolt, sharp as an ax, Maurice's sword fell upon that hand, and separated it almost entirely from the wrist.
The wounded man shrieked, shaking his mutilated hand, and fell on guard.
Then a terrible struggle began under this lost and dark vault. The two men, confined in such a narrow space, that the blows, as it were, could not move away from the line of the body, glided over the damp slab, and hardly retained the walls of the sewer; The attacks multiplied because of the impatience of the combatants.
Dixmer felt his blood flowing and realized that his forces were going away with his blood; He charged Maurice with such violence that he was obliged to take a step backwards. Breaking, his left foot slipped, and the point of the sword of his enemy began his chest. But with a quick movement like thought, kneeling as he was, he lifted the blade with his left hand, and handed the point to Dixmer, who, thrown by his anger, thrown by his movement on a sloping ground, came Fall upon his saber, and shut himself up.
A terrible imprecation was heard; Then the two bodies rolled out of the vault.
Only one stood up; It was Maurice, Maurice, covered with blood, but with the blood of his enemy.
He withdrew his saber, and as he withdrew it, with the blade, he seemed to aspirate the rest of life which still agitated the members of Dixmer with a nervous shudder.
Then, when he had assured himself that he was dead, he leaned over the corpse, opened the dead man's suit, took the wallet, and quickly walked away.
Looking at him, he saw that he would not take four steps in the street without being stopped: he was covered with blood.
He approached the water's edge, leaned towards the river and washed his hands and his coat.
Then he went up the stairs quickly, casting a last look towards the vault.
A red, smoky net came out of it and was pouring down the river.
Arrived near the palace, he opened the wallet and found the laissez-passer signed by the clerk of the Palais.
-Thank you, just God! He murmured. And he quickly ascended the steps leading to the Hall of the Dead. Three o'clock struck.
It will be remembered that the clerk of the palace had opened to Dixmer his registers of nut, and maintained relations with him which the presence of the clerk rendered very agreeable.
This man, as might be imagined, entered into terrible terrors when the revelation of the plot of Dixmer came.
In fact, it was no less a matter for him than to appear complicit in his false colleague, and to be condemned to death with Genevieve.
Fouquier-Tinville had called him before him.
It is easy to understand what the poor man had done to establish his innocence in the eyes of the public accuser; He had succeeded, thanks to Genevieve's confession, which established her ignorance of her husband's plans. He had succeeded, thanks to the flight of Dixmer; He had succeeded chiefly, thanks to the interest of Fouquier-Tinville, who wished to keep his administration pure from all stain.
"Citizen," said the clerk, throwing himself at his knees, "forgive me, I let myself be deceived."
"Citizen," replied the public accuser, "an employee of the nation who lets himself be deceived in times like these, deserves to be guillotined."
"But one can be stupid, citizen," replied the clerk, who was dying to call Fouquier-Tinville monseigneur.
"Stupid or not," replied the rigid accuser, "no one should fall asleep in his love for the Republic." The geese of the Capitol were also beasts, and yet they awoke to save Rome.
The clerk had nothing to reply to such an argument; He groaned and waited.
"I forgive you," said Fouquier. I will defend you even, for I do not want one of my employees to be even suspected; But remember that at the slightest word that will come back to my ears, at the slightest recollection of this affair, you will pass.
It is not necessary to say with what eagerness and solicitude the clerk went to find the newspapers, always eager to say what they know, and sometimes what they do not know, Head of ten men.
He sought Dixmer everywhere to recommend his silence; But Dixmer had naturally changed his domicile and could not find him.
Genevieve was brought into the armchair of the accused; But she had already stated in the instruction that neither she nor her husband had any accomplice.
So, as he thanked the poor woman's eyes when he saw her pass before him to go to court!
Only, as she had just passed, and had returned for a moment to the office to take a file that Citizen Fouquier-Tinville was demanding, he saw Dixmer suddenly appear, who advanced towards him with a step Quiet and quiet.
This vision petrified him.
-Oh! He said, as if he had seen a specter.
"Do not you recognize me?" Asked the new arrival.
-If completed. You are Citizen Durand, or rather Citizen Dixmer.
-That's it.
"But you are dead, citizen?"
"Not yet, as you see."
"I mean we're going to arrest you."
"Who would you want me to stop?" Nobody knows me.
"But I know you, and I have only one word to say to make you guillotine."
"And I have only to say two to have you guillotined with me."
"It is abominable, what you say there!"
"No, it makes sense.
"But what is it?" Come on, talk! Hurry up, for the shorter we will talk together, the less danger we will endure.
"Here." My wife is going to be condemned, is not she?
"I'm very frightened!" poor woman!
"Well, I want to see her one last time to bid her farewell."
-Or this?
"In the Hall of the Dead!"
"Will you dare go in there?"
-Why not?
-Oh! Said the clerk as a man to whom this thought alone brings about goose bumps.
"There must be a way?" Continued Dixmer.
"To enter the Hall of the Dead?" Probably yes.
-Which?
"It's to get a card."
"And where do these cards come from?" The clerk paled frightfully and stammered:
"These cards, where you get them, are you asking?"
"I ask where they are procured," replied Dixmer; The question is clear, I think.
-We get them ... here.
"Ah! really; And who usually signs them?
-The clerk.
"But the clerk is you."
"Certainly, it's me."
"Why, how it falls! Resumed Dixmer, seating himself; You will sign a card to me. The clerk made a jump.
"You ask my head, citizen," he said.
"What! no! I ask you for a map, that's all.
"I'll have you arrested, unhappy!" Said the clerk, recalling all his energy.
"Do so," said Dixmer; But at the very moment I denounce you as my accomplice, and instead of leaving me alone in the famous hall, you will accompany me. "
The clerk turned pale.
"Ah! scoundrel! "He said.
"There is no scoundrel in it," resumed Dixmer; I need to talk to my wife, and I ask you for a card to get to her.
"Come, is it so necessary that you speak to him?"
-It seems, since I risk my head to achieve it.
The reason seemed plausible to the clerk. Dixmer saw that he was shaken.
"Come," he said, "do not be afraid. What the hell! There must sometimes be cases like the one in which I find myself.
-It's rare. There is not much competition.
"Well, let's see, let's arrange it differently."
-If it is possible, I ask no better.
"It is as much as possible." Enter by the door of the condemned; By that door, there is no need for a map. And then, when you have spoken to your wife, you will call me and I will bring you out.
-Not bad! Said Dixmer; Unfortunately, there is a history that runs the city.
-Which?
"The story of a poor hunchback who has mistaken the door, and who, believing himself to have entered the archives, has entered the hall of which we are speaking. Only, as he had entered by the gate of the condemned, instead of entering through the great door; As he did not have a card to have his identity recognized, once he entered, we did not want to let him out. He was told that, since he had entered by the door of the other convicts, he was condemned like the others. In vain did he protest, swear, call, nobody believed him, no one came to his aid, nobody brought him out. So that, in spite of his protestations, his oaths, his cries, the executioner first cut his hair, and then cut his neck. Is the anecdote true, citizen clerk? You must know better than anyone.
-Alas! Yes, it is true! Said the clerk, trembling.
"Well, then, you see that with such antecedents I should be a madman to enter such a cut-throat."
"But since I shall be there, I tell you!"
"And if you are called, if you are occupied elsewhere, if you forget?" Dixmer pitilessly supported the last word:
"If you forget I'm here?"
- But since I promise you ...
-No; Besides, it would compromise you; they would see you talking to me; And, finally, it does not suit me. So I like a map better.
-Impossible.
"Then, my dear friend, I will speak, and we will go and take a turn together in the place of the Revolution."
The clerk, drunk, dazed, half dead, signed a pass for a citizen .
Dixmer threw himself upon it, and hastily went out to take in the court-room the place where we have seen him.
We know the rest.
From that moment the clerk, to avoid any accusation of connivance, sat down near Fouquier-Tinville, leaving the direction of his office to his first clerk.
At three minutes ten minutes Maurice, with the card, crossed a hedge of turnkeys and gendarmes, and reached the fatal gate without hindrance.
When we say fatal, we exaggerate, for there were two doors. The great door, through which the card-bearers entered and left; And the door of the condemned, by which entered those who were to go out only to march to the scaffold.
The room in which Maurice had penetrated was separated into two compartments.
In one of these compartments sat the employees in charge of recording the names of the arrivals; In the other, furnished only with a few wooden benches, they deposited at once those who had just been arrested and those who had just been condemned; Which was pretty much the same.
The room was dark, lit only by the windows of a partition taken from the graft.
A woman dressed in white and half fainted lay in a corner, leaning against the wall.
A man stood before her, her arms folded, shaking her head from time to time, and hesitating to speak to her, lest she should feel that she seemed to have lost.
Around these two persons, the condemned were stirred confusedly, who sobbed or sang patriotic hymns.
Others strode along, as if to flee from the thought which devoured them.
It was indeed the antechamber of death, and furnishings made it worthy of the name.
Beers, full of straw, could be seen opening themselves as if to call the living: they were beds of repose, provisional tombs.
A large cabinet rose in the wall opposite the window.
A prisoner opened it out of curiosity and drew back from horror.
This cupboard contained the bloody suits of the day before, and long braids of hair hung here and there: these were the tips of the executioner, who sold them to the parents, when authority did not enjoin him to burn these dear relics .
Maurice, throbbing, beside himself, had barely opened the door, that he saw the whole picture at a glance.
He walked three steps into the room and fell at the feet of Genevieve.
The poor woman uttered a cry that Maurice choked on her lips.
Lorin squeezed his friend in his arms; These were the first tears he had shed.
Strange thing! All those unfortunate assembled, who were to die together, scarcely looked at the touching picture presented to them by these unfortunate fellows.
Each had too many of his own emotions to take part in the emotions of others.
The three friends remained for a moment united in a silent, ardent and almost joyous embrace.
Lorin first detached himself from the painful group.
"Are you condemned, then?" He said to Maurice.
"Yes," replied the latter.
-Oh! happiness! Murmured Genevieve. The joy of people who have only one hour to live can not even last as long as their lives. Maurice, after having contemplated Genevieve with that deep and ardent love which he had in her heart, after having thanked her for the word so egotistical and tender that had just escaped her, turned to Lorin:
"Now," said he, enclosing in his hand the two hands of Genevieve, "let us talk."
"Ah! "Yes, let us talk," replied Lorin; But if we have time, that's fair. What do you want to tell me? Come on.
"You were arrested for my sake, condemned for her, having done nothing against the laws; As Genevieve and I pay our debt, it is not fitting that you should be paid at the same time as us.
-I do not understand.
-Lorin, you're free.
-Libre, me? You are crazy! Said Lorin.
"No, I am not mad; I repeat that you are free, here, here is a laissez-passer. They will ask you who you are; You are employed at the Clerk's office; You have come to speak to the citizen clerk of the palace; You curiously asked him for a pass to see the condemned; You have seen them, you are satisfied and you go away.
"It's a joke, is not it?"
"No, my dear friend, here is the card, take advantage of the advantage." You are not in love; You need not die to spend a few more minutes with the beloved of your heart, and not lose a second of your eternity.
-Well! Maurice, "said Lorin," if we can get out of here, which I never believed, I swear to you, why do not you save Madame first? " As for you, we will advise.
"Impossible," said Maurice, with a frightful pang of his heart; You see, there is a citizen on the map, not a citizen; And, besides, Genevieve would not want to leave, leaving me here, to live in the knowledge that I am going to die.
"Well, but if she does not want it, why should I?" Do you think I have less courage than a woman?
"No, my friend, I know, on the contrary, that you are the bravest of men; But nothing in the world can excuse your obstinacy in such a case. Come, Lorin, take advantage of the moment and give us this supreme joy of knowing you to be free and happy!
-Happy! Cried Lorin, "are you joking? Happy without you? What the hell do you want me to do in this world, without you, in Paris, out of my habits? Do you no longer see yourself, no longer bore you with my rhymes? Ah! Pardieu, no!
-Lorin, my friend!
"It is just because I am your friend that I insist; With the prospect of finding you both, if I were a prisoner as I am, I would topple walls; But to save myself from all alone, to go to the streets with a bent forehead, with something like remorse that will cry incessantly in my ear: "Maurice! Genevieve! "; To pass in certain quarters and to certain houses where I have seen your persons, and where I shall see only your shadows; To at last succeed in executing that dear Paris I loved so much, ah! My faith not, and I think that it was right to proscribe the kings, if only because of King Dagobert.
"And in what does King Dagobert relate to what is going on between us?
-In what? Did not this terrible tyrant say to the great Eloi: "It is not so good company that you must leave?" Well, I am a republican! And I say, "Nothing should make us leave good company, even the guillotine; I feel good here, and I stay there.
"Poor friend!" Poor friend! Said Maurice.
Genevieve said nothing, but she looked at him with eyes bathed in tears.
"You regret life, you! Said Lorin.
"Yes, because of her!"
"And I regret it for nothing; Not even on account of the goddess Reason, which-I have forgotten to tell you of this circumstance-has lately had the most serious wrongs towards me, which will not give her even the trouble to console herself as the other Arthémise, the former; I will go away very calm and very facetious; I will amuse all those scoundrels who run after the cart; I will say a fine quatrain to M. Sanson, and good-night to the company, that is to say, wait till then.
Lorin interrupted himself.
"Ah! If done, if done, "said he," if done, I want to go out; I knew very well that I loved no one; But I forgot that I hated someone; Your watch, Maurice, your watch!
-Three hours and a half.
"I have time, mordieu!" I have the time.
"Certainly," cried Maurice; There are nine accused today, it will not end until five o'clock; So we have nearly two hours in front of us.
"That's all I need; Give me your card and lend me twenty sous. "
-Oh! my God! what are you going to do? Murmured Genevieve.
Maurice shook his hand; The important thing for him was that Lorin should come out.
"I have my idea," said Lorin.
Maurice drew his purse from his pocket and put it into his friend's hand.
-Now, the card, for the love of God! I mean for the love of the eternal Being. Maurice handed him the card.
Lorin kissed Genevieve's hand, and taking advantage of the moment when a batch of convicts was brought into the office, he stepped over the wooden benches and presented himself at the great door.
"What! Said one gendarme, "there is one who runs away, it seems to me." Lorin straightened up and presented his card.
"Here," said he, "a gendarme citizen, learn to know better the people."
The gendarme acknowledged the signature of the clerk; But he belonged to that class of officials who generally lack confidence, and as, just now, the clerk was descending from the tribunal with a shudder which had not left him since he had so imprudently risked his signature:
"Citizen clerk," said he, "here is a paper by means of which a private man wants to leave the hall of the dead; Is it good, paper?
The clerk turned pale with fear, and, convinced, if he looked, that he was about to perceive the terrible figure of Dixmer, he hastened to reply by seizing the map:
-Yes, yes, that's my signature.
"Then," said Lorin, "if it's your signature, give it back to me."
"No," said the clerk, tearing it into a thousand pieces, "no! These kinds of cards can only be used once.
Lorin remained for a moment unresolved.
"Ah! So much the worse, "he said; But, above all, I must kill him. And he darted out of the office.
Maurice had followed Lorin with an emotion easily understood; As soon as Lorin had disappeared:
-He is saved! He said to Genevieve, with an exaltation which resembled joy; His card has been torn, he will not be able to return; Then, besides, if he could return, the court session will be over: at five o'clock he will return, and we shall be dead.
Genevieve sighed and shivered.
-Oh! Press me into your arms, "she said," and do not leave us any more. Why is it not possible, my God! That the same blow strikes us, so that we may exhale together our last sigh!
Then they retreated to the deepest part of the dark room, Genevieve sat down close to Maurice and put both her arms around her neck; So entwined, breathing the same breath, extinguishing in themselves the noise and the thought, they became numb, by dint of love, at the approach of death.
Half an hour passed.
Suddenly a great noise was heard, the gendarmes debouched from the low door; Behind them came Sanson and his aides, who carried bundles of ropes.
-Oh! My friend, my friend! Said Genevieve, "this is the fatal moment, I feel faint.
"And you are wrong," said the loud voice of Lorin:
You are wrong, in truth,
For death is the freedom!
-Lorin! Cried Maurice, in despair.
"They're not good, are they?" I agree with you; Since yesterday, I make only pitiful ...
"Ah! It is indeed that. You have returned, unhappy! You have returned!
"These were our conventions, I think?" Listen, because, as well, what I have to say interests you as well as madame.
-My God! my God!
"Let me speak, or I shall not have time to tell the story." I wanted to go out and buy a knife in the rue de la Barillerie.
"What did you want to do with a knife?"
"I wanted to kill this good Mr. Dixmer." Genevieve shuddered.
"Ah! Said Maurice, "I understand.
-I bought it. This is what I said to myself, and you will understand how logical your friend is. I am beginning to believe that I should have become a mathematician instead of being a poet. Unfortunately it is too late now. This is what I said to myself; Am my reasoning: "Mr. Dixmer compromised his wife; M. Dixmer came to see her judge; M. Dixmer will not deprive himself of the pleasure of seeing her pass by in a cart, especially accompanying her. I will therefore find him in the first rank of the spectators: I will slip close to him; I will say to him, "Good morning, Monsieur Dixmer," and I will plant my knife in his side.
-Lorin! Exclaimed Genevieve.
"Be assured, my dear friend, that Providence had ordered it." Imagine that the spectators, instead of standing in front of the Palace, as usual, made a U-turn on the right and bordered the quay. Here, I tell myself, it's probably a dog that drowns, why Dixmer would not be there. A dog that drowns it always makes the time pass. I approached the parapet, and I see all along the bank a lot of people who raised their arms in the air and who bowed to watch something on the ground, uttering alas ! To overflow the Seine. I'm coming .... This something ... guess who it was ...
"It was Dixmer," said Maurice, in a sombre voice.
-Yes. How can you guess this? Yes, Dixmer, dear friend, Dixmer, who opened his belly by himself; The unfortunate man killed himself in expiation, no doubt.
"Ah! Said Maurice, with a dark smile, "what did you think?"
Genevieve dropped her head in her hands; She was too weak to bear so many successive emotions.
"Yes, I have thought of that, seeing that his bloodied saber has been found near him; Unless however ... he did meet someone ....
Maurice, without saying anything, and taking advantage of the moment when Genevieve, overwhelmed, could not see him, opened his coat and showed Lorin his waistcoat and his bloody shirt.
"Ah! It is something else, "said Lorin. And he held out his hand to Maurice.
"Now," said he, leaning in Maurice's ear, "as I have not been searched, since I came back saying that I was from Mr. Sanson's suite, I still have the knife , If the guillotine is repugnant to you.
Maurice seized the weapon with a movement of joy.
"No," he said, "she would suffer too much." And he returned the knife to Lorin.
"You are right," said the latter; Long live the machine of M. Guillotin! What is M. Guillotin's machine? A flick on the neck as Danton said. What is a flip?
And he threw the knife in the middle of the condemned group. One of them took it, buried it in his chest, and fell dead on the spot.
At the same moment Genevieve made a movement and uttered a cry. Sanson had just laid his hand on his shoulder.
At Genevieve's cry, Maurice realized that the struggle was about to begin.
Love can exalt the soul to heroism; Love can, against natural instinct, push a human creature to desire death; But it does not extinguish in her the apprehension of pain. It was evident that Genevieve accepted more patiently and more religiously death since Maurice died with her; But resignation does not exclude suffering, and to leave this world is not only to fall into that abyss which is called the unknown, but to suffer by falling.
Maurice embraced the present scene with one glance, and with one thought all that was to follow:
In the middle of the room, a corpse of the chest from which a gendarme, in a rush, had snatched the knife, lest it should serve others.
Around him, men silent in despair, and scarcely paying attention to him, writing pencil on a portfolio of words without follow-up, or shaking hands with one another; The latter repeating, unremittingly, and as the fools do, a cherished name, or wetting with tears a portrait, a ring, a braid of hair; Those vomiting furious imprecations against tyranny, a banal word always cursed by every one in turn, and sometimes even by tyrants.
In the midst of all these misfortunes, Sanson, weighed less by his fifty-four years than by the gravity of his gloomy office; Sanson, as gentle, as consoling as his mission allowed him to be, gave him a council, a sad encouragement to him, and finding Christian words to answer despair as well as bravado!
"Citizen," said he to Genevieve, "it will be necessary to remove the scarf and raise or cut the hair, if you please." Genevieve became trembling.
"Come, my friend," said Lorin gently, "courage!
"Can I raise Madame's hair myself?" "Asked Maurice.
-Oh! Yes, "exclaimed Genevieve. I beg you, Monsieur Sanson.
"Do so," said the old man, turning away his head. Maurice unwrapped her warm tie with the warmth of her neck, Genevieve kissed her, and kneeling before the young man, presented her that charming head, more beautiful in her grief than she had ever been in her joy. When Maurice had finished the funeral operation, his hands were so trembling, there was so much pain in the expression of his face, that Genevieve exclaimed:
-Oh! I have courage, Maurice. Sanson turned round.
"Is it not, sir, that I have courage?" she says.
"Certainly, citizen," replied the executioner, in a voice of great emotion and courage.
Meanwhile, the first aide had traveled through the slip sent by Fouquier-Tinville.
"Fourteen," he said. Sanson counted the condemned.
"Quinze, including the dead man," he said; How is it possible?
Lorin and Genevieve reckoned after him, moved by the same thought.
"You say that there are only fourteen convicts and that we are fifteen?" she says.
"Yes, Citizen Fouquier-Tinville must have been mistaken."
-Oh! You were lying, "said Genevieve to Maurice," you were not condemned.
"Why wait till to-morrow, when it is to-day that you die?" Replied Maurice.
"Ami," she said, smiling, "you reassure me: I see now that it is easy to die.
-Lorin, said Maurice, Lorin, one last time ... no one can recognize you here ... say you came to bid me farewell ... say you were locked up by mistake. Call the gendarme who saw you go out. I shall be the true condemned, I who must die; But you, we beseech you, friend, make us the joy of living to keep our memory; It is still time, Lorin, we beg you!
Genevieve joined her hands in prayer. Lorin took the two hands of the young woman and kissed them.
"I said no, and it is not," replied Lorin, in a firm voice; Do not tell me about it any more, or, in truth, I will believe that I am embarrassing you.
"Fourteen," repeated Sanson, "and they are fifteen!" Then raising his voice:
"Come," said he, "is there anyone who claims?" Is there anyone who can prove that he is here by mistake?
Perhaps some mouths were opened to this request; But they closed without uttering a word; Those who had lied were ashamed to lie; He who had not lied would not speak.
There was a silence of several minutes during which the aides continued their lugubrious office.
"Citizens, we are ready," said the deaf and solemn voice of old Sanson.
Some sobs and a few groans answered that voice.
"Well, then," said Lorin.
Die for their country,
it is the most beautiful out! ...
Yes, when one dies for the country; But I am definitely beginning to believe that we are not dying for the pleasure of those who watch us die. Well, Maurice, I am of your opinion, I also begin to be disgusted with the Republic.
-The call! Said a commissary at the door.
Several gendarmes entered the room, and thus closed the doors, placing themselves between life and the condemned, as if to prevent them from returning there.
The call was made.
Maurice, who had seen the condemned man who had killed himself killed with the knife of Lorin, replied when he pronounced his name. It happened then that there was only too much death.
He was carried out of the room. If his identity had been established, if he had been recognized as a condemned man, any death he had been, he would have been guillotined with the others.
The survivors were pushed towards the exit.
As one of them walked past the wicket, his hands were tied behind his back.
Not a word was exchanged for ten minutes between these unfortunates.
The executioners alone spoke and acted.
Maurice, Genevieve, and Lorin, who could no longer stand, pressed one against the other so as not to be separated. Then the convicts were pushed from the Conciergerie into the courtyard.
There the spectacle became frightful.
Many fainted at the sight of the carts; The turnkeys helped them to climb.
Behind the closed doors were heard the confused voices of the crowd, and one could guess at her rumors that she was numerous.
Genevieve mounted the cart with sufficient force; Besides, Maurice supported her with her elbow. Maurice sprang rapidly behind her.
Lorin did not hurry. He chose his place and sat down at Maurice's left.
The doors opened; In the front row was Simon.
The two friends recognized him; He himself saw them.
He climbed to the post near which the carts were to pass; There were three.
The first cart shook off; It was the one where the three friends were.
"What! Hello, beautiful grenadier! Said Simon to Lorin; You gonna try my trench, what do I think?
"Yes," said Lorin, "and I shall try not to chip him too much so that he can cut your leather in your turn." The two other wagons shook, according to the first.
A frightful storm of cries, bravos, groans, curses, exploded around the condemned.
"Courage, Genevieve, of courage! Murmured Maurice.
-Oh! Replied the young woman, "I do not regret life, since I die with you. I regret not having my hands free to hold you at least in my arms before I die.
"Lorin," said Maurice, "find Lorin in the pocket of my waistcoat and find a knife."
-Oh! Mordieu! Said Lorin, as the knife goes; I was humiliated to go to death, bound like a calf.
Maurice lowered his pocket to the height of his friend's hands; Lorin took the penknife; Then, with both of them, they opened it.
Then Maurice took him between his teeth, and cut the ropes tying the hands of Lorin.
Lorin, relieved of his cords, rendered the same service to Maurice.
"Hurry," said the young man, "here is Genevieve who faints."
In fact, to accomplish this, Maurice had turned away from the poor woman for a moment, and, as if all her strength came from him, she had closed her eyes and dropped her head on her breast.
"Genevieve," said Maurice, "Genevieve, reopen my eyes, my friend; We have only a few minutes left to see us in this world.
"Those cords hurt me," murmured the young woman. Maurice untied it. Immediately she opened her eyes and stood up, a prey to an exaltation which made her dazzled with beauty.
She surrounded Maurice's neck with one hand, seized Lorin's hand, and the three of them, standing on the cart, having at their feet the two other victims buried in the stupefaction of an anticipated death, they launched To heaven, which enabled them to lean freely on one another, with a gesture and a grateful glance.
The people, who insulted them when they were seated, fell silent when he saw them standing.
The scaffold was seen.
Maurice and Lorin saw it; Genevieve did not see him; she only looked at her lover. The cart stopped.
"I love you," said Maurice to Genevieve, "I love you!
-Woman first, woman first! Cried a thousand voices.
"Thanks, people," said Maurice; Who said that you were cruel?
He took Genevieve in his arms, and with his lips glued to his lips, he carried her into the arms of Sanson.
-Courage! Cried Lorin; courage!
"I have some," replied Genevieve; I do not have!
-I love you! Murmured Maurice; I love you!
They were no longer victims slaughtered, they were friends who were celebrating death.
-Farewell! Cried Genevieve to Lorin.
-Goodbye! Replied the latter. Genevieve disappeared under the fatal rocking.
-Yours! Said Lorin.
-Yours! Said Maurice.
-Listening! She calls you. Indeed, Genevieve uttered her last cry.
"Come," she said. There was a great rumor in the crowd. The beautiful and graceful head had fallen. Maurice rushed forward.
"That is too true," said Lorin, "let us follow logic." Do you hear me, Maurice?
-Yes.
"She loved you, you kill her first; You are not condemned, you die the second; I have done nothing, and as I am the most criminal of the three I pass the last.
And that's how everything is explained
with the help of logic.
My faith, Citizen Sanson, I promised you a quatrain; But you will be satisfied with a distich.
-I loved you! Murmured Maurice, bound to the fatal plate and smiling at the head of his friend; I love you. "The iron cut off half the word.
-To me! Cried Lorin, leaping on the scaffold, "and quickly! For, in truth, I lose my head. Citizen Sanson, I have made you bankrupt of two verses, but I offer you a pun.
Sanson bound him in his turn.
"Come," said Lorin, "it is the fashion to cry alive when one dies. Formerly, they cried out, "Long live the king!" But there is no longer a king. Since then, they have cried: "Long live freedom!" But there is no longer freedom. My faith, long live Simon! Which brings us all together.
And the head of the generous young man fell near those of Maurice and Genevieve!
END
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