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  SENECA TAITBOUT was theardent and polished secretary of an extreme Republican club, which had the honour of being affiliated to that of the Jacobins. Seneca was a young man, possessed of a moderate fortune, who at the Revolution had plunged with all the sanguine hope of youth into the whirl and vortex of politics, that seethed, boiled, and consumed its devotees like any volcanic crater. But, though Seneca had adopted a revolutionary name, and was as hot a Jacobin as any in Paris under the reign of the Committee of Public Safety, he had neither descended to rags nor ascended to a garret. He lived in the same elegant apartments he had inhabited under the monarchy, had the same valet-now denominated an officieux—and even sometimes gave suppers which cost what in those days was a fortune, and, in fact, did a multitude of other small things which obtained for him the name of ›The Aristocrat.‹ But Seneca laughed at the charge; he knew Robespierre, supped often with Danton, bowed to Marat, and was wholly excluded from all socicty suspected of Girondism; he moreover had fought at the Bastile, commanded a section on the 10th of August, and in every way showed himself to be a sans-culotte in spirit if not in costume.


  ›The Aristocrat‹ lived in the Rue St. Honore, in a house at no great distance from the Rue Richelieu. His windows opened on the street, and it was his custom to sit every morning at one of them taking his breakfast, a meal which the young man, like most Frenchmen, peculiarly approved of. It was some weeks after the tremendous sensation produced by the death of Louis XVI., and when all Paris was sunk in gloom and terror, that Seneca, in the uniform of an officer of the National Guard, seated himself at his window, a little way back, preparatory to taking his repast. He was sad, for affairs were at a terrible crisis. A rumour was afloat that to save Marie Antoinette, just about to be tried, a tremendous Royalist conspiracy had been organised. Agents of the coalition and the emigration were said to be scattered in every quarter of the town, and a fearful resolution had been come to. On every wall that morning had appeared a decree, which shook the nerves of the most boldhearted, and those who had least cause to fear. At two o'clock that day and until nightfal, every human being in Paris, save the agents of the public authority, were to be within their houses, the doors open, and without the door a sheet of paper containing a list of every soul who resided in the habitation. This done, the police’and pikemen were duly appointed officers to go round and search every dwelling place. Every person without proper papers, and whose civism none could speak to, was to be dragged to prison, there to await a trial before the Revolutionary tribunal.


  Seneca was sitting at his table, thinking over this terrible measure, when suddenly his eye was arrested by a young woman seated at a window opposite. She was very young, and as far as the officer could judge, very fair. Her head was bent over her work, for she was sewing, which occupation, pursued diligently, with her humble garb, seemed to prove her poor. A glance at the apartment decided this question, for it contained, though large and roomy, scarcely any furniture, save against the opposite wall, to the astonishment of the Jacobin, a neat wooden crucifix. Seneca frowned, for the young girl was clearly a Royalist; but just then she raised her head, and her gentle, meek, lovely face disarmed the young Republican’s anger. But she rose too, and hurried to open the door. In another moment a woman much older than herself rushed in and clasped her to her bosom. She looked wildly round, and began speaking rapidly. The girl looked alarmed, and both fell on their knees; then the girl rose and closed the window.


  Seneca leaped from his chair and put on his hat. His breakfast remained untouched. He stood an instant undecided, and then hurried out of his room and down the stairs. In a moment more he was across the street, had dived into the narrow passage of the house opposite, up the stairs, and was standing at the entrance of the apartment. The young man paused an instant, but then recollecting how time fled, he knocked. A dead silence followed. Seneca’s heart began to beat. After a moment the door was opened by the elder of the two women.


  The officer of the National Guard stood as if puzzled what to say.


  What does the citoyen need? said the woman, whose mien and appearance, though poor, bespoke a once proud station.


  Seneca made no reply, but unceremoniously entering, closed the door behind him. The poor woman trembling with fear, made no resistance, and the young man and her entered the apartment out of the ante-chamber together. The girl gave a half shriek, and glanced at the crucifix.


  Citoyennes, exclaimed Seneca, gently, ye are alarmed at the decree.


  The mother and daughter looked at each other.


  You are not prepared for the examination, he added, I could see that at a glance. You are alone, you seem to have no friends, can I serve you?


  Oh, monsieur! cried the young girl, with a burst of grief, wie they come here we are lost.


  Thou art a Royalist, said Seneca, gently, shaking his head,  but no explanations. You have neither of you cards of civism, I suppose, nor have you Republican sponsors. I have taken interest in you both—close up your house and follow me; but as you value your lives and those of all the house burn yon crucifix.


  The women both uttered exclamations of horror.


  It is painful to you, doubtless, said the young man;  but I cannot take you with me else. That found in this room might send every creature in the House to prison.


  The young girl took it down, kissed it, and calmly laid it on the low embers of a fire. The Jacobin looked grave, but pleased. The sacrifice had been for others, not for herself. As soon as this had been done, he led the way, and the two women followed. The officer looked out into the street, not a soul was visible. He signed to them and hurried across, followed by the terrified Royalists. In a few moments the apartment of Seneca Taitbout gave shelter to two persons whose presence there entailed on him ruin and death if discovered. He seated them at once at his table, and bade them eat. They hesitated, with tears in their eyes. The young man asked them if they were not hungry. They sobbed outright and explained. They confessed they were starving, and told their story.


  They were of high and noble family, children of wealth and luxury. Atthe Revolution the husband of the elder lady had emigrated with all his available property, leaving them to follow more leisurely. On his arrival in England scarce a week had passed before they heard of his death. Events became more complicated, and they dared not leave Paris. Terror-stricken, like thousands of others, they created the very evil they dreaded. The emigration of the rich brought misery and desolation on the land. The Countess Meltaneaux and her daughter disappeared from their splendid hotel, and hid away in the room they now occupied. Fear so overtook them that they scarcely ever opened their windows, and thus were seen by Seneca on this occasion for the first time.


  Scarcely had this explanation been given when the sharp and lugubrious sound of the generale was heard in the streets summoning all the citizens of Paris within doors for the searching of a whole city. The women looked cautiously out. Twenty drummers were guarded by about a hundred National Guards, with red caps, loose pantaloons, pikes, and wooden shoes, who laughed and talked as they went.


  What a fournee (baker's batch) of aristocrats we shall have to-day, cried one.


  The Austrian will see some friends this evening, said another, while all had their joke and repartee, not from innate cruelty, but from the habit of horror engendered by those fearful days, never seen before, nor to be again in the world’s history.


  Seneca felt that the women were shuddering with horror, and drew them from the window. To avert their thoughts he spoke of the precautions to be taken. They listened gratefully. The young Republican frankly told them that they must not be found there, but added that his well-known character, and membership of the Jacobin club, would prevent his premises being carefully searched. There was a cupboard in his bedroom, where he kept many valuables which just now it was unwise to display; and with many excuses and apologies he asked them to conceal themselves therein. They gratefully and gladly accepted.


  An hour passed in conversation. They all noticed the dead stillness of the streets. Not a soul was out save scattered sentries guarding the houses. And still the lugubrious drums beat. Never was such a scene before in the capital of a great country. The barriers of the town had been closed since twelve o'clock, and guarded by the agents of the terrible Santerre. Presently a movement was heard in the street. Seneca looked out. A dozen sans-culottes were going by guarding half as many prisoners, four men and two women, whom, by the talk of the soldiers, it was clear had been corresponding with emigrants. One of the pikemen carried a bundle of letters in his hand.


  ›The Aristocrat‹ felt the blood chilled round his heart, and turning back to his new friends he began to talk. He described the state of France, the tremendous position of the Republic, and found excuses not for the bloodshed, but for the severity in other ways, and the precautions taken. He told them how desperate and calculating men, by spending money, incited the ignorant to insurrection, and caused the death of thousands. He pictured the Comité de Salut Public battling against half Europe without, and three parts of France within, and was continuing to speak to eager and wondering listeners, when a knock came to the door, and the clattering of swords was heard.


  The whole party rose to their feet annihilated with fear—Seneca for them, they for all. But to keep the visitors waiting was dangerous, and ›The Aristocrat‹ rushed to open. Half-a-dozen men entered, headed by a sergeant. It was Simon, the cordonnier, a name which good men of every party will always vow to infamy, for he was the murderer of the poor boy whom the history of France designates as Louis XVII.


  Good day, citoyen, said he, surlily, for there was no sympathy between the Cordelier and the Jacobin. I search thy rooms but as a matter of form. Thou art said to be civic.


  Known to be almost as civic as thyself, replied Seneca, smothering his ire for the sake of the two trembling women.


  And these two women thou can’st of course answer for? continued Simon, eyeing them suspiciously — they look fierrement like aristocrats.


  Take care, citoyen Simon, said the officer, my friends are not insulted with impunity. Thou wilt ask me next for my carte de civisme.


  And why not, citizen? sneered the cobbler.


  Because thou could’st not read it, replied the lieutenant.


  The sans-culottes roared with laughter, while the cobbler looked furious.


  Arrest them, he cried, foaming at the mouth.


  The sans-culottes laughed again. Seneca was their commander, and despite his aristocratic reputation, much beloved.


  Nay, not this time, continued the secretary of the Scœvola club; but do not hurt thy digestion, thou wilt find in Paris plenty of poor women and helpless children of whom thou wilt not be afraid.


  Thou speakest of little Capet, said the cobbler—thou shalt see. This night at the Cordelier thou shalt be denounced. Citoyens, I call ye to witness he has called Madame Veto a ›poor woman,‹ and little Capet a ›helpless child.‹


  Dost expect everybody to be as great a brute as thyself? cried a burly sans-culotte behind. The citoyen Seneca is a good Republican, and can afford to pity even our enemies. He has given his proofs.


  We shall see, said Simon, turning away pale and furious; let thy aristocrates look to it. I denounce the whole fournee this evening.


  And the sergeant went out, followed by his men, leaving the three friends alone. The women would have thanked Seneca, but he hid not from them that the danger was but half over. ‘The vindictive character of Simon was well known. He would surely denounce them, and to be denounced in those days was almost to be condemned. The young man moved about for some time in considerable agitation.


  I see but one remedy, he exclaimed, suddenly turning to the young girl; we are all here in peril of our lives. Become my wife, and none will Fave a word to say, the spouse of Seneca Taitbout will be above suspicion.


  The mother and child looked wonderstruck. The countess stammered something about their poverty and misery. Not a word was said about shortness of acquaintance, for the acts of the young man had shown his whole character. The young girl bent her head, and blushed.


  Sit ye both down, said Sencca, gently, while his eye rested affectionately on the girl, and understand me. I do not ask you to be my wife merely to save us all, but because I am sure so good a child and gentle a being must make any man happy. If ye are poor, I am rich, and are we not equally obliged? I offer you a comfortable home, and obtain a lovely wife.


  And my daughter a noble husband, exclaimed the poor woman, fervently, forgetting the pride of birth and rank, and the undying hopes of her caste, in the bright picture before her.


  The rest of the day was passed in conversation, and before night the new friends had become as well acquainted as if they had known one another for months. Ata late hour, Seneca left them to the charge of his officieux, warning them he should not return, having to make preparations for his wedding. The young man spent the night in calling on four men whom he desired_to be present at his noce. He told them the exact truth, and as he added that though of an old and aristocratic family, they had lived without communication with abroad, on what they had saved, and on the labour of their hands—they all agreed to come.


  At nine the next morning, six men and two woman were seated at the breakfast-table of Seneca Taitbout. The young girl, now his wife, was neatly clothed, and looked calmly happy, while her mother looked with wonder and intense curiosity on the visitors. They were the two Robespierres, Lebas, St. Just, and the magistrate who had united them. She could not understand these terrible men coming there to oblige a friend, and save them from destruction, nor could she comprehend how they could sit there and talk so coolly of the political affairs of the day, while desolation and death was around—desolation and death which she believed they could have stayed. The marriage was of course by civil contract, and the acte lay upon the table. Every now and then the ex-countess would take it up and then put it down again, for the signatures to it almost made her doubt her own sanity.


  Presently a rude knock came to the door. The officieux hastened to open. A commissary of police, Simon, and some dozen sans-culottes entered, grave and nearly angry.


  A pretty batch, cried Simon, laughing,— the warrant says arrest Seneca Taitbout and all whom we find in his apartments.


  The guests were seated with their backs to the window, which was open, and, in honour of the day, filled with flowers. None of those who had just entered could distinguish their faces.


  Good day, Simon, said Seneca, rising, and advancing towards him; what procures me the satisfaction of thy visit?


  Citoyen, replied Simon, maliciously, I warned thee yesterday. Our friend the commissary Bere, has an order from Fouquier-Tinville to arrest thee and all who are found in thy habitation.


  Citoyen commissary, said Seneca, calmly, this fellow denounces me because I told him he could not read.


  It will teach thee to be more civil, sneered the cobbler.


  Citoyen Seneca, put in the commissary, I am sorry to arrest one who has always borne so good a character for civism, but my orders are peremptory.


  Citoyen commissary, said Seneca, with a laugh, I am sorry to disappoint thee, but the only arrest that thou wilt make here, is that of the citoyen Simon, denounced as having falsely accused a good citoyen to secure his private revenge.


  I? thundered Simon, furious at the other’s coolness.


  Ay, exclaimed St. Just, rising with his three colleagues of the Committee de Salut Public, and speaking in his soft, cold, thrilling voice; and let it teach others not to desecrate aduty from vile motives. The country is in danger, and denunciation is necessary. The more need that knaves should not abuse the right.


  The aspect of the whole official party, on finding themselves in presence of the most influential members of the executive power, was truly ludicrous. The sans-culottes it is true smiled, for they were now sure of their favourite officer’s civism; but Simon stood as if annihilated, with open mouth and pallid cheek, while the commissary felt his legs quiver under him.


  St. Just took the warrant from him, and wrote on the back cancelled, under which he and his companions signed, while on a white sheet they wrote the committal of Simon. This done, they waved the party away. The commissary, glad to get off so cheaply, pushed Simon out by the shoulders, to the delight of the sans-culottes, who screamed with laughter as soon as the door was shut, and the marriage party remained alone.


  Many thanks, citizens, said Seneca, advancing to him, count on one devoted friend to ye all, and the chose publique.


  May thy marriage be happy, said Lebas, with a sigh, and now good-bye. We must to the Tuileries, our committee meets at eleven.


  The four principal rulers of France bowed to the ladies after a few words of comfort, and then went out to their terrible work, to drive back Kurope—to create armies—to crush insurrection—to keep down civil war—to struggle—to triumph—to fall—to perish, and to die.


  A few minutes were given to silence, and then Seneca began the conversation, which had not been carried on many minutes when the officieux announced a stranger. An old man in mean garb, with meek and humble look, entered.


  Mother, said Seneca, gravely, the civil contract, as ordained by law, is enough for me; but I thought you and your daughter might wish the sanction of a priest of your faith. Here he is.


  The women fell upon one another's neck, and wept, for the object of a whole night’s watching in pain and trouble was given unto them. The priest drew forth his book, and, the window closed, read a short hurried service, the officieux standing by with an air of intense astonishment. In those times the act they were performing was a death-warrant for all, and none cared to prolong it. The priest had soon finished, and having blessed the young couple, received gratefully a generous gift from Seneca, and went out, glad to escape from a position whic was more dangerous for him than for the rest.


  And thus in twenty-four hours after their first acquaintance were Seneca Taitbout and Melanie de Raincourt husband and wife. They married in haste, but never repented, and long after in happy days they thought with gentleness and with tearful eye of the four witnesses to their wedding contract, the Robespierres, Lebas, and St. Just.


   


  -End-
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