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  Book I.
 Theroigne de Mericourt.


  Chapter I.
 Rue St. Honoré, No, 396.


  Within twenty yards of the Assumption-parish church of the first arrondissement, on the opposite side of the way, stood and yet stands, though somewhat altered in ita outward appearance, a house of mean aspect, composed in part of workshops-huge piles of timber, and the presence of saws and other articles of a similar nature, seemed to convey the idea that it belonged to a carpenter, which was put out of doubt by these words written over the door: »M. Duplay, Menusier, No. 396.” Humble in its exterior, the residence of the citizen Duplay was suited only to persons of moderate fortune and simple tastes, nor were any others to be found dwelling within its walls, The character of the inmates may, however, be best gathered from a description of the room where the family were collected for the evening.


  It was winter, a huge wood fire blazed on the hearth, adding to the light afforded by a lamp and two candles, by which seven women were to be seen working; at the same time, that they and five men were calmly and attentively listening to one who was reading aloud a scene from Racine, which, despite the shrillness of the reader’s voice, was declaimed with singular power and energy.


  By the fireside, occupying an arm chair, was the mother of several of those around, a plain but benevolent-looking woman, whose attention was wrapped, though much that was read was beyond her comprehension.


  Next to her was a young man, in whose flaxen hair and rosy cheeks a certain resemblance was to be traced to the woman we have just noticed. It was her nephew, the child of her sister. He too listened to the poetical words which flowed from the man’s lips, with more, however, of respect and admiration in his eyes for the reader, than for the book.


  Next to him again was a lady, whose costume seemed to betray a lingering remembrance of the days when aristocracy was in vogue, and when rank and wealth were things which entitled their owners to regard, It was a kind of worship which beamed in her eye as she drank in the somewhat inharmonious sounds which conveyed the poet’s thoughts to her ears.


  Another seat was occupied by a young man, about five and twenty, whose singular beauty of feature seemed veiled by the cold, stern, and iron will within, which gave to his countenance the impassability of a statue. His dress was neat and even somewhat ci-devant in style, though a tricoloured scarf, which supported his sword, and a knot of equally revolutionary ribbons at his breast, showed him one of the friends of the new order of things, His eye was fixed on vacancy, though every now and then his glance would caress, in complacent admiration, him upon whom all attention was fixed.


  Three girls of different ages intervened between him and the reader, who were sufficiently like to be taken for sisters; the eldest and handsomest sat next the orator, and was perhaps the most wrapped in her attention. Indeed, in her beaming eyes, in her fair and blushing cheeks, in the glances which she occasionally exchanged with the declaimer, it could be easily seen no common sentiment united them. They were affianced lovers, waiting the termination of the great political struggle to be married.


  The reader himself was a small slight man. His features were delicate, his complexion pale and yellow, the effect of incessant thought and unwearied study. His small Grey eyes were veiled by spectacles, while a continual twitching of the mouth, a sudden and involuntary movement of the shoulders, followed by a closing of the hand, which was kept free to turn the leaves of his book, proved him of a nervous temperament. His hair was fine, scrupulously clean, and evidently carefully attended to; his blue coat, buttoned close round the waist, revealed at the breast a shirt and waistcoat of perfect whiteness, while below his yellow breeches, white stockings without a fold or wrinkle, well-blacked shoes, and silver buckles, announced either an aristocrat or one too high minded to court popular applause, as most demagogues of those days did, by imitating the dirt and rags of the mob. His age was about thirty.


  Another sister separated him from a young man, whose intellectual countenance spoke volumes for him, while his handsome features were no less favourable to the tender and affectionate manner which he assumed upon addressing the fourth sister. She was his wife.


  A young girl, fair, gentle, innocent, with blue eyes and auburn air, sat next to M. Dupley, gazing on the reader with wild and singular interest. She seemed to regard him with something of the surprise which one would experience on seeing a fierce lioness engaged in suckling some animal totally opposed to it by nature.


  Presently, amid a general murmur of applause, the reader closed his book, and for some time the conversation rolled naturally enough upon the work to which they had been listening.


  »By the way, citoyen Francois«, said the handsome but stern youth, above described, after a pause, »hast thou heard what was the number of those assassinated last month?«


  »No«, replied the reader, his pale face at once livid with rage; »but do not, my friend, speak of that infamy. Danton, Danton, why hast thou stained the republic with blood?«


  »But confess«, said the other cynically, »he has added a new word to the French language. That wit Louvet, called him and us to day Septembrists.«


  »Us«, replied the reader, more calmly, »it is just like him. But what canst thou expect from a profligate like Louvet. He who corrupts will lie.«


  »Faith«, exclaimed the lady, whose aristocracy seemed dubious, »we must allow that the author of such a romance as his must be an untrustworthy politician. And yet how that book was read once.«


  »Certainly«, continued the reader, »it was suited to the manners of the monarchy. But with regard to the Gironde, they are all well met.«


  »Brissot is the best«, observed the young man.


  »An intriguer, a libellist, an atheist«, replied Francois. »Fauchet, a priest, who has declared his religion imposture; Vergniaud and Gaudet eloquent dreamers, without belief in God or man.«


  »Except in the man Gironde«, sneered the handsome youth.


  »Yes, they believe in themselves. But why revolutionise, why overthrow a monarchy, why upset a church, if thou hast no faith in another government, no belief in the sublimity of popular domination, no credit in religion, without which any stable government is impossible.«


  »I fear me thou wilt split on this rock of religion«, said the young man, gravely.


  »No, St. Just«, replied Francois Maximilian Joseph Isodore Robespierre, »I shall not split upon this rock. But the Girondins will. They hated the church; and they have, to annihilate it, destroyed religion, belief, faith. Their followers and satellites, devoid of fear of God, and having no dread of man, were fit instruments for the crimes of September.«


  »Faith, Robespierre«, said St. Just, his disciple and devoted friend, »if thou canst fasten the September massacre on the Gironde, they are done for.«


  »Citoyen St. Just«, continued the deputy of Arras, »these ambitious men, who care only for republic and monarchy asa means to an end, and that end their own power, seeing that a limited monarchy was gaining ground, and that even we were ready to plant the flag of liberty on the hybrid constitution which had been sworn to, conspired with Danton, and the 10th of August was the result. Anarchy once let loose, power in the hands of a municipality instead of a legislative assembly, what wonder the massacre of September followed.«


  »Robespierre,* exclaimed Lebas, the husband of the fourth sister, »we have won the republic, it must now be kept.«


  »It must, it shall, if I live,’ said Robespierre, telling a startling truth, for he, almost alone amid the turbulent spirits of the revolution, believed in the people; »but the helm must be preserved neither by the talking Gironde nor the corrupt Danton. I,’ and the deputy expressed his usual sentiment, »can understand no republicanism apart from virtue; no statesmanship apart from action. Danton can act, but he sold himself, and is knee deep in blood; the Gironde can talk, bat unless when citoyenne Roland gives taem a hint, can never act.«


  »True«, continued St. Just, »a party which owes all its inspirations to a clever woman, can be worthy of little respect.«


  »Ah!« exclaimed the wife of Lebas, »citoyen Lebas here will be corrupted, He is not ashamed to ask my advice.«


  »And he is right«, said Robespierre; »but a political party should have some settled plan of action, and not ask each evening of Roland's wife the word of order.«


  »And now«, interrupted the affianced wife of Robespierre, »enough of politics-let us sup.«


  »But«, said the young girl, who was not of the family, rising, »I must run home.«


  »Not yet, surely«, replied Mademoiselle Duplay; »besides, I want thee to see a picture I have just received, at which we must all laugh very heartily. Citoyen«, continued she, addressing Robespierre, »decidedly thou art a conspirator.«


  »Everybody says so«, said the deputy, moodily; »but why this reflection now, my friend?«


  »Worse and worse«, exclaimed the girl, gaily »thou art aiming at restoring royalty.«


  »I!« said Robespierre.


  »In thy own person«, continued his betrothed; »faith, the carpenter's daughter may aspire to be queen!«


  »In my own person«, replied Maximilian, quietly, »of course, because I am neither to be bought, like Mirabeau and Danton, nor seduced like Barnave, nor dazzled by the tempting bait of ambition like Brissot, Vergniaud, Gaudet; I must look to a high reward. Is there then no belief in love of a principle—in the ardent desire to behold the reign of right and justice—in fact, in patriotism?«


  »There is!« exclaimed St. Just, warmly, »we know thee incorruptible, virtuous, devoted to thy country, and posterity will know thee too.«


  »Not if our enemies triumph«, replied Robespierre, thoughtfully; »the fallen are always in the wrong. Their enemies paint them for posterity.«


  »But you forget me«, said the young citoyenne Duplay, »and my picture.«


  With these words she unrolled a canvas which she held in her hand, and holding it on high, displayed it to the assembled company.


  It represented a number of men, all portraits, congregated in an apartment, and bending affectionately over a map, that of France, as if engaged in defining what was best or its happiness and safety. Among these men was Robespierre, his eyes hypocritically bent also on the map, while his hand was secretly drawing upon his head a regal crown, which the Duke of Orleans, in the back ground, seemed inclined to contest with him.


  Robespierre smiled grimly, for whatever anxiety this remarkable personage may have had to direct public opinion, in virtue of his eloquence, his purity of life, his known disinterestedness, and, in the end, in virtue of the terrible sacrifices which he made to the sanguinary and vile spirit of the Commune, he never aimed at any official power beyond that of a legislator; the rest of the party, save two, laughed heartily.


  The two exceptions were St. Just, and the young girl who had wished to leave.


  »It is an idle folly«, said Robespierre, passing his hand across his brow, pale with labour and thought, »none usurp royalty but victorious generals. Dumouriez, Lafayette, both aimed at playing Cromwell: perhaps from all this bitter enmity of the friends of liberty, a sword may spring and decide the struggle. But for us, there is but a struggle in a great cause; if victorious, we retire to our hearths and gaze on the happiness of our fellow-creatures; if we fail, there is the scaffold, obloquy, calumny, ingratitude.«


  »But in the mean time«, observed the saturnine St. Just, »the author of this caricature must pay the forfeit of his audacity.«


  »My God!« thought the young girl, »now I know why he let me come.«


  »In the first place«, said Robespierre, »the author is unknown to us, In the next, recollect, St. Just, what I have often said, »if I cannot stay the shedding of blood, I will never sanction or originate it.«


  »And be denounced as a moderate, an aristocrat«, half sneered St. Just.


  »Better die like a dog at once«, exclaimed Maximilian, taking off his spectacles, for he was short-sighted, »than perish with seas of blood upon our conscience.«


  »So thou saidst,’ observed St. Just, »when thou satest up all night, while the satellites of Danton were cutting the throats of the enemies of the republic. Thou wast on foot all night in my garret, cursing thy want of influence to stay the bloodshed, and now thou art accused of having aided in the deed.«


  »I know«, thundered Robespierre, »on me they pile the crimes of my worst enemies; but it is enough for me, the accusations are false. Had the vacillating Assembly passed my decree, abolishing the punishment of death, none of this would have happened.«


  »And Louis Capet?« observed St. Just.


  »Would have lived«, replied Robespierre, drily.


  »I fancy that law would have suited Citizen Veto[1] to a nicety«, sneered St. Just.


  »My friend«, interrupted Mademoiselle Duplay, »supper is ready.«


  The three deputies of the Convention, whose power made the monarchies of Europe tremble, immediately moved to a table, and in company with the carpenter and his family, partook of a humble meal, suited to the fortunes of men, who, while ruling the destinies of a vast republic, lived generally im fourth floors and garrets. A modern medical student would, doubtless, consider the meagre tenement inhabited by General St. Just, member of the Convention, and of the Executive government, as far below his dignity. But whatever the faults of these republicans, their poverty and their garrets proved their utter disinterestedness.


  [1]Louis Capet, Monsieure Veto, Citoyenne Antoinette, were the usual names given to the king and queen.


  


  Chapter II.
 Rue St. Anne.


  At a quarter past ten the supper was over, and Cecilia Armand, the young person before alluded to, rose to go.


  »I must leave thee«, she said, addressing Mademoiselle Duplay; »it is late, and the patrol might take me to the guardhouse. Besides my husband expected me at ten.«


  »Thou livest in the Rue St. Anne, I believe«, exclaimed St. Just, taking up a cloak and cap.


  »Qui, monsieur«, replied Cecilia, blushing.


  »Monsieur«, laughed Mademoiselle Duplay, while St. Just slightly frowned.


  »Pardon«, said the young wife, »but I cannot forget quite the old style.«


  »I am afraid«, observed St. Just, smiling, »there is a touch of aristocracy about thee. I have caught thee saying ‘you’ twice instead of ‘thou.’ «


  »Bah!« said Robespierre, »such petty distinctions are well for Marat and Camille Desmoulins, who crawl for popular favour, but not for us.«


  »True«, replied St. Just; »by the way«, he added, turning to Mademoiselle Duplay, »how reached that picture?«


  »It was thrown into the yard, addressed M. Robespierre«, replied the girl.


  »Now, citoyenne, I am ready. I have my palace in a garret, Rue St. Anne, No. 10, and as we are neighbours I can protect thee thus far.«


  And St. Just, after arranging to meet Robespierre at nine o’clock next morning at the Jacobin Club, went out arm and arm with the blushing young wife.


  »Citoyenne«, said the deputy, as they reached the corner of the Rue de la Republique, »thy husband painted that picture.«


  »Mon Dieu!” exclaimed Cecilia, much alarmed.


  »The supreme being! if you please«, said one of two men, who were passing and heard her exclamation. »Citoyenne aristocrat, art thou not aware that Dieu is abolished?«


  »Citizens«, said her companion, »my young friend made a mistake; thon hast corrected her, go thy way.«


  »Not so fast«, said the man, after whistling to a third in the rear; »who knows but that we have not picked up a couple of aristocrats. Thou art aware none can be abroad after ten without a carte de civisme.«


  »Bah!« replied the deputy, drily.


  »So come, my turtle doves, to the corps de garde.«


  »Friend«, said the other, quietly, »I am afraid thou art inebriated.«


  »Mordieu! cried the man, fariously, »drunk, this is too bad.«


  »An aristocratic oath«, observed the deputy.


  »I confess, but one cannot command one’s tongue always. But come to the corps de garde. How do I know thou art not in company with Madame Veto.«


  »Friend«, said the other, »I am the Citoyen St. Just; my companion is the citoyenne Armand—now go thy way.«


  »St. Just!« cried the other, falling back. »Excuse me, now I recollect thy voice. Bon soir, Vive la Republique, and teach thy friend to say L’Etre Supreme.«


  And the Sans-Culotte went his way, delighted to have had five words with a Jacobin of such good reputation.


  »I was saying«, continued St. Just, »thy husband painted that portrait.«


  »But—” said the wife, alarmed.


  »He is in error«, drily remarked St. just, »and judges Robespierre through a black prism. Mark me, young girl, it is always the fate of those who labour ins good cause to be maligned. Robespierre is a true patriot, unpurchaseable, devoted to the democracy, fearing God, wedded to certain principles, and ready to use any means, save blood, to make these principles triumph.«


  »Save blood«, cried Cecilia, in doubt.


  »Yes, my friend, in this we differ. I see the triumph of republicanism only across the dead bodies of its enemies, while Robespierre would not even take the life of a murderer. But he will learn that he must consent to hundreds of deaths or perish himself.«


  »But on the 10th of August blood enough was shed.«


  »Of course, and laid to the door of Robespierre, who knew not of the existence of the conspiracy. No! no! Danton and the Gironde overthrew the monarchy that day—to them the glory. We guide only the opinions of the people.«


  »And the days of September«, faltered Cecilia.


  »Ab, yes, we know of that, and did what we could to stay it. But the mob and its leaders were inflamed: to denounce or stay the fury of the hired assassins of the Commune was to point their daggers at our breasts. We warned many; Robespierre even saved four priests; but Danton and the Commune were determined on blood.«


  »Why?«


  »Why? because Danton is ambitious. The republic gained, he wished to exasperate its enemies without, and stain the people knee deep in crime within. He succeeded in part, the people as well as the governments of Europe abominate us, while the people of Paris, innocent of the villainy, know themselves accused, and are, as Danton expected, only the more resolate to perish or be free. But no, no, the People had nothing to do with the 2nd September.«


  »Who then?«


  »The Commune planned in secret, the Assembly unconsciously connived by giving Danton a decree which compelled every citizen to stay within doors all that day, while the police made domiciliary visits, the municipal authorities winked, the National Guard, trained by Santerre, remained still, and three hundred hired ruffians, fed on brandy and gunpowder, and inflamed by horrid creatures in the shape of women, entered the prisons, and did the deed.«


  »And what became of them?«


  »Several died on the spot; others were burnt at Charenton; others became raving mad, and perished unassisted; while all who live hide themselves under false names and in wretched hovels from the hate of their fellow citizens.«


  »And Danton?«


  »Is ashamed of the deed; and yet the next day he said, ‘I looked my crime in the face, and I did it.«


  »And Robespierre?«


  »Shall I tell thee how he passed that night?« said St. Just.


  »Yes«, replied Cecilia,


  »He had been at the Jacobin Club all day«, replied the young man, »and even until twelve at night, when, weary and sad, we left it in company. Robespierre called my attention as we came along to the tocsin, that had begun to sound. I laughed, for I confess I pitied the victims less than he did. Swiss, aristocrats, and priests—I cared little fur them.«


  »But thou art an ex-noble thyself«, said Cecilia.


  »Never remind me of what I loathe to think of«, exclaimed the young republican; »but, bah! I have made up for the accident of birth.«


  »Excuse me, citizen.«


  »No excuse; but I was saying Robespierre walked with me to my door, and even up into my room. I begun to undress, when Maximilian asked me what I was about to do? ‘To sleep,’ said I. ‘Sleep!’ exclaimed he, ‘while thousands of thy fellow-creatures are being butchered like sheep.’ I made some careless answer, though had I had the power, the instigators and tools of that night should have alone perished; but I am philosophical, and what can’t be avoided never troubles me. I then, wearied and overcome. went to sleep. About dawn I was awoke by steps in my room, and there was Robespierre, paler even than usual, his hands clasped together, his eyes bent upon the street, listening to the sounds without. He had walked about all night, and when I grumbled at his want of care of himself—for that man is my master, I love him—he answered, ‘I have walked about this night like remorse or crime. Yes! I have been foolish enough not to sleep; but I was wrong, for no doubt Danton slept!«


  »I begin to understand Robespierre somewhat better«, murmured Cecilia.


  »My friend«, replied St. Just, »here is your door, and now one word. Thy husband painted that picture, either actuated by patriotic motives, or instigated by gain. Never mind. Our friends, the Duplays, interest themselves in thee, and both thou and he are young; teach him to know the incorruptible Robespierre better, and be sure he shall not he harmed. Mind thee, even if arrested, he shall be saved. But no more caricatures of patriots.«


  And the legislator of five-and-twenty crossed the narrow and poor street to gain his humble garret.


  Cecilia, puzzled, astonished, and alarmed, rapidly ascended the stairs which led to her apartment. It was on the fourth floor, The door was open. All was silent within, but stepping gently over the threshold, Cecilia discovered her husband sleeping before the fire in an old armchair. There was no candle, but the logs on the fire sent forth a cheerful blaze. To take off her scarf—she wore no bonnet—and warm cloak was the work of a minute, and then gently moving towards the bed, Cecilia took from a box near its foot a candle.


  In stooping to reach the taper, the eyes of the young girl wandered accidentally under the bed, and she caught sight of a man lying full length against the wall.


  Cecilia neither shrieked nor fainted, nor by any outward sign discovered her alarm, but rising calmly went to the fire and lit her candle.


  The room was large; one half was occupied as a dwelling, the other as the artist’s study, though the line of demarcation was but a streak of white chalk across the floor. A bed, two chairs, a table, a couple of boxes, with a few articles of domestic utility, composed the whole furniture of the one side, while a few unfinished paintings, an easel, and side-board covered with paints and brushes, was all that filled the other.


  Having lit the candle and gazed on the sleeping countenance of her young husband, who, wearied by a day's labour, and an evening spent at the Cordeliers Club, slept soundly, Cecilia took from the mantelshelf pen, ink, and paper.


  »I must sketch him as he sleeps«, she whispered, as if afraid of waking him; and sitting down at the table, with her face fixed upon her husband, and a glance occasionally cast beneath the bed, she scrawled something upon a sheet of paper. At the end of a few minutes her work seemed to tire her.


  * But I must wake him too«, she exclaimed, »I have so much to say.«


  Here the man under the bed seemed to raise himself up to listen.


  »Arthur«, said Cecilia.


  »My love«, replied the young man, starting, »returned!«


  »Some time«, smiled the wife; »long enough to sketch thee.«


  Arthur took the paper and read:—


  »Start not. A spy is beneath our bed. Take no notice, but talk cautiously. What I shall say of Robespierre, I mean?«


  »Not bad«, said the husband, with an imperceptible nod of intelligence. »But have you returned alone?«


  »Hast thou, my friend?« smiled the wife.


  »I always forget, love. But my question.«


  »I was accompanied to the door by the citizen St. Just«, replied Cecilia.


  Arthur started, while a frown crossed his face.


  »But let me tell thee how I spent my evening«, and with the exception of not making the slightest allusion to Armand being the author of the caricature, Cecilia recounted all that had passed.


  »I hope thy opinion of Robespierre is correct«, replied Armand, »for some one is wanted to counterbalance that ruffian Marat.«


  »Arthur!« said Cecilia, glancing at the bed.


  »This evening, at the Cordelier, he asked for 300,000 heads, and assured the people that without this slaughter there was no hope for the republic«, continued Armand, without noticing his wife’s glance. »I rose, amid loud murmurs, and denounced him.«


  »My God!« cried Cecilia, »you are ruined! You must fly!«


  »Cecilia«, replied Arthur, calmly, »I cannot fly. I am already denounced; this night I shall be arrested, and«, he added, clicking a pistol, »the rascal hid under the bed will depose against me.«


  »Citoyen«, groaned a half-suffocated voice, »mercy!«


  »Don’t be alarmed, scoundrel«, said Arthur, rising with a pistol in each hand, »but come out.«


  »Arthur«, murmured Cecilia, approaching her husband, and whispering hastily, »if you are arrested, I have the promise of St. Just that you shall be saved.«


  »Ah!« replied Armand, surprised, and then turning to the trembling spy, »I hope thou wert comfortable, citizen.«


  »Not very«, said the man, an ill-dressed, ill-looking ruffian—one of the compositors employed on Marat's paper— »but the public service makes everything sweet.«


  »Public service!« replied Armand, contemptuously, »dost thou call it public service to enter the chamber of a citizen, and creep like a thief under his bed, to listen to his domestic confidences?«


  »Everything is service which a patriot is directed to do by the friends of the people.«


  »I discuss not with a scoundrel of thy sort«, continued Armand; »go—there is the door!«


  »Citoyen«, said the spy, with a mocking air, »I shall not go—I shall remain!«


  »We shall see«, exclaimed Armand, cocking his pistols.


  »Help! help! A moi, Fournier, Coupe-téte«, cried the spy, as several musket stocks were heard falling heavily on the landing.


  »Open, in the name of the nation«, said Fournier, the American.


  »Arrested already!« exclaimed Cecilia, pale and trembling.


  Armand opened the door and the party entered. Five armed volunteers, headed by Fournier, the American, and Coupe-téte, two of the assassins of September, advanced into the room.


  »Well, what news, Copeau?« inquired Coupe-téte, addressing the spy.


  »Ah!« cried Copeau, »great news. The Citoyen Armand is an aristocrat and a counter-revolutionist. He does not even tutoyer his wife, while she says, ‘My God!'«


  »Good«, said Coupe-téte; »and now, citoyen Armand, march.«


  »Where?« replied the young artist, who was consoling his wife.


  Thou wilt learn soon enough. As for the present destination, all I can say is, it leads to the Place de la Révolution«, and the ruffian laughed at his own wit.


  »Am I not to know where my husband is confined?« said Cecilia, beseechingly.


  »Thank thy stars thou dost uot accompany him«, replied Fournier,


  »Coupe-téte«, said a soft voice without, which made Cecilia start.


  »Who calls?«


  »Citoyen St. Just«, replied the young man, entering with a cold and cynical air. »So thou art ever active. Ah! citoyen Armand, hast thou been already denounced? Of what is he accused?«


  Coupe-téte explained.


  »And where dost thou take him?« said St. Just.


  »I am bound to be secret on that point«, replied the assassin.


  »But I denounce the citoyen Armand as the author of an infamous caricature of Robespierre«, continued St. Just, coldly.


  Cecilia opened her eyes and gazed in alarm on the speaker.


  »Ah! that is different. Every denouncer has a right to know the whereabouts of his handful. The conspirator is bound for the Conciergerie.«


  »Good«, said St. Just, »but here are pen and ink. I will write my denunciation«, and he scrawled a few words on a sheet of paper.


  Cecilia and Arthur exchanged glances.


  »On second thoughts«, exclaimed the young deputy, »I will make it in form tomorrow. Good night—take care of thy charge. Vive la République.«


  And St. Just turned his back and retired, followed by the police and their victim. Cecilia remained alone, and no sooner were the men gone than, despite her agony and misery, she sprang towards the sheet of paper on which St. Just had written.


  »I denounced thy husband to know his prison. Retire not to rest—St. Just will return![2]


  [2]If the reader’s preconceived opinions of Robespierre make him quarrel with him as painted by us, he may find our view of the matter confirmed by Tissot, by Charles Nudier, by Liaunartine in his valuable work, »The Girondins;” in fact, by all who have taken the trouble to study him otherwise than in the report Courtois made to excuse his execution.«


  


  Chapter III.
 The Conciergerie, and Other Localities Appertaining to this Truthful History.


  The party, headed by Fournier, the American, which had charge of the person of Arthur Armand, placing the young man in the centre, took their way along the Rue St. Honoré, until reaching the Palais Egalité—now and before the Palais Royal —they turned down the Rue St. Thomas du Louvre, and were about to quit the narrow and dirty street, when they came full upon a patrol, composed of Marseillais allies.


  »Who goes there?’’ said one who headed this body.


  »Friends.«


  »The password?«


  »Salut et Mort.«


  »Good; and now, citizens, where so hastily?«


  »A little duty«, replied the ferocious Fournier, »am aristocrat in leading-strings, ready trussed for the guillotine. Good night.«


  »Not so fast«, said the officer. »I am curious about aristocrats, I am. Suppose we drink, Vive la République, and death to its enemies.«


  »Well said, citoyen.«


  »Citoyenne, if you please«, said the other; »art thou drunk already, gros Fournier, that thou knowest me not?«


  »Ah! my princess, Theroigne de Mericourt; well met, I have not seen thee since the 10th of August.«


  »I hope thy health has not suffered in consequence«, laughed Theroigne de Mericourt, »but, volte face, here is the wine shop«, and pushing Armand before them the two parties entered the cabaret, calling for wine.


  The patrol was composed of eight men, republicans of the first water, which might be seen by their huge tricoloured breeches, red waistcoats, black coats, and the cap of liberty, while the guard which honoured Armand were ragged sans-culottes.


  Theroigne de Mericourt was a tall young woman, with blue eyes, lovely flaxen hair, a dazzlingly white complexion, and teeth brilliant and shining. Her dress was a blue frock coat, louse pantaloons, a scarf, two pistols and a sword, while boots covered her lower extremities, a cocked bat the upper. The expression of her face was partly sad, partly audacious; sad in memory of the noble whose treachery had caused her fall, audacity as she recollected how she had been revenged upon the classes whom, in dislike of one, she hated-man, woman, and child.


  An aristocrat, as all gentlemen were then called, found Theroigne de Mericourt an innocent girl of eighteen; deluded by his promises she fled from a happy home, to be soon abandoned and forgotten. Awaking from her dream of sin and felicity, dire was the struggle in her woman's breast, and the Revolution bursting forth, she became one of the most terrible of its instruments. At the head of the lowest mob, on the 10th of August, her presence was everywhere the signal of death to all suspected of nobility; but her history is in every page of the French Revolution.


  Fournier, the American, was a negro, and one of the most brutal of his race, fit instrument of Danton and Marat.


  »So this is your pigeon«, said Theroigne, gazing on Armand, who was examining her with the eye of an artist; »what's his name?«


  »Armand«, replied Fournier.


  »His crime?«


  »He has accused Marat of being the enemy of the republic.«


  »That's all!« cried Theroigne, coldly.


  »How that’s all?« replied Fournier, raising his head.


  »Because he spoke truth«, continued Theroigne.


  »Art thou mad?« thundered Fournier, while Armand listened with all his ears.


  »Perfectly in my senses«, said Theroigne.


  »And thou too darest denounce the friend of the people?«


  »Who is that?«


  »Marat!«


  »Fournier«, said the girl, with flashing eyes, »Marat is a monster, one who revels in blood, who, sneaking in a cellar, pours forth from his cover calumny and falsehood.«


  »Like Suleau«, replied Fournier, sneering.


  »Enough«, said Theroigne. »Suleau maligned me—he is dead. But Marat lives —for how long, thinkest thou?«


  »Citoyenne«, exclaimed Fournier, »I shall denounce thee.«


  »Thou?«


  »I.«


  »Fool«, said Theroigne, in a whisper; »have I not thy letter to the Princess de Lamballe? can I not prove that thou slewest her because thy reward was only half paid?«


  The negro fell back.


  »Citoyen Armand«, continued Theroigne,“ I am sorry for thee. Thou art a good patriot, but why get thyself into hot water?«


  »I want not to upset monarchy, to see tyrants reign instead.«


  »Thou art right, but never mind—there is justice yet in France. Thou art denounced, but the world shall know how falsely. Give me thy hand, and then go thy way.«


  Armand held out his hand, in no small surprise, to the beautiful woman, erring and criminal as she was, who thus befriended him, and felt that she left in his fingers a small strip of paper.


  * Good night, Fournier«, she said, contemptuously; and then, followed by the patrol, she left the cabaret.


  »Now then, sans-culottes«, exclaimed the negro.


  »Hold, citoyen«, said Armand, quietly; »thou art my jailer, good—it is thy duty. Let us drink « bottle together, however, in token that I wish thee no ill. Recollect I shall be deprived of this satisfaction awhile.«


  »Thou art a jolly fellow, I see«, replied Fournier.


  »Thanks«, said Armand, throwing bis last five francs on the table.


  »And this is to pay?« inquired Fournier, »ma foi! the guichetier of the Palais will be knocked up late to-night.«


  »No objection to my smoking«, said Armand, drawing forth a pipe.


  * None at all, mon brave«, cried the negro.


  Armand quietly loaded his pipe, and then as if to see that it was nothing valuable, began unrolling the piece of paper which Theroigne de Mericourt had given him.


  »Allow me«, said Fournier, politely, as he took the paper from the young man’s hand, unconscious of the blow he was inflicting.


  »Wait«, exclaimed Armand, quietly, »I think that is the recipe of one of my yellow mixtures.«


  »See then«, replied Fournier, carelessly.


  »Oh, no! it is all right«, continued the young man, handing it back after reading it.


  »Then here is a light«, said Fournier, »thy health, and a speedy delivery.«


  »A speedy delivery«, responded Armand, who had read these words:—“ You are a mistaken, but sincere republican, and shall be saved.«


  About an hour later the sans-culottes were on their way towards the Pont-Neuf, which, crossing half way, they followed the Quai, which led to the gates of the gloomy Conciergerie.


  A single knock brought the head jailer to the door, and having reconnoitred Fournier through the barred loup hole, he hastened to open.


  »More game«, said the man, »but wait awhile while I attend to this bird.«


  Armand raised his eyes, and saw standing, surrounded by municipal officers, another prisoner who had preceded him.


  It was a woman about seven-and-thirty, of dignified mien, though much broken by misfortune and suffering. Her face was pale, her eyes red with weeping, while her hair, once auburn, was now nearly white. Her garments were mean, and even bore marks of having been mended. She was before the desk of the principal jailer, who prepared to sign a receipt for his prisoner, and inscribe her name in his ledger.


  Pushing back his red cap, and placing his spectacles before his eyes, so as better to write out the usual formal document, the man seated himself.


  »Your name?«


  »Marie-Antoinette, Princess of Lorraine, wife of Louis XVI, late King of France«, replied the woman, in a broken but still haughty voice.


  »The queen!« said the jailer, starting to his feet, while Armand gazed in astonishment at her whom, a few years before, he had seen so lovely.


  »Madame Veto!« exclaimed General Santerre, severely.


  »Whichever am I to write?« said the jailer, confused.


  »Whichever thou pleasest, so there be no delay.«


  The man, in a state of mind which may be easily conceived—he, so used to hear that all power came from the crown—mechanically wrote out the name, as given by the unhappy queen, who was then led away to her dungeon, where having seen her safely deposited, the officers of the Commune departed.


  It was now Armand’s turn, and his name exciting no emotion in the jailer’s mind, in five minutes more he was within the walls of a damp and dark cell, where his guards left him.


  


  Chapter IV.
 The Café Sans-Culotte.


  Leading from the Rue des Marmousets to the Rue St. Christophe, in the island of the Cité, and within a stone’s throw of Notre Dame, is another street, which the goud Parisians, in their love of saints, have characterised by the name of St. Pierre-aux-Bœufs, though the connexion between that reverend personage and the fraternity of bulls be apocryphal. But all ancient towns have their strange names, by which, verily, those who first christened them, would, did they now walk, have some difficulty in recognizing their own handiwork, such as Rue Transnonain, Chat-qui-pêche, Cloche Percé, Croulebarbe, and other equally rare devices, to say nothing of those, which the elegance of ancient days—those guod old times so much regretted—so called as to render translation equally difficult and undesirable. Were we Smollet, or even his modern imitators over the water, we might rejoice our readers by the preservation of some of these delectable morsels, but we are writing for plain English readers, who never indulge in such dirty curiosity, and hence we say no more[3].


  About eight o'clock in the evening which succeeded the arrest of Armand, a man entered the Rue St. Pierre-aux-Boeufs, from the side of the Rue Marmousets, and advancing slowly down the street paused before a tavern, It was a peculiar tavern was that of the Rue St. Peter the Bull, and could not fail to draw the attention of any antiquarian who should have paid a visit to that locality..


  Narrow, with iron bars, red curtain, and tricoloured flag over the dour, this humble cabaret rejoiced in the name of »Café Sans-Culotte«, and certainly appeared as if its visitors could never have worn anything so human as the garment to the absence of which the sign made delicate allusion.


  »Vie de Brutus«, said the man, emphatically, »this is an insurrection shop, I could swear; bravo, it works. Sacristi, how many heads to-day?«


  With these words, uttered in a loud voice, he ascended four steps, and found himself in an apartment about seven feet square, occupied by a counter, a long-deal table, and a couple of benches. Behind the counter was a woman fast asleep, whose cap, white, red, and blue, proclaimed her a patriot of the first water.


  »Crac! crac!’ cried the new comer. »Citoyenne Coupe-téte, a cup of wine, a cachet at twelve sous. Crac! crac!«


  »Coupe! coupe!« said the woman, raising her head, »don’t leave one. I’m for Marat; three hundred thousand heads!«


  »Foi de guillotine!” coolly observed the man; »thou dreamest patriotism, Citoyenne Coupe-téte.«


  »Bah!« said the woman, »I was asleep. Thou saidst a cachet at twelve sous, my patriot?«


  »Yes, la citoyenne, also a crust of bread, two saucisses a l'ail, and a carafon of water.«


  »Good.«


  »And, my lamb, the inner room. I expect a friend, Maitre Scipio, of the Conciergerie—we have some business together.«


  »Who will he ask for?«


  »Cituyen Brutus Tranchemontaine«, said the other, with pride.


  »Well, Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine«, replied the wife of the assassin Coupe-téte, »here is a plate, a knife, the sausages, and a bottle. Thou art a republican—serve thyself.«


  »Peste!« exclaimed the man admiringly, »thou art a Roman, my hostess. Does the Cité breed many more such laridons?«


  »Ah!« simpered the greasy dame, »thou art a flatterer, Citoyen Tranchemontaine, »though my husband does say I am a Spartan, which, I expect, is the same thing.«


  »Next door«, replied the other; »but rather let him call thee an Iroquois, my charmer.«


  »Oh!« said the dame, smiling, »I believe the Americans are democrats, la Washington an Iroquois?«


  »Exactly«, continued Brutus Tranchemontaine, »the Iroquois are—sacristie!—the veriest Sans-Culottes I know of-fichtre! if the Commune only had a few of them here they would save us a deal of trouble.«


  »How, Citoyen?«


  »They have an immense knack at curing aristocrats of any unwholesome tastes.«


  »Bah! could we not send for a few of them, citoyen.«


  »It is hardly worth while«, replied Citoyen Brutus, »for now I think of it, we have plenty of massacrers in Paris. I expect Marat has a touch of the Iroquois in him, But I am forgetting my supper. Don’t forget, citoyenne«, and the man entered the parlour of the Café Sans-Culotte.


  Citoyenne Coupe-téte, a fat, heavy, stupid woman, of about five-and-forty, was an excellent specimen of those ignorant and ferocious beings who, born in an atmosphere of dirt, crime, and slavery, became the blind instruments of low and selfish demagogues, like Marat, who, with these tools, disgraced a revolution in its origin necessary, sublime, glorious, and of which every living creature in France is now in ungrateful lethargy reaping the benefit.


  Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine, who was of course sneering at the well-known tastes of the Maratists, appeared by his talk to belong to that body of sincere republicans who regarded the sovereignty of the people as another name for the reign of justice, peace, tolerance, and happiness. But, unfortunately, Paris, for a thousand years oppressed and debauched, vilified and degraded, by the orgies of kings and nobles, soured by centuries of slavery, corrupted by centuries of vice, recollecting the Tour de Nesle, the Massacre of St. Barthelemy, the duels, murders, assassinations, which disgraced its ancient streets during the reigns of a long line of kings, Paris nursed within itself a population which, taking example from above, from the upper classes, was profligate, idle, vicious, sanguinary, reckless, ferocious, as the ruling orders had been for a thousand years before. Ages had the nobility had their day; the people, creatures of the favoured classes, now had theirs. The wonder is that their excesses were not more frightful than the reality, the pity that the middle classes did not possess courage and will-as they had the power—to prevent them altogether.


  The citoyen Brutus was decidedly not a colossus. Of the middle height, slight and elastic, his natural gifts appeared wholly lost beneath the strange costume which he assumed. His head was clouded in a perfect beehive of long brown and curly hair, surmounted by a broad-brimmed pointed hat, on the rim of which was written in red letters, Vive la République. His beard and moustache were enormous, his coat loose, his waistcoat tricoloured, his watch had seals in imitation of guillotines -as young and lovely girls wore guillotine drops in their ears—his breeches were scarlet, his stockings crimson, his shoes black and tied in a knot by ribbons of the same colour—all, in fact, spoke one striving to look vastly more ferocious than he was by nature.


  Placing his provender upon a dirty table, the citizen Brutus looked around him. He was in a room, exactly the same size as the first, but without the counter, so that a small but square table filled the centre. The walls were plastered, and had once been white, but in proof of the change effected by time, dirt, and tobacco smoke, to say nothing of greasy backs leaned against them, they were scratched over with chalk. Vile sentences, embodying impure and atrocious sentiments, were profusely scattered, while a gallows exhibited two personages hanging irreverently from its summit; yes, in this city of Roman origin, where kings, and emperors, and princes reigned so long, where regal words were from before the Christian era until then, laws, where within a hundred feet, stood on the ruins of a temple raised to Jupiter, the cathedral of Notre-Dame, the monarchs of the great nation were publicly represented hanging from the felon’s tree with, underneath, these words, »Monsieur and Madame Veto dansant sur la corde.«


  This mockery was cruel and idle, but does it not contain a wondrous moral, and does it not tell to all who would tyrannise over and brutalise the millions, how short is the road between the servility of serfs and the vengeance of blood-earned freemen? Beside the gorgeous pageants of royal funerals, not always of saints, how sound, reminding us that we are all but men and women, these words, inscribed on the register uf a parish sexton, »a wooden coffin for the widow Capet, 7 francs?« Such were the obsequies of Marie-Antoinette!


  The citoyen Brutus having placed his food, we have said, on the table, amused himself awhile by gazing round the room, but gradually forgetting, it seemed, the place in which he was, his eyes closed, and he sank into a deep reverie. Wine and victuals remained untouched, while a deep sigh several times emerged from his bosom. An unexpected event speedily, however, aroused him.


  »Is the inner room empty?« said voice, which thrilled through every vein of the man’s body. It was a man’s voice, but it sounded something between that of a wolf and a hyena.


  »No, citoyen«, replied the hostess, deprecatingly.


  »Citoyen«, exclaimed Brutus, rising and advancing, »it is, 1 hope, not unworthil occupied; two patriots are always well met.«


  The man gazed inquiringly at Madame Coupe-téte.


  »The citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine«, hastened to observe the worthy dame, »a perfect Sans-culotte, who pretends that I am a perfect I—I—«


  »A Roman, a very Spartan«, somewhat hastily interposed the citoyen Brutus.


  »A litre of wine«, said the stranger, whose accent was that of a Swiss.


  He then entered the parlour, and seated himself opposite our friend.


  Dirty, unwashed, unshaved, with a ragged cloth round his head, a shirt unbuttoned, and showing a bosom worthy of an ourang-outang, a loose black coat hanging down to his heels, shoes tied with whip cord, hands stained by ink, which was scattered over his whole person, he was clothed in harmony with his countenance. Thick coarse lips, shaggy uneven eyebrows, a nose of remarkable breadth, with an expression of sinister malevolence, eyes ever furtively cast round as if in search of some lurking danger, he was a man whom none could pass by unnoticed.


  »Death to all aristocrats«, said the new comer, filling his glass.


  »I pledge thee«, replied Brutus.


  »Thou art a true patriot, I hope«, said the dirty man.


  »Stranger«, exclaimed Brutus, »I fought on the 10th of August, I was astir in September, and am ready on all occasions; besides, the only papers I read are the Ami des Peuples, and the Pére Duchesne.«


  »Good«, said the other, delighted to find one whose studies presupposed an anarchist and an atheist—the journals alluded to being the expounders of those two delightful phases in human doctrine and belief.


  * And thou«, said citoyen Brutus, cramming the end of a sausage into his mouth.


  »Oh! I'm known. I tell the people every day that there will be no liberty until all aristocrats, shopkeepers, priests, merchants, brokers, lawyers, physicians, are sent to the guillotine.


  »Proof positive,’ said Brutus; »but I should be glad to learn a little of thy philosophy.«


  »I am ever proud to diffuse knowledge«, replied the little man. »Dost thou see, there can be no liberty without equality?«


  »Agreed«, said Brutus.


  »Now equality is impossible while there exist classes which make money by the people’s wants, while commerce, manufactures, trade, are allowed.«


  »Agreed«, said Brutus; »but, citoyen-I ask for information—How are we to eat and drink and live? We must have houses, we must have victuals.«


  »Of course, but by abolishing all luxury, everything but the strictly necessary, the evils I deplore will be done away with. A morsel of bread, 9 few lentils, a piece of meat, what dues a man want more? while the skins of beasts would make excellent clothing.«


  »Bravo«, said Bratus, »thou art a Spartan. I see thou wouldst bring all down as near as possible to one level.«


  »Completely—keeping the guillotine to pare excrescences.«


  »Ah! now I recollect, I heard a moderate this day week giving his notion of republicanism.«


  »I should like to hear it.«


  »Oh! all he wanted was a nation which, having no privileged persons or classes, left every avenue open to talent and ubility; where the people, by their representatives, ruled, and where equality was but equality of rights, of legal justice, of protection to property, and where no limit was placed to the fortunes which men might amass by what he called patience and industry.«


  »Hum!«


  »Yes, I recollect his words. ‘ Every sincere democrat, every true republican, dreams of no other equality than that of equality in the eyes of the law, when all rich and poor share alike rights, duties, and privileges.’«


  »I am afraid such doctrines taint a large body of our republicans«, said the other.


  »Yes, but for myself I see no democracy but in a state of nature; equal poverty, equal suffering, equal courage to bear up against the evils which are inherent in life.«


  »Yes, and therefore, friend, we must gradually destroy all large towns. There can be no equality but amongst a nation of pure agriculturists.«


  »Oh!« thought citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine, »this is another Iroquois.«


  »But this moderate of whom thou speakest.«


  »An aristocrat, a panderer to the luxurious tastes of man, an artist.«


  « His name?« said the other, with glaring eyes.


  »Arthur Armand, ex-Viscount de Monsmenil.«


  »Viscount?« said the other, bounding on his chair, »brother of the notorious Marquis de Monsmenil?«


  »Exactly.«


  »Oh! oh!’ observed the man, rubbing his hands, »thou art done for, my boy. But thy trial must be put off. There is a conspiracy under this, and we must see to the bottom of it.«


  »When was he to be executed?«


  »To-morrow«, said the man; »but I must away to the Commune. He must be respited. Ah, a conspiracy, bravo! Au revoir, citoyen.«


  And Marat rose and left the inner room of the Café Sans-Culotte, while Brutus, as if relieved by the absence of the editor of the Ami des Peuples, whom he knew well, though he seemed not to, drew a long and refreshing breath. Scarcely, however, had he done so, when another person entered the café.


  Good evening, citoyenne«, said a soft and ringing voice—a voice which, though slightly broken, must once have been delicious to the ear.


  »Good evening.«


  »A bottle of wine«, said the new arrival, »and when Citoyen Scipio comes, send him inside.«


  With these words the stranger took up his bottle and entered the inner room, taking his seat opposite to the Citoyen Brutus.


  [3]Those inveterately curious, and who must run their noses even where garbage alone rewards their search, may consult the unreadable poem of Guillot, an. dom. 1300, in the Dictionnaire des Rues de Paris, par Latyna.


  


  Book II.


  Chapter I.
 The Conciergerie.


  One of the most prominent buildings in the island of the cité in Paris is the vast Palais de Justice, with its gloomy turreted prison on one side, the Conciergerie, which relic of the early days of French history rears its gloomy head and pointed towers, inhabited by owls, to the sky.


  In one of the gloomy and dark dungeons of this second Bastille—sad Bastille, too, because the prison which liberty used in its awful struggle with the knaves and fools who sought to restore the paternal reign of despotism—and not many yards from where lay awaiting her trial the Austrian Princess, ex-Queen of France, and beside the cell of Josephine Beauharnais, the future wife of him who leaped all armed from the follies of patriotism, to crush the very breath of freedom, and make France one vast camp and prison, Arthur Armand was awaiting his trial—if the horrid farce of justice which the Commune of France had instituted could be so Called. All access to him had been denied. His wife had asked to share his prison, but was refused. The accused was au secret.


  Not being a ci-devant monarch, he had not, like Marie Antoinette, the presence even of gaolers to cause some change in his ideas. He was alone, to dwell with pity and shame on the frightful reign of terror which, under the inspiration of ex-physician Marat, was decimating France, and made of the prisons of Paris one vast charnel-house. His thoughts referred to his beloved wife, utterly ignorant as he was that she had a friend in the world.


  The morning of the second day the monotony of his existence ceased.


  About ten o’clock there came to his door, as he could hear, several men. A key was inserted in the lock, and an officer summoned him.


  »Citoyen Armand!«


  »I am here.«


  »Then follow, quick; en avant, marche.” Armand obeyed, and leaving hie cell found himself in the presence of several municipal Guards of most ferocious aspect, headed by a magistrate with huge tri-coloured scarf.


  Without a word, Armand was placed in the centre of the group, and marched off through the gloomy corridors of the Conciergerie towards the equally-lugubrious halls of the Palais de Justice, halting only when in the vast apartment known as the Salles Des Pas Perdus.


  Armand now looked about him. At one end was a rude table, with a few chairs surrounding it, and benches; while two railed-off partitions served for the witnesses and accused. Of the latter there were many. Old men and young, women, children even—-some innocent, some guilty, none perhaps worthy of any other punishment save a reprimand. But these were times apart from all others. The populace, so recently emancipated, looked with terror to the prospect of a counter-revolution which should place them at the mercy of their tender fellow-country-men, the royalists, who threatened to reduce Paris to a heap of ashes. Under the influence of this dread it was that they denounced right and left all who dared a word against the revolution, all even who were lukewarm-in fine, all who were only not enthusiastic.


  In about five minutes Fouquier-Tinville, the hideous judge of this awful court, took his seat.


  »How many birds this morning?« he said, addressing the public accuser.


  »Twenty.«


  »Ah«, replied the judge, with an angry frown, »thou art slow, citizen. The day which sees not fifty heads fall, that day the republic is betrayed.«


  »Sixty were executed yesterday«, replied the accuser meekly.


  »Sixty! and there are a hundred thousand traitors in Paris.«


  »Greffier! the first case, the Citoyenne Louise Granier.«


  »Louise Granier!« replied the municipal officer, thrusting forward a pale and trembling woman, of quiet and unassuming appearance.


  »Citoyenne Granier«, said Fouquier-Tinville, glancing at the accusation«, thou art an aristocrat.«


  »Ah!« said the poor woman, half dead with fright.


  »Woman!« thundered the judge, »I want an answer.«


  »I am a poor corset-maker«, said the accused, trembling.


  »Exactly«, replied the judge, ‘ thou panderest to the wasteful tastes of aristocracy. But thou art further accused of saying that Louis Capet was murdered.«


  »Citoyen judge«, said Louise Granier, »I thought so.«


  »Thou hadst no right to think«, continued the dreadful expounder of the Draconian law. »Louis Capet was executed, after just trial; who says he was murdered accuses the whole people. Thou art condemned.«


  »To what?« cried the victim, half madly.


  »To what?« said the judge, with astonishment. »Thou art curious. The brothers Samson will inform thee.«


  And carelessly examining the names before him, the president called the next case.


  »Arthur Armand.«


  The young man advanced proudly towards the bench of the accused.


  »Citoyen, thy name?« said the judge, sternly.


  »Citoyen Arthur Armand«, replied the artist, quietly.


  »Thou liest! thy name is Arthur de Miremesnil, ci-devant viscount.«


  The young man started, but said nothing.


  »Thy age?«


  »Twenty-six.«


  »Thy profession?«


  »Artist.«


  »In what?« grinned Fouquier-Tinville.


  »Not in human blood, like thee«, replied the young man, calmly.


  »Brute! idiot!«’ cried the judge, furiously, »thou art condemned.«


  »Citoyen judge«, said a little man rising, »I have a word to say.«


  »Ah! M. Palivat«, answered the judge frowning, »and what hast thou to say?«


  »I am the prisoner’s counsel«, said the little man quietly.


  »But this is false«, cried the judge; »the prisoner has no counsel.«


  »Ask him«, urged the little man, making a slight sign to the young man.


  »Accused«, said the angry judge, »hast thou a counsel? «


  »I have«, replied Armand.


  »Very well«, muttered the judge, »and what hast thou to say?«


  »Citoyen«, continued the counsel, »I have here two certificates that the accused, Arthur Armand, is a good patriot, that he is a sincere Republican, and has abjured all connection with the aristocracy.«


  »Who are they from?« said the judge, sulkily.


  »The first«, replied the other gravely, »is from the Citoyen Maximilian Robespierre.«


  »Ah!« exclaimed the judge, biting his nails, for he saw his prey escaping.


  Arthur Armand raised his eyes in the utmost astonishment.


  »The second is from the Citoyen General St. Just«, said the counsellor continuing.


  »Well!« growled the judge.


  »In the face of these certificates, it will be necessary to proceed with great caution«, said the defender significantly,


  »Certainly, certainly«, said the judge, »what is the charge?«


  »Stand forth—«


  »Present«, said the ruffian.


  »Thou denouncest the Citizen Arthur Armand?« inquired the judge.


  »I do, as an aristocrat and a counter revolutionist.«


  »What are thy grounds?«


  »He speaks ill of the representative Marat. I have heard him call him a blood-thirsty monster.«


  »Humph!« said the judge with an abominable grin, »is that all?«


  »I accuse him of having published a caricature insulting the majesty of the people, in the person of the Citoyen Robespierre.«


  »Thy proofs?« said the judge, fiercely.


  »I have only my word«, exclaimed the other, trembling.


  ‘Thou art a miserable royalist!«? thundered the judge, »and hast calumniated a good citizen, If the accused, Arthur Armand, has two citizens to answer for him he is free.«


  The young man locked hopelessly round.


  »Call the Citizen Brutus Tranchemontaine, and the Citoyenne Theroigne de Mericourt«, said the counsellor quietly.


  At this moment a small piece of paper was handed to the judge, wlose angry face became radiant, and his eyes, flashing fire, were fixed with a saturnine look on the prisoner.


  »Citizen Brutus Tranchemontaine«, exclaimed the magistrate, addressing our acquaintance of the Café Sans Culotte, »thou answerest for the revolutionary character of the ex-Viscount de Miremesnil?«


  »Tête de Bœuf! I should think so,’ said the namesake of the Roman patriot, energetically.


  »And who art thou?«


  »Brutus Tranchemontaine, one of the patriots of the 10th of August, secretary of the revolutionary section of Montmartre.«


  »Oh!« said the judge, »are these all thy qualities?«


  »No«, replied the other audaciously, »add assomeur d’aristocrate«, he added, striking his stick upon the pavement.


  »Oh! oh! Citoyen Assomeur d’ Aristocrate, and thou art ready to answer for the good citizenship of the brother of the notorious Count de Miremesnil.«


  »Yes! replied Brutus, without flinching, »the Count is a brigand, a scelerat, who has vowed to save the widow Capet, but his brother is a republican of the first water.«


  »And thou, Theroigne de Mericourt?«’ inquired the judge, while Armand remained in a state of bewildered astonishment, both at the certificates and the witnesses.


  »President, my patriotism is known. My proofs are many; and positively state that I am not more zealous than the Citoyen Armand,’ replied the amazon firmly.


  »I am sorry,’ said the judge, with a cynical smile, »to disappoint so many zealous patriots, but the accused is positively denounced as a royalist conspirator, by the Citoyen Marat, and must remain au secret until fresh instructions.«


  Arthur Armand was at once removed from the accused’s bench. Brutus Tranchemontaine and Theroigne de Mericourt made an attempt to speak to him as he was led away, but in vain. They then left the Palais de Justice in company.


  


  Chapter II.
 The Rue des Cordeliers.


  In the street known as the Rue des Cordeliers was an apartment of somewhat large dimensions, but presenting an appearance of dirt and poverty, which was the more disgusting that it was wholly unnecessary. A bed, the sheets of which were dingy, and soiled, as much by long use as ink, occupied one side of the room. Near at hand was a table covered with proof sheets, half written pages, files of newspapers, half a dozen pens, and numerous letters; beside this was a board, which served as a bookshelf, on which lay a strange assembly of books, amongst which Raynal and Montesquieu were the most thumbed, if we except the Bible, of which the occupant of this dwelling was used to say, »The Revolution is in this book. Nowhere is the people’s cause so eloquently pleaded; nowhere are the rich and powerful of the earth so severely handled. Jesus Christ is our master!«


  Man’s heart is truly an abyss, and how far this was hypocrisy, how far sincerity-and, then, the man was mad—but one power can judge.


  A man sat at the table writing, as if he had just sat down when about to go out.


  With a dirty jacket, the sleeves of which were tucked up like those of a workman at work; with velvet breeches spotted with ink, blue worsted stockings, shoes tied on the instep with whip-cord, a dirty shirt open at the breast, hair smoothed on the temples, and tied in a bunch behind by a leathern thong, with a broad brimmed hat falling on his shoulders: his costume was that of a thorough Sans Culotte. His head was large, the more remarkable that he was short, not being more than five feet high, and leant upon the left shoulder. He was strongly built, though neither stout nor fat. His shoulders were round, his arms powerful; a short neck gave him the more hideous appearance. His visage was bony, his nose aquiline, broad at the bridge and flattened, the end prominent; his lips were thin, his forehead large; his eyes were a grey yellow, quick, piercing—at times gentle and tenders; his eyebrows were scarcely perceptible, his beard was black, his hair brown.


  Such was Jean Paul Marat.


  Near him sat a woman, whose eye was wandering over the MS. pages of a romance, and one too of the Rousseau character, mingled with something which equally characterised Louvet.


  The woman was Albertine Marat, sister of the demagogue, who, with another woman, worshiped his very name; this latter, after his death, calling herself the widow Marat.


  The Romance was from the pen of the Conventionalist himself, and bore for title »The Adventures of the young Count Potousky.[4]«


  »Albertine«, said the anarchist, gently, »thou hast four hundred papers to fold.«


  The legislator-journalist wrote his paper, corrected it, and in a great measure folded the copies, and sent them by post.


  »Brother«, replied the woman, »I was reading thy romance.«


  »Trash!« said the friend of the people, cynically, »who can think of sentiment now. I have just repeated my demand for three hundred thousand heads «


  »Indeed!« exclaimed Albertine, with admiration.


  »Yes!« cried the ex-physician. »I hate blood; but some drops must be spilt to save the nation.«


  »Citoyen Marat!« said a voice from without.


  »Come in«, replied the conventionalist, casting an uneasy glance towards the door, for never was a greater coward.


  The denouncer of Armand entered.


  »What news«, said the Ami du Peuple, completely reassured. The man however seemed to snuff the coming dagger of Charlotte Corday.


  »The Citoyen Armand is put at secret.«


  »Excellent.«


  »But, citoyen, the judge almost let him go.«


  »How!« scowled Marat, his grey eye flashing fire.


  »The citoyen had certificates of civism from the representants Robespierre and St. Just«, replied the printer.


  »Ah!« said Jean Paul, biting his thin lips until the blood came. ‘“Robespierre! Robespierre! thou art ever in my path.«


  »Besides«, added the denouncer, »he had two patriot witnesses.«


  »Who?« said Marat, taking up a pen.


  »Theroigne de Mericourt.«


  »Ah!? growled Marat; »her I cannot touch: the other?«


  »Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine.«


  »Ah!« said Marat, uneasily, »the man of the Café Sans Culotte. But he denounced the Citoyen Armand to me.«


  »Trick!« replied the spy.


  »Ah!« said Marat, with a tiger glance.


  »He knew a serious accusation would delay execution, and I know knew nothing then of the certificates of the inseparables.«


  »Hum! hum!« mused Jean Paul; »who is this Brutus Tranche-devil?«


  »I suspect him«, replied the man, drily.


  »Ah! ah! of what?«


  »Of being a royalist conspirator in disguise.«


  »Hast thou any proof?« said Marat, his eyes glaring.


  »None; but I hope to get some.«


  »Good! see thou art quick. Thy country will reward thee.«


  »As it did the battalion of the Loire«, sneered the man, pettishly.


  »And how was that?« asked Marat, quietly.


  »Thou knowest not, citizen?« said the spy, flattered at his superior historical savoir.


  »I ask thee.«


  »They had been very brave, this barefooted battalion, with more shots than shoes.


  »What then?«


  »The Convention sent them thanks and a reward.«


  »Well?«


  »The revolutionary agent passed them in review. Not one had a shoe to his foot.«


  »Excellent patriots«, said Marat, »and what was their reward?«’


  »Addressing them, the agent said, »Battalion of the Loire, thou hast deserved well of thy country, the country thanks thee, and sends thee wooden shoes.«


  »Magnificent!« exclaimed Marat sincerely. »That is the way republicans are rewarded. The men who do such things are sublime. But thou wouldst have more solid reward?«


  »Yes«, muttered the spy.


  »Thou art tired of thy country’s service. I shall denounce thee this night.«


  »No, citizen«, said the trembling agent, »I will at once seek out this Brutus.«


  »Spoken well, and now accompany me to the Jacobin Club, I go to denounce the Citoyen Robespierre, and have the country declared in danger.«


  With these words the dirty tribune of the people bade his sister adieu, and moved towards the place where was held the celebrated Jacobin Club, of which the Duke de Chartres[5] was that evening to be elected a member.


  [4]We have seen the autograph MS. of this sentimental romance, which before this is published will have appeared in print. It but renders this monstrous tool of the revolution the more incomprehensible.


  [5]Now Lois Philippe, King of Francs!


  


  Book III.


  Chapter I.
 Brutus Tranchemontaine.


  The Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine otherwise the Marquis de Monsmenil, when Theroigne de Mericourt so unexpectedly revealed her knowledge of him at the same time that she discovered herself, had at once expected that she wouid denounce him to the authorities. Not so, however; content with the bitter recital of her wrongs, the Aspasia of the French Revolution couched within herself for a while the sentiment of revenge which really existed in her bosom, in order to have a confederate in her plan for delivering Arthur Armand, his brother, the worthy and faithful husband of her friend Cecilia. Accordingly, when Scipio, the under-gaoler of the Conciergerie, joined them in the Autre Bouche feu of the Café Sans-Culotte, it was with her connivance that that worthy servant of the Republic consented to cede, whenever required, his place to the Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine—for, it must be well understood, the then unheard-of consideration of two thousand francs in silver, worth at least fifty thousand in assignats. This important particular settled, it was necessary to prepare the young wife for the news of ler husband’s probable escape, and make ready for his expatriation from France, as in that day to be suspected was to die.


  Blind—wilfully blind—or grossly ignorant must be he, however, who shall condemn democracy, and suppose for a moment that one spot rests upon its pure robe, because of the scenes of these days. To explain, to palliate, to excuse the excesses of these times would be easy enough; Heaven knows the people had just cause enough for anger: but this is not needful. Let us unite to condemn, and still the cause of democracy shall be sacred and great. Why not tarnish monarchy, and say that under all circumstances, kingship is despicable and atrocious, because monarchy has caused more bloodshed, more crime, more slaughter, more vice, than twenty French revolutions? But take France alone: there monarchy was not only bloody; it was debauched, licentious, insolent, pestilent—the revolution was only sanguinary during a few short months, in reply to the misdeeds of centuries.


  Cecilia Armand, frail and delicate flower, who saw only in the Revolution the thing which robbed her of a beloved husband, was merciless in her appreciation. Deep, though not loud, were the vows of punishment which were called upon it. Since the artist’s arrest, she had, acting upon the advice, and almost upon the orders of St. Just, remained at home. Visited by the Citoyenne Duplay and her daughter, she received from them much comfort. Firm in their belief in the inviolable word of Robespierre, they had heard him say that Armand should be saved; and they felt sure that he would.


  On the morning after the examination of Armand—examination which, as the reader is aware, resulted in his being returned to confinement—Cecilia, who was in a state of extreme mental suffering, as also of physical debility, sat alone in her solitary apartment. Every time her eyes wandered to the walls or floor she was reminded of her husband. Here were his pencils, there his brushes; here a sketch, there a few lines which she alone could understand; and her heart sank within her before a question which every hour was present to her mind:—


  »Shall I once more see him? Shall I ever again look on that face?«


  And in doubt and trembling she dared not attempt an answer.


  »Ob, my God!« she cried in agony, »restore him to me; hear my prayer. Alone in the world I have but him. Fatherless, motherless, without brother, sister, or child, I have but him—my husband, my friend, my companion, my earthly hope!«


  »Open! open!« exclaimed a voice from without, much moved, for she had been speaking aloud.


  It was that of the Citoyen St. Just.


  Cecilia rose and hastened to obey the summons, The representative entered, accompanied by the sister of Lebas, and by the youngest Duplay.


  »Citoyenne«, said the Montagnard, »be not so heart-broken. Thou hast friends, and in these days that is much.«


  »Thanks, thanks!« cried Cecilia, sobbing; »but my husband?«


  »Is still a prisoner, thanks to Jean Paul«, replied the young man. moodily.


  »Marat!« said the wife, shuddering.


  »Marat! Marat!« repeated St. Just, »if the justice of Heaven take thee not away, thou must end on the guillotine.«


  »Impossible!«’ cried the young Lebas—“he, the idol of the people.«


  »Of the mob«, said St. Just, cynically-“natural excrescence of a rotten state of society, he, like the storm, has his use, but like the storm must cease.«


  And others«, repeated Cecilia, timidly- »may not they, too, fear?«


  »Indeed they may«, continued St. Just, coldly; ‘I don’t fancy my neck too fast on my shoulders. I despise the dust of which I am made, and which speaks to you; it may be persecuted, and it may be put to death, but I defy them to take from me that inner life which I have made for myself in future ages, and in the heavens above[6].


  There was a momentary pause after these words of the Montagnard, none of which party partook of the material ideas of the young and thoughtless Girondins. St. Just was five-and-twenty, but he had the head of a man of fifty. Who can say, had they lived, what would have been the fate of the master and his disciple?


  »Of what is my husband now accused?« inquired Cecilia, with streaming eyes.


  »Of being an ex-aristocrat, an ex-aspirer to privileges which placed him in the position of alttle god among men; of being a counterrevolutionist; and lastly of being brother to the Count de Monsmenil.«


  Cecilia stood aghast. Any one of these accusations carried death upon its wing.


  »But thou believest not?—«


  »Citoyenne«, interrupted St. Just, »I knew thy husband for a sincere republican, a brave patriot, a man who has won his Proofs of civism; his relationship to the notorious Count he cannot help.«


  »Then thou wilt still defend him?« said Cecilia, beseechingly.


  »As surely as 1 would denounce and condemn his brother.«


  »Crac! Crac! Is it here dwells the Citoyenne Cecilia Armand, wife of an ecroue in the Conciergerie?« said the voice from without.


  »Citoyen«, repeated a softer voice, »there is no necessity to ask the question. I tell thee it is here.«


  Cecilia hastened to open the door, when there entered, in somewhat of a noisy manner, the Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine, followed by Theroigne de Mericourt.


  «Ah, ah!« cried the Citoyen Brutus, the representant St. Just, Proud to salute an illustrious patriot.«


  »Salut et fraternite,’ replied St. Just, coldly, while his eye rested a moment with indignation on Theroigne. The lover of Mademoiselle Lebas stifled for an instant the Revolutionist.


  »Citoyen«, said she, in alow and faltering voice, drawing him aside, »the Citoyenne Cecilia was my early friend. I knew the Meaning of thy cold look, but I have not lost all womanly and generous feeling. I would save her husband.«


  »Thou wilt do well«, replied the representant, less harshly. »But, citoyenne«, he added, addressing Cecilia, »I must leave thee. The Convention sits in ten minutes, and I must to the Tuilieries. Courage, sister, thy husband shall be saved.«


  »Thanks«, said Cecilia, who was uneasily examining Theroigne de Mericourt, as well as the outrageous Sans-Culotte who accompanied her.


  »Bid thy friends adieu«, exclaimed the Aspasia of the Quartier St. Antoine, »and then we will speak of thy husband.«


  Tranchemontaine said nothing, but muttered a tune.


  “Vive la re, re, re,
 Vive la pu, pu, pu,
 Vive la repu, vive la repu,
 Vive la republique! Crac! Crac!«


  »Cecilia«, exclaimed Theroigne, as soon as they were alone.


  »Adelaide!« replied the young wife, as she embraced her early friend. »Adelaide, do I see you once more?««


  »Once more«, said the other, mournfully, »thou sayest well; for once thy husband said we part for ever.«


  »Vive la re, re, re, Vive la pu, pu, pu«, muttered Tranchemontaine.


  * Adelaide«, continued the wife of Armand, »why this male costume, why this despondency? And how art thou in company«, she whispered, »with that dreadful-looking man.«


  »Count de Monsmenil«, said Theroigne- for so we must still call her—* let me introduce thee to thy brother’s wife.«


  »Cecilia!« exclaimed the false patriot, with a smile, to hide the painful emotion which overspread his face; »I congratulate myself on the excellence of my disguise.«


  »Brother!« said the astonished Cecilia, »then you are still with my cousin? Good God! what have we gone through since the day when we left Abbeville.«


  »But thou regrettest it not«, exclaimed Theroigne de Mericourt, anxiously.


  »Not for one instant«, replied the young wife, warmly— and thou?«


  Of that we will not discuss, let us speak of thy husband.«


  »Can he be in real danger?« cried Cecilia.


  »He is in the fangs of Marat and Fouquier-Tinville«, replied Brutus Tranchemontaine, »but we have vowed to save him.«


  »And you will?« said Cecilia, imploringly.


  »If mortal power can, he will«, replied Theroigne, »but thou art poor.«


  »My husband earned enough to live, and no more«, said Cecilia.


  »That is soon remedied«, exclaimed Brutus Tranchemontaine, seating himself at a table, and ripping open a thickly-padded lining. From this he took two rouleaux of gold, and an English bank-note for one hundred pounds.


  »Here is evidence enough to guillotine the trio«,? he said, handing the money to Cecilia; »but with this Arthur can leave France for England, where his talent will support him until better days.«


  »What callest thou better days?« said Theroigne, coldly.


  ‘When the king shall reign on the throne of his ancestors, and the heads of revolutionists shall garnish every gate of Paris«, replied the noble.


  »Better days will then be a long way off«, said the Cordeliere, fiercely.


  »Do ye not fly with us?« inquired Cecilia, anxiously.


  »I have a duty to perform to one before whom my life is as nothing«, exclaimed the Royalist.


  »And I too have a duty to perform«, said Theroigne, »for there are yet aristocrats in France. But let us continue our arrangements.«


  »True«, added Brutus,—this money; hide it away—it would be best about you.«


  »I will«, said Cecelia, mechanically obeying.


  »The next thing is a passport«, continued the false patriot, pulling forth a pocket-book.


  »Indispensible«, said Theroigne, eyeing her old lover curiously.


  »Here are half a dozen«, replied the supposed Sans Culotte, drily.


  »You are well provided«, observed Theroigne, sternly; her revolutionary instincts aroused within her.


  »It is necessary in these times«, sneered the other.


  »But you have not one to suit us«, said Cecilia, anxiously.


  »I have two«, replied Brutus, with flashing eye, as he examined a paper before him.


  »Ah, ah!« mused Theroigne to herself, »I half see the plot.«


  »Hum«, continued Tranchemontaine, »this is the Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine, Sans-Culotte, patriot of the Bastille and the Citoyenne Louise Montreaux, of Liege. That wont do—too old for thee; thirty-seven—looks older.«


  »Thirty-seven—looks older«, repeated ‘Theroigne to herself, »the widow Capet.«


  »Ah, here is your paper«, continued Brutus. »The Citoyen Paul Maillard and his wife, Charlotte, aged twenty-one, going to Calais. This is the very thing, countersigned in proof of good citizenship by M. de Robespierre.«


  »The Citoyen Robespierre«, said Theroigne, severely.


  »Ah, I forgot, he has dropped the de, though he is none the less of a noble Arras family«, continued Brutus—


  “Vive le son
 Vive la galelle
 Vive le son du canon
 Et la republique.«


  »Trifle not«, said Theroigne, impatiently.


  »Crac! Crac!” replied Brutus, raising his hand to his ear, and pointing to the door, »if one only had the lettres—patrioque du veritable Pére Duchesne, one might pass an hour pleasantly.«


  »There is a spy«, whispered Theroigne to Cecilia, in an almost inaudible tone, while Brutus Tranchemontaine whistled ‘Ca ira.«


  »To continue«, said Brutus, with an imperceptible wink at the door—for the marquis was now plebs”— there is but one way of saving the husband; let him denounce to the view of the people his sceleret, his brigand of a brother, the Marquis de Monsmenil. But thou art repugnant to use this means. Good; there is but one course left, as the inventor of that benign invention, the guillotine, said to the assembly, ‘ Avec ma machine je vous fais sauter la tête d'un clin d'œil et vou ne suffrez point?«


  ‘Horrible! exclaimed Cecilia, almost fainting, taough aware of the marquis’s object.


  »As I observed already, there is an end of the matter; and now good morning.«


  And Brutus Tranchemontaine suddenly opened the door, precipitating by the act into the room the estimable citizen Copeau, the spy who had originally denounced Arthur Armand.


  While Cecilia clung in a terrified manner against Theroigne the false patriot coolly as sisted Copeau to rise.


  »Tu me fait l'effet d'eternuer dans le besace«, said Brutus, drily; »when thou comest to that, I hope thou wilt do it less clumsily.«


  »I am too good a patriot for that«, said the spy, shuddering.


  »Bah!« said Brutus. »It is the duty of a patriot to die for his country. The master, the ex-doctor would tell thee, dulce et decorum est pro patria mori,’ «


  »I have printed that more than once in the Pére Duchesne,’’ said the other.


  »Ah! thou art a printer!« exclaimed Brutus Tranchemontaine; »but citoyennes«, he added, turning to Cecilia and Theroigne, »the air is pleasant—a walk in the Tuileries will do you both good.«


  And a look of terrible intelligence passed between the ex-lovers.


  The look of the marquis was inquiring and menacing.


  »Yes«, replied Theroigne, with an imperceptible nod.


  »I will join you shortly«, said Brutus Tranchemontaine.


  The girls went out, Cecilia wondering, Theroigne shuddering at the awful sang froid of the marquis.


  [6]His words:—« Jé meprise la poussiere qui me compose, et qui vous parle; en pouvre la persecuter et faire mourier cette poussiere: mais je defie qu’on m’arrache cette vie independente que je me suis donnée dans les siecles and dans les cieux.«


  


  Chapter II.
 The Spy and the Royalist.


  The Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine and the spy remained alone in the artist’s apartment.


  »Copeau«, said the former, closing the door, and advancing towards the man, who had stood hesitating, and at a loss what to do, -


  »Citoyen«, replied the spy, startled at the oher’s rigid tone.


  »Thou art a most enterprising patriot«, remarked Brutus, who now stood with arms folded before the spy.


  »The section of Thermopyle knows no more firm«, said the other, deceived into a belief in the sincerity of his adversary.


  »Ob, thou art of the section Thermopyle?« remarked Brutus again.


  »The most patriotic of the Faubourg«, replied Copeau, proudly.


  »And I warrant thou art a Cordelier«, continued Brutus.


  »One of the first.«


  »Thou knowest the citoyenne who just went out, then?«


  »The Citoyenne Theroigne de Mericourt, who proposed to erect the palace of the National Assembly on the ruins of Bastile.«


  »Thy memory is good; art thy eyes as excellent?« inquired Brutus, fixing his own io a singular manner on the spy.


  »Marat tells me I have an eagle eye«, said Copeau, proudly.


  »Then thou knowest me«, observed the other, resting his eye full upon the face of the spy, who strove to avoid his glance.


  »Thou art, I believe, the Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine«, faltered Copeau, who began to feel uneasy, though he scarcely knew why.


  »Thou liest!«? said Brutus, laying a brace of pistols on the table which stood between them.


  »How, citoyen?« inquired the trembling salaried denouncer.


  »Thou knowest that is not my name«, replied the other, coldly.


  »Then what is it?« exclaimed Copeau, eagerly, his little eyes glistening.


  »Hast thou no suspicion?« inquired Brutus, sneeringly.


  »None«, said Copeau, again uneasy under the manner of his interlocutor.


  »None?« repeated Brutus.


  »I know thee only as the Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine.«


  »That is my name for the nonce; but I am (mark me well) the Marquis de Monsmenil«, repeated the other, sternly.


  »The marquis?« exclaimed Copeau, almost joyously, »the marquis?«


  »Thou hast said it«, cried the brother of Armand.


  »Hum!« said the spy, endeavouring to sidle towards the door.


  »Copeau«, exclaimed the other, in a terrible and menacing voice,“ thou hast my secret, and now thou must die!«


  »Die!« said the spy, trembling like an autumn leaf; »help! help!«


  »One cry more and I brain thee with this club«, replied the marquis.


  »Mercy!« cried the miserable wretch.


  »Thou art he who denounced my brother«, repeated the other, pitilessly.


  »Mercy! mercy! I did it not willingly«, groaned Copeau.


  »Thou torest him from his wife, and thrust him into a prison.«


  »Not I, but Marat.«


  »Thou art a bloodhound of that tiger, and of Fouquier-Tinville; and thou must die«, again said the marquis.


  »I will speak not a word against thee, Citoyen Brutus. Have mercy! I know thee not!«


  »I have vowed to save Her Most Gracious Majesty«, continued the other, »and thou hast crossed my holy will.«


  »I! I knew not thy intentions in regard to the Citoyen Antoinette.«


  »Her Most Gracious Majesty Marie Antoinette, Queen of France!’ said the marquis, furiously, as mad in his royalism as Hebert or Marat in their anarchism.


  »But the Convention has abolished kingship«, said the spy, in the hope of gaining time by provoking a discussion.


  »They cannot abolish her in my thoughts!« exclaimed the marquis.


  »But hast thou no patriotism?«’ said Copeau, who began to think the threats of the marquis mere words to alarm him.


  »My country is the court, the king, the aristocracy«, replied the marquis, savagely. »I love the king, I adore the queen.«


  »But the king«, insisted Copeau, »is dead; the axe has done justice for the people.«


  »The king can never die«, said Monsmenil, coldly, “ Le roi est mort, vivele roi! His Majesty Louis XVI. has been murdered, his son, Louis XVII., reigns.«


  »The little Capet reigns!« exclaimed Copeau, in unfeigned astonishment, »why he is bound apprentice to Simon the cobbler. His majesty made, in part, this pair of shoes«, and the spy showed his shoes of coarse workmanship.


  »Those shoes!« said the marquis, startled, »take them off.«


  The spy looked at the flashing eyes and menacing countenance of the marquis, and obeyed.


  »His majesty worked at these shoes?« continued the marquis, who held them up respectfully in his hands.


  »So Simon told me; the proof is, I paid twelve sous less on account of the bad work.«


  


  Book IV.


  Chapter I.
 The dream of Marie Antoinette.


  It was a dark night; the gloomy prison of the Conciergerie was still in every part. Prisoners and guards were all quiet; the former because they were alone, the others because the fatigues of the day had worn them out.


  Robespierre and St. Just had for some days retired from the Committee of Public Safety, in disgust, and utterly hopeless of controlling the sanguinary will of the majority.


  Sixty-five heads had fallen from sunrise to sunset, and as they had left the Conciergerie in different lots, what with guarding the Salle des Moris, escorting the condemned, the gendarmerie were fatigued.


  That day the juries were without mercy,for they were men in the confidence of Marat, Hebert, and Ronsin. One woman was condemned on suspicion of having conspired, by writing letters »A ce brigand qu’on appele le roi de Prusse;" so says the document which condemned her.


  Fouquier-Tinville felt anxious lest so large a corvee should leave him no work for the next day; but before sun-down one hundred and twenty-six arrests satisfied him that his prey was still in abundance.


  At six o’clock the public accuser went to dinner with hia family; the juries returned to their domiciles, with the conviction that they had done their duty, that Pitt would be furious, and the emigrants—whose base desertion of their country was the real cause of all these horrors—would bestruck with alarm.


  Marat spent the night in writing articles for the Ami du Peuple, in which he denounced every moderate Republican as a traitor. More than ever he penned with bile and blood.


  Robespierre watched until dawn, writing his speech which was to demand the restitution of a form of worship and the abolition of the awful absurdity and monstrous delusion of the age of reason.


  Hebert and Catherine Theos plotted new Atheism.


  St. Just, about dawn, called upon Robespierre, with a list of anarchists whom he proposed shortly to send to the scaffold, in order to purge France and establish a firm and mild government. Robespierre handed him his decree for the abolition of the punishment of death, and then lay down, after ticking off the names of those anarchists who were most dangerous.


  Marat, Danton, Hebert, Clootz, were all doomed; they did not yet suspect Tallien, the hero of the 9th Thermidor.


  In every quarter of the great town were little knots of men conspiring, for each night of the Reign of Terror was a history in itself.


  Cecilia Armand, concealed by Theroigne de Mericourt, slept confident in the promise of her brother-in-law.


  Arthur lay awake thinking of his wife so unexpectedly left alone in the world. And such a world!


  His cell had been changed for one which, having no window of any kind, received air through a narrow loop-hole above the reach of his head.


  The young man, however, paid no attention to this circumstance, but lay stretched out upon his straw pallet as it were without life or motion. He was far away, dwelling upon that fair young creature who had confided her existence to him, and whom he was now separated from, perhaps for ever, by the iron hand of fate.


  Presently Arthur thought he heard a faint sound, half sigh, half groan, as if some person were in great agony. He listened; the noise came from the cell at hand and passed through the loop-hole.


  He looked up, there was a faint ray of light came through it, falling in white vapour, as it were, upon the opposite wall.


  The groan was repeated, and Armand, rising, moved towards the loop, lifting his table near it. He stood upon it and looked through.


  It was a cell much larger than his own. A bed, detached from the rest by a blanket in guise of a curtain, filled one corner. At the end of this was a large wooden screen which divided the room again. This screen was about the height of a man. On a table was a candle of coarse tallow, with a book, while a fire burnt low in the embers. A huge arm chair was near the table, and in it reclined a woman asleep.


  Arthur felt a thrill, for this woman, so pale, so haggard, with white hair and gown all pierced, was the once lovely Marie Antoinette of Austria. He knew her faulty, proud, obstinate, author of half the calamities of the revolution; he believed her guilty, not only as queen but as a woman, and still, Republican as he was he pitied her, for even the worst in error are sacred in misfortune.


  She slept not still; there was a convulsive movement of her lips, of her nostrils, which showed that she was agitated.


  *                   *
*


  She saw millions of faces dancing before her in gaiety and joy: she heard the booming sound of the cannon, she saw and heard both the vast display of fireworks, and then the shouts, the agonising cries of the crowd dashed upon by armed soldiers, and she felt a slight sensation, a tightening at the throat.


  It was her wedding day, when at sixteen she rowed to love, honour, and obey the young Dauphin, and when in his person she wedded million duties towards those who were so shortly to become her subjects, and whose happiness depended in a great measure on her own and her husband’s conduct, for then, as well as now, in France kings were pretty well despotic.


  The scene changes. A man is before her, a man in splendid robes, those ofa priest bound for some great ceremony, and he is young and handsome, and there is a smile of admiration, of love, of passionate adoration on his face, which made the dreaming queen shudder.


  It was the Cardinal de Rohan, and the pressure on her neck grew greater still.


  Again time wended on its way and the bosquet de la reine at Versailles received the trembling steps of the young queen, who, Without the knowledge of her husband, was about to meet one at night who had dared to write to her letters full of expressions, which were insulting to the wife, treason to the queen, With her was a woman of striking beauty, on whose arm she leaned, and who encouraged her half unwilling steps.


  In the distance was a figure wrapped in a huge cloak, who advanced precipitately and seizing her hand kisses it with mingled respect and devotion. Then comes the sound of footsteps, and the queen escapes through the trees, leaving the man alone, but the indiscreet moon had raised the veil of mystery which covered the stranger.


  It was the Cardinal de Rohan, and tighter and tighter grew the pressure round her neck.


  Again the scene is changed. A beautiful woman is struggling with the executioner, a gag in her mouth, her hair is all loose, she kneels, and with eyes all threats and flame, while men behind are ignominously lashing her shoulders with whips, she shows to the queen a brand of infamy on her shoulder; while in a voice of madness she cries »Marie Antoinette, I have been silent to save thee-this is my reward!«


  It was Mademoiselle St. Remy de Valois, Countess de la Mothe, and awful was the lightness of the pressure at this hour.


  Again the scene changed. A woman is flying from prison, saved by her, but vowing still vengeance, for she has been dishonoured. Her eye follows her, and she sees her, pen in hand, writing the true history of the trial, which, in 1785, sheltered the French Monarchy, for ever ruined the queen’s reputation, and saved Louis XVI., She gazes still, a woman is kneeling at the feet of her who writes—in imploring discretion and forgiveness of the outraged countess, the name of Antoinette is used, and money changes hand.


  It is the Duchess de Polignac, buying in London the silence of Madame de la Motte, and the sleeping queen felt nearly strangled.


  The vision now became confused; there passed rapidly before her eyes her husband, the Princesses de Lamballe, her children, Madame Elizabeth, all more or less sacrificed because connected with her, the Austrian, whom the people so hated because of her pride, her tyrannic will, her conspiracies against the Assembly, her plans of despotism, her contempt for all that threatened absolute sway; to say nothing of those crimes of which every one accused her, of which even her own relatives thought her guilty.


  Again the tightness at her throat was felt; this time so unsupportable that she raised her hand to see if something was not choking her.


  Her hand was drawn away as if she had touched a snake.


  Round her neck, clasping her tight, closely drawing itself round, was THE DIAMOND NECKLACE, that string of jewels which cost her the king’s affection, the love of her people, the infamy of her confidants, and which the history of its coming to her hands, bandied for months in courts of law, dragged the French monarchy into a sink of contempt and derision from which it never rose.


  The French people universally believed that Marie Antoinette had forfeited her right to respect to have this necklace; hence their contempt and dislike; she knew this feeling, and strong in her high rank and inviolability gave them back: hatred; hence her advocacy of extreme measures, her conspiracies with Monsieur and the Count de Artois, and all who were for violence; hence her overruling the king’s more pacific and easy nature, and hence his death and hers upon the scaffold[7]. With a suppressed and shrill shriek the unfortunate and erring woman woke to find herself in a ceil of the Conciergerie.


  Ere almost she knew where she was, a soft and respectful voice sounded in her ear.


  »Start not, your majesty, for we are watched.«


  *                   *
*


  Arthur Armand had watched the disturbed sleep of the dethroned queen, fascinated by her haggard looks and by her evident emotions he could see that she was suffering. So great was the attraction which bound him that he did not reflect that he was prying into the secrets of a woman.


  But no matter what secret he learned, Arthur Armand was incapable of taking advantage of it. Whatever were his thoughts they were speedily chased from his mind by a new event.


  During the ex-queen’s last few moments of agitation, a man had entered the cell, while behind him stood another holding in his hand a lantern.


  »Widow Capet«, he said in a rough tone, which filled Armand with inexplicable sensations.


  The unfortunate woman woke and started to her feet.


  »What seek you?« she exclaimed, still terrified by her vision.


  Then the man knelt at her feet in an attitude of almost abject submission, holding with one hand a ring, while with the other he pointed to the small partition of the room which was screened off.


  A faint and almost imperceptible vapour floated over the edge, and a pungent odour showed that some one was smoking.


  »I understand«, said Marie Antoinette with her lips, and yet no sound left them.


  »Widow Capet«, continued the man, still preserving the same attitude, but speaking in a rough tone, »why art thou not gone to bed?«


  At the same instant the other who was behind placed a bundle at her feet.


  »Because«, said the ex-queen aloud, »I am better up.«


  She was examining the bundle, which contained a full suit of men’s clothes.


  »Thy candle must be put out, the commune cannot afford to provide lights for its prisoners; the tyrants of France have sufficiently cost us already«, continued the man, whose costume was that of a patriot exalté, while his huge bundle of keys sufficiently explained his avocation.


  »At what hour must I put out my light?« said the ex-queen, to whom the false turnkey was now known.


  »In an hour hence«, replied the gaoler.


  »Thou art very gentle with conspirators«, said a rough voice behind the screen, that of a man who wae half asleep, and whose pipe impeded his utterance.


  »I am a tried patriot«, replied the gaoler, »and only give this indulgence to Madame Veto because her account is settled.«


  »Besides,! said the man in the rear in a quiet voice, »he has my authority.«


  »And who art thou, citoyen?« growled the sleepy sentinel.


  »The commander of the Conciergerie, and representant du peuple for the night«, replied he.


  »Satisfactory, quite;” and he sank off to slumber.


  »To-night, madam, in one hour«, said the gaoler hurriedly.


  »I will be ready«, replied the ex-queen, without much hope.


  »Courage, madam, either you are saved or I die.«


  »Come, citoyen«, said the commandant, imperiously; »we must continue our round.«


  The gaoler bowed low, kissed the queen’s hand, and turned round to depart.


  Arthur Armand recognized in the gaoler the citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine, and in the commandant Theroigne de Mericourt.


  The young Republican saw clearly enough that the escape of the prisoner, so jealously guarded by the Commune, was about to be attempted, but hating as he did everything which appertained to monarchy, he breathed freer, for he saw only the suffering woman doomed to an ignominious death, and not the queen who, in complicity with Count D’Artois (Charles X.) and the whole high nobility of France, had conspired against her husband and the people, and prevented, by counterrevolutionary projects, that union of the monarch and the nation which would have spared France so much blood and made the revolution a thing spotless and pure.


  Perhaps, however, for the good of mankind, the revolution was needed as it was. It was a lesson to ministers and tyrants, never to try popular patience too far.


  While Arthur Armand, having descended from his table, was entering on a chain of thought which brought to his mind the emigration, the league of Europe against France, the culpable conduct of the nobility who fought against their country, the correspondence of the Court with the national enemies, and other crimes and errors of which Marie Antoinette was the promoter and accomplice—the door of his dungeon was opened.


  He looked up, startled from his brief but gloomy reverie.


  Theroigne de Mericourt stood upon the threshold; in her hand were a lamp and a bundle, while a finger was placed upon her lips.


  »Put on this dregs«, she whispered; »in three-quarters of an hour hence be ready. I will tap at the door. Follow me until you see the porter’s lodge; in it will be the Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine; follow him without a word. Adieu.«


  The door was shut, and the young man was alone ere he could recover himself to speak.


  »Theroigne de Mericourt again!« he muttered. »Why seeks she to suave me? This is thrice she has appeared as my benefactor.«


  He then placed the lamp on the table, and unfastening the bundle, mechanically put on his disguise, thinking alternately of the queen beside him and of his wife, whom probably he was about once more to be united with.


  When the dress was completely put on, his surprise was great to find it a good imitation of that of the adventurous girl who was about to save him.


  [7]The true history of the French revolution has yet to be written. Documents and memoirs are coming to light, which under Napoleon, Louis XVIII, and Charles X. could not be published, and which upset almost every received idea upon this great drama. Besides, so many living personages were mixed up in it that the historian is often restrained. The government of Louis Phillippe, however otherwise severe, prevents the publication of nothing which aids the popular dislike of the elder Bourbons. When history shall be written without passion, Marie Antoinette will be judged far more severely than we have ventured to appreciate her. We pity her and have always wished to believe her innocent; nothing but irresistible evidence has altered our convictions. On the Diamond Necklace question read »Memoirs inedits de Beugnol”—"Souvenir par Levis” — »Mem de l’Abbe Georgel"——“ Memoires de la Contessa de la Mothe”—“ Memoir pour L. E. de Rohan”— Memoires de Mdlle. Bertin—de Boëhmer et Bassange— Madame Campan«, and the recent histories of Michelet, Lamartine, Esquiros, and particularly Louis Blanc, whose facts are useful and valuable. His opinions are almost absurd, being a kind of Socialism.


  


  Chapter II.
 Citoyen Brutud Ttanchemontaine plays the gaoler.


  The porter’s lodge of the Conciergerie, situated at the left hand of the yard, open at all times to the public, was a dark, gloomy, and greasy place, with an odour of mouldy parchment about it that caused unpleasant thoughts connected with law and its harpies.


  A huge fire-place, a bench or two, a large leather-lined arm chair, with numerous vast ledgers, with the names of those received and discharged by the guichetier, various packets containing printed forme applicable to all cases, from the victims given up to the executeur de la haute justice to the happy man who was handed over acquitted to his friends. Such were the distinguishing features of this locality.


  The head gaoler, Richard, two porte clefs, and the Citoyen Brutus Tranchemontaine, alone occupied the lodge.


  Richard was half-dozing in his arm-chair.


  Brutus Tranchemontaine sat upon a stool with his eye upon the inner door, that which led to the interior of the prisons.


  The two porte clefs were smoking to keep themselves awake.


  »Ah! ah"” said Brutus Tranchemontaine, »this is fiere besogne, word of a man.«


  »Which?«’ muttered the head gaoler, without rousing himself from his luxurious enjoyment of a nap.


  »That of guarding the enemies of one’s country«, replied Brutus. »Mille nom d’ un boulet rame! it makes one feel like a Roman, as the veritable Pere Duchesne says.«


  »Pere Duchesne is an incendiary«, muttered Citoyen Richard.


  »Triple canon deculassé!" cried Tranchemontaine with affected surprise, »the lettres - - - ment patriotique du veritable Pere Duchesne; why, they are the soul of the revolution.«


  »The editor ought to be guillotined!« responded the other, growling; »these madmen, these Heberts and Ronsins, degrade our splendid revolution. We have not overthrown our tyrants to be ruled by a gang of mouthers.«


  »Milles boulets rouges!” said Tranchemontaine. »Is this Maitre Richard, the head gaoler of the Commune, who talks thus?«


  »I am not the less a man«, replied the other. »I am a Republican; as for that it is with me liberty or death, but I understand Republicanism as Robespierre does. Universal peace, contentment, and happiness, equal rights for all, justice for rich as for poor, a government nevertheless solid for being that of the people; but not mobocracy, tyranny of the poor over the rich, as the Pere Duchesne and the Ami du Peuple would have it.«


  »Damné chieu d’aristocrate,” said Tranchemontaine, laughing, while his eye looked at the clock; »thou wantest a firm government.«


  »I do, young man«, replied the gaoler, »and for this reason could wish that Robespierre would seize the dictatorship which has been so long within his grasp.«


  »Why?«


  »Because he and St. Just are honest men. They are crushed as yet by the mob, led by Danton, Marat, Hebert, Ronsins but the people love them and would support them in a bold course. Robespierre is to be trusted; we know it; he, the incorruptible, he, who with St. Just, alone keeps aloof from debauchery and vice. The dictatorship he would wield with might during the war he would yield up when peace came.«


  »And why does not he doit?« said Brutus, to whom this view of Maximilian, however true, was novel.


  »Because he is a sincere Republican, and fears to be confounded with the Cromwells and Cesars of the earth as much as he loathes contact with Marat.«


  »But he joins with him in all things«, cried Tranchemontaine.


  »He liberates him because Robespierre rules the honest, the sincere, the true Republicans, while Murat governs the gang of thieves, rogues, prostitutes, ruffians, madmen, who, gorged forth by the monarchy, as yet are too numerous to be despised. Fate must have its course. If Robespierre triumphs, this will be a mighty revolution; if he fails some fortunate soldier will take it up, or play monk, the most despicable of all parts in history.«


  »Vieux sac-a clous!” cried Tranchemontaine; »thou allow thyself this, the luxury of such opinions as these. But, verily, I know not how thou cans’t see all this in Robespierre. Ilook upon him as muck the same as Marat.«


  »Because thou art an idiot«, said the Citizen Richard, severely; »Maximilian Robespierre is the great man of the revolution; his friends and enemies know it. Well! this revolution has let loose vast ambitions, all seek at prevailing, and the genius and probity of this man and of his disciple St. Just obscures them. Hence they hate him. Didst thou ever read his sermon?«


  »Never.«


  »Thou mayest see in that the rage of his enemies. I will lend it thee; its title will give thee the measure of its aim, and will show thee, that in 1720 his enemies saw the part he would play.«


  »And what may be the title, citoyen?« inquired Tranchemontaine.


  »I recollect it well: ‘Sermon preached at the club of the Jacobins, by Dom-Prosper-Iscariot-Honesta Robespierre de Bonne, foi ci-devant advocate, in the ci-devant province of Artois, honourable member of the Cote Gauche of the national assembly, and one of the Founders of the Jacobin Club.«


  »An original title enough«, replied Tranchemontaine; »but I should like to hear something of his own which showed him the hater of anarchy; for since thou art frank, citoyen, with me, I love it no more than thyself.«


  »I am glad to hear it, young man«, said Richard; »but I can give thee his own words, words sincere and true.«


  »I listen«, replied Brutus.


  »I have his speech of yesterday evening, in which he deplores the fatal war which has driven mad the people, and hints to the honest that they have only to group round him to see an end put to the present reign of terror.«


  Richard read some of the words of one of the most celebrated speeches of the tribune:


  »They wish to drag from me my life, with all right to defend the people. I give them up my life without regret. I have before me the experience of the past, and I see the future. What friend of his country could survive the moment when he can no longer serve and defend oppressed innocence? How to support the suffering of seeing this horrible succession of traitors, more or less able to hide their hideous souls under the veil of virtue or that of friendship, and who will leave to posterity the embarrassment of deciding which of the persecutors of my country were most cowardly and most atrocious. Gazing on the multitude of crimes which the torrent of the revolution has rolled forth, pell-mell, with civic virtues, I fear sometimes, I confess, to be soiled in the eyes of future generations by the neighbourhood of so many impure beings, and I applaud the fury of the Verrés and the Catalinas of my country, who draw a line of demarcation between themselves and all honest men. I have seen in every history the defenders of liberty crushed by calumny, murdered by factions; but their oppressors perished likewise. The good and the bad disappear from the earth, but on different conditions. No, Chaumette, no; death is not an eternal sleep. Death is the commencement of immortality.«


  »And these are the words of Robespierre«, said Brutus, thoughtfully.


  »They are, and his enemies cannot erase them«, replied the head gaoler.


  »He must be much calumniated«, mused the other.


  »He is; but all honest men know him. Ignorance, blind fury alone, confound him with the scourges of crime and fury who rule the mad mob.«


  »The power of calumny is great«,’ continued Brutus.


  »It is, and if Robespierre fall we shall then see it in its full force. The victors will pile their hideous crimes on his head, and mankind will believe those who have the last word. But justice ce fera; and a time will come, when history, honest and generous, judging without passion, will drag the truth forth, and then the friends of liberty shall have their reward.«


  Richard was right. It took two hundred years to clear away the mass of falsehoods which covered the memory of Cromwell, but the French revolution will take less time to be judged correctly.


  »But when will the time of Marat come?« said Brutus, doubtingly.


  »Who knows? But the Etre Supreme is just.«


  »What noise is that?« cried Brutus Tranchemontaine, for the hour was nearly up, and Theroigne de Mericourt would be acting.


  »An arrival«, said Richard—“ some new victim. Let us forget our part asmen. We are now citizens; our duty is obedience.«


  A loud noise was heard. There was the roar of the mob—there was the sound of loud execrations.


  »A la lanterne!«


  »Mort aux autocrats!«


  »Give her up!«


  Ard then the tramp of soldiers, the word of order of the officers.


  »Close round the prisoner, defend her at the peril of your lives—par file a gauche, pas accéléré, en avant marche.


  »A la lanterne! Slay the assassin!« cried the mob, who saw their victim about to escape them.


  Richard and Tranchemontaine had now opened the gates of the Conciergerie.


  The court was filled with the civic guard, commanded by the terrible Santerre, the man who is unenviably known as having smothered the dying words of Louis XVI. beneath the noise of 300 drums—the only objection to which refutation is, that he did no such thing—the civic guard were almost fighting with the mob in their desire to do their duty.


  In their centre, calm, though this calmness was more fictitious than real, was a woman, whose hands tied behind her back, and soldiers pushing her forward, clearly designated as the prisoner.


  »Citoyens, peuple Francais!” cried Santerre, in his terrible voice, »Back! back! you shall have justice; murder shall be punished, let the law take its course.«


  »A la lanterne!” yelled the mob, which was largely composed of women.


  »But I must use violence«, said the brewer-general, with a peculiar look towards Richard, »porter armes, couches en joue!«


  The mob hesitated, expecting the word »Fire!« and while they hesitated, a small body of soldiers entered the prison, the door of which was closed by Tranchemontaine and Richard, the latter of whom went to his desk.


  The prisoner was young, gentle, and lovely, though a certain wildness in her eye seemed to leave doubts of her sanity—in reality, but the excitement of her position.


  »Thy name?« said Richard, with a certain gentleness.


  »Charlotte Corday«, replied the young woman, mechanically.


  »Assassin of the people’s friend, Jean Paul Marat.”:


  »Marat dead!« cried Richard, stupefied, while he exchanged a rapid glance with Brutus Tranchemontaine.


  »Assassinated, murdered, by this satellite of Pitt, this petticoat Girondin, one of whose chere amie she was at Caen«, said the National Guard.


  This gratuitous insult excited not even a look of contempt on the part of the prisoner. Brutus Tranchemontaine gazed at her with ill-disguised admiration.


  »Now then, battaillons,’ said Santerre, without, »quick, to the Commune!—who knows what other diabolical conspiracy is on foot for the night?«


  The door opened, and the National Guard appeared, drawn up in line.


  »Who commands the guard of the prison?« inquired the general.


  »The Citoyenne Theroigne«, replied Brutus Tranchemontaine.


  »All right«, answered Santerre, »a frere patriote. Pay attention to your new prisoner. Keep good watch; the country is in danger. Par file a droit—pas accéléré—en avant marche!«


  Charlotte Corday was led away by the porteclefs, and Brutus remained alone with the Citoyen Richard.


  The two men drew a long breath.


  »Marat dead!« muttered Richard; »said I not the Etre Supreme was just?«


  »Marat dead!« repeated Brutus; »and by the hands of a girl.«


  »The evil genius is dead, but many will be sacrificed to his manes.«


  »Tiens!” cried Brutus, rising, for he saw a figure in the door-way. »I am so astonished my throat is parched; the café Sans-Culotte is open, I will go and drink a choppine.«


  »Go«, said Richard, who was again seated in his leathern chair, »but do not remain too long.«


  »I will not be ten minutes«, replied Brutus, who had opened the door and allowed one to glide noiselessly out; but fasten behind me.«


  And he saw the door closed behind him. Outside stood the figure. Taking its arm hurriedly, and yet respectfully, he hurried out upon the quay. It was deserted. The mob had gone to rouse the sections.


  »Your majesty«, he muttered, in a tone of inappreciable delight, »you are at length saved.«


  »This is some mistake«, said a low voice, while the stranger paused.


  »Damnation!« cried Brutus, grasping the other by the throat in an access of fury.


  »Hands off, and let us explain«, said the unknown, looking his companion in the face.


  »Arthur, my brother!« exclaimed the Count de Monsmenil, as of course the reader is aware of his identity with Brutus.


  »My brother!«’ repeated Arthur, clasping him to his breast; »now I understand why your tones so moved me.«


  »Fatality! fatality!« muttered the supposed patriot— »this is a trick of Adelaide’s.«


  »Of Adelaide’s!« said Arthur, with much surprise.


  »Knew you not that she and Theroigne de Mericourt were one?« continued the count.


  »No—but tell me; my wife—«


  »Is safe, while the wife of my king is still in the hands of her executioners«, said the Count; »here is her addrese—every arrangement has been made for her and your escape from Paris; though as Marat be dead, I scarcely think—”’


  »Marat dead!« cried Armand, stupefied.


  »Passed you not a young girl going to her cell?«


  »Yes.«


  »By her hand has the scourge of the human race been slain.«


  »I shall remain to stand by Robespierre then«, said Arthur; »but come, I am anxious to join Cecilia.«


  »Go, brother, go; I part from you here. You are safe, I am glad of it; I have now but one duty in the world, to save my queen.«


  »But this is madness, Theroigne will have discovered you to the Commune ere half an hour. To return now were to affront certain death.«


  »Who goes there?« cried a sentry, a Sans-Culotte, standing on the Pont Neuf, which they had reached.


  »Friends«, said the count.


  »The pass-word.«


  »This«, cried the count, knocking him down and dashing past him.


  »Murder! treachery! aux armes!” cried the astounded Sans-Culotte.


  »This way«, muttered the Count; »run, Arthur, for your life!«


  »Come«, said his brother; and hand in hand they tore across the bridge.


  »Up the rue Bar-du-Bec!« cried the count.


  »Fire!’ thundered a voice behind them.


  »Down!« exclaimed Arthur stooping.


  It was too late, for his brother fell bleeding in his arms.


  Chapter III.
 Conclusion.


  It was two in the morning, and still Cecilia Armand watched, for she had been told that that night her husband would be saved.


  The room she occupied was small, but neat. It was one which Theroigne de Mericourt kept unknown to any of her admirers to retire to when in one of her savage moods. Cecilia was still wholly ignorant of her position in society.


  About half-past one the young wife was startled by the loud cries of the newspaper colporteurs, who without any regard for the slumbers of the Parisians were crying a late and extraordinary edition of the evening papers.


  Cecilia put her head out of window.


  Several persons in nightcaps and without having put on any clothing were standing at the threshold of their doors, buying the journal. No matter what hour of the day or night they cried, the colporteurs in there days found customers.


  »Bloody assassination of that great patriot, the Citoyen Marat by a chienne d’ Aristocrate sent from the Girondin committee at Caen!« cried the men.


  The purchasers bought their papers and hurried in to read the details of this mighty news which was too good to be true.


  As goon as the paper had been devoured, every man or woman, as it happened, went to bed, with a conviction that his head was all the firmer on his shoulders.


  »Marat dead«, cried Cecilia; »Heaven have mercy on his eoul! But now Robespierre and St. Just will be able to save my husband.«


  »Open«, said a voice without, that of a woman.


  »I come«, replied Cecilia, opening.


  Theroigne de Mericourt entered the room.


  »Is it true«, inquired Cecilia, eagerly, »that Marat is at last dead?«


  »He is dead«, replied Theroigne, throwing herself into a chair; »but thy husband, is he not yet here?«


  »No—has he, then, escaped?« said Cecilia, anxiously.


  »Yes; thanks to the count, who thought he was saving the queen.«


  »Hark!« said Cecilia.


  A heavy step was heard upon the stairs, ascending slowly.


  »It cannot be him«, cried the young wife, ready to faint with excitement.


  »I will see;” and Theroigne rushed out.


  »Assist me«, said the voice of Arthur, »my brother is dying.«


  Theroigne stood aghast. In the arms of the artist, bleeding and insensible, was the body of the Count de Monsmenil.


  »Are you pursued?« said Theroigne, calmly, though her brain was nearly on fire.


  »I think go.«


  »This blood will betray us. Go in quickly; I will return—tay him on the bed.«


  And Theroigne, seizing a pail of water and a cloth, began effacing the fresh drops of blood, supporting her task with the terrific energy which she displayed during so many scenes of the French revolution. In a few minutes she had reached the bottom of the stairs; it was a common lodging-house, and the street door was always open. Beside the door was an alley, dark and sombre. But a few drops of blood were before the door; these were soon effaced.


  She then looked down the street—at the farther end she saw the flash of bayonets in the moonlight.


  Quick as thought she re-entered the house, and hurried up stairs after, with some difficulty pushing the door to and bolting it. Ere she gained the entrance of the apartment she had recovered all her calm.


  On the bed lay the Count de Monsmenil, pale, but recovered from his fainting fit. Arthur and Cecilia had bound up his wounds. A musket ball had passed through his shoulder.


  »Well«, said Theroigne de Mericourt, calmly.


  »He is weak from loss of blood, that is all; there is, I think, no danger«, replied Arthur.


  »Would that it were fatal«, muttered the count, in a low and almost imperceptible voice; »for you have deceived me, Adelaide.«


  »Count«, answered Theroigne, gravely; »to save Arthur Armand was my duty and yours; to save Antoinette was perhaps yours—on my part it was treason. She is the prisoner of the nation, and however much of sympathy her rank, her youth, her beauty, may create, never was perjured queen more justly punished.


  »Let us not quarrel«, said the count, faintly; »to me she is sacred.«


  »Sacred!« exclaimed Theroigne, with a burst of passion she could not contain. »Why? Because she was born in a palace—because she was fed and fashioned in luxury and riot— because she was the daughter and wife of a king? But is she the less a conspirator for that? Has she the less betrayed her country and her husband? Has she the less encouraged emigration, and the levying of homicidal arms against her adopted land? Has she the less corresponded with the enemies of France? and hag she the leas said that if she conquered, every patriot should be hung, and every stone of Paris be levelled with the ground? Did she the less, because she was sacred, encourage the wretched orgies of hired assassins? and did she any the less purchase the treachery of Mirabeau? Rash man! there is no. thing sacred on earth save the rights of suffering humanity. If you would see that which is sacred look above. On earth there are but men and women.«


  Cecilia and Arthur had been conferring apart, but the latter here interrupted Theroigne.


  »You are quite right«, he said, gently; »but my brother is suffering.«


  »He is«, replied Theroigne, rising from the chair she had taken; »and now, my friends, adieu; and for the last time. I have served you, that is enough—henceforth our path is different. Should danger come upon you, you will find me near; until then, my friends, fare thee well.«


  »But, Adelaide«, exclaimed Cecilia, passionately, »my early companion, why part from us thus? It cannot be.«


  »Thanks, Cecilia, for your wish—it cannot be«, replied Theroigne, much moved; »ask your husband if I can be your associate?«


  Cecilia looked wonderingly at her husband, for she had no suspicion—the artist bowed his head and turned away his face.


  »You see«, said Theroigne, sadly, but at the same time taking her hand, »I am not worthy of you, and your husband right. And now adieu; I have a gay supper to attend, and must go dress.«


  »And I«, cried the count, who wae writhing in pain upon the bed.


  »You are right«, said Theroigne, approaching the bed, and taking his hand too; »I feel in a sad humour to-night, and revenge is gone. I forgive you all the evil you have done me. Abjure your class; bea Frenchman, not a noble, and you will be worthy of your brother.«


  Without another word, after another grasp of the hand from all, she left the room and hurried away.


  *                   *
*


  The count recovered after a long illness, and taking service, in after years found another worship for his mind in Napoleon. There are a mass of individuals who must have some one to admire and follow, whether they be really worthy or not; hence the mass of satellites who follow in the train of the most contemptible tyrants.


  Arthur became the friend and confidant of Robespierre, and joined with him in all his plans for destroying the terra, anarchy and its prime movers, the Cordeliers, and the Commune. Hebert, Clootz, Danton were conquered, but the others took alarm. The great speech of Robespierre, in which he called for a firm government, for the cessation of anarchy, and the punishment of the wretches who still advocated indiscriminate bloodshed, alarmed the Marat gang, who, doomed to death, rose against Robespierre and dragged him to the scaffold, to be overthrown in a few days themselves, Robespierre, too confident in the power of principle, put off the day too long. An hour of hesitation lost him.


  On the 10th and 11th Thermidor Arthur turned out with all true Republicans to stand by Saint Just, Robespierre, and Couthen; but the anarchists prevailed. They killed Robespierre first, and then spent a whole year in fabricating the atrocious report of Courtois, to justify the saddest event of the revolution; and which report, with its calumnies and falsehood, wrapped the memory of the great Republican with that infamy which history and justice is but now beginning to wipe out.


  Theroigne de Mericourt, for having spoken ill of Marat, was scourged through the streets of Paris, naked, by the furies of the guillotine, and became raving mad. Picked up, by the care of Arthur she was placed in an asylum, where she lived twenty years.


  Arthur, convinced that France, the refuse of fifteen ages of monarchy, was not yet ripe for freedom, now retired with every true Republican from politics. The sword of the warrior was gaining the ground, and the fickle French ran after the fortunate soldier who was to tyrannize over them and repave the way for the despotism under which that great country has ever since suffered, with the exception of in 1830 and two subsequent years.


   


  -THE END-


   


   


  In the above rapid and rough sketch of a scene of the French revolution, I have had no other object than to call attention to the false notions we have on the subject, and which Lord Brougham, ia his sketch of that mighty event, has treated in the usual vulgar theory. The truth is, indeed, but beginning to be known; and when his work was written not one of the late researches had been made public. No history of the French revolution is without great fault. Thiers’ is a shopkeeper’s book, modified in late editions to pay court to Louis Philippe; Mignet’s is a sketch; Capefigue, a compilation; Michelet, anti-religious, like all his books, but just to the people, while he falls into the absurdity of fatalism; Lamartine’s book is a fine poem with many admirable qualities; the new history of Louis Blanes is a Socialist view of the event, All these and many others must be read to arrive at an approximation to the truth. I have done so; and after so doing, I find that I must seek the Montieur, the Parliamentary history, the newspapers of the day, with the shoals of memoirs; for the historians, save and except Thiers, are huge pamphleteers, seeking not to tell the truth, but to cause certain opinions to prevail. The history has yet to be written.


  P. B. St. John.
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