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PART I.

AT SEA.

BOOK I.

THE FOREST OF LA SAUDRAIE.

Dur�ng the last days of May, 1793, one of the Par�s�an battal�ons
�ntroduced �nto Br�ttany by Santerre was reconno�tr�ng the form�dable
La Saudra�e Woods �n Ast�llé. Dec�mated by th�s cruel war, the
battal�on was reduced to about three hundred men. Th�s was at the
t�me when, after Argonne, Jemmapes, and Valmy, of the f�rst
battal�on of Par�s, wh�ch had numbered s�x hundred volunteers, only
twenty-seven men rema�ned, th�rty-three of the second, and f�fty-
seven of the th�rd,—a t�me of ep�c combats. The battal�on sent from
Par�s �nto La Vendée numbered n�ne hundred and twelve men. Each
reg�ment had three p�eces of cannon. They had been qu�ckly
mustered. On the 25th of Apr�l, Goh�er be�ng M�n�ster of Just�ce, and
Bouchotte M�n�ster of War, the sect�on of Bon Conse�l had offered to
send volunteer battal�ons �nto La Vendée; the report was made by
Lub�n, a member of the Commune. On the 1st of May, Santerre was
ready to send off twelve thousand men, th�rty f�eld-p�eces, and one
battal�on of gunners. These battal�ons, notw�thstand�ng they were so
qu�ckly formed, serve as models even at the present day, and
reg�ments of the l�ne are formed on the same plan; they altered the
former proport�on between the number of sold�ers and that of non-
comm�ss�oned off�cers.



On the 28th of Apr�l the Par�s Commune had g�ven to the volunteers
of Santerre the follow�ng order: "No mercy, no quarter." Of the twelve
thousand that had left Par�s, at the end of May e�ght thousand were
dead. The battal�on wh�ch was engaged �n La Saudra�e held �tself on
�ts guard. There was no hurry�ng: every man looked at once to r�ght
and to left, before h�m, beh�nd h�m. Kléber has sa�d: "The sold�er has
an eye �n h�s back." They had been march�ng a long t�me. What
o'clock could �t be? What t�me of the day was �t? It would have been
hard to say; for there �s always a sort of dusk �n these w�ld th�ckets,
and �t was never l�ght �n that wood. The forest of La Saudra�e was a
trag�c one. It was �n th�s copp�ce that from the month of November,
1792, c�v�l war began �ts cr�mes; Mousqueton, the f�erce cr�pple, had
come forth from those fatal th�ckets; the number of murders that had
been comm�tted there made one's ha�r stand on end. No spot was
more terr�ble.
The sold�ers forced caut�ously. Everyth�ng was �n full bloom; they
were surrounded by a qu�ver�ng wall of branches, whose leaves
d�ffused a del�c�ous freshness. Here and there sunbeams p�erced,
these green shades. At the�r feet the glad�olus, the German �r�s, the
w�ld narc�ssus, the wood-da�sy, that t�ny flower, forerunner of the
warm weather, the spr�ng crocus,—all these embro�dered and
adorned a th�ck carpet of vegetat�on, abound�ng �n every var�ety of
moss, from the k�nd that looks l�ke a caterp�llar to that resembl�ng a
star.
The sold�ers advanced s�lently, step by step, gently push�ng a�de the
underbrush. The b�rds tw�ttered above the bayonets.
La Saudra�e was one of those th�ckets where formerly, �n t�me of
peace, they had pursued the Hou�cheba,—the the hunt�ng of b�rds by
n�ght; now �t was a place for hunt�ng men.
The copp�ce cons�sted ent�rely of b�rch-trees, beeches, and oaks; the
ground was level; the moss and the th�ck grass deadened the no�se
of footsteps; no paths at all, or paths no sooner found than lost; holly,
w�ld sloe, brakes, hedges of rest-harrow, and tall brambles; �t was
�mposs�ble to see a man ten paces d�stant.



Now and then a heron or a moor-hen flew through the branches,
show�ng the v�c�n�ty of a swamp. They marched along at haphazard,
uneasy, and fear�ng lest they m�ght f�nd what they sought.
From t�me to t�me they encountered traces of encampments,—a
burnt place, trampled grass, st�cks arranged �n the form of a cross, or
branches spattered w�th blood. Here, soup had been made; there,
Mass had been sa�d; yonder, wounds had been dressed. But
whoever had passed that way had van�shed. Where were they? Far
away, perhaps; and yet they m�ght be very near, h�d�ng, blunderbuss
�n hand. The wood seemed deserted. The battal�on redoubled �ts
precaut�on. Sol�tude, therefore d�strust. No one was to be seen; all
the more reason to fear some one. They had to do w�th a forest of �ll-
repute.

An ambush was probable.
Th�rty grenad�ers, detached as scouts and commanded by a
sergeant, marched ahead, at a cons�derable d�stance from the ma�n
body. The v�vand�ère of the battal�on accompan�ed them. The
v�vand�ères l�ke to jo�n the vanguard; they run r�sks, but then they
stand a chance of see�ng someth�ng. Cur�os�ty �s one of the forms of
fem�n�ne courage.
Suddenly the sold�ers of th�s l�ttle advanced guard rece�ved that
shock fam�l�ar to hunters, wh�ch shows them that they are close upon
the la�r of the�r prey. They heard someth�ng l�ke breath�ng �n the
m�ddle of the th�cket, and �t seemed as �f they caught s�ght of some
commot�on among the leaves. The sold�ers made s�gns to each
other.
When th�s mode of watch�ng and reconno�tr�ng �s conf�ded to the
scouts, off�cers have no need to �nterfere; what has to be done �s
done �nst�nct�vely.
In less than a m�nute the spot where the movement had been
observed was surrounded by a c�rcle of levelled muskets, a�med
s�multaneously from every s�de at the dusky centre of the th�cket;



and the sold�ers, w�th f�nger on tr�gger and eye on the suspected
spot, awa�ted only the sergeant's command to f�re.
Meanwh�le, the v�vand�ère ventured to peer through the underbush;
and just as the sergeant was about to cry, "F�re!" th�s woman cr�ed,
"Halt!"
And turn�ng to the sold�ers, "Do not f�re!" she cr�ed, and rushed �nto
the th�cket, followed by the men.
There was �ndeed some one there.
In the th�ckest part of the copse on the edge of one of those small
c�rcular clear�ngs made �n the woods by the charcoal-furnaces that
are used to burn the roots of trees, �n a sort of hole formed by the
branches,—a bower of fol�age, so to speak, half-open, l�ke an
alcove,—sat a woman on the moss, w�th a nurs�ng ch�ld at her breast
and the fa�r heads of two sleep�ng ch�ldren rest�ng aga�nst her knees.

Th�s was the ambush.
"What are you do�ng here?" called out the v�vand�ère.
The woman ra�sed her head, and the former added angr�ly,—
"Are you �nsane to rema�n there!"
She went on,—
"A l�ttle more, and you would have been blown to atoms!" Then
address�ng the sold�ers, she sa�d, "It's a woman."
"Pard�eu! That's pla�n to be seen," repl�ed a grenad�er.
The v�vand�ère cont�nued,—"To come �nto the woods to get oneself
massacred. Can you conce�ve of any one so stup�d as that?"
The woman, surpr�sed, bew�ldered, and stunned, was gaz�ng
around, as though �n a dream, at these muskets, sabres, bayonets,
and savage faces. The two ch�ldren awoke and began to cry.
"I am hungry," sa�d one.



"I am afra�d," sa�d the other.
The baby went on nurs�ng.
The v�vand�ère addressed �t.
"You are the w�se one," she sa�d.
The mother was dumb w�th terror.
"Don't be afra�d," excla�med the sergeant, "we are the battal�on of the
Bonnet Rouge."
The woman trembled from head to foot. She looked at the sergeant,
of whose rough face she could see only the eyebrows, moustache,
and eyes l�ke two coals of f�re.
"The battal�on formerly known as the Red-Cross," added the
v�vand�ère.
The sergeant cont�nued,—
"Who are you, madam?"
The woman looked at h�m �n terror. She was th�n, young, pale, and �n
tatters. She wore the large hood and woollen cloak of the Breton
peasants, fastened by a str�ng around her neck. She left her bosom
exposed w�th the �nd�fference of an an�mal. Her feet, w�thout shoes
or stock�ngs, were bleed�ng.
"It's a beggar," sa�d the sergeant.
The v�vand�ère cont�nued �n her mart�al yet womanly vo�ce,—a gentle
vo�ce w�thal,—
"What �s your name?"
The woman stammered �n a scarce aud�ble wh�sper:
"M�chelle Fléchard."
Meanwh�le the v�vand�ère stroked the l�ttle head of the nurs�ng baby
w�th her large hand.
"How old �s th�s m�dget?" she asked.



The mother d�d not understand. The v�vand�ère repeated,—"I ask
you how old �t �s?"
"Oh, e�ghteen months," sa�d the mother.
"That's qu�te old," sa�d the v�vand�ère; "�t ought not to nurse any
longer, you must wean �t. We w�ll g�ve h�m soup."
The mother began to feel more at ease. The two l�ttle ones, who had
awakened, were rather �nterested than fr�ghtened; they adm�red the
plumes of the sold�ers.
"Ah, they are very hungry!" sa�d the mother.
And she added,—
"I have no more m�lk."
"We w�ll g�ve them food," cr�ed the sergeant, "and you also. But there
�s someth�ng more to be settled. What are your pol�t�cal op�n�ons?"
The woman looked at h�m and made no reply.
"Do you understand my quest�on?"
She stammered,—
"I was put �nto a convent when I was qu�te young, but I marr�ed; I am
not a nun. The S�sters taught me to speak French. The v�llage was
set on f�re. We escaped �n such haste that I had no t�me to put my
shoes on."
"I ask you what are your pol�t�cal op�n�ons?"
"I don't know anyth�ng about that."
The sergeant cont�nued,—
"There are female sp�es. That k�nd of person we shoot. Come,
speak. You are not a gypsy, are you? What �s your nat�ve land?"
She st�ll looked at h�m as though unable to comprehend.
The sergeant repeated,—
"What �s your nat�ve land?"
"I do not know," she sa�d.



"How �s that? You do not know your country?"
"Ah! Do you mean my country? I know that."
"Well, what �s your country?"
The woman repl�ed,—
"It �s the farm of S�sco�gnard, �n the par�sh of Azé."
It was the sergeant's turn to be surpr�sed. He paused for a moment,
lost �n thought; then he went on,—
"What was �t you sa�d?"
"S�sco�gnard."
"You cannot call that your nat�ve land."
"That �s my country."
Then after a m�nute's cons�derat�on she added,—
"I understand you, s�r. You are from France, but I am from Br�ttany."
"Well?"
"It �s not the same country."
"But �t �s the same nat�ve land," excla�med the sergeant.
The woman only repl�ed,—
"I am from S�sco�gnard."
"Let �t be. S�sco�gnard, then," sa�d the sergeant. "Your fam�ly belong
there, I suppose?"
"Yes!"
"What �s the�r bus�ness?"
"They are all dead. I have no one left."
The sergeant, who was qu�te loquac�ous, cont�nued to quest�on her.
"Dev�l take �t, every one has relat�ons, or one has had them! Who are
you? Speak!"



The woman l�stened bew�ldered; th�s "or one has had them" sounded
more l�ke the cry of a w�ld beast than the speech of a human be�ng.
The v�vand�ère felt obl�ged to �nterfere. She began to caress the
nurs�ng ch�ld, and patted the other two on the cheeks.
"What �s the baby's name? It's a l�ttle g�rl, �sn't �t?"
The mother repl�ed, "Georgette."
"And the oldest one? For he �s a man, the rogue!"
"René-Jean."
"And the younger one? For he �s a man too, and a chubby one �nto
the barga�n."
"Gros-Ala�n," repl�ed the mother.
"They are pretty ch�ldren," sa�d the v�vand�ère. "They look already as
�f they were somebody."
Meanwh�le the sergeant pers�sted.
"Come! Speak, madam! Have you a house?"
"I had one once."
"Where was �t?"
"At Azé."
"Why are you not at home?"
"Because my house was burned."
"Who burned �t?"
"I do not know. There was a battle."
"Were do you come from?"
"From over there."
"Where are you go�ng?"
"I do not know."
"Come, to the po�nt! Who are you?"



"I do not know."
"Don't know who you are?"
"We are people runn�ng away."
"To what party do you belong?"
"I do not know."
"To the Blues, or the Wh�tes? Wh�ch s�de are you on?"
"I am w�th my ch�ldren."
There was a pause. The v�vand�ère spoke.
"For my part I never had any ch�ldren. I have not had t�me."
The sergeant began aga�n.
"But what about your parents? See here, madam, tell me the facts
about your parents. Now, my name �s Radoub. I am a sergeant. I l�ve
on the Rue Cherche-M�d�. My father and my mother l�ved there. I can
talk of my parents. Tell us about yours. Tell us who your parents
were."
"The�r name was Fléchard. That's all."
"Yes. The Fléchards are the Fléchards, just as the Radoubs are the
Radoubs. But people have a trade. What was your parents' trade?
What d�d they do, these Fléchards of yours?"[1]

"They were laborers. My father was feeble and could not work, on
account of a beat�ng wh�ch the lord, h�s lord, our lord, gave h�m: �t
was really a mercy, for my father had poached a rabb�t, a cr�me of
wh�ch the penalty �s death; but the lord was merc�ful and sa�d, 'You
may g�ve h�m only a hundred blows w�th a st�ck;' and my father was
left a cr�pple."
"And then?"
"My grandfather was a Huguenot. The curé had h�m sent to the
galleys. I was very young then."
"And then?"



"My husband's father was a salt smuggler. The k�ng had h�m hung."
"And what d�d your husband do?"
"He used to f�ght �n those t�mes."
"For whom?"
"For the k�ng."
"And after that?"
"Ah! For h�s lord."
"And then?"
"For the curé."
"By all the names of beasts!" cr�ed the grenad�er. The woman
jumped �n terror.
"You see, madam, we are Par�s�ans," sa�d the v�vand�ère, affably.
The woman clasped her hands, excla�m�ng,—
"Oh, my God and Lord Jesus!"
"No superst�t�ons here!" rejo�ned the sergeant.
The v�vand�ère sat down bes�de the woman and drew the oldest
ch�ld between her knees; he y�elded read�ly. Ch�ldren are qu�te as
eas�ly reassured as they are fr�ghtened, w�th no apparent reason.
They seem to possess �nst�nct�ve percept�ons. "My poor worthy
woman of th�s ne�ghborhood, you have pretty l�ttle ch�ldren, at all
events. One can guess the�r age. The b�g one �s four years, and h�s
brother �s three. Just see how greed�ly the l�ttle rascal sucks. The
wretch! Stop eat�ng up your mother! Come madam, do not be
fr�ghtened. You ought to jo�n the battal�on. You should do as I do. My
name �s Housarde. It's a n�ckname, but I had rather be called
Housarde than Mamzelle B�corneau, l�ke my mother. I am the
canteen woman, wh�ch �s the same as say�ng, she who g�ves the
men to dr�nk when they are f�r�ng grape-shot and k�ll�ng each other.
The dev�l and all h�s tra�n. Our feet are about the same s�ze. I w�ll
g�ve you a pa�r of my shoes. I was �n Par�s on the 10th of August. I
gave Westerman a dr�nk. Everyth�ng went w�th a rush �n those days!



I saw Lou�s XVI. gu�llot�ned,—Lou�s Capet, as they call h�m. I tell you
he d�dn't l�ke �t. You just l�sten now. To th�nk that on the 13th of
January he was roast�ng chestnuts and enjoy�ng h�mself w�th h�s
fam�ly! When he was made to l�e down on what �s called the see-
saw, he wore ne�ther coat nor shoes; only a sh�rt, a qu�lted wa�stcoat,
gray cloth breeches, and gray s�lk stock�ngs. I saw all that w�th my
own eyes. The f�acre wh�ch he rode �n was pa�nted green. Now then,
you come w�th us; they are k�nd lads �n the battal�on; you w�ll be
canteen number two; I w�ll teach you the trade. Oh, �t's very s�mple!
You w�ll have a can and a bell; you are r�ght �n the racket, am�d the
f�r�ng of the platoons and the cannons, �n all that hubbub, call�ng out,
'Who wants a dr�nk, my ch�ldren?' It �s no harder task than that. I
offer a dr�nk to all, you may take my word for �t,—to the Wh�tes as
well as to the Blues, although I am a Blue, and a true Blue at that.
But I serve them all al�ke. Wounded men are th�rsty. People d�e
w�thout d�fference of op�n�ons. Dy�ng men ought to shake hands.
How fool�sh to f�ght! Come w�th us. If I am k�lled you w�ll f�ll my place.
You see I am not much to look at, but I am a k�nd woman, and a
good fellow. Don't be afra�d."
When the v�vand�ère ceased speak�ng, the woman muttered to
herself,—
"Our ne�ghbor's name was Mar�e-Jeanne, and �t was our servant
who was Mar�e-Claude."
Meanwh�le Sergeant Radoub was repr�mand�ng the grenad�er.
"S�lence! You fr�ghten madam. A man should not swear before
lad�es."
"I say th�s �s a downr�ght butchery for an honest man to hear about,"
repl�ed the grenad�er; "and to see Ch�nese Iroquo�s, whose father-�n-
law was cr�ppled by the lord, whose grandfather was sent to the
galleys by the curé, and whose father was hung by the k�ng, and
who f�ght,—zounds!—and who get entangled �n revolts, and are
crushed for the sake of the lord, the curé, and the k�ng!"
"S�lence �n the ranks!" excla�med the sergeant.



"One may be s�lent, sergeant," cont�nued the grenad�er; "but �t �s all
the same provok�ng to see a pretty woman l�ke that runn�ng the r�sk
of gett�ng her neck broken for the sake of a calot�n."[2]

"Grenad�er," sa�d the sergeant, "we are not �n the P�ke Club. Save
your eloquence!" And turn�ng to the woman, "And your husband,
madam? What does he do? What has become of h�m?"
"Noth�ng; s�nce he was k�lled."
"Where was that?"
"In the hedge."
"When?"
"Three days ago."
"Who k�lled h�m?"
"I do not know."
"How �s that? You don't know who k�lled your husband?"
"No."
"Was �t a Blue, or a Wh�te?"
"It was a bullet."
"Was that three days ago?"
"Yes."
"In what d�rect�on?"
"Towards Ernée. My husband fell. That was all."
"And s�nce your husband d�ed, what have you been do�ng?"
"I have been tak�ng my l�ttle ones along."
"Where are you tak�ng them?"
"Stra�ght along."
"Where do you sleep?"
"On the ground."



"What do you eat?"
"Noth�ng."
The sergeant made that m�l�tary gr�mace wh�ch elevates the
moustache to the nose. "Noth�ng?"
"Well, noth�ng but sloes, blackberr�es when I found any left over from
last year, whortle-berr�es, and fern-shoots."
"Yes, you may well call �t noth�ng."
The oldest ch�ld, who seemed to understand, sa�d:
"I am hungry."
The sergeant pulled from h�s pocket a p�ece of rat�on bread, and
handed �t to the mother.
Tak�ng the bread, she broke, �t �n two and gave �t to the ch�ldren, who
b�t �nto �t greed�ly.
"She has not saved any for herself," growled the sergeant.
"Because she �s not hungry," remarked a sold�er.
"Because she �s a mother," sa�d the sergeant.
The ch�ldren broke �n.
"G�ve me someth�ng to dr�nk," sa�d one.
"To dr�nk," repeated the other.
"Is there no brook �n th�s cursed wood?" sa�d the sergeant.
The v�vand�ère took the copper goblet suspended at her belt
together w�th a bell, turned the cock of the can that was strapped
across her shoulder, and pour�ng several drops �nto the goblet, held
�t to the ch�ldren's l�ps.
The f�rst drank and made a gr�mace.
The second drank and sp�t �t out
"It �s good, all the same," sa�d the v�vand�ère.
"Is that some of the old cut-throat?" asked the sergeant.



"Yes, some of the best. But they are peasants."
She w�ped the goblet.
"And so, madam, you are runn�ng away?" resumed the sergeant.
"I couldn't help �t."
"Across the f�elds? W�th no part�cular object?"
"Somet�mes I run w�th all my m�ght, and then I walk, and once �n a
wh�le I fall."
"Poor countrywoman!" sa�d the v�vand�ère.
"They were f�ght�ng," stammered the woman. "I was �n the m�ddle of
the f�r�ng. I don't know what they want. They k�lled my husband,—
that was all I know about �t."
The sergeant banged the butt of h�s musket on the ground,
excla�m�ng,—
"What a beast of a war! In the name of all that �s �d�ot�c!"
The woman cont�nued,—-
"Last n�ght we went to bed �n an émousse."
"All four of you?"
"All four."
"Went to bed?"
"Went to bed."
"Then you must have gone to bed stand�ng." And he turned to the
sold�ers.
"Comrades, a dead tree, old and hollow, where�n a man can sheathe
h�mself l�ke a sword �n a scabbard, �s what these savages call an
émousse. But what would you have? All are not obl�ged to be
Par�s�ans."
"The �dea of sleep�ng �n the hollow of a tree,—and w�th three
ch�ldren!" excla�med the v�vand�ère.



"And when the l�ttle one bawled, �t must have seemed queer to the
passers-by, who could see noth�ng, to hear the tree call�ng out,
'Papa! mamma!'"
"Fortunately, �t �s summer-t�me," sa�d the woman, w�th a s�gh.
She looked down res�gned, w�th an express�on �n her eyes of one
who had known surpr�s�ng calam�t�es.
The s�lent sold�ers surrounded th�s wretched group. A w�dow, three
orphans, fl�ght, desolat�on, sol�tude, the rumbl�ngs of war on the
hor�zon, hunger, th�rst, no food but herbs, no roof but the sky.
The sergeant drew near the woman and gazed upon the nurs�ng
�nfant. The baby left the breast, turned her head, and looked w�th her
lovely blue eyes on the dreadful ha�ry face, br�stl�ng and f�erce, that
was bend�ng over her, and began to sm�le.
The sergeant drew back, and a large tear was seen to roll down h�s
cheek, cl�ng�ng to the end of h�s moustache l�ke a pearl.
He ra�sed h�s vo�ce.
"Comrades, I have come to the conclus�on that th�s battal�on �s about
to become a father. Are you w�ll�ng? We adopt these three ch�ldren."
"Hurrah for the Republ�c!" shouted the grenad�ers.
"So be �t!" excla�med the sergeant; and he stretched out both hands
over the mother and the ch�ldren.
"Behold the ch�ldren of the battal�on of the Bonnet-Rouge!" he sa�d.
The v�vand�ère jumped for joy.
"Three heads under one cap!" she cr�ed.
Then she burst out sobb�ng, and embraced the w�dow exc�tedly,
say�ng,—
"She looks l�ke a rogue already, that l�ttle g�rl!"
"Hurrah for the Republ�c!" repeated the sold�ers.
"Come, c�t�zeness," sa�d the sergeant to the mother.



[1] The sergeant makes a pun on the name Fléchard wh�ch �s
untranslatable. Flèche means arrow, and he asks whether the
Fléchards made arrows.—TR.

[2] An opprobr�ous ep�thet for an eccles�ast�c.—TR.

BOOK II.

THE CORVETTE "CLAYMORE."

I.

ENGLAND AND FRANCE UNITED.

In the spr�ng of 1793, when France, attacked at one and the same
t�me on all her front�ers, exper�enced the pathet�c d�vers�on of the
downfall of the G�rond�sts, the follow�ng events were tak�ng place �n
the Channel Islands. In Jersey, one even�ng on the f�rst of June,
about an hour before sunset, from the lovely l�ttle Bay of Bonnenu�t,
a corvette set sa�l �n that foggy k�nd of weather dangerous for
nav�gat�on, and for that very reason better su�ted for escape than for
pursu�t. The sh�p, although �t was manned by a French crew,
belonged to the Engl�sh squadron wh�ch had been stat�oned to watch
the eastern po�nt of the �sland. The pr�nce of Tour d'Auvergne, of the
house of Bou�llon, commanded the Engl�sh fleet, and �t was by h�s
order, and for a spec�al and press�ng serv�ce, that the corvette had
been detached.
Th�s corvette entered at the Tr�n�ty House under the name of the
"Claymore," and, apparently a fre�ght vessel, was �n po�nt of fact a
man-of-war. She looked l�ke a heavy and peaceable merchant-sh�p;



but �t would not have been w�se to trust to that, for she had been bu�lt
to serve two purposes,—cunn�ng and strength; to dece�ve �f poss�ble,
to f�ght �f necessary. For the serv�ce on hand that n�ght the fre�ght
between decks had been replaced by th�rty carronades of heavy
cal�ber. E�ther for the sake of g�v�ng the sh�p a peaceable
appearance, or poss�bly because a storm was ant�c�pated, these
th�rty carronades were housed; that �s, they were f�rmly fastened
�ns�de by tr�ple cha�ns, w�th the�r muzzles t�ghtly braced aga�nst the
port-holes. Noth�ng could be seen from the outs�de. The port-holes
were closed. It was as though the corvette wore a mask. These guns
were mounted on old-fash�oned bronzed wheels, called the
"rad�at�ng model." The regular naval corvettes carry the�r guns on the
upper deck; but th�s sh�p, bu�lt for surpr�se and ambush, had �ts
decks clear, hav�ng been arranged, as we have just seen, to carry a
masked battery between decks. The "Claymore," although bu�lt �n a
heavy and clumsy fash�on, was nevertheless a good sa�ler, her hull
be�ng one of the strongest �n the Engl�sh Navy; and �n an
engagement she was almost equal to a fr�gate, although her m�zzen-
mast was only a small one, w�th a fore and aft r�g. Her rudder, of an
odd and sc�ent�f�c shape, had a curved frame, qu�te un�que, wh�ch
had cost f�fty pounds sterl�ng �n the Southampton sh�pyards. The
crew, ent�rely French, was composed of refugee off�cers and sa�lors
who were deserters. They were exper�enced men; there was not one
among them who was not a good sa�lor, a good sold�er, and a good
royal�st. A threefold fanat�c�sm possessed them,—for the sh�p, the
sword, and the k�ng.
Half a battal�on of mar�nes, wh�ch could �n case of necess�ty be
d�sembarked, was added to the crew.
The capta�n of the "Claymore" was a cheval�er of Sa�nt-Lou�s, Count
Bo�sberthelot, one of the best off�cers of the old Royal Navy; the f�rst
off�cer was the Cheval�er de la V�euv�lle, who had commanded �n the
French Guards the company of wh�ch Hoche was sergeant; and the
p�lot, Ph�l�p Gacquo�l, was one of the most exper�enced �n Jersey.
It was easy to guess that the sh�p had some unusual work to do. In
fact, a man had just stepped on board, who had the look of one
start�ng out for an adventure. He was an old man, tall, upr�ght, and



strong, w�th a severe countenance,—a man whose age �t would have
been d�ff�cult to determ�ne, for he seemed both young and old,
advanced �n years yet abound�ng �n v�gor; one of those men whose
eyes flash l�ghtn�ng though the ha�r �s wh�te. Judg�ng from h�s energy,
he was about forty years old; h�s a�r of author�ty was that of a man of
e�ghty.
At the moment when he stepped on board the corvette, h�s sea-cloak
was half-open, reveal�ng beneath w�de breeches called bragoubras,
h�gh boots, and a goat-sk�n wa�stcoat embro�dered w�th s�lk on the
r�ght s�de, wh�le the rough and br�stl�ng fur was left on the wrong
s�de,—the complete costume of a Breton peasant. These old-
fash�oned Breton wa�st-coats answered two purposes, be�ng worn
both on hol�days and week-days, and could be reversed at the opt�on
of the wearer, w�th e�ther the ha�ry or the smooth s�de out,—fur on a
week-day, and gala att�re for hol�days. And as �f to �ncrease a
carefully stud�ed resemblance, the peasant dress worn by the old
man was well worn on the knees and elbows, show�ng s�gns of long
usage, and h�s cloak, made of coarse cloth, looked l�ke the garb of a
f�sherman. He wore the round hat of the per�od, tall and broad-
br�mmed, wh�ch when turned down looks countr�f�ed, but when
caught up on one s�de by a loop and a cockade has qu�te a m�l�tary
effect. He wore �t turned down, country fash�on, w�th ne�ther loop nor
cockade.
Lord Balcarras, the governor of the �sland, and the Pr�nce de La Tour
d'Auvergne had �n person escorted h�m on board. The secret agent
of the Pr�nce Gélambre, an old body-guard of the Count d'Arto�s,
h�mself a nobleman, had personally super�ntended the arrangement
of h�s cab�n, show�ng h�s attent�on and courtesy even so far as to
carry the old man's val�se. When about to leave h�m, to return to the
land, M. de Gélambre had made a deep bow to th�s peasant; Lord
Balcarras excla�med, "Good luck to you, general;" and the Pr�nce de
La Tour d'Auvergne sa�d, "Au revo�r, cous�n."
"The peasant" was the name by wh�ch the sa�lors at once called the�r
passenger �n the short d�alogues wh�ch sa�lors hold among
themselves; yet, w�thout further �nformat�on on the subject, they



understood that th�s peasant was no more a genu�ne peasant than
the man-of-war was a merchantman.
There was scarcely any w�nd. The "Claymore" left Bonnenu�t,
passed Boulay Bay, rema�n�ng for some t�me �n s�ght, tack�ng,
gradually d�m�n�sh�ng �n the gather�ng darkness, and f�nally
d�sappeared.
All hour later, Gélambre, hav�ng returned home to Sa�nt-Hél�er, sent
to the Count d'Arto�s, at the headquarters of the Duke of York, by the
Southampton express, the follow�ng l�nes:—
"MY LORD,—The departure has just taken place. Success �s certa�n.
In e�ght days the whole coast, from Granv�lle to St. Malo, w�ll be
ablaze."
Four days prev�ously the representat�ve of the Marne, Pr�eur, on a
m�ss�on to the army on the coast of Cherbourg, and just then
stopp�ng at Granv�lle, rece�ved by a secret em�ssary the follow�ng
message, �n the same handwr�t�ng as the prev�ous one:—
"CITIZEN REPRESENTATIVE,—The 1st of June, at h�gh t�de, the war
corvette 'Claymore,' w�th a masked battery, w�ll set sa�l, to land on
the coast of France a man who answers to the follow�ng descr�pt�on:
Tall, aged, gray-ha�red, dressed l�ke a peasant, and w�th the hands of
an ar�stocrat. To-morrow I w�ll send you further deta�ls. He w�ll land
on the morn�ng of the 2d. Commun�cate th�s to the cru�ser, capture
the corvette, gu�llot�ne the man."

II.

NIGHT WITH THE SHIP AND THE PASSENGER.

The corvette, �nstead of sa�l�ng south, �n the d�rect�on of St.
Cather�ne, headed to the north, then, veer�ng towards the west, had



boldly entered that arm of the sea between Sark and Jersey called
the Passage of the Déroute. There was then no l�ghthouse, at any
po�nt on e�ther coast. It had been a clear sunset: the n�ght was
darker than summer n�ghts usually are; �t was moonl�ght, but large
clouds, rather of the equ�nox than of the solst�ce, overspread the sky,
and, judg�ng by appearances the moon would not be v�s�ble unt�l she
reached the hor�zon at the moment of sett�ng. A few clouds hung low
near the surface of the sea and covered �t w�th vapor.
All th�s darkness was favorable. Gacquo�l, the p�lot, �ntended to leave
Jersey on the left, Guernsey on the r�ght, and by boldly sa�l�ng
between Hano�s and Dover, to reach some bay on the coast near St.
Malo, a longer but safer route than the one through M�nqu�ers; for
the French coaster had stand�ng orders to keep an unusually sharp
lookout between St. Hél�er and Granv�lle.
If the w�nd were favorable, and noth�ng happened, by d�nt of sett�ng
all sa�l Gacquo�l hoped to reach the coast of France at daybreak.
All went well. The corvette had just passed Gros Nez. Towards n�ne
o'clock the weather looked sullen, as the sa�lors express �t, both w�nd
and sea r�s�ng; but the w�nd was favorable, and the sea was rough,
yet not heavy, waves now and then dash�ng over the bow of the
corvette. "The peasant," whom Lord Balcarras had called general,
and whom the Pr�nce de La Tour d'Auvergne had addressed as
cous�n, was a good sa�lor, and paced the deck of the corvette w�th
calm d�gn�ty. He d�d not seem to not�ce that she rocked cons�derably.
From t�me to t�me he took out of h�s wa�stcoat pocket a cake of
chocolate, and break�ng off a p�ece, munched �t. Though h�s ha�r was
gray, h�s teeth were sound.
He spoke to no one, except that from t�me to t�me he made a few
conc�se remarks �n an undertone to the capta�n, who l�stened to h�m
deferent�ally, apparently regard�ng h�s passenger as the commander,
rather than h�mself. Unobserved �n the fog, and sk�lfully p�loted, the
"Claymore" coasted along the steep shore to the north of Jersey,
hugg�ng the land to avo�d the form�dable reef of P�erres-de-Leeq,
wh�ch l�es �n the m�ddle of the stra�t between Jersey and Sark.
Gacquo�l, at the helm, s�ght�ng �n turn Grove de Leeq, Gros Nez, and



Plémont, mak�ng the corvette gl�de �n among those cha�ns of reefs,
felt h�s way along to a certa�n extent, but w�th the self-conf�dence of
one fam�l�ar w�th the ways of the sea.
The corvette had no l�ght forward, fear�ng to betray �ts passage
through these guarded waters. They congratulated themselves on
the fog. The Grande Étape was reached; the m�st was so dense that
the lofty outl�nes of the P�nnacle were scarcely v�s�ble. They heard �t
str�ke ten from the belfry of Sa�nt-Ouen,—a s�gn that the w�nd was
st�ll aft. All was go�ng well; the sea grew rougher, because they were
draw�ng near La Corb�ère.
A l�ttle after ten, the Count Bo�sberthelot and the Cheval�er de la
V�euv�lle escorted the man �n the peasant garb to the door of h�s
cab�n, wh�ch was the capta�n's own room. As he was about to enter,
he remarked, lower�ng h�s vo�ce:—
"You understand the �mportance of keep�ng the secret, gentlemen.
S�lence up to the moment of explos�on. You are the only ones here
who know my name."
"We w�ll carry �t to the grave," repl�ed Bo�sberthelot.
"And for my part, I would not reveal �t were I face to face w�th death,"
remarked the old man.
And he entered h�s state-room.

III.

PATRICIAN AND PLEBEIAN UNITED.

The commander and the f�rst off�cer returned on deck, and began to
pace up and down s�de by s�de, talk�ng as they walked. The theme
was ev�dently the�r passenger; and th�s was the substance of the
conversat�on wh�ch the w�nd wafted through the darkness.
Bo�sberthelot grumbled half aud�bly to La V�euv�lle,—



"It rema�ns to be seen whether or no he �s a leader."
La V�euv�lle repl�ed,—
"Meanwh�le he �s a pr�nce."
"Almost."
"A nobleman �n France, but a pr�nce �n Br�ttany."
"L�ke the Trémo�lles and the Rohans."
"W�th whom he �s connected."
Bo�sberthelot resumed,—
"In France and �n the carr�ages of the k�ng he �s a marqu�s,—as I am
a count, and you a cheval�er."
"The carr�ages are far away!" excla�med V�euv�lle. "We are l�v�ng �n
the t�me of the tumbr�l."
A s�lence ensued.
Bo�sberthelot went on,—
"For lack of a French pr�nce we take one from Br�ttany."
"For lack of thrushes—No: s�nce an eagle �s not to be found, we take
a crow."
"I should prefer a vulture," remarked Bo�sberthelot.
La V�euv�lle repl�ed,—-
"Yes, �ndeed, w�th a beak and talons."
"We shall see."
"Yes," repl�ed V�euv�lle, "�t �s t�me there was a leader. I agree w�th
T�ntén�ac,—a leader and gun-power! See here, commander, I know
nearly all the poss�ble and �mposs�ble leaders,—those of yesterday,
those of to-day, and those of to-morrow. Not one of them has the
head requ�red for war. In th�s cursed Vendée a general �s needed
who would be a lawyer as well as a leader. He must harass the
enemy, d�spute every bush, d�tch, and stone; he must force unlucky
quarrels upon h�m, and take advantage of everyth�ng; v�g�lant and



p�t�less, he must watch �ncessantly, slaughter freely, and make
examples. Now, �n th�s army of peasants there are heroes, but no
capta�ns. D'Elbée �s a nonent�ty, Lescure an �nval�d; Bonchamps �s
merc�ful,—he �s k�nd, and that �mpl�es folly; La Rochejaquele�n �s a
superb sub-l�eutenant; S�lz �s an off�cer good for the open f�eld, but
not su�ted for a war that needs a man of exped�ents; Cathel�neau �s a
s�mple teamster; Stofflet �s a crafty game-keeper; Bérard �s
�neff�c�ent; Boula�nv�ll�ers �s absurd; Charette �s horr�ble. I make no
ment�on of Gaston the barber. Mordemonbleu! what �s the use of
oppos�ng revolut�on, and what �s the d�fference between ourselves
and the republ�cans, �f we set barbers over the heads of noblemen!
The fact �s, that th�s beastly revolut�on has contam�nated all of us."
"It �s the �tch of France."
"It �s the �tch of the T�ers État," rejo�ned Bo�sberthelot. "England
alone can help us."
"And she w�ll, capta�n, undoubtedly."
"Meanwh�le �t �s an ugly state of affa�rs."
"Yes,—rust�cs everywhere. A monarchy that has Stofflet, the game-
keeper of M. de Maulevr�er, for a commander has no reason to envy
a republ�c whose m�n�ster �s Pache, the son of the Duke de Castr�es'
porter. What men th�s Vendean war br�ngs face to face,—.on one
s�de Santerre the brewer; on the other Gaston the ha�rdresser!"
"My dear La V�euv�lle, I feel some respect for th�s Gaston. He
behaved well �n h�s command of Guéménée. He had three hundred
Blues neatly shot after mak�ng them d�g the�r own graves."
"Well enough done; but I could have done qu�te as well as he."
"Pard�eu, to be sure; and I too."
"The great feats of war," sa�d V�euv�lle, "requ�re noble blood �n those
who perform them. These are matters for kn�ghts, and not for
ha�rdressers."
"But yet there are est�mable men �n th�s 'Th�rd Estate,'" rejo�ned
V�euv�lle. "Take that watchmaker, Joly, for �nstance. He was formerly
a sergeant �n a Flanders reg�ment; he becomes a Vendean ch�ef and



commander of a coast band. He has a son, a republ�can; and wh�le
the father serves �n the ranks of the Wh�tes, the son serves �n those
of the Blues. An encounter, a battle: the father captures the son and
blows out h�s bra�ns."

"He d�d well," sa�d La V�euv�lle.
"A royal�st Brutus," answered Bo�sberthelot. "Nevertheless, �t �s
unendurable to be under the command of a Coquereau, a Jean-
Jean, a Moul�n, a Focart, a Bouju, a Chouppes!"
"My dear cheval�er, the oppos�te party �s qu�te as �nd�gnant. We are
crowded w�th plebe�ans; they have an excess of nobles. Do you th�nk
the sans-culottes l�ke to be commanded by the Count de Canclaux,
the V�scount de M�randa, the V�scount de Beauharna�s, the Count de
Valence, the Marqu�s de Cust�ne, and the Duke de B�ron?"
"What a comb�nat�on!"
"And the Duke de Chartres!"
"Son of Égal�té. By the way, when w�ll he be k�ng?"
"Never!"
"He asp�res to the throne, and h�s very cr�mes serve to promote h�s
�nterests."
"And h�s v�ces w�ll �njure h�s cause," sa�d Bo�sberthelot.
Then, after another pause, he cont�nued,—
"Nevertheless, he was anx�ous to be reconc�led. He came to see the
k�ng. I was at Versa�lles when some one sp�t on h�s back."
"From the top of the grand sta�rcase?"
"Yes."
"I am glad of �t."
"We called h�m Bourbon le Bourbeux."



"He �s bald-headed; he has p�mples; he �s a reg�c�de. Poh!"
And La V�euv�lle added:—
"I was w�th h�m at Ouessant."
"On the 'Sa�nt Espr�t'?"
"Yes."
"Had he obeyed Adm�ral d'Orv�ll�er's s�gnal to keep to the w�ndward,
he would have prevented the Engl�sh from pass�ng."
"True."
"Was he really h�dden �n the bottom of the hold?"
"No; but we must say so all the same."
And La V�euv�lle burst out laugh�ng.
Bo�sberthelot cont�nued:—
"Fools are plent�ful. Look here, I have known th�s Boula�nv�ll�ers of
whom you were speak�ng; I knew h�m well. At f�rst the peasants were
armed w�th p�kes; would you bel�eve �t, he took �t �nto h�s head to
form them �nto p�ke-men. He wanted to dr�ll them �n cross�ng p�kes
and repell�ng a charge. He dreamed of transform�ng these
barbar�ans �nto regular sold�ers. He undertook to teach them how to
round �n the corners of the�r squares, and to mass battal�ons w�th
hollow squares. He jabbered the ant�quated m�l�tary d�alect to them;
he called the ch�ef of a squad a 'cap d'escade'—wh�ch was what
corporals under Lou�s XIV. were called. He pers�sted �n form�ng a
reg�ment of all those poachers. He had regular compan�es whose
sergeants ranged themselves �n a c�rcle every even�ng, and,
rece�v�ng the s�gn and counters�gn from the colonel's sergeant,
repeated �t �n a wh�sper to the l�eutenant's sergeant, who repeated �t
to h�s next ne�ghbor, who �n h�s turn transm�tted �t to the next man,
and so on from ear to ear unt�l �t reached the last man. He cash�ered
an off�cer for not stand�ng bareheaded to rece�ve the watchword from
the sergeant. You may �mag�ne how he succeeded. Th�s s�mpleton
could not understand that peasants have to be led peasant fash�on,



and that �t �s �mposs�ble to transform rust�cs �nto sold�ers. Yes, I have
known Boula�nv�ll�ers."
They walked along a few steps, each one engrossed �n h�s own
thoughts.
Then the conversat�on was resumed:—
"By the way, has the report of Damp�erre's death been conf�rmed?"
"Yes, commander."
"Before Condé?"
"At the camp of Pamars; he was h�t by a cannon-ball."
Bo�sberthelot s�ghed.
"Count Damp�erre,—another of our men, who took s�des w�th them."
"May he prosper wherever he may be!" sa�d V�euv�lle.
"And the lad�es,—where are they?"
"At Tr�este."
"St�ll there?"
"Yes."
"Ah, th�s republ�c!" excla�med La V�euv�lle. "What havoc from so
sl�ght a cause! To th�nk that th�s revolut�on was the result of a def�c�t
of only a few m�ll�ons!"
"Ins�gn�f�cant beg�nn�ngs are not always to be trusted."
"Everyth�ng goes wrong," repl�ed La V�euv�lle.
"Yes; La Rouar�e �s dead. Du Dresnay �s an �d�ot. What wretched
leaders are all those b�shops,—th�s Coucy, b�shop of La Rochelle;
Beaupo�l Sa�nt-Aula�re, b�shop of Po�t�ers; Mercy, b�shop of Luzon, a
lover of Madame de l'Eschasser�e—"
"Whose name �s Servanteau, you know, commander. Eschasser�e �s
the name of an estate."
"And that false b�shop of Agra, who �s a curé of I know not what!"



"Of Dol. H�s name �s Gu�llot de Follev�lle. But then he �s brave, and
knows how to f�ght."
"Pr�ests when one needs sold�ers! b�shops who are no b�shops at all!
generals who are no generals!"
La V�euv�lle �nterrupted Bo�sberthelot.
"Have you the 'Mon�teur' �n your state-room, commander?"
"Yes."
"What are they g�v�ng now �n Par�s?"
"'Adèle and Paul�ne' and 'La Caverne.'"
"I should l�ke to see that."
"You may. We shall be �n Par�s �n a month." Bo�sberthelot thought a
moment, and then added:
"At the latest,—so Mr. W�ndham told Lord Hood."
"Then, commander, I take �t affa�rs are not go�ng so very badly?"
"All would go well, prov�ded that the Breton war were well managed."
De V�euv�lle shook h�s head.
"Commander," he sa�d, "are we to land the mar�nes?"
"Certa�nly, �f the coast �s fr�endly, but not otherw�se. In some cases
war must force the gates; �n others �t can sl�p through them. C�v�l war
must always keep a false key �n �ts pocket. We w�ll do all we can; but
one must have a ch�ef."
And Bo�sberthelot added thoughtfully,—
"What do you th�nk of the Cheval�er de D�euz�e, La V�euv�lle?"
"Do you mean the younger?"
"Yes."
"For a commander?"
"Yes."



"He �s only good for a p�tched battle �n the open f�eld. It �s only the
peasant who knows the underbrush."
"In that case, you may as well res�gn yourself to Generals Stofflet
and Cathel�neau."
La V�euv�lle med�tated for a moment; then he sa�d,—
"What we need �s a pr�nce,—a French pr�nce, a pr�nce of the blood,
a real pr�nce."
"How can that be? He who says 'pr�nce'—"
"Says 'coward.' I know �t, commander. But we need h�m for the
�mpress�on he would produce upon the herd."
"My dear cheval�er, the pr�nces don't care to come."
"We w�ll do w�thout them."
Bo�sberthelot pressed h�s hand mechan�cally aga�nst h�s forehead,
as �f str�v�ng to evoke an �dea. He resumed,—
"Then let us try th�s general."
"He �s a great nobleman."
"Do you th�nk he w�ll do?"
"If he �s one of the r�ght sort," sa�d La V�euv�lle.
"You mean relentless?" sa�d Bo�sberthelot.
The count and the cheval�er looked at each other.
"Mons�eur Bo�sberthelot, you have def�ned the mean�ng of the word.
Relentless,—yes, that's what we need. Th�s �s a war that shows no
mercy. The bloodth�rsty are �n the ascendant The reg�c�des have
beheaded Lou�s XVI.; we w�ll quarter the reg�c�des. Yes, the general
we need �s General Relentless. In Anjou and Upper Po�tou the
leaders play the magnan�mous; they tr�fle w�th generos�ty, and they
are always defeated. In the Mara�s and the country of Retz, where
the leaders are feroc�ous, everyth�ng goes bravely forward. It �s
because Charette �s f�erce that he stands h�s ground aga�nst Parre�n,
—hyena p�tted aga�nst hyena."



Bo�sberthelot had no t�me to answer. V�euv�lle's words were
suddenly cut short by a desperate cry, and at the same �nstant they
heard a no�se unl�ke all other sounds. Th�s cry and the unusual
sounds came from the �nter�or of the vessel.
The capta�n and the l�eutenant rushed to the gun-deck, but were
unable to enter. All the gunners came runn�ng up, bes�de themselves
w�th terror.
A fr�ghtful th�ng had just happened.

IV.

TORMENTUM BELLI.

One of the carronades of the battery, a twenty-four pound cannon,
had become loose.
Th�s �s perhaps the most dreadful th�ng that can take place at sea.
Noth�ng more terr�ble can happen to a man-of-war under full sa�l.
A cannon that breaks loose from �ts fasten�ngs �s suddenly
transformed �nto a supernatural beast. It �s a monster developed
from a mach�ne. Th�s mass runs along on �ts wheels as eas�ly as a
b�ll�ard ball; �t rolls w�th the roll�ng, p�tches w�th the p�tch�ng, comes
and goes, stops, seems to med�tate, beg�ns anew, darts l�ke an
arrow from one end of the sh�p to the other, wh�rls around, turns
as�de, evades, rears, h�ts out, crushes, k�lls, exterm�nates. It �s a ram
batter�ng a wall at �ts own pleasure. Moreover, the batter�ng-ram �s
�ron, the wall �s wood. It �s matter set free; one m�ght say that th�s
eternal slave �s wreak�ng �ts vengeance; �t would seem as though the
ev�l �n what we call �nan�mate objects had found vent and suddenly
burst forth; �t has the a�r of hav�ng lost �ts pat�ence, and of tak�ng a
myster�ous, dull revenge; noth�ng �s so �nexorable as the rage of the
�nan�mate. The mad mass leaps l�ke a panther; �t has the we�ght of



an elephant, the ag�l�ty of a mouse, the obst�nacy of the axe; �t takes
one by surpr�se, l�ke the surge of the sea; �t flashes l�ke l�ghtn�ng; �t �s
deaf as the tomb; �t we�ghs ten thousand pounds, and �t bounds l�ke
a ch�ld's ball; �t wh�rls as �t advances, and the c�rcles �t descr�bes are
�ntersected by r�ght angles. And what help �s there? How can �t be
overcome? A calm succeeds the tempest, a cyclone passes over, a
w�nd d�es away, we replace the broken mass, we check the leak, we
ext�ngu�sh the f�re; but what �s to be done w�th th�s enormous bronze
beast? How can �t be subdued? You can reason w�th a mast�ff, take
a bull by surpr�se, fasc�nate a snake, fr�ghten a t�ger, moll�fy a l�on;
but there �s no resource w�th the monster known as a loosened gun.
You cannot k�ll �t,—�t �s already dead; and yet �t l�ves. It breathes a
s�n�ster l�fe bestowed on �t by the Inf�n�te. The plank beneath sways �t
to and fro; �t �s moved by the sh�p; the sea l�fts the sh�p, and the w�nd
keeps the sea �n mot�on. Th�s destroyer �s a toy. Its terr�ble v�tal�ty �s
fed by the sh�p, the waves, and the w�nd, each lend�ng �ts a�d. What
�s to be done w�th th�s compl�cat�on? How fetter th�s monstrous
mechan�sm of sh�pwreck? How foresee �ts com�ngs and go�ngs, �ts
reco�ls, �ts halts, �ts shocks? Any one of those blows may stave �n the
s�de of the vessel. How can one guard aga�nst these terr�ble
gyrat�ons? One has to do w�th a project�le that reflects, that has
�deas, and changes �ts d�rect�on at any moment. How can one arrest
an object �n �ts course, whose onslaught must be avo�ded? The
dreadful cannon rushes about, advances, recedes, str�kes to r�ght
and to left, fl�es here and there, baffles the�r attempts at capture,
sweeps away obstacles, crush�ng men l�ke fl�es.

The extreme danger of the s�tuat�on comes from the unstead�ness of
the deck. How �s one to cope w�th the capr�ces of an �ncl�ned plane?
The sh�p had w�th�n �ts depths, so to speak, �mpr�soned l�ghtn�ng
struggl�ng for escape; someth�ng l�ke the rumbl�ng of thunder dur�ng
an earthquake. In an �nstant the crew was on �ts feet. It was the ch�ef
gunner's fault, who had neglected to fasten the screw-nut of the
breech�ng cha�n, and had not thoroughly chocked the four trucks of
the carronade, wh�ch allowed play to the frame and bottom of the



gun-carr�age, thereby d�sarrang�ng the two platforms and part�ng the
breech�ng. The lash�ngs were broken, so that the gun was no longer
f�rm on �ts carr�age. The stat�onary breech�ng wh�ch prevents the
reco�l was not �n use at that t�me. As a wave struck the sh�p's s�de
the cannon, �nsuff�c�ently secured, had receded, and hav�ng broken
�ts cha�n, began to wander threatn�ngly over the deck. In order to get
an �dea of th�s strange sl�d�ng, fancy a drop of water sl�d�ng down a
pane of glass.
When the fasten�ng broke, the gunners were �n the battery, s�ngly
and �n groups, clear�ng the sh�p for act�on. The carronade, thrown
forward by the p�tch�ng, dashed �nto a group of men, k�ll�ng four of
them at the f�rst blow; then, hurled back by the roll�ng, �t cut �n two an
unfortunate f�fth man, and struck and d�smounted one of the guns of
the larboard battery. Hence the cry of d�stress wh�ch had been
heard. All the men rushed to the ladder. The gun-deck was empty �n
the tw�nkl�ng of an eye.
The monstrous gun was left to �tself. It was �ts own m�stress, and
m�stress of the sh�p. It could do w�th �t whatsoever �t w�shed. Th�s
crew, accustomed to laugh �n battle, now trembled. It would be
�mposs�ble to descr�be the�r terror.
Capta�n Bo�sberthelot and L�eutenant la V�euv�lle, brave men though
they were, paused at the top of the ladder, s�lent, pale, and
undec�ded, look�ng down on the deck. Some one pushed them as�de
w�th h�s elbow, and descended. It was the�r passenger, the peasant,
the man about whom they were talk�ng a moment ago.
Hav�ng reached the bottom of the ladder he halted.

V.

VIS ET VIR.



The cannon was roll�ng to and fro on the deck. It m�ght have been
called the l�v�ng char�ot of the Apocalypse. A d�m waver�ng of l�ghts
and shadows was added to th�s spectacle by the mar�ne lantern,
sw�ng�ng under the deck. The outl�nes of the cannon were
�nd�st�ngu�shable, by reason of the rap�d�ty of �ts mot�on; somet�mes �t
looked black when the l�ght shone upon �t, then aga�n �t would cast
pale, gl�mmer�ng reflect�ons �n the darkness.
It was st�ll pursu�ng �ts work of destruct�on. It had already shattered
four other p�eces, and made two breaches �n the sh�p's s�de,
fortunately above the water-l�ne, but wh�ch would leak �n case of
rough weather. It rushed frant�cally aga�nst the t�mbers; the stout
r�ders res�sted,—curved t�mbers have great strength; but one could
hear them crack under th�s tremendous assault brought to bear
s�multaneously on every s�de, w�th a certa�n omn�presence truly
appall�ng.
A bullet shaken �n a bottle could not produce sharper or more rap�d
sounds. The four wheels were pass�ng and repass�ng over the dead
bod�es, cutt�ng and tear�ng them to p�eces, and the f�ve corpses had
become f�ve trunks roll�ng h�ther and th�ther; the heads seemed to
cry out; streams of blood flowed over the deck, follow�ng the mot�on
of the sh�p. The ce�l�ng, damaged �n several places, had begun to
g�ve way. The whole sh�p was f�lled w�th a dreadful tumult.
The capta�n, who had rap�dly recovered h�s self-possess�on, had
g�ven orders to throw down the hatchway all that could abate the
rage and check the mad onslaught of th�s �nfur�ated gun; mattresses,
hammocks, spare sa�ls, co�ls of rope, the bags of the crew, and bales
of false ass�gnats, w�th wh�ch the corvette was laden,—that �nfamous
stratagem of Engl�sh or�g�n be�ng cons�dered a fa�r tr�ck �n war.
But what ava�led these rags? No one dared to go down to arrange
them, and �n a few moments they were reduced to l�nt.
There was just sea enough to render th�s acc�dent as complete as
poss�ble. A tempest would have been welcome. It m�ght have upset
the cannon, and w�th �ts four wheels once �n the a�r, �t could eas�ly
have been mastered. Meanwh�le the havoc �ncreased. There were
even �nc�s�ons and fractures �n the masts, that stood l�ke p�llars



grounded f�rmly �n the keel, and p�erc�ng the several decks of the
vessel. The m�zzen-mast was spl�t, and even the ma�n-mast was
damaged by the convuls�ve blows of the cannon. The destruct�on of
the battery st�ll went on. Ten out of the th�rty p�eces were useless.
The fractures �n the s�de �ncreased, and the corvette began to leak.
The old passenger, who had descended to the gun-deck, looked l�ke
one carved �n stone as he stood mot�onless at the foot of the sta�rs
and glanced sternly over the devastat�on. It would have been
�mposs�ble to move a step upon the deck.
Each bound of the l�berated carronade seemed to threaten the
destruct�on of the sh�p. But a few moments longer, and sh�pwreck
would be �nev�table.
They must e�ther overcome th�s calam�ty or per�sh; some dec�s�ve
act�on must be taken. But what?
What a combatant was th�s carronade!
Here was th�s mad creature to be arrested, th�s flash of l�ghtn�ng to
be se�zed, th�s thunderbolt to be crushed. Bo�sberthelot sa�d to
V�euv�lle:—
"Do you bel�eve �n God, cheval�er?"
"Yes and no, somet�mes I do!" repl�ed La V�euv�lle.
"In a tempest?"
"Yes, and �n moments l�ke these."
"Truly God alone can save us," sa�d Bo�sberthelot.
All were s�lent, leav�ng the carronade to �ts horr�ble uproar.
The waves beat�ng the sh�p from w�thout answered the blows of the
cannon w�th�n, very much l�ke a couple of hammers str�k�ng �n turn.
Suddenly �n the m�dst of th�s �naccess�ble c�rcus, where the escaped
cannon was toss�ng from s�de to s�de, a man appeared, grasp�ng an
�ron bar. It was the author of the catastrophe, the ch�ef gunner,
whose cr�m�nal negl�gence had caused the acc�dent,—the capta�n of
the gun. Hav�ng brought about the ev�l, h�s �ntent�on was to repa�r �t.



Hold�ng a handsp�ke �n one hand, and �n the other a t�ller rope w�th
the sl�p-noose �n �t, he had jumped through the hatchway to the deck
below.
Then began a terr�ble struggle; a t�tan�c spectacle; a combat
between cannon and cannoneer; a contest between m�nd and
matter; a duel between man and the �nan�mate. The man stood �n
one corner �n an att�tude of expectancy, lean�ng on the r�der and
hold�ng �n h�s hands the bar and the rope; calm, l�v�d, and trag�c, he
stood f�rmly on h�s legs, that were l�ke two p�llars of steel.
He was wa�t�ng for the cannon to approach h�m.
The gunner knew h�s p�ece, and he felt as though �t must know h�m.
They had l�ved together a long t�me. How often had he put h�s hand
�n �ts mouth. It was h�s domest�c monster. He began to talk to �t as he
would to a dog. "Come," sa�d he. Poss�bly he loved �t.
He seemed to w�sh for �ts com�ng, and yet �ts approach meant sure
destruct�on for h�m. How to avo�d be�ng crushed was the quest�on.
All looked on �n terror.
Not a breath was drawn freely, except perhaps by the old man, who
rema�ned on the gun-deck gaz�ng sternly on the two combatants.
He h�mself was �n danger of be�ng crushed by the p�ece; st�ll he d�d
not move.
Beneath them the bl�nd sea had command of the battle. When, �n the
act of accept�ng th�s awful hand-to-hand struggle, the gunner
approached to challenge the cannon, �t happened that the surg�ng
sea held the gun mot�onless for an �nstant, as though stupef�ed.
"Come on!" sa�d the man. It seemed to l�sten.
Suddenly �t leaped towards h�m. The man dodged. Then the struggle
began,—a contest unheard of; the frag�le wrestl�ng w�th the
�nvulnerable; the human warr�or attack�ng the brazen beast; bl�nd
force on the one s�de, soul on the other.
All th�s was �n the shadow. It was l�ke an �nd�st�nct v�s�on of a m�racle.
A soul!—strangely enough �t seemed as �f a soul ex�sted w�th�n the
cannon, but one consumed w�th hate and rage. The bl�nd th�ng



seemed to have eyes. It appeared as though the monster were
watch�ng the man. There was, or at least one m�ght have supposed
�t, cunn�ng �n th�s mass. It also chose �ts opportun�ty. It was as
though a g�gant�c �nsect of �ron was endowed w�th the w�ll of a
demon. Now and then th�s colossal grasshopper would str�ke the low
ce�l�ng of the gun-deck, then fall�ng back on �ts four wheels, l�ke a
t�ger on all fours, rush upon the man. He—supple, ag�le, adro�t—
wr�thed l�ke a serpent before these l�ghtn�ng movements. He avo�ded
encounters; but the blows from wh�ch he escaped fell w�th
destruct�ve force upon the vessel. A p�ece of broken cha�n rema�ned
attached to the carronade. Th�s b�t of cha�n had tw�sted �n some
�ncomprehens�ble way around the breech-button.
One end of the cha�n was fastened to the gun-carr�age; the other
end thrashed w�ldly around, aggravat�ng the danger w�th every
bound of the cannon. The screw held �t as �n a clenched hand, and
th�s cha�n, mult�ply�ng the strokes of the batter�ng-ram by those of the
thong, made a terr�ble wh�rlw�nd around the gun,—a lash of �ron �n a
f�st of brass. Th�s cha�n compl�cated the combat.
Desp�te all th�s, the man fought. He even attacked the cannon at
t�mes, crawl�ng along by the s�de of the sh�p and clutch�ng h�s
handsp�ke and the rope; the cannon seemed to understand h�s
movements, and fled as though suspect�ng a trap. The man, noth�ng
daunted, pursued h�s chase.
Such a struggle must necessar�ly be br�ef. Suddenly the cannon
seemed to say to �tself: Now, then, there must be an end to th�s. And
�t stopped. A cr�s�s was felt to be at hand. The cannon, as �f �n
suspense, seemed to med�tate, or—for to all �ntents and purposes �t
was a l�v�ng creature—�t really d�d med�tate, some fur�ous des�gn. All
at once �t rushed on the gunner, who sprang as�de w�th a laugh,
cry�ng out, "Try �t aga�n!" as the cannon passed h�m. The gun �n �ts
fury smashed one of the larboard carronades; then, by the �nv�s�ble
sl�ng �n wh�ch �t seemed to be held, �t was thrown to the starboard,
towards the man, who escaped. Three carronades were crushed by
�ts onslaught; then, as though bl�nd and bes�de �tself, �t turned from
the man, and rolled from stern to stem, spl�nter�ng the latter, and
caus�ng a breach �n the walls of the prow. The gunner took refuge at



the foot of the ladder, a short d�stance from the old man, who stood
watch�ng. He held h�s handsp�ke �n read�ness. The cannon seemed
aware of �t, and w�thout tak�ng the trouble to turn, �t rushed backward
on the man, as sw�ft as the blow of an axe. The gunner, �f dr�ven up
aga�nst the s�de of the sh�p, would be lost.
One cry arose from the crew.
The old passenger—who unt�l th�s moment had stood mot�onless—
sprang forward more sw�ftly than all those mad wh�rls. He had se�zed
a bale of the false ass�gnats, and at the r�sk of be�ng crushed
succeeded �n throw�ng �t between the wheels of the carronade. Th�s
dec�s�ve and per�lous manoeuvre could not have been executed w�th
more prec�s�on and adro�tness by an adept �n all the exerc�ses g�ven
�n the work of Durosel's "Manual of Naval Gunnery."
The bale had the effect of a plug. A pebble may block a log; a branch
somet�mes changes the course of an avalanche. The carronade
stumbled, and the gunner, ava�l�ng h�mself of the per�lous
opportun�ty, thrust h�s �ron bar between the spokes of the back
wheels. P�tch�ng forward, the cannon stopped; and the man, us�ng
h�s bar for a lever, rocked �t backward and forward. The heavy mass
upset, w�th the resonant sound of a bell that crashes �n �ts fall. The
man, reek�ng w�th persp�rat�on, threw h�mself upon �t, and passed the
sl�p-noose of the t�ller-rope around the neck of the defeated monster.
The combat was ended. The man had conquered. The ant had
overcome the mastodon; the pygmy had �mpr�soned the thunderbolt.
The sold�ers and sa�lors applauded.
The crew rushed forward w�th cha�ns and cables, and �n an �nstant
the cannon was secured.
Salut�ng the passenger, the gunner excla�med,—
"S�r, you have saved my l�fe!"
The old man had resumed h�s �mpass�ble att�tude, and made no
reply.



VI.

THE TWO ENDS OF THE SCALE.

The man had conquered; but �t m�ght be aff�rmed that the cannon
also had ga�ned a v�ctory. Immed�ate sh�pwreck was averted; but the
corvette was st�ll �n danger. The �njur�es the sh�p had susta�ned
seemed �rreparable. There were f�ve breaches �n the s�des, one of
them—a very large one—�n the bow, and twenty carronades out of
th�rty lay shattered �n the�r frames. The recaptured gun, wh�ch had
been secured by a cha�n, was �tself d�sabled. The screw of the
breech-button be�ng wrenched, �t would consequently be �mposs�ble
to level the cannon. The battery was reduced to n�ne guns; there
was a leakage �n the hold. All these damages must be repa�red
w�thout loss of t�me, and the pumps set �n operat�on. Now that the
gun-deck had become v�s�ble, �t was fr�ghtful to look upon. The
�nter�or of a mad elephant's cage could not have been more
thoroughly devastated. However �mportant �t m�ght be for the
corvette to avo�d observat�on, the care for �ts �mmed�ate safety was
st�ll more �mperat�ve. They were obl�ged to l�ght the deck w�th
lanterns placed at �ntervals along the s�des.
In the mean t�me, wh�le th�s trag�c enterta�nment had lasted, the
crew, ent�rely absorbed by a quest�on of l�fe and death, had not
not�ced what was go�ng on outs�de of the sh�p. The fog had
th�ckened, the weather had changed, the w�nd had dr�ven the vessel
at w�ll; they were out of the�r course, �n full s�ght of Jersey and
Guernsey, much farther to the south than they ought to have been,
and confront�ng a tumultuous sea. The b�g waves k�ssed the
wounded s�des of the corvette w�th k�sses that savored of danger.
The heav�ng of the sea grew threaten�ng; the w�nd had r�sen to a
gale; a squall, perhaps a tempest, was brew�ng. One could not see
four oars' length before one.
Wh�le the crew made haste w�th the�r temporary repa�rs on the gun-
deck, stopp�ng the leaks and sett�ng up the cannons that had
escaped un�njured, the old passenger returned to the deck.



He stood lean�ng aga�nst the ma�n-mast.
He had taken no not�ce of what was go�ng on �n the sh�p. The
Cheval�er de la V�euv�lle had drawn up the mar�nes on e�ther s�de of
the ma�n-mast, and at a s�gnal-wh�stle of the boatswa�n the sa�lors,
who had been busy �n the r�gg�ng, stood up on the yards. Count
Bo�sberthelot approached the passenger. The capta�n was followed
by a man, who, haggard and pant�ng, w�th h�s dress �n d�sorder, st�ll
wore on h�s countenance an express�on of content.
It was the gunner who had so opportunely d�splayed h�s power as a
tamer of monsters, and ga�ned the v�ctory over the cannon.
The count made a m�l�tary salute to the old man �n the peasant garb,
and sa�d to h�m:—
"Here �s the man, general."
The gunner, w�th downcast eyes, stood erect �n a m�l�tary att�tude.
"General," resumed Count Bo�sberthelot, "cons�der�ng what th�s man
has done, do you not th�nk that h�s super�ors have a duty to
perform?"
"I th�nk so," repl�ed the old man.
"Be so good as to g�ve your orders," resumed Bo�sberthelot.
"It �s for you to g�ve them; you are the capta�n."
"But you are the general," answered Bo�sberthelot.
The old man looked at the gunner.
"Step forward," he sa�d.
The gunner advanced a step.
Turn�ng to Count Bo�sberthelot, the old man removed the cross of
Sa�nt Lou�s from the capta�n's breast, and fastened �t on the jacket of
the gunner. The sa�lors cheered, and the mar�nes presented arms.
Then po�nt�ng to the bew�ldered gunner he added:
"Now let the man be shot!"
Stupor took the place of applause.



Then, am�d a tomb-l�ke s�lence, the old man, ra�s�ng h�s vo�ce, sa�d:
—



"The sh�p has been endangered by an act of carelessness, and may
even yet be lost. It �s all the same whether one be at sea or face to
face w�th the enemy. A sh�p at sea �s l�ke an army �n battle. The
tempest, though unseen, �s ever present; the sea �s an ambush.
Death �s the f�t penalty for every fault comm�tted when fac�ng the
enemy. There �s no fault that can be retr�eved. Courage must be
rewarded and negl�gence pun�shed."
These words fell one after the other slowly and gravely, w�th a
certa�n �mplacable rhythm, l�ke the strokes of the axe upon an oak-
tree. Look�ng at the sold�ers, the old man added,—
"Do your duty!"
The man on whose breast shone the cross of Sa�nt Lou�s bowed h�s
head, and at a s�gn of Count Bo�sberthelot two sa�lors went down to
the gun-deck, and presently returned br�ng�ng the hammock-shroud;
the two sa�lors were accompan�ed by the sh�p's chapla�n, who s�nce
the departure had been engaged �n say�ng prayers �n the off�cers'
quarters. A sergeant detached from the ranks twelve sold�ers, whom
he arranged �n two rows, s�x men �n a row. The gunner placed
h�mself between the two l�nes. The chapla�n, hold�ng a cruc�f�x,
advanced and took h�s place bes�de the man. "March!" came from
the l�ps of the sergeant; and the platoon slowly moved towards the
bow, followed by two sa�lors cann�ng the shroud.
A gloomy s�lence fell on the corvette. In the d�stance a hurr�cane was
blow�ng. A few moments later, a report echoed through the gloom;
one flash, and all was st�ll. Then came the splash of a body fall�ng
�nto the water. The old passenger, st�ll lean�ng aga�nst the ma�n-
mast, h�s hands crossed on h�s breast, seemed lost �n thought.
Bo�sberthelot, po�nt�ng towards h�m w�th the foref�nger of h�s left
hand, remarked �n an undertone to La V�euv�lle,—
"The Vendée has found a leader."



VII.

HE WHO SETS SAIL INVESTS IN A LOTTERY.

But what was to become of the corvette? The clouds that had
m�ngled all n�ght w�th the waves had now fallen so low that they
overspread the sea l�ke a mantle, and completely shut out the
hor�zon. Noth�ng but fog,—always a dangerous s�tuat�on, even for a
seaworthy vessel.
A heavy swell was added to the m�st.
They had �mproved the�r t�me; the corvette had been l�ghtened by
throw�ng �nto the sea everyth�ng that they had been able to clear
away after the havoc caused by the carronade,—d�smantled
cannons, gun-carr�ages, tw�sted or loosened t�mbers, spl�ntered
p�eces of wood and �ron; the port-holes were opened, and the
corpses and parts of human bod�es, wrapped �n tarpaul�n, were sl�d
down on planks �nto the sea.
The sea was runn�ng h�gh. Not that the tempest was �mm�nent. On
the other hand, �t seemed as �f the hurr�cane, that was rumbl�ng afar
off on the hor�zon, and the w�nd were both decreas�ng and mov�ng
northward; but the waves were st�ll h�gh, show�ng an angry sea, and
the corvette �n �ts d�sabled cond�t�on could w�th d�ff�culty res�st the
shocks, so that the h�gh waves m�ght prove fatal to �t. Gacquo�l,
absorbed �n thought, rema�ned at the helm. To show a bold front �n
the presence of danger �s the hab�t of commanders.
La V�euv�lle, whose sp�r�ts rose �n t�me of trouble, addressed
Gacquo�l.
"Well, p�lot," he sa�d, "the squall has subs�ded. Its sneez�ng-f�t came
to naught. We shall pull through. We shall get some w�nd, and
noth�ng more."
"We can't have w�nd w�thout waves."
A true sa�lor, ne�ther gay nor sad; and h�s reply was charged w�th an
anx�ous s�gn�f�cance. For a leak�ng sh�p a h�gh sea means a rap�d
s�nk�ng. Gacquo�l had emphas�zed th�s pred�ct�on by frown�ng.



Perhaps he thought that after the catastrophe w�th the cannon and
the gunner, La V�euv�lle had been too qu�ck to use l�ght-hearted,
almost cheerful, words. Certa�n th�ngs br�ng �ll-luck at sea. The sea �s
ret�cent; one never knows �ts �ntent�ons, and �t �s well to be on one's
guard.
La V�euv�lle felt obl�ged to resume h�s grav�ty.
"Where are we, p�lot?" he asked.
"In the hands of God," repl�ed the p�lot.
A p�lot �s a master; he must always be allowed to do what pleases
h�m, and often to say what he chooses. That k�nd of man �s not apt to
be loquac�ous. La V�euv�lle left h�m, after ask�ng a quest�on to wh�ch
the hor�zon soon repl�ed.
The sea had suddenly cleared.
The tra�l�ng fogs were rent; the dusky heav�ng waves stretched as far
as the eye could penetrate �nto the d�m tw�l�ght, and th�s was the
s�ght that lay before them.
The sky was shut �n by clouds, although they no longer touched the
water. The dawn had begun to �llum�ne the east, wh�le �n the west the
sett�ng moon st�ll cast a pale gl�mmer�ng l�ght These two pall�d
presences �n oppos�te quarters of the sky outl�ned the hor�zon �n two
narrow bands of l�ght between the dark sea and the gloomy sky.
Black s�lhouettes were sketched aga�nst them, upr�ght and
mot�onless.
In the west, aga�nst the moonl�t sky, three h�gh cl�ffs stood forth, l�ke
Celt�c cromlechs.
In the east, aga�nst the pale hor�zon of the morn�ng, e�ght sa�ls drawn
up �n a row �n form�dable array came �n v�ew. The three cl�ffs were a
reef, the e�ght sa�ls a squadron. Beh�nd them was M�nqu�ers, a cl�ff of
�ll-repute, and �n front were the French cru�sers. W�th an abyss on
the left hand, and carnage on the r�ght, they had to choose between
sh�pwreck and a battle. The corvette must e�ther encounter the cl�ffs
w�th a damaged hull, a shattered r�gg�ng, and broken masts, or face



a battle, know�ng that twenty out of the th�rty cannons of wh�ch her
art�llery cons�sted were d�sabled, and the best of her gunners dead.
The dawn was st�ll fe�nt, and the n�ght not yet ended. Th�s darkness
m�ght poss�bly last for qu�te a long t�me, as �t was caused mostly by
the clouds that hung h�gh �n the a�r, th�ck and dense, look�ng l�ke a
sol�d vault.
The w�nd had scattered the sea-fog, dr�v�ng the corvette on
M�nqu�ers.
In her extreme weakness, and d�lap�dated as she was, she hardly
obeyed the helm as she rolled helplessly along, lashed onward by
the force of the waves.
The M�nqu�ers—that trag�c reef!—was more dangerous at that t�me
than �t �s now. Several of the turrets of th�s mar�ne fortress have been
worn away by the �ncessant act�on of the sea. The form of reefs
changes; waves are f�tly l�kened unto swords; each t�de �s l�ke the
stroke of a saw. At that t�me, to be stranded on the M�nqu�ers meant
certa�n death. The cru�sers composed the squadron of Cancale,—
the one that afterwards became so famous under the command of
Capta�n Duchesne, called by Lequ�n�o "Père Duchesne."
The s�tuat�on was cr�t�cal. Dur�ng the struggle w�th the carronade the
sh�p had wandered unconsc�ously from her course, sa�l�ng more �n
the d�rect�on of Granv�lle than of St. Malo. Even had her sa�l�ng
power been un�mpa�red, the M�nqu�ers would have barred her return
to Jersey, wh�le the cru�sers h�ndered her passage towards France.
Although there was no storm, yet, as the p�lot had sa�d, the sea was
rough. Rolled by the heavy w�nd over a rocky bottom, �t had grown
savage.
The sea never tells what �t wants at the f�rst onset. Everyth�ng l�es
concealed �n �ts abyss, even tr�ckery. One m�ght almost aff�rm that �t
has a scheme. It advances and recedes; �t offers and refuses; �t
arranges for a storm, and suddenly g�ves up �ts �ntent�on; �t prom�ses
an abyss, and fa�ls to keep �ts agreement; �t threatens the north, and
str�kes the south. All n�ght long the corvette "Claymore" labored w�th
the fog and feared the storm; the sea had d�sappo�nted them �n a



savage sort of way. It had drawn a storm �n outl�ne, and f�lled �n the
p�cture w�th a reef.
It was to be a sh�pwreck �n any event, but �t had assumed another
form, and w�th one enemy to supplement the work of the other, �t was
to comb�ne a wreck on the surf w�th destruct�on by battle.
"A sh�pwreck on the one hand and a f�ght on the other!" excla�med
V�euv�lle am�d h�s gallant laughter. "We have thrown double f�ves on
both s�des!"

VIII.

9 : 380.

The corvette was l�ttle better than a wreck.
A sepulchral solemn�ty pervaded the d�m tw�l�ght, the darkness of the
clouds, the confused changes of the hor�zon, and the myster�ous
sullenness of the waves. There was no sound except the host�le
blasts of the w�nd. The catastrophe rose majest�c from the abyss. It
looked more l�ke an appar�t�on than an attack. No st�r on the rocks,
no st�r on the sh�ps. The s�lence was overpower�ng beyond
descr�pt�on. Were they deal�ng w�th real�ty? It was l�ke a dream
pass�ng over the sea. There are legends that tell of such v�s�ons. The
corvette lay, so to speak, between a demon reef and a phantom
fleet.
Count Bo�sberthelot �n a low vo�ce gave orders to La V�euv�lle, who
went down to the gun-deck, wh�le the capta�n, se�z�ng h�s telescope,
stat�oned h�mself beh�nd the p�lot. Gacquo�l's sole effort was to keep
up the corvette to the w�nd; for �f struck on her s�de by the sea and
the w�nd, she would �nev�tably caps�ze.
"P�lot, where are we?" sa�d the capta�n.
"On the M�nqu�ers."



"On wh�ch s�de?"
"On the worst one."
"What k�nd of bottom?"
"Small rocks."
"Can we turn broads�de on?"
"We can always d�e."
The capta�n turned h�s spy-glass towards the west and exam�ned the
M�nqu�ers; then turn�ng �t to the east he watched the sa�ls that were
�n s�ght.
The p�lot went on, as though speak�ng to h�mself:
"Yonder �s the M�nqu�ers. That �s where the laugh�ng sea-mew and
the great black-hooded gull stop to rest when they m�grate from
Holland."
Meanwh�le the capta�n had counted the sa�ls.
There were, �ndeed, e�ght sh�ps drawn up �n l�ne, the�r warl�ke
prof�les r�s�ng above the water. In the centre was seen the stately
outl�ne of a three-decker.
The capta�n quest�oned the p�lot.
"Do you know those sh�ps?"
"Of course I do."
"What are they?"
"That's the squadron."
"Of the French?"
"Of the Dev�l."
A s�lence ensued; and aga�n the capta�n resumed h�s quest�ons.
"Are all the cru�sers there?"
"No, not all."



In fact, on the 2d of Apr�l, Valazé had reported to the Convent�on that
ten fr�gates and s�x sh�ps of the l�ne were cru�s�ng �n the Channel.
The capta�n remembered th�s.
"You are r�ght," he sa�d; "the squadron numbers s�xteen sh�ps, and
only e�ght are here."
"The others are straggl�ng along the coast down below, on the
lookout," sa�d Gacquo�l.
St�ll gaz�ng through h�s spy-glass the capta�n murmured,—
"One three-decker, two f�rst-class and f�ve second-class fr�gates."
"I too have seen them close at hand," muttered Gacquo�l. "I know
them too well to m�stake one for the other."
The capta�n passed h�s glass to the p�lot.
"P�lot, can you make out d�st�nctly the largest sh�p?"
"Yes, commander. It �s the 'Côte-d'Or.'"
"They have g�ven �t a new name. It used to be the 'États de
Bourgogne,'—a new sh�p of a hundred and twenty-e�ght cannon."
He took a memorandum-book and penc�l from h�s pocket, and wrote
down the number "128."
"P�lot, what �s the f�rst sh�p on the port?"
"The 'Expér�mentée.'"
"A fr�gate of the f�rst class; f�fty-two guns. She was f�tt�ng out at Brest
two months ago."
The capta�n put down on h�s note-book the number "52."
"What �s the second sh�p to port, p�lot?"
"The 'Dryade.'"
"A fr�gate of the f�rst class; forty e�ghteen-pounders. She has been �n
Ind�a, and has a glor�ous m�l�tary record."
And below the "52" he wrote the number "40." Then, ra�s�ng h�s
head, he sa�d,—



"Now, on the starboard?"
"They are all second-class fr�gates, commander; there are f�ve of
them."
"Wh�ch �s the f�rst one from the sh�p?"
"The 'Résolue.'"
"Th�rty-two e�ghteen-pounders. The second?"
"The 'R�chmond.'"
"Same. Next?"
"The 'Athée.'"
"A queer name to sa�l under. Next?"
"The 'Calypso.'"
"Next?"
"The 'Preneuse.'"
"F�ve fr�gates, each of th�rty-two guns."
The capta�n wrote "160" under the f�rst numbers.
"You are sure you recogn�ze them, p�lot?" he asked.
"You also know them well, commander. It �s someth�ng to recogn�ze
them; but �t �s better to know them."
The capta�n, w�th h�s eyes on the note-book, was add�ng up the
column to h�mself.
"One hundred and twenty-e�ght, f�fty-two, forty, one hundred and
s�xty."
Just then La V�euv�lle came up on deck.
"Cheval�er," excla�med the capta�n, "we are fac�ng three hundred and
e�ghty cannon."
"So be �t," repl�ed La V�euv�lle.
"You have just been mak�ng an �nspect�on, La V�euv�lle: how many
guns have we f�t for serv�ce?"



"N�ne."
"So be �t," responded Bo�sberthelot �n h�s turn; and tak�ng the
telescope from the p�lot, he scanned the hor�zon.
The e�ght black and s�lent sh�ps, though they appeared �mmovable,
cont�nued to �ncrease �n s�ze.
They were gradually draw�ng nearer.
La V�euv�lle saluted the capta�n.
"Commander," he sa�d, "here �s my report. I m�strusted th�s corvette
'Claymore.' It �s never pleasant to be suddenly ordered on board a
sh�p that ne�ther knows nor loves you. An Engl�sh sh�p �s a tra�tor to
the French. That slut of a carronade proved th�s. I have made the
�nspect�on. The anchors are good; they are not made of �nfer�or �ron,
but hammered out of sol�d bars; the flukes are sol�d; the cables are
excellent, easy to pay out, and have the requ�s�te length of one
hundred and twenty fathoms. Plenty of ammun�t�on; s�x gunners
dead; each gun has one hundred and seventy-one rounds."
"Because there are only n�ne cannon left," grumbled the capta�n.
Bo�sberthelot levelled h�s glass to the hor�zon. The squadron
cont�nued �ts slow approach. Carronades have one advantage: three
men are suff�c�ent to man them. But they also have a d�sadvantage:
they do not carry as far, and shoot w�th less prec�s�on than cannon. It
was therefore necessary to let the squadron approach w�th�n the
range of the carronades.
The capta�n gave h�s orders �n a low vo�ce. S�lence re�gned on the
sh�p. No s�gnal to clear the decks for act�on had been g�ven, but st�ll
�t had been done. The corvette was as helpless to cope w�th men as
w�th the sea. They d�d the�r best w�th th�s remnant of a war-sh�p.
Near the t�ller-ropes on the gangway were p�led spare hawsers and
cables, to strengthen the mast �n case of need. The quarters for the
wounded were put �n order. Accord�ng to the naval pract�ce of those
days, they barr�caded the deck,—wh�ch �s a protect�on aga�nst balls,
but not aga�nst bullets. The ball-gauges were brought, although �t
was rather late to ascerta�n the cal�ber; but they had not ant�c�pated
so many �nc�dents. Cartr�dge-boxes were d�str�buted among the



sa�lors, and each one secured a pa�r of p�stols and a d�rk �n h�s belt.
Hammocks were stowed away, guns were po�nted, and muskets,
axes, and grappl�ngs prepared. The cartr�dge and bullet stores were
put �n read�ness; the powder-magaz�ne was opened; every man
stood at h�s post. Not a word was spoken wh�le these preparat�ons
went on am�d haste and gloom; and �t seemed l�ke the room of a
dy�ng person.
Then the corvette was turned broads�de on. She carr�ed s�x anchors,
l�ke a fr�gate, and all of them were cast,—the spare anchor forward,
the kedger aft, the sea-anchor towards the open, the ebb-anchor
towards the breakers, the bower-anchor to starboard, and the sheet-
anchor to port. The n�ne un�njured carronades were placed as a
battery on the s�de towards the enemy.
The squadron, equally s�lent, had also f�n�shed �ts evolut�ons. The
e�ght sh�ps now stood �n a sem�c�rcle, of wh�ch M�nqu�ers formed the
chord. The "Claymore" enclosed w�th�n th�s sem�c�rcle, and held
furthermore by �ts own anchors, was backed by the reef,—s�gn�fy�ng
sh�pwreck. It was l�ke a pack of hounds surround�ng a w�ld boar, not
g�v�ng tongue, but show�ng �ts teeth.
It seemed as �f each s�de were wa�t�ng for someth�ng.
The gunners of the "Claymore" stood to the�r guns.
Bo�sberthelot sa�d to La V�euv�lle,—
"I should l�ke to be the f�rst to open f�re."
"A coquette's fancy," repl�ed La V�euv�lle.

IX.

SOME ONE ESCAPES.

The passenger had not left the deck; he watched all that was go�ng
on w�th h�s customary �mpass�b�l�ty.



Bo�sberthelot went up to h�m.
"S�r," he sa�d, "the preparat�ons are completed. We are now cl�ng�ng
to our grave; we shall not relax our hold. We must succumb e�ther to
the squadron or to the reef. The alternat�ve �s before us: e�ther
sh�pwreck among the breakers or surrender to the enemy. But the
resource of death �s st�ll left; better to f�ght than be wrecked. I would
rather be shot than drowned; f�re before water, �f the cho�ce be left to
me. But where �t �s our duty to d�e �t �s not yours. You are the man
chosen by pr�nces. You have an �mportant m�ss�on,—that of d�rect�ng
the Vendean war. Your death m�ght result �n the fa�lure of monarchy;
therefore you must l�ve. Wh�le honor requ�res us to stand by the sh�p,
�t calls on you to escape. You must leave us, General; I w�ll prov�de
you w�th a boat and a man. You may succeed �n reach�ng the shore,
by mak�ng a détour. It �s not yet dayl�ght; the waves are h�gh and the
sea dark. You w�ll probably escape. There are occas�ons when to
flee means to conquer."
The old man bent h�s stately head �n token of acqu�escence.
Count Bo�sberthelot ra�sed h�s vo�ce.
"Sold�ers and sa�lors!" he called.
Every movement ceased, and from all s�des faces were turned �n the
d�rect�on of the capta�n.
He cont�nued:—
"Th�s man who �s among us represents the k�ng. He has been
�ntrusted to our care; we must save h�m. He �s needed for the throne
of France. As we have no pr�nce, he �s to be,—at least we hope so,
—the leader of the Vendée. He �s a great general. He was to land
w�th us �n France; now he must land w�thout us. If we save the head
we save all."
"Yes, yes, yes!" cr�ed the vo�ces of all the crew.
The capta�n went on:—
"He too �s about to face a ser�ous danger. It �s not easy to reach the
coast. The boat must be large enough to l�ve �n th�s sea, and small
enough to escape the cru�sers. He must land at some safe po�nt, and



�t w�ll be better to do so nearer Fougères than Coutances. We want a
hardy sa�lor, a good oars-man and a strong sw�mmer, a man from
that ne�ghborhood, and one who knows the stra�ts. It �s st�ll so dark
that a boat can put off from the corvette w�thout attract�ng attent�on;
and later there w�ll be smoke enough to h�de �t from v�ew. Its s�ze w�ll
be an advantage �n the shallows. Where the panther �s caught, the
weasel escapes. Although there �s no outlet for us, there may be for
a small rowboat; the enemy's sh�ps w�ll not see �t, and, what �s more,
about that t�me we shall be g�v�ng them plenty of d�vers�on. Is �t
dec�ded?"
"Yes, yes, yes!" cr�ed the crew.
"Then there �s not a moment to be lost," cont�nued the capta�n. "Is
there a man among you w�ll�ng to undertake the bus�ness?"
In the darkness, a sa�lor stepped out of the ranks and sa�d,—
"I am the man."

X.

DOES HE ESCAPE?

A few m�nutes later, one of those small boats called a g�g, wh�ch are
always devoted to the use of the capta�n, pushed off from the sh�p.
There were two men �n th�s boat,—the passenger �n the stern, and
the volunteer sa�lor �n the bow. The n�ght was st�ll very dark. The
sa�lor, accord�ng to the capta�n's �nstruct�ons, rowed energet�cally
towards the M�nqu�ers. For that matter, �t was the only d�rect�on �n
wh�ch he could row. Some prov�s�ons had been placed �n the bottom
of the boat,—a bag of b�scu�ts, a smoked tongue, and a barrel of
water.



Just as they were lower�ng the g�g, La V�euv�lle, a very scoffer �n the
presence of destruct�on, lean�ng over the stern-post of the corvette,
cr�ed out �n h�s cool sneer�ng vo�ce a part�ng word:—
"Very good for escap�ng, and st�ll better for drown�ng."
"S�r, let us joke no more," sa�d the p�lot.
They pushed off rap�dly, and soon left the corvette far beh�nd. Both
w�nd and t�de were �n the oars-man's favor, and the small sk�ff flew
rap�dly along, waver�ng to and fro �n the tw�l�ght, and h�dden by the
h�gh crests of the waves.
A gloomy sense of expectat�on brooded over the sea.
Suddenly am�d th�s �ll�m�table, tumultuous s�lence a vo�ce was heard;
exaggerated by the speak�ng-trumpet, as by the brazen mask of
anc�ent tragedy, �t seemed almost superhuman.
It was Capta�n Bo�sberthelot speak�ng.
"Royal mar�nes," he excla�med, "na�l the wh�te flag to the m�zzen-
mast! We are about to look upon our last sunr�se!"
And the corvette f�red a shot.
"Long l�ve the K�ng!" shouted the crew.
Then from the verge of the hor�zon was heard another shout,
stupendous, remote, confused, and yet d�st�nct,—
"Long l�ve the Republ�c!"
And a d�n l�ke unto the roar of three hundred thunderbolts exploded
�n the depths of the sea.
The confl�ct began. The sea was covered w�th f�re and smoke.
Jets of spray thrown up by the balls as they struck the water rose
from the sea on all s�des.
The "Claymore" was pour�ng forth flame on the e�ght vessels; the
squadron, ranged �n a sem�c�rcle around her, opened f�re from all �ts
batter�es. The hor�zon was �n a blaze. A volcano seemed to have
sprung from the sea. The w�nd swept to and fro th�s stupendous



cr�mson drapery of battle through wh�ch the vessels appeared and
d�sappeared l�ke phantoms. Aga�nst the red sky �n the foreground
were sketched the outl�nes of the corvette.
The fleur-de-l�s flag could be seen float�ng from the ma�n-mast.
The two men �n the boat were s�lent. The tr�angular shoal of the
M�nqu�ers, a k�nd of submar�ne Tr�nacr�um, �s larger than the �sle of
Jersey. The sea covers �t. Its culm�nat�ng po�nt �s a plateau that �s
never submerged, even at the h�ghest t�de, and from wh�ch r�se,
towards the northeast, s�x m�ghty rocks stand�ng �n a l�ne, produc�ng
the effect of a mass�ve wall wh�ch has crumbled here and there. The
stra�t between the plateau and the s�x reefs �s access�ble only to
vessels draw�ng very l�ttle water. Beyond th�s stra�t �s the open sea.

The sa�lor who had volunteered to manage the boat headed for the
stra�t. Thus he had put M�nqu�ers between the boat and the battle.
He nav�gated sk�lfully �n the narrow channel, avo�d�ng rocks to
starboard and port. The cl�ff now h�d the battle from the�r v�ew. The
flam�ng hor�zon and the fur�ous d�n of the cannonade were grow�ng
less d�st�nct, by reason of the �ncreased d�stance; but judg�ng from
the cont�nued explos�ons one could guess that the corvette st�ll held
�ts own, and that �t meant to use �ts hundred and n�nety-one rounds
to the very last. The boat soon found �tself �n smooth waters beyond
the cl�ffs and the battle, and out of the reach of m�ss�les. Gradually
the surface of the sea lost someth�ng of �ts gloom; the rays of l�ght
that had been swallowed up �n the shadows began to w�den; the
curl�ng foam leaped forth �n jets of l�ght, and the broken waves sent
back the�r pale reflect�ons. Dayl�ght appeared.
The boat was beyond reach of the enemy, but the pr�nc�pal d�ff�culty
st�ll rema�ned to be overcome. It was safe from grape-shot, but the
danger of sh�pwreck was not yet past. It was on the open sea, a
mere shell, w�th ne�ther deck, sa�l, mast, nor compass, ent�rely
dependent on �ts oars, face to face w�th the ocean and the hurr�cane,
—a pygmy at the mercy of g�ants.



Then am�d th�s �nf�n�te sol�tude, h�s face wh�tened by the morn�ng
l�ght, the man �n the bow of the boat ra�sed h�s head and gazed
stead�ly at the man �n the stern as he sa�d,—
"I am the brother of h�m whom you ordered to be shot."

BOOK III.

HALMALO.

I.

SPEECH IS WORD.

The old man slowly l�fted h�s head.
He who had addressed h�m was about th�rty years of age. The tan of
the sea was upon h�s brow; there was someth�ng unusual about h�s
eyes, as �f the s�mple pup�ls of the peasant had taken on the keen
express�on of the sa�lor; he held h�s oars f�rmly �n h�s hands. He
looked gentle enough. In h�s belt he wore a d�rk, two p�stols, and a
rosary.
"Who are you?" sa�d the old man.
"I have just told you."
"What do you w�sh?"
The man dropped the oars, folded h�s arms, and repl�ed,—



"To k�ll you."
"As you please!" repl�ed the old man.
The man ra�sed h�s vo�ce.
"Prepare yourself."
"For what?"
"To d�e."
"Why?" �nqu�red the old man.
A s�lence followed. For a moment the quest�on seemed to abash the
man. He cont�nued,—
"I tell you that I mean to k�ll you."
"And I ask of you the reason."
The sa�lor's eyes flashed.
"Because you k�lled my brother."
The old man answered qu�etly,—
"I saved h�s l�fe at f�rst."
"True. You saved h�m f�rst, but you k�lled h�m afterwards."
"It was not I who k�lled h�m."
"Who was �t, then?"
"H�s own fault."
The sa�lor gazed on the old man open-mouthed; then once more h�s
brows contracted savagely.
"What �s your name?" asked the old man.
"My name �s Halmalo, but I can k�ll you all the same, whether you
know my name or not."
Just then the sun rose; a ray struck the sa�lor full �n the face, v�v�dly
�llum�n�ng that w�ld countenance.



The old man stud�ed �t closely. The cannonad�ng, though not yet
ended, was no longer cont�nuous. A dense smoke had settled upon
the hor�zon. The boat, left to �tself, was dr�ft�ng to leeward.
W�th h�s r�ght hand the sa�lor se�zed one of the p�stols at h�s belt,
wh�le �n h�s left he held h�s rosary.
The old man rose to h�s feet.
"Do you bel�eve �n God?" he asked.
"'Our Father who art �n heaven.'" repl�ed the sa�lor.
Then he made the s�gn of the cross.
"Have you a mother?"
He crossed h�mself aga�n, say�ng,—
"I have sa�d all I have to say. I g�ve you one m�nute longer, my lord."
And he cocked the p�stol.
"Why do you call me 'My lord'?"
"Because you are one. That �s ev�dent enough."
"Have you a lord yourself?"
"Yes, and a grand one too. Is one l�kely to be w�thout a lord?"
"Where �s he?"
"I do not know. He has left the country. H�s name �s Marqu�s de
Lantenac, V�scount de Fontenay, Pr�nce �n Br�ttany; he �s lord of the
Sept-Forêts. I never saw h�m, but he �s my master all the same."
"If you were to see h�m, would you obey h�m?"
"Of course I should be a heathen were I not to obey h�m! We owe
obed�ence to God, and after that to the k�ng, who �s l�ke unto God,
and then to the lord, who �s l�ke the k�ng. But that has noth�ng to do
w�th the quest�on; you have k�lled my brother, and I must k�ll you."
The old man repl�ed,—
"Let us say, then, that I d�d k�ll your brother; I d�d well."



The sa�lor had closed more f�rmly upon h�s p�stol.
"Come!" he sa�d.
"So be �t," sa�d the old man.
And he added composedly,—
"Where �s the pr�est?"
The sa�lor looked at h�m.
"The pr�est?"
"Yes. I gave your brother a pr�est; therefore �t �s your duty to prov�de
one for me."
"But I have none," repl�ed the sa�lor.
And he cont�nued,—
"How do you expect to f�nd a pr�est here on the open sea?"
The convuls�ve explos�ons of the battle sounded more and more
d�stant.
"Those who are dy�ng yonder have the�r pr�est," sa�d the old man.
"I know �t," muttered the sa�lor; "they have the chapla�n."
The old man went on,—
"If you make me lose my soul, �t w�ll be a ser�ous matter."
The sa�lor thoughtfully bent h�s head.
"And �f my soul �s lost," cont�nued the old man, "yours w�ll be lost
also. L�sten to me; I feel p�ty for you. You shall do as you l�ke. For my
part, I only fulf�lled my duty when I f�rst saved your brother's l�fe and
afterwards took �t from h�m; and at the present moment I am do�ng
my duty �n try�ng to save your soul. Reflect; for �t �s a matter that
concerns you. Do you hear the cannon-shots? Men are dy�ng over
yonder; desperate men, �n the�r last agony, husbands who w�ll never
see the�r w�ves, fathers who w�ll never see the�r ch�ldren, brothers
who, l�ke yourself, w�ll never see the�r brothers. And who �s to blame
for �t? Your own brother. You bel�eve �n God, do you not? If so, you
know that God �s suffer�ng now. He �s suffer�ng �n the person of h�s



son, the most Chr�st�an k�ng of France, who �s a ch�ld l�ke the ch�ld
Jesus, and who �s now �mpr�soned �n the Temple; God �s suffer�ng �n
h�s Church of Br�ttany, �n h�s desecrated cathedrals, �n h�s Gospels
torn to fragments, �n h�s v�olated houses of prayer, �n h�s murdered
pr�ests. What were we about to do w�th that sh�p wh�ch �s per�sh�ng at
th�s moment? We were go�ng to the rel�ef of the Lord. If your brother
had been a trustworthy servant, �f he had performed h�s dut�es
fa�thfully, l�ke a good and useful man, no m�sfortune would have
happened to the carronade, the corvette would not have been
d�sabled, she would not have got out of her course and fallen �nto the
hands of that cursed fleet, and we should all now be land�ng �n
France, brave sa�lors and sold�ers as we were, sword �n hand, w�th
our wh�te banner unfurled, a mult�tude of contented, happy men,
advanc�ng to the rescue of the brave Vendean peasants, on our way
to save France, the k�ng, and Alm�ghty God. That �s what we were
�ntend�ng to do, what we should have done, and what I, the only one
rema�n�ng, st�ll propose to do. But you �ntend to prevent me. In th�s
struggle of �mp�ous men aga�nst pr�ests, �n th�s confl�ct of reg�c�des
aga�nst the k�ng, of Satan aga�nst God, you range yourself �n the
ranks of Satan. Your brother was the Dev�l's f�rst ass�stant, you are
h�s second. What he began you mean to f�n�sh. You are for the
reg�c�des aga�nst the throne; you take s�des w�th the �mp�ous aga�nst
the Church. You take away the Lord's last resource. For, as I shall
not be there,—I, who represent the k�ng,—v�llages w�ll cont�nue to
burn, fam�l�es to mourn, pr�ests to bleed, Br�ttany to suffer, the k�ng to
rema�n �mpr�soned, and Jesus Chr�st to gr�eve over h�s people. And
who w�ll have caused all th�s? You. Well, you are carry�ng out your
own plans. I expected far d�fferent th�ngs from you, but I was
m�staken. It �s true that I k�lled your brother. He played a brave part,
for that I rewarded h�m; he was gu�lty, therefore I pun�shed h�m. He
fa�led �n h�s duty; I have not fa�led �n m�ne. What I d�d I would do
aga�n; and I swear by the great Sa�nt Anne of Auray, who looks down
on us, that under l�ke c�rcumstances I would shoot my own son just
as I shot your brother. Now you are the master. Indeed, I p�ty you.
You have broken your word to the capta�n,—you, Chr�st�an w�thout
fa�th; you, Breton w�thout honor. I was �ntrusted to your loyalty, and
you accepted the trust mean�ng to betray �t; you offer my death to



those to whom you have prom�sed my l�fe. Do you real�ze whom you
are destroy�ng here? It �s your own self. You rob the k�ng of my l�fe,
and you cons�gn yourself forever to the Dev�l. Go on, comm�t your
cr�me. You set a low value on your share �n Parad�se. Thanks to you,
the Dev�l w�ll conquer; thanks to you, the churches w�ll fall; thanks to
you, the heathen w�ll go on turn�ng bells �nto cannon,—men w�ll be
shot w�th the very �nstrument that once brought to m�nd the salvat�on
of the�r souls. Perhaps at th�s moment, wh�le I st�ll speak to you, the
same bell that pealed for your bapt�sm �s k�ll�ng your mother. Go on
w�th the Dev�l's work. Do not pause. Yes, I have condemned your
brother; but learn th�s,—I am but a tool �n the hands of God. Ah I you
pretend to judge God's ways? You w�ll next s�t �n judgment on the
thunderbolt �n the heavens. Wretched man, you w�ll be judged by �t.
Beware what you do. Do you even know whether I am �n a state of
grace? No. Never m�nd, go on; do your w�ll. You have the power to
hurl me to perd�t�on, and yourself l�kew�se. Your own damnat�on, as
well as m�ne, rests �n your hands. You w�ll be answerable before
God. We are alone, face to face w�th the abyss; complete your work,
make an end of �t. I am old, and you are young; I have no weapons,
you are armed: k�ll me."
Wh�le the old man, stand�ng erect, was utter�ng these words �n a
vo�ce that rang above the tumult of the sea, the undulat�ons of the
waves showed h�m now �n shadow, now �n l�ght. The sa�lor had
turned ghostly pale; large drops of mo�sture fell from h�s brow; he
trembled l�ke a leaf; now and then he k�ssed h�s rosary. When the old
man f�n�shed, he threw away h�s p�stol and fell on h�s knees.
"Pardon, my lord! forg�ve me!" he cr�ed. "You speak l�ke our Lord
h�mself. I have been wrong. My brother was gu�lty. I w�ll do all I can
to make amends for h�s cr�me. D�spose of me; command me: I w�ll
obey."
"I forg�ve you," sa�d the old man.

II.



A PEASANT'S MEMORY IS WORTH AS MUCH AS THE
CAPTAIN'S SCIENCE.

The prov�s�ons w�th wh�ch the boat had been stocked were far from
superfluous; for the two fug�t�ves were forced to make long détours,
and were th�rty-s�x hours �n reach�ng the coast. They passed the
n�ght at sea; but the n�ght was f�ne, w�th more moonl�ght than �s
pleas�ng to people who w�sh to escape observat�on.
At f�rst they were obl�ged to keep away from the French coast, and
ga�n the open sea �n the d�rect�on of Jersey. They heard the f�nal
volley from the unfortunate corvette, and �t sounded l�ke the roar of a
l�on whom the hunters are k�ll�ng �n the forest. Then a s�lence fell
upon the sea.
The corvette "Claymore" per�shed l�ke the "Vengeur;" but glory has
kept no record of �ts deeds. One can w�n no laurels who f�ghts
aga�nst h�s nat�ve land.
Halmalo was a remarkable sa�lor. He performed m�racles of sk�ll and
sagac�ty. The route that he �mprov�sed am�d the reefs, the waves,
and the v�g�lance of the enemy was a masterp�ece. The w�nd had
abated, and the struggle w�th the sea was over. Halmalo had
avo�ded the Caux des M�nqu�ers, and hav�ng rounded the Chaussée
aux Boeufs, took refuge there, so as to get a few hours of rest �n the
l�ttle creek formed by the sea at low t�de; then row�ng southward, he
cont�nued to pass between Granv�lle and the Chausey Islands
w�thout be�ng not�ced by the lookout e�ther of Chausey or Granv�lle.
He entered the Bay of Sa�nt-M�chel,—a dar�ng feat, cons�der�ng that
the cru�s�ng squadron was anchored at Cancale.
On the even�ng of the second day, about an hour before sunset, he
passed the h�ll of Sa�nt-M�chel, and landed on a shore that �s always
avo�ded on account of the danger from �ts sh�ft�ng sand.

Fortunately the t�de was h�gh.



Halmalo pushed the boat as far as he could, tr�ed the sand, and,
f�nd�ng �t f�rm, grounded the boat and jumped ashore, the old man
follow�ng, w�th eyes turned anx�ously towards the hor�zon.
"My lord," sa�d Halmalo, "th�s �s the mouth of the Couesnon. We
have Beauvo�r to starboard, and Hu�snes to port. The belfry before
us �s Ardevon."
The old man bent over the boat, took from �t a b�scu�t, wh�ch he put
�n h�s pocket, and sa�d to Halmalo,—
"You may take the rest."
Halmalo put what rema�ned of meat and b�scu�t �n the bag, and
ho�sted �t on h�s shoulder. Hav�ng done th�s, he sa�d,—
"My lord, am I to lead the way, or to follow you?"
"You w�ll do ne�ther."
Halmalo looked at the old man �n amazement.
The latter went on,—
"We are about to separate, Halmalo. Two men are of no use
whatever. Unless they are a thousand, �t �s better for one man to be
alone."
He stopped and pulled out of h�s pocket a knot of green s�lk
resembl�ng a cockade; w�th a fleur-de-l�s embro�dered �n gold �n the
centre.
"Can you read?" he asked.
"No."
"That �s fortunate. A man who knows how to read �s embarrass�ng.
Have you a good memory?"
"Yes."
"Very well. L�sten, Halmalo. You w�ll follow the road on the r�ght, and
I the one on the left. You are to turn �n the d�rect�on of Bazouges, and
I shall go towards Fougères. Keep your bag, because �t makes you
look l�ke a peasant; h�de your weapons; cut yourself a st�ck from the



hedge; creep through the tall rye; gl�de beh�nd the hedges; cl�mb
over fences and cross the f�elds: you w�ll thus avo�d the passers-by,
as well as roads and br�dges. Do not enter Pontorson. Ah! you w�ll
have to cross the Couesnon. How w�ll you manage that?"
"I shall sw�m across."
"Excellent. Then you w�ll come to a ford. Do you know where �t �s?"
"Between Nancy and V�eux-V�el."
"Correct. You are ev�dently fam�l�ar w�th the country."
"But n�ght �s com�ng on. Where w�ll my lord sleep?"
"I can take care of myself. And where w�ll you sleep?"
"There are plenty of émousses. I was a peasant before I was a
sa�lor."
"Throw away your sa�lor hat; �t would betray you. You can surely f�nd
some worsted head-cover�ng."
"Oh, a cap �s eas�ly found. The f�rst f�sherman I meet w�ll sell me h�s."
"Very well. Now l�sten. You are fam�l�ar w�th the woods?"
"All of them."
"Throughout th�s ent�re ne�ghborhood?"
"From No�rmout�er to Laval."
"Do you know the�r names too?"
"I know the woods and the�r names; I know all about them."
"You w�ll forget noth�ng?"
"Noth�ng."
"Good. Now m�nd. How many leagues can you walk �n a day?"
"Ten, f�fteen, e�ghteen, twenty, �f need be."
"It w�ll have to be done. Do not m�ss a word of what I am about to tell
you. You w�ll go to the woods of Sa�nt-Aub�n."
"Near Lamballe?"



"Yes. On the edge of a rav�ne between Sa�nt-R�eul and Plédél�ac
there �s a large chestnut-tree. You w�ll stop there. No one w�ll be �n
s�ght."
"But a man w�ll be there nevertheless. On that I can depend."
"You w�ll g�ve the call. Do you know �t?"
Halmalo puffed out h�s cheeks, turned towards the sea, and there
rang the "to-wh�t-to-hoo" of the owl.
One would have supposed �t came from the depths of a forest, so
owl-l�ke and s�n�ster was the sound.
"Good!" sa�d the old man. "You have �t."
He extended to Halmalo the green s�lk knot.
"Th�s �s my commander's badge. Take �t. No one must know my
name at present; but th�s knot �s suff�c�ent. The fleur-de-l�s was
embro�dered by Madame Royale �n the Temple pr�son."
Halmalo knelt. Trembl�ng w�th awe he rece�ved the knot embro�dered
w�th the fleur-de-l�s, and �n the act of ra�s�ng �t to h�s l�ps, he paused
as �f �n fear.
"May I?" he asked.
"Yes, s�nce you k�ss the cruc�f�x."
Halmalo k�ssed the fleur-de-l�s.
"R�se," sa�d the old man.
Halmalo obeyed h�m, plac�ng the knot �n h�s bosom.
"L�sten carefully to what I am about to say. Th�s �s the order: 'Revolt!
G�ve no quarter.' On the edge of the forest of Sa�nt-Aub�n you w�ll
g�ve the call, repeat�ng �t three t�mes. After the th�rd t�me you w�ll see
a man r�se from the ground."
"I know, from a hole under the trees."
"That man w�ll be Planchenault, somet�mes called Coeur-de-Ro�. To
h�m you w�ll show th�s knot. He w�ll know what �t means. Then you
are to go by ways that you must d�scover for yourself to the woods of



Ast�llé, where you w�ll see a cr�pple surnamed Mousqueton, a man
who shows mercy to no human be�ng. You are to tell h�m that I love
h�m, and that he must st�r up the par�shes �n h�s ne�ghborhood.
Thence you w�ll go to the wood of Couesbon, wh�ch �s one m�le from
Ploërmel. When you g�ve the owl-cry, a man w�ll come out of a hole;
that w�ll be M. Thuault, seneschal of Ploërmel, who formerly
belonged to the Const�tut�onal Assembly, but on the royal�st s�de.
You w�ll d�rect h�m to fort�fy the castle of Couesbon, that belongs to
the Marqu�s de Guer, a refugee. Rav�nes, woods of moderate extent,
uneven so�l, a good spot. M. Thuault �s an able and upr�ght man.
From there you w�ll go to Sa�nt-Guen-les-To�ts, and speak to Jean
Chouan, whom I look upon as the actual leader, and then to the
woods of V�lle-Anglose, where you w�ll see Gu�tter, called Sa�nt-
Mart�n; you w�ll tell h�m to keep h�s eye on a certa�n Courmesn�l, son-
�n-law of the old Goup�l de Préfeln, and who �s the head of the
Jacob�ns of Argentan. Remember all th�s. I wr�te noth�ng, because
wr�t�ng must be avo�ded. La Rouar�e made out a l�st, wh�ch ru�ned
everyth�ng. Thence you w�ll go to the wood of Rougefeu, where
M�élette l�ves, he who leaps across rav�nes by the help of a long
pole."
"They call �t a leap�ng-pole."
"Do you know how to use �t?"
"Am I not a Breton peasant? The leap�ng-pole �s our fr�end. It makes
our arms b�gger, our legs longer."
"That �s to say, �t reduces the enemy and shortens the way. An
excellent mach�ne."



"Once, w�th my leap�ng-pole, I stood my ground aga�nst three salt-
tax men armed w�th sabres."
"When was that?"
"Ten years ago."
"Under the k�ng?"
"Certa�nly."
"Aga�nst whom?"
"I really do not know. I was a salt-smuggler."
"Very good."
"It was called f�ght�ng aga�nst the collectors of the salt-tax. Is the tax
on salt the same th�ng as the k�ng?"
"Yes, and no. But �t �s not necessary for you to understand th�s."
"I ask monse�gneur's pardon for hav�ng put a quest�on to
monse�gneur."
"Let us go on. Do you know the Tourgue?"
"Do I know �t! I came from there."
"How �s that?"
"Why, because I come from Par�gné."
"To be sure, the Tourgue borders on Par�gné."
"Do I know the Tourgue! The great round castle belongs to the fam�ly
of my lords. A large �ron door separates the old bu�ld�ng from the
new part, wh�ch a cannon could not destroy. In the new bu�ld�ng they
keep the famous book on Sa�nt-Barthélémy, wh�ch people come to
see as a cur�os�ty. The grass �s full of frogs. When I was a boy I used
to play w�th those frogs. And the underground passage, too. Perhaps
I am the only one left who knows about that."
"What underground passage? I don't know what you are talk�ng
about."



"That was �n old t�mes, when the Tourgue was bes�eged. The people
�ns�de could escape through an underground passage wh�ch opened
�nto the woods."
"I know there are subterranean passages of that k�nd �n the châteaux
of Jupell�ère and Hunaudaye, and �n the tower of Champéon; but
there �s noth�ng l�ke �t �n the Tourgue."
"But �ndeed there �s, monse�gneur. I do not know the passages of
wh�ch monse�gneur speaks; I only know the one �n the Tourgue
because I belong �n the ne�ghborhood; and bes�des, I am the only
one who does know of �t. It was never spoken of. It was forb�dden,
because th�s passage had been used �n the wars of M. de Rohan.
My father knew the secret and showed �t to me. I know both the
secret entrance and the outlet. If I am �n the forest I can go �nto the
tower; and �f I am �n the tower I can go �nto the forest w�thout be�ng
seen, so that when the enem�es enter there �s no one to be found.
That �s the passage of the Tourgue. Oh, I know �t well."
The old man rema�ned s�lent for a moment.
"You must be m�staken. If there had been any such secret I should
have known �t."
"Monse�gneur, I am sure of �t. There �s a stone that turns."
"Oh, yes! You peasants bel�eve �n turn�ng-stones, �n s�ng�ng-stones,
and �n stones that go by n�ght down to a ne�ghbor�ng brook to dr�nk.
A pack of �dle tales!"
"But when I turned the stone myself—"
"Yes, just as others have heard �t s�ng. My fr�end, the Tourgue �s a
Bast�lle, safe and strong, and eas�ly defended; but he would be a
s�mpleton �ndeed who depended for escape on a subterranean
passage."
"But, monse�gneur—"
The old man shrugged h�s shoulders,—
"Let us waste no more t�me, but speak of bus�ness."
Th�s peremptory tone checked Halmalo's pers�stence.



The old man resumed:—
"Let us go on. L�sten. From Rougefeu you are to go �nto the wood of
Montchevr�er, where you w�ll f�nd Bénéd�c�té, the leader of the
Twelve. He �s another good man. He rec�tes h�s Bénéd�c�te wh�le he
has people shot. There �s no room for sens�b�l�ty �n warfare. From
Montchevr�er you w�ll go—"
He broke off.
"I had forgotten about the money."
He took from h�s pocket a purse and a pocket-book, wh�ch he put
�nto Halmalo's hands.
"In th�s pocket-book you w�ll f�nd th�rty thousand francs �n paper
money, wh�ch �s worth about three l�vres and ten sous. The ass�gnats
are false, to be sure, but the real ones are no more valuable; and �n
th�s purse, m�nd, you w�ll f�nd one hundred lou�s d'ors. I g�ve you all I
have, because I have no need of anyth�ng here, and �t �s better that
no money should be found on me. Now I w�ll go on. From
Montchevr�er you are to go to Antra�n, where you w�ll meet M. de
Frotté; from Antra�n to Jupell�ère, where you W�ll see M. de
Rochecotte; from Jupell�ère to No�r�eux, where you w�ll f�nd the Abbé
Baudo�n. W�ll you remember all th�s?"
"As I do my Pater Noster."
"You w�ll see M. Dubo�s-Guy at Sa�nt-Br�ce-en-Cogle, M. de Turp�n at
Morannes, wh�ch �s a fort�f�ed town, and the Pr�nce de Talmont at
Château-Gonth�er."
"W�ll a pr�nce speak to me?"
"Am I not speak�ng to you?"
Halmalo took off h�s hat.
"You need but to show Madam's fleur-de-l�s, and your welcome �s
assured. Remember that you w�ll have to go to places where there
are mounta�neers and patauds.[1] You w�ll d�sgu�se yourself. That �s
an easy matter, s�nce the republ�cans are so stup�d that w�th a blue
coat, a three-cornered hat, and a cockade, you may go anywhere.



The day of reg�ments and un�forms has gone by; the reg�ments are
not even numbered, and every man �s at l�berty to wear any rag he
fanc�es. You w�ll go to Sa�nt-Mhervé. You w�ll see Gaul�er, called
Grand-P�erre. You w�ll go to the cantonment of Parné, where all the
men have swarthy faces. They put gravel �n the�r muskets and use a
double charge of powder to make more no�se. They do well; but be
sure and tell them to k�ll, k�ll, and k�ll. You w�ll go to the camp of the
Vache-No�re, wh�ch �s an elevat�on �n the m�dst of the forest of La
Charn�e, from Vache-No�re to the camp of l'Avo�ne, then to the camp
Vert, and afterwards to the camp of the Fourm�s. You w�ll go to
Grand-Bordage, also called Haut-du-Pré, where l�ves the w�dow
whose daughter marr�ed Treton the Engl�shman; that �s �n the par�sh
of Quela�nes. You w�ll v�s�t Ép�neux-le-Chevreu�l, S�llé-le-Gu�llaume,
Gu�llaume, Parannes, and all the men �n h�d�ng throughout the
woods. You w�ll make fr�ends and you w�ll send them to the borders
of upper and lower Ma�ne; you w�ll see Jean Treton �n the par�sh of
Va�sges, Sans-Regret �n B�gnon, Chambord �n Bonchamps, the
Corb�n brothers at Ma�soncelles, and Pet�t-Sans-Peur at Sa�nt-Jean-
sur-Evre. He �s the one who �s called Bourdo�seau. Hav�ng done th�s,
and uttered the watchwords, 'Revolt!' 'No quarter!' �n all these places,
you w�ll jo�n the royal and cathol�c grand army, wherever �t may be.
You w�ll see d'Elbée, de Lescure, de la Rochejaquele�n, and such
leaders as may st�ll be l�v�ng. You w�ll show them my commander's
knot. They know what �t means. You are only a sa�lor, but
Cathel�neau �s noth�ng but a teamster. You w�ll g�ve them th�s
message from me: It �s t�me to jo�n the two wars, the great and the
small. The great one makes more no�se, but the small one does the
work. The Vendée does fa�rly well, but Chouanner�e goes farther,
and �n c�v�l war cruelty �s a powerful agent. The success of a war
depends on the amount of ev�l that �t causes."
He broke off.
"Halmalo, I tell you all th�s, not that you can understand the words,
but because your percept�ons are keen, and you w�ll comprehend
the matters themselves. I have trusted you s�nce I saw you
manag�ng that boat. W�thout know�ng anyth�ng of geometry you
execute wonderful sea manoeuvres. He who can p�lot a boat can



gu�de an �nsurrect�on. Judg�ng from the way �n wh�ch you managed
our affa�r at sea, I feel sure that you w�ll execute my �nstruct�ons
equally well. But to resume: So you w�ll repeat to the ch�efs all that I
have told you, or words to the same effect, as near as you can
remember; I am conf�dent that you w�ll convey to them my mean�ng. I
prefer the warfare of the forest to that of the open f�eld. I have no
�ntent�on of expos�ng one hundred thousand peasants to the grape-
shot of the sold�ers �n blue and the art�llery of M. Carnot. In a month's
t�me I expect to have f�ve hundred sharp-shooters h�dden �n the
woods. The republ�can army �s my game. Poach�ng �s one method of
warfare. The strategy of the th�ckets for me! Ah, that �s probably
another word wh�ch you w�ll not understand; but never m�nd,—you
know what I mean when I say, No quarter! and ambushes on every
s�de! G�ve me more Chouanner�e rather than the regular Vendean
warfare. You w�ll add that the Engl�sh are on our s�de. Let us catch
the republ�c between two f�res. Europe helps us: let us put down
revolut�on. K�ngs are wag�ng a war of k�ngdoms: we w�ll wage a war
of par�shes. You w�ll say all th�s. Do you understand me?"
"Yes: put all to f�re and sword."
"That �s �t,"
"No quarter."
"None whatever. You understand?"
"I w�ll go everywhere."
"And be always on your guard; for �n these parts �t �s an easy matter
to lose one's l�fe."
"Death I have no fear of. He who takes h�s f�rst step may be wear�ng
h�s last shoes."
"You are a brave fellow."
"And �f I am asked monse�gneur's name?"
"It �s not to be made known yet. You are to say that you do not know
�t, and you w�ll say the truth."
"Where shall I see monse�gneur aga�n?"



"At the place where I am go�ng."
"How shall I know where that �s?"
"All the world w�ll know �t. Before e�ght days have gone by you w�ll
hear of me. I shall make examples; I shall avenge the k�ng and
rel�g�on; and you w�ll know well enough that �t �s I of whom they are
speak�ng."
"I understand."
"Do not forget anyth�ng."
"You may rest assured of that."
"Now go, and may God gu�de you! Go!"
"I w�ll do all you b�d me. I w�ll go; I w�ll speak; I w�ll obey; I w�ll
command."
"Good."
"And �f I succeed—"
"I w�ll make you a kn�ght of Sa�nt-Lou�s."
"L�ke my brother. And �f I fa�l, you w�ll have me shot?"
"L�ke your brother."
"So be �t, monse�gneur."
The old man bent h�s head, and seemed to fall �nto a gloomy rever�e.
When he ra�sed h�s eyes he was alone. Halmalo was only a black
speck van�sh�ng on the hor�zon.
The sun had just set; the sea-mews and hooded gulls were fly�ng
homeward from the ocean, and the atmosphere was charged w�th
that well-known restlessness that precedes the n�ght; the tree-frogs
croaked, the k�ngf�shers flew wh�stl�ng from the pools, the gulls and
rooks kept up the�r usual even�ng clamor, and the shore-b�rds called
to each other, but not a human sound was to be heard. It was
absolute sol�tude,—not a sa�l on the bay, not a peasant �n the f�elds;
only a bleak expanse as far as the eye could reach. The tall sand-
th�stles qu�vered; the pale tw�l�ght sky shed a l�v�d l�ght over all the



shore; and the ponds far away on the dark pla�n looked l�ke sheets of
pewter la�d flat upon the ground. A sea-w�nd was blow�ng.

[1] A name g�ven by the Chouans to the republ�cans, a corrupt�on
of patr�ot.—TR.

BOOK IV.

TELLMARCH.

I.

ON THE TOP OF THE DUNE.

The old man wa�ted unt�l Halmalo was out of s�ght; then draw�ng h�s
sea-cloak more closely around h�m, he started walk�ng slowly, wrapt
�n thought. He took the d�rect�on of Hu�snes; Halmalo had gone
towards Beauvo�r.
Beh�nd h�m rose the enormous tr�angle of Mont Sa�nt-M�chel, w�th �ts
cathedral t�ara and �ts cu�rass-l�ke fortress, whose two great eastern
towers—the one round, the other square—help the mounta�n to bear
up under the burden of the church and the v�llage. As the pyram�d of
Cheops �s a landmark �n the desert, so �s Mont-Sa�nt M�chel a
beacon to the sea.
The qu�cksands �n the bay of Mont Sa�nt-M�chel act �mpercept�bly
upon the dunes. At that t�me between Hu�snes and Ardevon there



was a very h�gh one, wh�ch �s no longer �n ex�stence. Th�s dune,
levelled by an equ�noct�al gale, was unusually old, and on �ts summ�t
stood a m�lestone, erected �n the twelfth century �n memory of the
counc�l held at Avranches aga�nst the assass�ns of Sa�nt Thomas of
Canterbury. From �ts top one could see all the surround�ng country,
and ascerta�n the po�nts of the compass.
The old man d�rected h�s steps to th�s dune, and ascended �t.
When he reached the summ�t, he seated h�mself on one of the four
project�ng stones, and lean�ng back aga�nst the monument, began to
exam�ne the land that lay spread out l�ke a geograph�cal map at h�s
feet. He seemed to be look�ng for a route �n a country that had once
been fam�l�ar to h�m. In th�s broad landscape, obscured by the
tw�l�ght, noth�ng was d�st�nctly v�s�ble but the dark l�ne of the hor�zon
aga�nst the pale sky.
One could see the clustered roofs of eleven hamlets and v�llages;
and all the belfr�es of the coast were v�s�ble several m�les away,
stand�ng h�gh that they m�ght serve as beacons to the sa�lors �n t�me
of need.
Some m�nutes later the old man seemed to have found what he was
look�ng for �n th�s d�m l�ght; h�s eye rested on an enclosure of trees,
walls, and roofs, part�ally v�s�ble between the valley and the wood: �t
was a farm. He nodded h�s head w�th an express�on of sat�sfact�on,
l�ke one who says to h�mself, "There �t �s!" and began to trace w�th
h�s f�nger the outl�nes of a route across the hedges and the f�elds.
From t�me to t�me he gazed �ntently at a shapeless and somewhat
�nd�st�nct object that was mov�ng above the pr�nc�pal roof of the farm,
and seemed to ask h�mself what �t could be. It was colorless and
d�m, �n consequence of the t�me of day. It was not a weather-vane,
because �t was float�ng; and there seemed to be no reason why �t
should be a flag.
He felt weary; and grateful to rest on the stone where he was s�tt�ng,
he y�elded to that vague sense of obl�v�on wh�ch the f�rst moment of
repose br�ngs to weary men. There �s one hour of the day wh�ch may
be called no�seless,—the peaceful hour of early even�ng; that hour
had come, and he was enjoy�ng �t. He gazed, he l�stened. To what?



To perfect tranqu�ll�ty. Even savage natures have the�r moments of
melancholy. Suddenly th�s tranqu�ll�ty was—not exactly d�sturbed, but
sharply def�ned by the vo�ces of those who were pass�ng below.
They were the vo�ces of women and ch�ldren. It was l�ke a joyous
ch�me of bells heard unexpectedly �n the darkness. The group from
wh�ch the vo�ces came could not be d�st�ngu�shed, on account of the
underbrush; but �t was ev�dent that the persons were walk�ng along
the foot of the dune, �n the d�rect�on of the pla�n and the forest. As
those clear, fresh vo�ces reached the old man where he sat
absorbed �n thought, they were so near that he lost not a word.
A woman's vo�ce sa�d,—
"Let us hurry, Flécharde. Is th�s the way?"
"No; �t �s over yonder."
And the d�alogue went on between the two vo�ces, the one h�gh and
shr�ll, the other low and t�m�d.
"What �s the name of th�s farm where we are l�v�ng now?"
"Herbe-en-Pa�l."
"Are we st�ll far from �t?"
"Fully a quarter of an hour."
"Let us make haste and get there �n t�me for the soup."
"Yes, I know we are late."
"We ought to run; but your m�tes are t�red. We are only two women,
and cannot carry three brats. And then, you, Flécharde, you are
carry�ng one as �t �s,—a perfect lump of lead. You have weaned that
l�ttle gormand�zer, and you st�ll carry �t. That �s a bad hab�t; you had
better make �t walk. Well, the soup w�ll be cold,—worse luck!"
"Ah, what good shoes you gave me! They f�t as though they were
made for me."
"It's better than go�ng barefooted."
"Do hurry, René-Jean."



"He �s the one who makes us late; he has had to stop and speak to
all the l�ttle v�llage g�rls that we meet He behaves l�ke a man already."
"Of course he does; he �s go�ng on f�ve years old."
"Tell us, René-Jean, why d�d you speak to that l�ttle g�rl �n the
v�llage?"
A ch�ld's vo�ce, that of a boy, repl�ed,—
"Because I know her."
"How �s that? You know her?" sa�d the woman.
"Yes," answered the boy; "because we played games th�s morn�ng."

"Well, I must say!" excla�med the woman. "We have been here only
three days; a boy no b�gger than your f�st, and he has found a
sweetheart already!"
And the vo�ces grew fa�nter �n the d�stance, and every sound d�ed
away.

II.

AURES HABET, ET NON AUDIET.

The old man sat mot�onless. He was not consc�ously th�nk�ng, nor
yet was he dream�ng. Around h�m was peace, repose, assurance of
safety, sol�tude. Although n�ght had shut down upon the woods, and
�n the valley below �t was nearly dark, broad dayl�ght st�ll rested on
the dune. The moon was r�s�ng �n the east, and several stars pr�cked
the pale blue of the zen�th. Th�s man, although �ntensely absorbed �n
h�s own �nterests, surrendered h�mself to the unutterable
peacefulness of nature. He felt the vague dawn of hope r�s�ng �n h�s
breast,—�f the word "hope" may f�tly be appl�ed to projects of c�v�l



warfare. For the moment �t seemed to h�m that �n escap�ng from the
�nexorable sea he had left all danger beh�nd h�m. No one knew h�s
name; he was alone,—lost, as far as concerned the enemy; he had
left no traces beh�nd h�m, for the surface of the sea preserves no
trace; all �s h�dden, �gnored, and never even suspected. He felt
unspeakably calm. A l�ttle more, and he would have fallen asleep.
It was the deep s�lence pervad�ng both heaven and earth that lent to
the hour a subtle charm to soothe the �mag�nat�on of th�s man, st�rred
as he was by �nward and outward ag�tat�ons.
There was noth�ng to be heard but the w�nd blow�ng �n from the sea,
a prolonged monotonous bass, to wh�ch the ear becomes so used
that �t almost ceases to be not�ced as a sound.
All at once he rose to h�s feet
H�s attent�on was suddenly awakened. An object on the hor�zon
seemed to arrest h�s glance.
He was gaz�ng at the belfry of Cormeray, at the farther end of the
valley. Someth�ng unusual was go�ng on �n th�s belfry.
Its dark s�lhouette was clearly def�ned aga�nst the sky; the tower
surmounted by the sp�re could be seen d�st�nctly, and between the
tower and the sp�re was the square cage for the bell, w�thout a
penthouse, and open on the four s�des, after the fash�on of Breton
belfr�es. Now th�s cage seemed to open and shut by turns, and at
regular �ntervals; �ts lofty aperture looked now perfectly wh�te, and
the next moment black, the sky constantly appear�ng and van�sh�ng,
ecl�pse follow�ng the l�ght, as the open�ng and shutt�ng succeeded
each other w�th the regular�ty of a hammer str�k�ng an anv�l.
Th�s belfry of Cormeray lay before h�m at a d�stance of some two
leagues. He looked towards the r�ght �n the d�rect�on of the belfry of
Baguer-P�can, wh�ch also rose stra�ght aga�nst the hor�zon, and the
cage of that belfry was open�ng and clos�ng l�ke the belfry of
Cormeray. He looked towards the left at the belfry of Tan�s; the cage
of Tan�s opened and closed l�ke that of Baguer-P�can. He exam�ned
all the belfr�es on the hor�zon, one after another,—the belfr�es of
Court�ls, of Précey, of Crollon, and of Cro�x-Avranch�n on h�s r�ght



hand, those of Raz-sur-Couesnon, of Mordray, and of the Pas on h�s
left, and before h�m the belfry of Pontorson. Every belfry cage was
chang�ng alternately from wh�te to black.
What could �t mean?
It meant that all the bells were r�ng�ng, and they must be r�ng�ng
v�olently to cause the l�ght to change so rap�dly.
What was �t, then? The tocs�n, beyond a doubt. They were r�ng�ng,
and frant�cally too, from all the belfr�es, �n every par�sh, and �n every
v�llage, and yet not a sound could be heard.
Th�s was ow�ng to the d�stance, comb�ned w�th the sea-w�nd, wh�ch,
blow�ng from the oppos�te d�rect�on, carr�ed all sounds from the
shore away beyond the hor�zon.
All these frant�c bells r�ng�ng on every s�de, and at the same t�me th�s
s�lence; what could be more appall�ng?
The old man looked and l�stened.
He could not hear the tocs�n, but he could see �t. See�ng the tocs�n �s
rather a strange sensat�on.
Aga�nst whom was th�s fury d�rected?
Aga�nst whom was the tocs�n r�ng�ng?

III.

THE USEFULNESS OF BIG LETTERS.

Some one was surely caught �n a trap.
Who could �t be?
A shudder shook th�s man of steel.
It could not be he. H�s arr�val could not have been d�scovered. It was
�mposs�ble for the representat�ves to have learned �t already, for he



had but just stepped on shore. The corvette had surely foundered
w�th all on board; and even on the corvette Bo�sberthelot and La
V�euv�lle were the only men who knew h�s name.
The bells kept up the�r savage sport. He counted them mechan�cally,
and �n the abrupt trans�t�on from the assurance of perfect safety to a
terr�ble sense of danger, h�s thoughts wandered restlessly from one
conjecture to another. However, after all, th�s r�ng�ng m�ght be
accounted for �n many d�fferent ways, and he f�nally reassured
h�mself by repeat�ng, "In short, no one knows of my arr�val here, or
even my name."
For several m�nutes there had been a sl�ght no�se overhead and
beh�nd h�m,—a sound resembl�ng the rustl�ng of a leaf; at f�rst he
took no not�ce of �t, but as �t cont�nued, pers�sted, one m�ght almost
say, he f�nally turned. It was really a leaf,—a leaf of paper. The w�nd
was struggl�ng to tear off a large placard that was pasted on the
m�lestone above h�s head. The placard had but just been pasted; for
�t was st�ll mo�st, and had become a prey to the w�nd, wh�ch �n �ts
sport had partly detached �t.
The old man had not perce�ved �t, because he had ascended the
dune on the oppos�te s�de.
He stepped up on the stone where he had been s�tt�ng, and placed
h�s hand on the corner of the placard that fluttered �n the w�nd. The
sky was clear; �n June the tw�l�ght lasts a long t�me, and although �t
was dark at the foot of the dune, the summ�t was st�ll l�ght. A part of
the not�ce was pr�nted �n large letters; �t was yet suff�c�ently l�ght to
read �t, and th�s was what he read:—

THE FRENCH REPUBLIC, ONE AND INDIVISIBLE.

We, Pr�eur of the Marne, representat�ve of the people, �n
command of the army on the coast of Cherbourg, g�ve
not�ce, That the c�-devant Marqu�s of Lantenac, V�scount
of Fontenay, call�ng h�mself a Breton pr�nce, and who has
secretly landed on the coast of Granv�lle, �s outlawed. A
pr�ce has been set upon h�s head. Whoever captures h�m
dead or al�ve w�ll rece�ve s�xty thousand l�vres. Th�s sum



w�ll be pa�d �n gold, and not �n paper money. A battal�on of
the army of the coast guards of Cherbourg w�ll be at once
despatched for the apprehens�on of the former Marqu�s of
Lantenac. The �nhab�tants of the par�shes are ordered to
lend the�r a�d.
G�ven at the Town Hall of Granv�lle the second of June,
1793.
S�gned:

PRIEUR, DE LA MARNE.

Below th�s name there was another s�gnature wr�tten �n smaller
characters, wh�ch the fad�ng l�ght prevented h�m from dec�pher�ng.
Pull�ng h�s hat down over h�s eyes, and muffl�ng h�mself �n h�s sea-
cape up to h�s ch�n, the old man hast�ly descended the dune.
Ev�dently �t was not safe to tarry any longer on th�s l�ghted summ�t.
Perhaps he had stayed there too long already. The top of the dune
was the only po�nt of the landscape that st�ll rema�ned v�s�ble.
When he had descended and found h�mself �n the darkness he
slackened h�s pace.
He took the road lead�ng to the farm wh�ch he had traced out,
ev�dently bel�ev�ng h�mself safe �n that d�rect�on. It was absolute
sol�tude. There were no passers-by at th�s hour.
Stopp�ng beh�nd a clump of bushes, he unfastened h�s cloak, turned
h�s wa�stcoat w�th the ha�ry s�de out, refastened h�s cloak, that was
but a rag held by a str�ng around h�s neck, and resumed h�s journey.
It was br�ght moonl�ght.
He came to a place where two roads forked, and on the pedestal of
the old stone cross wh�ch stood there a wh�te square could be
d�st�ngu�shed,—undoubtedly another placard l�ke the one he had
lately read. As he drew near to �t he heard a vo�ce.



"Where are you go�ng?" �t sa�d; and turn�ng he beheld a man �n the
hedge-row, tall l�ke h�mself, and of about the same age, w�th ha�r as
wh�te and garments even more ragged than h�s own,—almost h�s
very double.
The man stood lean�ng on a long staff.
"I asked you where you were go�ng? he repeated.
"In the f�rst place, tell me where I am," was the reply, uttered �n tones
of almost haughty composure.
And the man answered,—
"You are �n the se�gneury of Tan�s, of wh�ch I am the beggar and you
the lord."
"I?"
"Yes, you,—mons�eur le marqu�s de Lantenac."

IV.

THE CAIMAND.

The Marqu�s de Lantenac (henceforth we shall call h�m by h�s name)
repl�ed gravely,—
"Very well. Then del�ver me up."
The man cont�nued,—
"We are both at home here,—you �n the castle, I �n the bushes."
"Let us put an end to th�s. Do what you have to do. Del�ver me to the
author�t�es," sa�d the Marqu�s.
The man went on,—
"You were go�ng to the farm Herbe-en-Pa�l, were you not?"
"Yes."



"Don't go there."
"Why not?"
"Because the Blues are there."
"How long have they been there?"
"These three days past."
"D�d the �nhab�tants of the farm and v�llage res�st?"
"No; they opened all the doors."
"Ah!" sa�d the Marqu�s.
The man �nd�cated w�th h�s f�nger the roof of the farm, wh�ch was
v�s�ble �n the d�stance above the trees.
"Do you see that roof, Marqu�s?"
"Yes."
"Do you see what there �s above �t?"
"Someth�ng wav�ng?"
"Yes."
"It �s a flag."
"The tr�color," sa�d the man.
It was the object that had attracted the attent�on of the Marqu�s when
he stood on the top of the dune.
"Isn't the tocs�n r�ng�ng?" �nqu�red the Marqu�s.
"Yes."
"On what account?"
"Ev�dently on yours."
"But one cannot hear �t?"
"The w�nd prevents �t from be�ng heard."
The man cont�nued,—



"D�d you see that not�ce about yourself?"
"Yes."
"They are search�ng for you."
Then glanc�ng towards the farm, he added,—
"They have a dem�-battal�on over there."
"Of republ�cans?"
"Of Par�s�ans."
"Well," sa�d the Marqu�s, "let us go on."
And he made a step �n the d�rect�on of the farm. The man se�zed h�m
by the arm.
"Don't go there!"
"Where would you have me go?"
"W�th me."
The Marqu�s looked at the beggar.
"L�sten to me, Marqu�s: My home �s not a f�ne one, but �t �s safe,—a
hut lower than a cellar, seaweed for a floor, and for a ce�l�ng a roof of
branches and of grass. Come. They would shoot you at the farm,
and at my house you w�ll have a chance to sleep; you must be
weary. To-morrow the Blues start out aga�n, and you can go where
you choose."
The Marqu�s stud�ed the man.
"On wh�ch s�de are you, then?" asked the Marqu�s. "Are you a
royal�st, or a republ�can?"
"I am a beggar."
"Ne�ther royal�st nor republ�can?"
"I bel�eve not."
"Are you for or aga�nst the k�ng?"
"I have no t�me for that sort of th�ng."



"What do you th�nk of what �s transp�r�ng?"
"I th�nk that I have not enough to l�ve on."
"Yet you come to my a�d."
"I knew that you were outlawed. What �s th�s law, then, that one can
be outs�de of �t? I do not understand. Am I �ns�de the law, or outs�de
of �t? I have no �dea. Does dy�ng of hunger mean be�ng �ns�de the
law?"
"How long have you been dy�ng of hunger?"
"All my l�fe."
"And you propose to save me?"
"Yes."
"Why?"
"Because I sa�d to myself, 'There �s a man who �s poorer than I, for
he has not even the r�ght to breathe.'"
"True. And so you mean to save me?"
"Certa�nly. Now we are brothers, my lord,—beggars both; I for bread,
and you for l�fe."
"But do you know there �s a pr�ce set on my head?"
"Yes."
"How d�d you know �t?"
"I have read the not�ce."
"Then you can read?"
"Yes, and wr�te also. D�d you th�nk I was l�ke the beasts of the f�eld?"
"But s�nce you can read, and have seen the not�ce, you must know
that he who del�vers me up w�ll rece�ve s�xty thousand francs."
"I know �t."
"Not �n ass�gnats."
"Yes, I know,—�n gold."



"You real�ze that s�xty thousand francs �s a fortune?"
"Yes."
"And that the man who arrests me w�ll make h�s fortune?"
"Yes; and what then?"
"H�s fortune!"
"That �s exactly what I thought. When I saw you, I sa�d to myself, 'To
th�nk that whoever arrests th�s man w�ll earn s�xty thousand francs,
and make h�s fortune! Let us make haste to h�de h�m.'"
The Marqu�s followed the beggar.
They entered a th�cket. There was the beggar's den, a sort of
chamber �n wh�ch a large and anc�ent oak had allowed the man to
take up h�s abode; �t was hollowed out under �ts roots, and covered
w�th �ts branches,—dark, low, h�dden, actually �nv�s�ble,—and �n �t
there was room for two.
"I foresaw that I m�ght have a guest," sa�d the beggar.
Th�s k�nd of subterranean lodg�ng, less rare �n Br�ttany than one
m�ght �mag�ne, �s called a carn�chot. The same name �s also g�ven to
h�d�ng-places bu�lt �n th�ck walls. The place was furn�shed w�th a few
jugs, a bed of straw or sea-weed, washed and dr�ed, a coarse kersey
blanket, and a few tallow d�ps, together w�th a fl�nt and steel, and
tw�gs of furze to be used as matches.
They stooped, crawl�ng for a moment, and penetrated �nto a
chamber d�v�ded by the th�ck roots of the tree �nto fantast�c
compartments, and seated themselves on the heap of dry sea-weed
that served as a bed. The space between the two roots through
wh�ch they had entered, and wh�ch served as a door, adm�tted a
certa�n amount of l�ght. N�ght had fallen; but the human eye adapts
�tself to the change of l�ght, and even �n the darkness �t somet�mes
seems as �f the dayl�ght l�ngered st�ll. The reflect�on of a moonbeam
�llum�ned the entrance. In the corner was a jug of water, a loaf of
buckwheat bread, and some chestnuts.
"Let us sup," sa�d the beggar.



They d�v�ded the chestnuts; the Marqu�s gave h�s b�t of hard-tack;
they ate of the same black loaf, and drank �n turn out of the same jug
of water, meanwh�le convers�ng.

The Marqu�s quest�oned the man.
"So �t �s all one to you, whatever happens?"
"Pretty much. It �s for you who are lords to look out for that sort of
bus�ness."
"But then, what �s go�ng on now, for �nstance—"
"It �s all go�ng on over my head."
The beggar added,—
"Bes�des, there are th�ngs happen�ng st�ll h�gher; the sun r�ses, the
moon waxes and wanes. That �s the k�nd of th�ng that �nterests me."
He took a swallow from the jug and sa�d,—
"Good fresh water!"
Then he cont�nued,—
"How do you l�ke th�s water, my lord?"
"What �s your name?" asked the Marqu�s.
"My name �s Tellmarch, but they call me the Ca�mand."
"I understand. Ca�mand �s a local word."
"Wh�ch means beggar. I am also called Le V�eux."
He went on,—
"I have been called Le V�eux for forty years."
"Forty years! But you must have been young then!"
"I was never young. You are young st�ll, Marqu�s. You have the legs
of a man of twenty; you can cl�mb the great dune, wh�le I can hardly
walk. A quarter of a m�le t�res me out. Yet we are of the same age;



but the r�ch have an advantage over us,—they eat every day. Eat�ng
keeps up one's strength."
After a s�lence the beggar went on:—
"Wealth and poverty,—there's the m�sch�ef; �t seems to me that that
�s the cause of all these catastrophes. The poor want to be r�ch, and
the r�ch do not want to become poor. I th�nk that �s at the bottom of �t
all, but I do not trouble myself about such matters; let come what
may, I am ne�ther for the cred�tor nor for the debtor. I know that there
�s a debt, and somebody �s pay�ng �t; that �s all. I would rather they
had not k�lled the k�ng, and yet I hardly know why. And then one says
to me, 'Th�nk how they used to hang people for noth�ng at all! Th�nk
of �t! For a m�serable shot f�red at one of the k�ng's deer, I once saw
a man hung: he had a w�fe and seven ch�ldren.' There �s someth�ng
to be sa�d on both s�des."
He was s�lent aga�n, then resumed:—
"Of course you understand. I do not pretend to know just how
matters stand; men go to and fro, changes take place, wh�le I l�ve
beneath the stars."
Aga�n Tellmarch became thoughtful, then went on:—
"I know someth�ng of bone-sett�ng and med�c�ne. I am fam�l�ar w�th
herbs and the use of plants; the peasants see me preoccup�ed for no
apparent reason, and so I pass for a w�zard. Because I dream, they
th�nk that I am w�se."
"Do you belong to the ne�ghborhood?" asked the Marqu�s.
"I have never left �t."
"Do you know me?"
"Certa�nly. The last t�me I saw you, you were pass�ng through th�s
part of the country on your way to England; that was two years ago.
Just now I saw a man on the top of the dune,—a tall man. Tall men
are not common hereabouts; Br�ttany �s a country of short men. I
looked more closely; I had read the not�ce, and I sa�d to myself, 'See
here!' And when you came down, the moon was up and I recogn�zed
you."



"But I do not know you,"
"You have looked at me, but you never saw me." And Tellmarch the
Ca�mand added,—
"I saw you. The passer-by and the beggar look w�th d�fferent eyes."
"Have I ever met you before?"
"Often, for I am your beggar. I used to beg on the road, below your
castle. Somet�mes you gave me alms; he who g�ves takes no not�ce,
but he who rece�ves looks anx�ously and observes well. A beggar �s
a born spy. But though I am often sad, I try not to be a mal�c�ous spy.
I used to hold out my hand, and you saw noth�ng but that, �nto wh�ch
you threw the alms that I needed �n the morn�ng to keep me from
dy�ng of hunger at n�ght. Frequently I went twenty-four hours w�thout
food. Somet�mes a penny means l�fe �tself. I am pay�ng you now for
the l�fe I owe you."
"True, you are sav�ng my l�fe."
"Yes, I am sav�ng your l�fe, monse�gneur."
The vo�ce of Tellmarch grew solemn:—
"On one cond�t�on."
"What �s that?"
"That you have not come here to do harm."
"I have come here to do good."
"Let us sleep," sa�d the beggar.
They lay down s�de by s�de on the bed of sea-weed. The beggar
dropped to sleep at once. The Marqu�s, although much fat�gued,
rema�ned awake for some t�me, th�nk�ng and watch�ng h�s
compan�on �n the darkness; f�nally he lay back. Ly�ng upon the bed
was equ�valent to ly�ng on the earth, and he took advantage of th�s to
put h�s ear to the ground and l�sten. He could hear a hollow
subterranean rumbl�ng. It �s a fact that sound �s transm�tted �nto the
bowels of the earth; he could hear the r�ng�ng of the bells.
The tocs�n cont�nued.



The Marqu�s fell asleep.

V.

WHEN HE AWOKE IT WAS DAYLIGHT.

The beggar was stand�ng up,—not �n h�s den, for �t was �mposs�ble to
stand erect there, but outs�de on the threshold. He was lean�ng on
h�s staff, and the sunsh�ne fell upon h�s face.
"Monse�gneur," sa�d Tellmarch, "�t has just struck four from the belfry
of Tan�s. I heard �t str�ke,—therefore the w�nd has changed; �t comes
from the land, and as I heard no other sound the tocs�n must have
ceased. All �s qu�et at the farm and �n the v�llage of Herbe-en-Pa�l.
The Blues are e�ther sleep�ng or gone. The worst of the danger �s
over; �t w�ll be prudent for us to separate. Th�s �s my t�me for go�ng
out."
He �nd�cated a po�nt �n the hor�zon.
"I am go�ng th�s way;" then po�nt�ng �n the oppos�te d�rect�on, he sa�d,
—
"You are to go that way."
The beggar gravely waved h�s hand to the Marqu�s.
"Take those chestnuts w�th you, �f you are hungry," he added,
po�nt�ng to the rema�ns of the supper.
A moment after he had d�sappeared among the trees.
The Marqu�s rose and went �n the d�rect�on �nd�cated by Tellmarch.
It was that charm�ng hour called �n the old Norman peasant d�alect
the "peep of day." The ch�rp�ng of the f�nches and of the hedge-
sparrows was heard. The Marqu�s followed the path that they had
traversed the day before, and as he emerged from the th�cket he
found h�mself at the fork of the roads marked by the stone cross. The



placard was st�ll there, look�ng wh�te and almost fest�ve �n the r�s�ng
sun. He remembered that there was someth�ng at the foot of th�s
not�ce that he had not been able to read the even�ng before, on
account of the small characters and the fad�ng l�ght. He went up to
the pedestal of the cross. Below the s�gnature "Pr�eur, de la Marne,"
the not�ce ended w�th the follow�ng l�nes �n small characters:—

The �dent�ty of the c�-devant Marqu�s of Lantenac hav�ng
been establ�shed, he w�ll be executed w�thout delay.
S�gned:

GAUVAIN,
Ch�ef of Battal�on �n Command of Explor�ng Column.

"Gauva�n!" sa�d the Marqu�s.
He paused, wrapt �n deep thought, h�s eyes f�xed on the placard.
"Gauva�n!" he repeated.
He started once more, turned, looked at the cross, came back, and
read the placard over aga�n.
Then he slowly walked away. Had any one been near, he m�ght have
heard h�m mutter to h�mself �n an undertone:—
"Gauva�n!"
The roofs of the farm on h�s left were not v�s�ble from the sunken
paths through wh�ch he was steal�ng. He sk�rted a prec�p�tous h�ll,
covered w�th blossom�ng furze, of the spec�es known as the thorny
furze. Th�s em�nence was crowned by one of those po�nts of land
called �n th�s d�str�ct a hure,[1] and at �ts base the trees cut off the
v�ew at once. The fol�age seemed bathed �n l�ght. All Nature felt the
deep joy of morn�ng.
Suddenly th�s landscape became terr�ble. It was l�ke the explos�on of
an ambuscade. An �ndescr�bable tornado of w�ld cr�es and musket-
shots fell upon these f�elds and woods all rad�ant w�th the morn�ng
l�ght, and from the d�rect�on of the farm rose a dense smoke m�ngled
w�th br�ght flames, as though the v�llage and the farm were but a
truss of burn�ng straw. It was not only startl�ng but awful,—th�s



sudden change from peace to wrath; l�ke an explos�on of hell �n the
very m�dst of dawn, a horror w�thout trans�t�on. A f�ght was go�ng on
�n the d�rect�on of Herbe-en-Pa�l. The Marqu�s paused.
No man �n a case l�ke th�s could have helped feel�ng as he d�d;
cur�os�ty �s more powerful than fear. One must f�nd out what �s go�ng
on, even at the r�sk of l�fe. He cl�mbed the h�ll at the foot of wh�ch lay
the sunken path. From there, although the chances were that he
would be d�scovered, he could at least see what was tak�ng place. In
a few moments he stood on the hure and looked about h�m. In fact,
there was both a fus�llade and a f�re. One could hear the cr�es and
see the f�re. The farm was ev�dently the centre of some myster�ous
catastrophe. What could �t be? Was �t attacked? And �f so, by whom?
Could �t be a battle? Was �t not more l�kely to be a m�l�tary execut�on?
By the orders of a revolut�onary decree the Blues frequently
pun�shed refractory farms and v�llages by sett�ng them on f�re. For
�nstance, every farm and hamlet wh�ch had neglected to fell the trees
as prescr�bed by law, and had not opened roads �n the th�ckets for
the passage of republ�can cavalry, was burned. It was not long s�nce
the par�sh of Bourgon near Ernée had been thus pun�shed. Was
Herbe-en-Pa�l a case �n po�nt? It was ev�dent that none of those
strateg�c open�ngs ordered by the decree had been cut, e�ther �n the
th�ckets or �n the env�rons of Tan�s and Herbe-en-Pa�l. Was th�s the
pun�shment thereof? Had an order been rece�ved by the advanced
guard occupy�ng the farm? D�d not th�s advanced guard form a part
of one of those explor�ng columns called colonnes �nfernales?
The em�nence on wh�ch the Marqu�s had stat�oned h�mself was
surrounded on all s�des by a w�ld and br�stl�ng th�cket called the
grove of Herbe-en-Pa�l; �t was about as large as a forest, however,
and extended to the farm, conceal�ng, as all Breton th�ckets do, a
network of rav�nes, paths, and sunken roads,—labyr�nths where�n
the republ�can arm�es frequently went astray.
Th�s execut�on, �f execut�on �t were, must have been a f�erce one, for
�t had been rap�d. L�ke all brutal deeds, �t had been done l�ke a flash.
The atroc�ty of c�v�l war adm�ts of these savage deeds. Wh�le the
Marqu�s, va�nly conjectur�ng, and hes�tat�ng whether to descend or to
rema�n, l�stened and watched, th�s crash of exterm�nat�on ceased, or,



to speak more accurately, van�shed. The Marqu�s could see the
f�erce and jub�lant troop as �t scattered through the grove. There was
a dreadful rush�ng to and fro beneath the trees. From the farm they
had entered the woods. Drums beat an attack, but there was no
more f�r�ng. It was l�ke a battue; they seemed to be follow�ng a scent.
They were ev�dently look�ng for some one; the no�se was w�de-
spread and far-reach�ng. There were confused outcr�es of wrath and
tr�umph, a clamor of �nd�st�nct sounds. Suddenly, as an outl�ne �s
revealed �n a cloud of smoke, one sound became clearly def�ned and
aud�ble �n th�s tumult. It was a name, repeated by thousands of
vo�ces, and the Marqu�s d�st�nctly heard the cry,—
"Lantenac, Lantenac! The Marqu�s of Lantenac!" They were look�ng
for h�m.

VI.

THE VICISSITUDES OF CIVIL WAR.

Around h�m suddenly, from all d�rect�ons, the th�cket was f�lled w�th
muskets, bayonets, and sabres, a tr�colored banner was unfurled �n
the d�m l�ght, and the cry, "Lantenac!" burst forth on h�s ears, wh�le at
h�s feet through the brambles and branches savage faces appeared.
The Marqu�s was stand�ng alone on the top of the he�ght, v�s�ble from
every part of the wood. He could scarcely d�st�ngu�sh those who
shouted h�s name, but he could be seen by all. Had there been a
thousand muskets �n the wood, he offered them a target. He could
d�st�ngu�sh noth�ng �n the copp�ce, but the f�ery eyes of all were
d�rected upon h�m.
He took off h�s hat, turned back the br�m, and draw�ng from h�s
pocket a wh�te cockade, he pulled out a long dry thorn from a furze-
bush, w�th wh�ch he fastened the cockade to the br�m of h�s hat, then
replaced �t on h�s head, the upturned br�m reveal�ng h�s forehead and



the cockade, and �n a loud vo�ce, as though address�ng the w�de
forest, he sa�d:—
"I am the man you seek. I am the Marqu�s de Lantenac, V�scount de
Fontenay, Breton Pr�nce, L�eutenant-General of the arm�es of the
k�ng. Make an end of �t. A�m! F�re!"
And open�ng w�th both hands h�s goat-sk�n wa�stcoat, he bared h�s
breast.
Lower�ng h�s eyes to see the levelled guns, he beheld h�mself
surrounded by kneel�ng men.
A great shout went up,—"Long l�ve Lantenac! Long l�ve our lord!
Long l�ve the General!"
At the same t�me hats were thrown up and sabres wh�rled joyously,
wh�le from all s�des brown woollen caps ho�sted on long poles were
wav�ng �n the a�r.
A Vendean band surrounded h�m.



At the s�ght of h�m they fell on the�r knees.
Legends tell us that the anc�ent Thur�ng�an forests were �nhab�ted by
strange be�ngs,—a race of g�ants, at once super�or and �nfer�or to
men,—whom the Romans regarded as horr�ble beasts, and the
Germans as d�v�ne �ncarnat�ons, and who m�ght chance to be
exterm�nated or worsh�pped accord�ng to the race they encountered.
A sensat�on s�m�lar to that wh�ch may have been felt by one of those
be�ngs was exper�enced by the Marqu�s when, expect�ng to be
treated l�ke a monster, he was suddenly worsh�pped as a de�ty.
All those flash�ng eyes were fastened upon h�m w�th a k�nd of savage
love.
The crowd were armed w�th guns, sabres, scythes, poles, and st�cks.
All wore large felt hats or brown caps, w�th wh�te cockades, a
profus�on of rosar�es and charms, w�de breeches left open at the
knee, jackets of sk�n, and leather ga�ters; the calves of the�r legs
were bare, and they wore the�r ha�r long; some looked f�erce, but all
had frank and open countenances.
A young man of noble bear�ng passed through the crowd of kneel�ng
men and hast�ly approached the Marqu�s. He wore a felt hat w�th an
upturned br�m, a wh�te cockade, and a sk�n jacket, l�ke the peasants;
but h�s hands were del�cate and h�s l�nen was f�ne, and over h�s
wa�stcoat was a wh�te s�lk scarf, from wh�ch hung a sword w�th a
golden h�lt.
Hav�ng reached the hure, he threw as�de h�s hat, unfastened h�s
scarf, and kneel�ng, presented to the Marqu�s both scarf and sword.
"Indeed we were seek�ng for you," he sa�d, "and we have found you.
Rece�ve the sword of command. These men are yours now. I was
the�r commander; now am I promoted, s�nce I become your sold�er.
Accept our devot�on, my lord. General, g�ve me your orders."
At a s�gn from h�m, men carry�ng the tr�colored banner came forth
from the woods, and go�ng up to the Marqu�s, placed �t at h�s feet. It
was the one he had seen through the trees.



"General," sa�d the young man who presented the sword and the
scarf, "th�s �s the flag wh�ch we took from the Blues who held the
farm Herbe-en-Pa�l. My name �s Gavard, my lord. I was w�th the
Marqu�s de la Rouar�e."
"Very well," sa�d the Marqu�s.

And calm and composed he g�rded on the scarf.
Then he pulled out h�s sword, and wav�ng �t above h�s head, he
cr�ed,—
"R�se! And long l�ve the k�ng!"
All started to the�r feet. Then from the depth of the woods arose a
tumultuous and tr�umphant cry,—
"Long l�ve the k�ng! Long l�ve our Marqu�s! Long l�ve Lantenac!"
The Marqu�s turned towards Gavard.
"How many are you?"
"Seven thousand."
Wh�le they were descend�ng the h�ll, the peasants clear�ng away the
furze-bushes to make a path for the Marqu�s de Lantenac, Gavard
cont�nued:—
"All th�s may be expla�ned �n a word, my lord: noth�ng could be more
s�mple. It needed but a spark. The republ�can placard �n reveal�ng
your presence has roused the country for the k�ng. Bes�des, we have
been secretly not�f�ed by the mayor of Granv�lle, who �s one of us,—
the same who saved the Abbé Oll�v�er. They rang the tocs�n last
n�ght."
"For whom?"
"For you."
"Ah!" sa�d the Marqu�s.
"And here we are," cont�nued Gavard.



"And you number seven thousand?"
"To-day. But we shall be f�fteen thousand to-morrow. It �s the Breton
cont�ngent. When Mons�eur Henr� de la Rochejaquele�n went to jo�n
the cathol�c army they sounded the tocs�n, and �n one n�ght s�x
par�shes—Isernay, Corqueux, Échaubro�gnes, Aub�ers, Sa�nte
Aub�n, and Nue�l—sent h�m ten thousand men. They had no
mun�t�ons of war, but hav�ng found at a quarryman's house s�xty
pounds of blast�ng-powder, Mons�eur de la Rochejaquele�n took h�s
departure w�th that. We felt sure you must be somewhere �n these
woods, and we were look�ng for you."
"And you attacked the Blues at the farm Herbe-en-Pa�l?"
"The w�nd prevented them from hear�ng the tocs�n, and they
m�strusted noth�ng; the populat�on of the hamlet, a set of clowns,
rece�ved them well. Th�s morn�ng we �nvested the farm wh�le the
Blues were sleep�ng, and the th�ng was over �n a tr�ce. I have a horse
here; w�ll you de�gn to accept �t, general?"
"Yes."
A peasant led up a wh�te horse w�th m�l�tary hous�ngs. The Marqu�s
mounted h�m w�thout accept�ng Gavard's proffered ass�stance.
"Hurrah!" cr�ed the peasants. The Engl�sh fash�on of cheer�ng �s
much �n vogue on the Breton coast, for the people have cont�nual
deal�ngs w�th the Channel �slands.
Gavard made the m�l�tary salute, ask�ng, as he d�d so, "Where w�ll
you establ�sh your headquarters, my lord?"
"At f�rst, �n the forest of Fougères."
"It �s one of the seven forests belong�ng to you."
"We need a pr�est."
"We have one."
"Who �s �t?"
"The curate of the Chapelle-Erbrée."



"I know h�m. He has made the tr�p to Jersey." A pr�est stepped out
from the ranks and sa�d,—
"Three t�mes."
The Marqu�s turned h�s head.
"Good morn�ng, Mons�eur le Curé. There �s work �n store for you."
"So much the better, Mons�eur le Marqu�s."
"You w�ll have to hear the confess�ons of such as des�re your
serv�ces. No one w�ll be forced."
"Marqu�s," sa�d the pr�est, "at Guéménée, Gaston compels the
republ�cans to confess."
"He �s a ha�rdresser. The dy�ng should be allowed free cho�ce �n
such a matter."
Gavard, who had gone away to g�ve certa�n orders, now returned.
"I awa�t your commands, general."
"In the f�rst place, the rendez-vous �s �n the forest of Fougères. D�rect
the men to separate and meet there."
"The order has been g�ven."
"D�d you not say that the people of Herbe-en-Pa�l were fr�endly to the
Blues?"
"Yes, general."
"Was the farm burned?"
"Yes."
"D�d you burn the hamlet?"
"No."
"Burn �t."
"The Blues tr�ed to defend themselves. But they numbered one
hundred and f�fty, wh�le we were seven thousand."
"What Blues are they?"



"Those of Santerre."
"He who ordered the drums to beat wh�le they were behead�ng the
k�ng? Then �t �s a Par�s�an battal�on?"
"A dem�-battal�on."
"What was �t called?"
"The�r banner has on �t, 'Battal�on of the Bonnet-Rouge.'"
"W�ld beasts."
"What �s to be done w�th the wounded?"
"Put an end to them."
"What are we to do w�th the pr�soners?"
"Shoot them."
"There are about e�ghty of them."
"Shoot them all."
"There are two women."
"Treat them all al�ke."
"And three ch�ldren."
"Br�ng them along. We w�ll dec�de what Is to be done w�th them."
And the Marqu�s spurred h�s horse forward.

VII.

NO MERCY![2]NO QUARTER![3]

Wh�le these events were transp�r�ng �n the v�c�n�ty of Tan�s, the
beggar had gone towards Crollon. He plunged �nto the rav�nes,
under w�de leafy bowers, heedless of all th�ngs, not�c�ng noth�ng; as
he h�mself had expressed �t, dream�ng rather than th�nk�ng,—for the



th�nker has an object, but the dreamer has none; wander�ng,
rambl�ng, paus�ng, munch�ng here and there a spr�g of w�ld sorrel,
dr�nk�ng at the spr�ngs, ra�s�ng h�s head from t�me to t�me as d�stant
sounds attracted h�s attent�on, then y�eld�ng aga�n to the �rres�st�ble
fasc�nat�on of nature; present�ng h�s rags to the sunl�ght, hear�ng
human sounds, by chance, but l�sten�ng to the s�ng�ng of b�rds.
He was old and slow; as he told the Marqu�s of Lantenac, he could
not go far; a quarter of a m�le fat�gued h�m; he made a short c�rcu�t
towards Cro�x-Avranch�n, and �t was even�ng when he returned.
A l�ttle beyond Macey, the path he followed led h�m to a sort of
elevat�on, dest�tute of trees, wh�ch commanded a w�de expanse of
country, �nclud�ng the ent�re hor�zon from the west as far as the sea.
A smoke attracted h�s attent�on.
There �s noth�ng more del�ghtful than a smoke, and noth�ng more
alarm�ng. There are smokes s�gn�fy�ng peace, and smokes that
mean m�sch�ef. In the dens�ty and color of a column of smoke l�es all
the d�fference between war and peace, brotherly love and hatred,
hosp�tal�ty and the grave, l�fe and death. A smoke r�s�ng among the
trees may mean the sweetest th�ng �n all the world,—the fam�ly
hearth, or the most dreadful of calam�t�es,—a conflagrat�on. And the
ent�re happ�ness or m�sery of a human be�ng �s somet�mes centred �n
a vapor, scattered by the w�nd. The smoke wh�ch Tellmarch saw was
of a k�nd to exc�te anx�ety.
It was black w�th sudden flashes of red l�ght, as though the furnace
from whence �t sprung burned f�tfully and was gradually dy�ng out,
and �t rose above Herbe-en-Pa�l. Tellmarch hurr�ed along, walk�ng
towards the smoke. He was t�red, but he wanted to know what �t
meant.
He reached the top of a h�llock, beh�nd wh�ch nestled a hamlet and
the farm.
Ne�ther farm nor hamlet was to be seen.
A heap of ru�ns was st�ll burn�ng, all that rema�ned of Herbe-en-Pa�l.



It �s much more heart-rend�ng to see a cottage burn than a palace. A
cottage �n flames �s a p�t�ful s�ght. Devastat�on swoop�ng down on
poverty, a vulture pounc�ng upon an earth-worm,—there �s a sense
of repugnance about �t that makes one shudder.
If we bel�eve the B�bl�cal legend, the s�ght of a conflagrat�on once
turned a human be�ng �nto a statue. For an �nstant a s�m�lar change
came over Tellmarch. The s�ght before h�s eyes transf�xed h�m to the
spot. The work of destruct�on went on �n s�lence. Not a cry was
heard; not a human s�gh m�ngled w�th the smoke. That furnace
pursued �ts task of devour�ng the v�llage w�th no other sound than the
spl�tt�ng of t�mbers and the crackl�ng of thatch. From t�me to t�me the
clouds of smoke were rent, the fall�ng roofs revealed the gap�ng
chambers, the f�ery furnace d�splayed all �ts rub�es, the poor rags
turned scarlet, and the wretched old furn�ture, t�nged w�th purple,
stood out am�d these dull red �nter�ors; Tellmarch was dazed by the
terr�ble calam�ty.
Several trees of a ne�ghbor�ng chestnut-grove had caught f�re and
were �n a blaze.
He l�stened, try�ng to hear a vo�ce, a call, or some k�nd of a no�se.
Noth�ng st�rred but the flames; all was st�ll save the f�re. Had all the
�nhab�tants fled?
Where was the commun�ty that l�ved and labored at Herbe-en-Pa�l?
What had become of th�s l�ttle fam�ly?
Tellmarch descended the h�llock.
A gloomy en�gma lay before h�m. He approached �t slowly, gaz�ng at
�t stead�ly. He advanced towards the ru�n w�th the del�berat�on of a
shadow, feel�ng l�ke a ghost �n th�s tomb.
Hav�ng reached what had formerly been the door of the farm, he
looked �nto the yard, whose ru�ned walls no longer separated �t from
the surround�ng hamlet.
What he had seen before was noth�ng as compared w�th what he
now beheld. From afar he had seen the terror of �t; now all �ts horrors
lay before h�m.



In the m�ddle of the yard was a dark mass, vaguely outl�ned on one
s�de by the flames, and on the other by the moonl�ght. It was a heap
of men; and these men were dead. Around th�s mound lay a w�de
pool, st�ll smok�ng, whose surface reflected the flames; but �t needed
not the f�re to redden �t; �t was of blood.
Tellmarch went up to �t. He exam�ned, one after another, these
prostrate bod�es; all were corpses. Both the moon and the
conflagrat�on l�ghted up the scene.
The dead bod�es were those of sold�ers. Every man had bare feet;
both the�r shoes and the�r weapons had been taken from them, but
they st�ll wore the�r blue un�forms. Here and there one could
d�st�ngu�sh, am�d the confus�on of the l�mbs and heads, hats bear�ng
the tr�color cockades r�ddled w�th bullets. They were republ�cans,—
the same Par�s�ans who the prev�ous even�ng had been l�v�ng, act�ve
men, garr�soned at the farm Herbe-en-Pa�l. The symmetr�cal
arrangement of the fallen bod�es proved the affa�r to have been an
execut�on. They had been shot on the spot, and w�th prec�s�on. They
were all dead. Not a sound came from the mass.
Tellmarch exam�ned each �nd�v�dual corpse, and every man was
r�ddled w�th shot.
The�r execut�oners, doubtless �n haste to depart, had not taken t�me
to bury them.
Just as he was about to leave the place, h�s attent�on was attracted
by the s�ght of four feet protrud�ng beyond the corner of a low wall �n
the yard.
These feet were smaller than those wh�ch he had prev�ously seen;
there were shoes upon them, and as he drew near he perce�ved that
they were the feet of women.
Two women were ly�ng s�de by s�de beh�nd the wall, also shot.
Tellmarch stooped over them. One of them wore a k�nd of un�form;
bes�de her was a jug, broken and empty. She was a v�vand�ère. She
had four balls �n her head. She was dead.



Tellmarch exam�ned the other, who was a peasant woman. Her eyes
were closed, her mouth open, her face d�scolored; but there were no
wounds �n her head. Her dress, undoubtedly worn to shreds by long
marches, was rent by her fall, expos�ng her bosom. Tellmarch
pushed �t st�ll further as�de, and d�scovered on her shoulder a round
wound made by a ball; the shoulder-blade was broken. He gazed
upon her l�v�d breast.
"A nurs�ng mother," he murmured.
He touched her. She was not cold.
The broken bone and the wound �n the shoulder were her only
�njur�es. He placed h�s hand on her breast, and felt a fa�nt throb. She
was not dead.
Tellmarch ra�sed h�mself, and cr�ed out �n a terr�ble vo�ce,—
"Is there no one here?"
"Is that you, Ca�mand?" repl�ed a vo�ce, so low that �t could scarcely
be heard.
At the same t�me a head emerged from a hole �n the ru�n, and the
next moment a second one peered forth from another aperture.
These were the sole surv�vors,—two peasants who had managed to
h�de themselves, and who now, reassured by the fam�l�ar vo�ce of the
Ca�mand, crept out of the h�d�ng-places where they had been
crouch�ng.
They approached Tellmarch, st�ll trembl�ng v�olently.
The latter had found strength to utter h�s cry, but he could not speak;
deep emot�ons always produce th�s effect.
He po�nted to the woman ly�ng at h�s feet.
"Is she st�ll al�ve?" asked one of the peasants.
Tellmarch nodded.
"And the other woman,—�s she l�v�ng too?" asked the second
peasant.



Tellmarch shook h�s head.
The peasant who had been the f�rst to show h�mself cont�nued:—
"All the others are dead, are they not? I saw �t all. I was �n my cellar.
How grateful one �s to God, �n t�mes l�ke these, to have no fam�ly! My
house was burned. Lord Jesus! everybody was k�lled. Th�s woman
had ch�ldren,—three l�ttle ones! The ch�ldren cr�ed, 'Mother!' The
mother cr�ed, 'Oh, my ch�ldren!' They k�lled the mother and carr�ed
away the ch�ldren. I saw all,—oh, my God! my God! Those who
murdered them went off well pleased. They carr�ed away the l�ttle
ones, and k�lled the mother. But she �s not dead, �s she? I say,
Ca�mand, do you th�nk you could save her? Don't you want us to
help you carry her to your carn�chot?"

Tellmarch nodded.
The woods were near the farm. They qu�ckly made a l�tter w�th
branches and ferns, and plac�ng the woman, st�ll mot�onless, upon �t,
they started towards the grove, the two peasants bear�ng the l�tter,
one at the head, the other at the foot, wh�le Tellmarch supported the
woman's arm and constantly felt her pulse.
On the way the two peasants talked; and over the body of the
bleed�ng woman, whose pale face was l�ghted by the moon, they
exchanged the�r fr�ghtened exclamat�ons.
"To k�ll all!"
"To burn all!"
"Oh, my Lord! Is that the way they are go�ng to do now?"
"It was that tall old man who ordered �t."
"Yes; he was the commander."
"I d�d not see h�m wh�le the shoot�ng went on. Was he there?"
"No, he was gone. But �t was done by h�s order, all the same."
"Then �t was he who d�d th�s."



"He sa�d, 'K�ll, burn! No quarter!'"
"Is he a marqu�s?"
"Yes, of course; he �s our marqu�s."
"What �s h�s name?"
"It �s Mons�eur de Lantenac."
Tellmarch ra�sed h�s eyes to heaven, murmur�ng between h�s teeth,
—
"Had I but known!"

[1] A head.—TR.

[2] Watchword of the Commune.
[3] Watchword of the Pr�nces.

PART II.

AT PARIS.
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CIMOURDAIN.

I.



THE STREETS OF PARIS AT THAT TIME.

People l�ved �n publ�c; they ate at tables spread outs�de the doors;
women sat on the church steps, mak�ng l�nt to the accompan�ment of
the Marse�lla�se; the park of Monceaux and the Luxembourg were
turned �nto parade-grounds; at every street-corner there was a gun-
maker's shop, where muskets were manufactured before the eyes of
the passers-by, to the�r great adm�rat�on. "Pat�ence: th�s �s revolut�on"
was on every l�p. People sm�led hero�cally. They went to the theatre
as �n Athens dur�ng the Peloponnes�an war. At street-corners were
seen such playb�lls as these, advert�s�ng: "The S�ege of Th�onv�lle;"
"A Mother saved from the Flames;" "The Club of Sans-Souc�s;" "The
oldest of the Popes Joan;" "The M�l�tary Ph�losophers;" "The Art of
Love-mak�ng �n the V�llage." The Germans were at the gates; �t was
rumored that the K�ng of Pruss�a had secured boxes for the opera.
Everyth�ng was terr�ble, yet no one was fr�ghtened. The grewsome
law aga�nst the suspected, wh�ch was the cr�me of Merl�n de Doua�,
held a v�s�on of the gu�llot�ne suspended over every head. A lawyer,
Séran by name, learn�ng that he had been denounced, calmly
awa�ted h�s arrest, arrayed �n h�s dress�ng-gown and sl�ppers,
play�ng the flute at h�s w�ndow. No one seemed to have any spare
t�me, every one was �n a hurry; all the hats bore the�r cockades, and
the women cr�ed, "Are not red caps becom�ng to us?" All Par�s
seemed �n the act of chang�ng �ts abode. The cur�os�ty shops were
f�lled w�th crowns, m�tres, g�lded sceptres, and fleur-de-l�s, spo�ls
from royal dwell�ngs,—the s�gns of the destruct�on of monarchy.
Copes and surpl�ces m�ght be seen hang�ng on hooks offered for
sale at the old-clothes shops. At the Porcherons and at
Ramponneau's men decked out �n surpl�ces and stoles bestrode
donkeys capar�soned w�th chasubles, and drank w�ne from
eccles�ast�cal c�bor�a. In the Rue Sa�nt-Jacques barefooted street-
pavers once stopped the wheelbarrow of a shoe-pedler and clubb�ng
together bought f�fteen pa�rs of shoes to send to the Convent�on "for
our sold�ers." Busts of Rousseau, Frankl�n, Brutus, and even, be �t
added, of Marat, abounded. In the Rue Cloche-Perce, below one of
Marat's busts, �n a black wooden frame under glass, hung a formula



of prosecut�on aga�nst Malouet, w�th facts �n support of the charges
and the follow�ng l�nes �nscr�bed on the marg�n:—

These deta�ls were g�ven to me by the m�stress of Sylva�n
Ba�lly, a good patr�ot, and who had a l�k�ng for me.
S�gned:

MARAT.

The �nscr�pt�on on the Pala�s Royal founta�n, "Quantos effund�t �n
usus!" was h�dden under two large canvases pa�nted �n d�stemper,
one represent�ng Cah�er de Gerv�lle denounc�ng to the Nat�onal
Assembly the rally�ng-cry of the "Ch�ffon�stes" of Arles; the other,
Lou�s XVI. brought back from Varennes �n h�s royal carr�age, and
under the carr�age a plank fastened by cords bear�ng on each end a
grenad�er w�th levelled bayonet. Very few large shops were open;
perambulat�ng carts conta�n�ng haberdashery and toys, l�ghted by
tallow candles, wh�ch, melt�ng, dr�pped upon the merchand�se, were
dragged through the streets by women. Ex-nuns adorned w�th blond
w�gs kept open shop; th�s woman, darn�ng stock�ngs �n a stall, was a
countess; that dressmaker, a march�oness; Madame de Boufflers
l�ved �n an att�c from wh�ch she had a v�ew of her own hotel. Venders
ran about offer�ng the news bullet�ns. People who muffled the�r ch�ns
�n the�r neck-cloths were called "écrouelleux." Street s�ngers
swarmed. The crowd hooted P�tou, the royal�st song-wr�ter, a brave
man, to boot, for he was �mpr�soned twenty-two t�mes and was
brought before the revolut�onary tr�bunal for slapp�ng h�mself beh�nd
when he uttered the word "c�v�sm;" see�ng that h�s head was �n
danger, he excla�med, "But my head �s not the offend�ng member!"
wh�ch made the judges laugh, and saved h�s l�fe. Th�s P�tou r�d�culed
the fash�on of Greek and Lat�n names; h�s favor�te song was about a
cobbler and h�s w�fe whom he called Cujus and Cujusdam. The
Carmagnole was danced �n c�rcles; they no longer sa�d "lady" and
"gentleman," but "c�t�zen" and "c�t�zeness." They danced �n the
ru�ned clo�sters, beneath a chandel�er made of two st�cks fastened
crossw�se to the vaulted roof, bear�ng four candles, wh�le the church
lamps burned upon the altar, and tombs lay beneath the dancers'
feet. They wore "tyrant-blue" wa�stcoats, and sh�rt-p�ns called



"l�berty's cap," composed of red, wh�te, and blue stones. The Rue de
R�chel�eu was called Rue de la Lo�; the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne, the
Faubourg de Glo�re; a statue of Nature stood �n the Place de la
Bast�lle. People po�nted out to each other well-known personages,—
Châtelet, D�d�er, N�colas, and Gam�er-Delaunay, who mounted guard
at the doors of the jo�ner Duplay; Voullant, who never m�ssed a day
of gu�llot�n�ng, and who followed the tumbr�ls of the condemned,
call�ng �t "go�ng to the red mass;" Montflabert, a revolut�onary
juryman and marqu�s whom they called D�x-Août. They watched the
pup�ls of the École M�l�ta�re f�le past, called "asp�rants to the school
of Mars" by the decrees of the Convent�on, and n�cknamed by the
people "Robesp�erre's pages." They read the proclamat�ons of
Fréron, denounc�ng those suspected of the cr�me of
"négot�ant�s�me." Young scapegraces gathered about the doors of
the mayoralt�es crowd�ng the br�des and grooms as they came �n
s�ght, and shout�ng, "Mun�c�pal marr�ages," �n der�s�on of the c�v�l
ceremony. The statues of the sa�nts and k�ngs at the Inval�des were
crowned w�th Phryg�an caps. They played cards on curbstones at the
cross�ngs, and the very cards themselves were totally revolut�on�zed;
k�ngs were replaced by gen��, queens by the Goddess of L�berty,
knaves by Equal�ty, aces by emblems of Law. The publ�c gardens
were t�lled; they ploughed the Tu�ler�es.
W�th all th�s was �nterm�ngled, espec�ally among the conquered
party, an �ndescr�bably haughty wear�ness of l�v�ng. A man wrote to
Fouqu�er-T�nv�lle, "Be so k�nd as to l�ft from me the burden of l�fe.
Th�s �s my address." Champcenetz was arrested for excla�m�ng at
the Pala�s Royal: "When are we to have a Turk�sh revolut�on? I
should l�ke to see the republ�c à la Porte."[1] Newspapers abounded.
Ha�r-dressers' apprent�ces curled the women's w�gs �n publ�c wh�le
the master read the "Mon�teur" aloud; others, surrounded by
l�steners, commented w�th express�ve gest�culat�ons on the journal
"Entendons nous," of Dubo�s Crancé, or the "Trompette du père
Bellerose." Somet�mes a man was both a barber and a pork-dealer;
and hams and ch�tterl�ngs would hang s�de by s�de w�th a golden-
ha�red doll. The w�nes of the Ém�grés were sold by dealers on the
streets. One merchant advert�sed w�ne of f�fty-two d�fferent brands;



others reta�led lyre-shaped clocks and sofas à la duchesse. A
ha�rdresser had the follow�ng not�ce pr�nted on h�s s�gn: "I shave the
clergy; I dress the ha�r of the nob�l�ty; I wa�t upon the T�ers-État."
People went to Mart�n, at No. 173 �n the Rue d'Anjou, formerly called
Rue Dauph�ne, to have the�r fortune told. Bread, coal, and soap were
scarce. Herds of m�lch-cows on the�r way from the prov�nces were
constantly pass�ng. At La Vallée, lamb was sold at f�fteen francs a
pound. An order of the Commune ass�gned to each person a pound
of meat for every ten days. People stood �n f�les at the shop-doors;
one f�le that reached from the door of a grocer's shop �n the Rue du
Pet�t-Carreau to the m�ddle of the Rue Montorgue�l has become a
matter of trad�t�on. Form�ng a queue was called "hold�ng the str�ng,"
on account of the long cord held by those who stood �n l�ne one
beh�nd the other.
In the m�dst of all th�s wretchedness women were brave and gentle.
They passed whole n�ghts wa�t�ng the�r turn to be served at the
baker's. The revolut�on was successful �n �ts exped�ents. It allev�ated
th�s w�de-spread m�sery by two dangerous measures,—the ass�gnat
and the max�mum; �n other words, the lever and the fulcrum. France
was actually saved by emp�r�c�sm. The enemy, both �n Coblentz and
�n London, speculated �n ass�gnats.

G�rls went h�ther and th�ther offer�ng lavender-water, garters, and
false ha�r, and sell�ng stocks at the same t�me; there were stock-
jobbers on the steps of the Rue V�v�enne, w�th muddy shoes, greasy
ha�r, woollen caps w�th fox-ta�ls, and the dand�es of the Rue de
Valo�s, w�th the�r pol�shed boots, a toothp�ck �n the�r mouths, and
beaver hats on the�r heads, to whom the g�rls sa�d "thee and thou."
The people hunted them down as they d�d th�eves, whom the
royal�sts called "act�ve c�t�zens." Robbery, however, seldom
occurred; the fearful dest�tut�on was matched by a sto�cal honesty.
W�th downcast eyes the barefooted and the hungry went gravely
past the shop-w�ndows of the jewellers of the Pala�s Égal�té. Dur�ng
a dom�c�l�ary v�s�t made by the Sect�on Anto�ne at Beaumarcha�s'
house, a woman plucked a flower �n the garden: the crowd boxed



her ears. A cord of wood cost four hundred francs �n co�n. People
were to be seen �n the streets saw�ng up the�r wooden beds. In the
w�nter the founta�ns froze, and two pa�ls of water cost twenty sous;
every man was h�s own water-carr�er. A gold lou�s was worth three
thousand n�ne hundred and f�fty francs. A r�de �n a f�acre cost s�x
hundred francs. After a day's r�de the follow�ng d�alogue m�ght be
heard: "How much do I owe you, coachman?" "S�x thousand l�vres."
The trade of a greengrocer woman amounted to twenty thousand
francs a day. A beggar was known to have sa�d: "Help me, for
char�ty's sake! I want two hundred and th�rty l�vres to pay for my
shoes." At the entrance of the br�dges m�ght be seen colossal
f�gures, sculptured and pa�nted by Dav�d, wh�ch Merc�er �nsult�ngly
called "enormous wooden Punch�nellos." These f�gures represented
Federal�sm and Coal�t�on overthrown. No �nf�rm�ty of purpose among
the people. There was a gloomy sense of pleasure �n hav�ng put an
end to thrones. No lack of volunteers ready to lay down the�r l�ves:
every street furn�shed a battal�on. The flags of the d�str�ct went h�ther
and th�ther, each one w�th �ts own dev�ce. On the banner of the
Capuch�n D�str�ct m�ght be read, "No one w�ll shave us;" on another,
"No other nob�l�ty save that of the heart." On the walls were placards,
large and small, wh�te, yellow, green, and red, pr�nted and wr�tten, on
all wh�ch m�ght be read th�s war-cry: "Long l�ve the Republ�c!" L�ttle
ch�ldren l�sped, "Ça �ra."
These l�ttle ch�ldren were the nucleus of a great future.
Later on, a cyn�cal c�ty took the place of the trag�cal one; the streets
of Par�s have d�splayed two d�st�nct revolut�onary aspects,—the one
preced�ng the 9th Therm�dor, and that wh�ch followed �t. After the
Par�s of Sa�nt-Just came the Par�s of Tall�en. Such are the constant
ant�theses of Alm�ghty God. Immed�ately after S�na�, the Court�lle
appeared.
Paroxysms of popular folly may always be expected. The same th�ng
had taken place e�ghty years before. After Lou�s XIV., as well as after
Robesp�erre, the people needed breath�ng space; hence the
Regency at the open�ng of the century and the D�rectory at �ts close,
each re�gn of terror end�ng �n a Saturnal�a. France fled from the



Pur�tan as well as from the monarch�cal clo�ster w�th the joy of a
nat�on escap�ng from bondage.
After the 9th Therm�dor, Par�s was l�ke one gone mad w�th gayety.
An unwholesome joy preva�led, exceed�ng all bounds. The frenzy of
l�fe followed the frenzy of death, and grandeur ecl�psed �tself. They
had a Tr�malc�on whom they called Gr�mod de la Reyn�ère; also an
"Almanach des Gourmands." People d�ned to the accompan�ment of
trumpets �n the entresols of the Pala�s Royal; the orchestras were
composed of women beat�ng drums and blow�ng trumpets; the
"r�gadooner," bow �n hand, re�gned over all; they supped after the
Or�ental fash�on at Méot's, surrounded by censers of perfume. The
art�st Boze pa�nted h�s daughters, �nnocent and charm�ng heads of
s�xteen, "en gu�llot�nés,"—that �s, bare-necked and �n red chem�ses.
The w�ld dances �n ru�ned churches were followed by the balls of
Rugg�er�, Luquet Wenzel, Maudu�t, and the Montans�er; to the
d�gn�f�ed c�toyennes mak�ng l�nt, succeeded sultanas, savages, and
nymphs; to the bare feet of the sold�ers, d�sf�gured by blood, mud,
and dust, succeeded the bare feet of women adorned w�th
d�amonds; and together w�th shamelessness came d�shonesty,—
wh�ch had �ts purveyors �n h�gh places, and the�r �m�tators �n the
lower ranks. Par�s was �nfested by swarms of sharpers, and every
man had to watch h�s "luc," or �n other words, h�s pocket-book. One
of the amusements was to go to the Place of the Pala�s de Just�ce to
see the female acrobats on the tabouret; they were forced to t�e the�r
sk�rts down. At the doors of the theatres street-urch�ns offered cabs,
cry�ng, "C�t�zen and C�t�zeness, there �s room enough for two." They
sold no more cop�es of "The Old Cordel�er" or of "L'Am� du peuple;"
but �n the�r stead they offered "Punch's Letter" and "The Rogues'
Pet�t�on." The Marqu�s de Sade pres�ded at the sect�on of the P�kes,
Place Vendôme. The react�on was both jov�al and feroc�ous. The
Dragons of L�berty of '92 were rev�ved under the name of Kn�ghts of
the Dagger. At the same t�me there appeared on the stage the type
Jocr�sse. There were the "Merve�lleuses," and after the
"Merve�lleuses," the "Inconcevables." People swore fantast�c oaths
by "sa paole v�ct�mée" and by "sa paole verte." Th�s was the reco�l
from M�rabeau to Bobèche. Par�s v�brates l�ke an enormous
pendulum of c�v�l�zat�on; now �t touches one pole, now the other,—



Thermopylæ and Gomorrah. After '93, Revolut�on suffered a s�ngular
ecl�pse: the century apparently forgot to f�n�sh what �t had begun; a
strange org�e, �nterpos�ng, took possess�on of the foreground, and
thrust�ng the dread Apocalypse beh�nd, �t drew a ve�l over the
monstrous v�s�on, and shouted w�th laughter after �ts fr�ght; tragedy
van�shed �n parody; and r�s�ng from the hor�zon's edge the smoke of
carn�val obscured the outl�nes of Medusa.
But �n the year '93 the streets of Par�s st�ll reta�ned the �mpos�ng and
f�erce aspect of the beg�nn�ng. They had the�r orators, l�ke Varlot for
�nstance, who travelled about �n a booth on wheels, from the top of
wh�ch he harangued the passers-by; the�r heroes, one of whom was
called "the Capta�n of �ron-shod poles;" the�r favor�tes, l�ke Guffroy,
the author of the pamphlet "Roug�ff." Some of these celebr�t�es were
m�sch�evous, others exerted a wholesome �nfluence. One among all
the rest was honest and f�l�al,—�t was C�mourda�n.

II.

CIMOURDAIN.

C�mourda�n had a pure but gloomy soul. There was someth�ng of the
absolute w�th�n h�m. He had been a pr�est, wh�ch �s a ser�ous matter.
A man may, l�ke the heavens, enjoy a gloomy seren�ty,—�t needs
only an �nfluence powerful enough to create n�ght w�th�n h�s soul; and
the pr�esthood had done th�s th�ng for C�mourda�n. To be once a
pr�est �s to be a pr�est forever.
Though there be n�ght w�th�n us, we may st�ll possess the stars.
C�mourda�n was a man of many v�rtues and truths, but they shone
am�d the darkness.
H�s story may be told �n a few words. He had been a v�llage curate,
and tutor �n an �nfluent�al fam�ly; but fall�ng he�r to a small legacy, he
had thereby ga�ned h�s freedom.



He was obst�nate to the last degree. He employed med�tat�on as the
art�san uses h�s p�ncers. He bel�eved �t wrong to abandon an �dea
unt�l he had fully developed �t. H�s method of thought was �ntense.
He was fam�l�ar w�th all the European languages, and had some
acqua�ntance w�th other tongues. H�s devot�on to study was a great
help towards the preservat�on of h�s chast�ty. But there �s noth�ng
more dangerous than such a system of repress�on.
E�ther from pr�de, c�rcumstances, or loft�ness of soul, he had been
true to h�s pr�estly vows; but h�s fa�th he had not been able to keep.
Sc�ence had crushed �t; all h�s dogmas had gone from h�m. Then,
look�ng �nto h�s own soul, he saw there�n a mut�lated be�ng, and
hav�ng no power to r�d h�mself of h�s pr�esthood, he tr�ed, after an
austere fash�on, to remould the man. For want of a fam�ly he
adopted h�s country; a w�fe had been refused h�m,—he had wedded
human�ty. There �s a certa�n sense of empt�ness �n th�s all-embrac�ng
zeal.
H�s parents, who were peasants, had thought to l�ft h�m above the
common people by consecrat�ng h�m to the pr�esthood; he had
returned among them of h�s own accord, and w�th a feel�ng of
pass�onate devot�on watched the suffer�ng w�th �ntense sympathy.
From a pr�est he had become a ph�losopher, and from a ph�losopher
an athlete. Even dur�ng the l�fe of Lou�s XV., C�mourda�n had vaguely
fanc�ed h�mself a republ�can. But of what republ�c? Perhaps of the
Republ�c of Plato, and �t m�ght be of Draco also. Forb�dden to love,
he devoted h�mself to hat�ng. He detested l�es, monarchy, theocracy,
and h�s pr�estly garb; he hated the present, and eagerly �nvoked the
future; he had a present�ment of what �t would be, he foresaw �t, he
p�ctured �t, both terr�ble and grand. In order to put an end to th�s
deplorable human m�sery, he felt the need of a leader who would
appear not only as an avenger but also as a l�berator. He worsh�pped
the catastrophe from afar.
In 1789 th�s catastrophe came and found h�m ready. C�mourda�n
flung h�mself �nto that g�gant�c scheme for human regenerat�on on
log�cal pr�nc�ples, wh�ch, for a m�nd const�tuted l�ke h�s, �s equ�valent
to say�ng w�th �nexorable determ�nat�on. Log�c �s not a soften�ng
�nfluence. He had surv�ved the great revolut�onary years, and had



been shaken by the blasts thereof,—�n '89, the fall of the Bast�lle, the
end of the martyrdom of people; �n.'90, on the 19th of June, the end
of the feudal system; �n '91, Varennes, and the end of royalty; �n '92,
the b�rth of the Republ�c. He had seen the r�se of Revolut�on. He was
not the man to fear that g�ant; on the contrary, the un�versal growth
had g�ven h�m new l�fe, and though already advanced �n years,—for
he was f�fty, and a pr�est ages faster than other men,—he too began
to develop. From year to year he had watched and kept pace w�th
the progress of events. At f�rst he had feared lest Revolut�on m�ght
fa�l; he watched �t. S�nce �t had both log�c and just�ce on �ts s�de, he
expected �ts success, and h�s conf�dence �ncreased �n proport�on to
the fear �t �nsp�red; he would have th�s M�nerva crowned w�th the
stars of the future,—a Pallas l�kew�se bear�ng the Gorgon's head for
her buckler. In case of need he would have w�shed an �nfernal glare
to flash from her d�v�ne eyes upon the demons, pay�ng them back �n
the�r own co�n.
Thus he reached '93.
'93 �s the war of Europe aga�nst France, and of France aga�nst Par�s.
What then �s Revolut�on? It �s the v�ctory of France over Europe, and
of Par�s over France. Hence the �mmens�ty of that terr�ble moment
'93, grander than all the rest of the century.
Noth�ng could be more trag�c. Europe attack�ng France, and France
attack�ng Par�s,—a drama w�th the proport�ons of an ep�c.
'93 �s a year of �ntense act�on. The tempest �s there �n all �ts wrath
and grandeur. C�mourda�n felt h�mself �n h�s element. Th�s scene of
d�stract�on, w�ld and magn�f�cent, su�ted the compass of h�s
outspread w�ngs. L�ke a sea-eagle, he un�ted a profound �nward calm
w�th a rel�sh for external danger. Certa�n w�nged natures, souls of the
tempest, feroc�ous yet tranqu�l, seem em�nently f�tted for combatt�ng
the storms of l�fe.
H�s sense of p�ty was never k�ndled, save �n behalf of the wretched.
He devoted h�mself to those forms of suffer�ng that are most
repuls�ve. For h�m noth�ng was abhorrent. That was h�s k�nd of
goodness. He was d�v�ne �n h�s zeal to rel�eve the most loathsome
sufferers. He searched for ulcers that he m�ght k�ss them. Those



noble act�ons wh�ch are h�deous to look upon are the most d�ff�cult to
perform; for such he had a preference. One day at the Hôtel-D�eu a
man was at the po�nt of death, suffocat�ng w�th a tumor �n the throat,
—a putr�d, mal�gnant, and perhaps contag�ous abscess, wh�ch must
be opened at once. C�mourda�n was there; he put h�s l�ps to the
abscess, sucked �t, sp�tt�ng �t out as h�s mouth f�lled, empt�ed the
tumor and saved the man. As he st�ll was wear�ng h�s pr�estly garb at
the t�me, some one sa�d to h�m: "Had you done that for the k�ng you
would be made a b�shop." "I would not do �t for the k�ng," repl�ed
C�mourda�n. The act and the answer made h�m popular �n the
gloomy quarters of Par�s to a degree that won for h�m unbounded
�nfluence over the classes that suffer, weep, and struggle for
vengeance. When the publ�c �nd�gnat�on, that fru�tful source of
blunders, rose h�gh aga�nst the monopol�sts, �t was C�mourda�n who
by a word prevented the sack�ng of a boat laden w�th soap at the
Sa�nt-N�colas quay, and who d�spersed the fur�ous crowds that were
stopp�ng the carr�ages at the barr�er Sa�nt-Lazare.

He �t was who ten days after the 10th of August marshalled the
people who went forth to overthrow the statues of k�ngs, wh�ch as
they fell cost some of them the�r l�ves. On the Place Vendôme, a
woman, Re�ne V�olet, pull�ng at the rope she had fastened around
the neck of Lou�s XIV., was crushed to death beneath �ts we�ght. Th�s
statue had been stand�ng for a hundred years: �t was erected on the
12th of August, 1692; �t was overthrown on the 12th of August, 1793.
On the Place de la Concorde one Gu�nguerlot, hav�ng called the
demol�shers "cana�lle," was butchered on the pedestal of the statue
of Lou�s XV. The statue �tself was hacked to p�eces; later, �t was
melted �nto sous. One arm alone escaped,—the r�ght arm, wh�ch
Lou�s XV. held outstretched w�th the gesture of a Roman emperor.
By request of C�mourda�n the people sent a deputat�on to offer th�s
arm to Latude, a man who had been bur�ed al�ve �n the Bast�lle for
forty years. When Latude w�th an �ron collar round h�s neck and a
cha�n round h�s lo�ns was rott�ng al�ve �n that pr�son at the b�dd�ng of
the k�ng whose statue overlooked Par�s, who could have prophes�ed



to h�m that both pr�son and statue would fall, and that he would come
forth from h�s tomb,—he, the pr�soner, would be the master of that
hand of bronze wh�ch had s�gned h�s warrant, and that noth�ng would
be left of th�s monarch of clay save h�s brazen arm?
C�mourda�n was one of those men who possess an �nward mon�tor,
and who when they appear absent-m�nded are s�mply l�sten�ng to �ts
vo�ce.
C�mourda�n was both learned and �gnorant. He was versed �n
sc�ence, and knew noth�ng whatever of l�fe; hence h�s sever�ty. H�s
eyes were bandaged l�ke those of Homer's Them�s: he possessed
the bl�nd certa�nty of an arrow,—that, see�ng naught bes�des, fl�es
stra�ght to the goal. In revolut�on there �s noth�ng so form�dable as
the stra�ght l�ne. C�mourda�n went stra�ght ahead, w�th fatal results.
He bel�eved that �n these soc�al geneses the farthest po�nt �s sol�d
ground,—an error common to m�nds �n wh�ch log�c occup�es the
place of reason. He went beyond the Convent�on, beyond the
Commune: he belonged to the Évêché.
The soc�ety called the Évêché because �t held �ts meet�ngs �n a hall
of the old ep�scopal palace was rather a medley of men than a
soc�ety. There were present, as �n the Commune, those s�lent but
�mportant spectators who, as Garat expressed �t, "had about them as
many p�stols as they had pockets." The Évêché was a queer
m�xture, both cosmopol�tan and Par�s�an,—no contrad�ct�on �n terms,
s�nce Par�s �s the place where throbs the heart of all nat�ons. There
at the Évêché was the great plebe�an �ncandescence. As compared
w�th the Évêché, the Convent�on was cold and the Commune
lukewarm. It was one of those revolut�onary format�ons wh�ch
partake of the nature of a volcano. The Évêché comb�ned
everyth�ng,—�gnorance, stup�d�ty, honesty, hero�sm, wrath, and
pol�cy. Brunsw�ck had agents there�n. It held men worthy of Sparta,
and others f�t only for the galleys. The greater number of them were
mad and honest. The G�ronde, speak�ng �n the person of Isnard,
temporary pres�dent of the Convent�on, had uttered th�s appall�ng
prophecy: "Par�s�ans, beware! for �n your c�ty not one stone shall be
left rest�ng upon another, and the day w�ll come when men w�ll
search for the place where Par�s once stood." Th�s speech had g�ven



B�rth to the Évêché. Certa�n men—and as we have just sa�d, men of
all nat�ons—had felt the need of draw�ng closer to Par�s. C�mourda�n
jo�ned th�s group.
The party reacted aga�nst the react�on�sts. It sprang from that publ�c
necess�ty for v�olence wh�ch const�tutes the form�dable and
myster�ous s�de of revolut�ons. Strong �n th�s strength, the Évêché at
once def�ned �ts pos�t�on. In the d�sturbances of Par�s �t was the
Commune that f�red the cannon, and the Évêché that sounded the
alarm.
In h�s �nexorable s�ncer�ty C�mourda�n bel�eved that all means are fa�r
when devoted to the serv�ce of truth,—a conv�ct�on wh�ch em�nently
f�tted h�m for the control of extrem�sts of all part�es. Scoundrels
perce�ved h�m to be honest, and were sat�sf�ed. Cr�me �s flattered to
feel that v�rtue has taken �t �n charge. It �s rather embarrass�ng, but
pleas�ng nevertheless. Palloy the arch�tect, who had taken
advantage of the destruct�on of the Bast�lle to sell the stones for h�s
own benef�t, and who, be�ng appo�nted to pa�nt the cell of Lou�s XVI.,
had �n h�s zeal covered the wall w�th bars, cha�ns, and �ron collars;
Gonchon, the suspected orator of the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne,
whose rece�pts were found later; the Amer�can Fourn�er, who on the
17th of July f�red a p�stol-shot at Lafayette,—an act for wh�ch, they
sa�d, Lafayette h�mself had pa�d; Henr�ot, who had come from
B�cêtre, and who had been a lackey, a juggler, a th�ef, and a spy
before he turned general and levelled h�s guns on the Convent�on;
La Reyn�e, formerly grand-v�car of Chartres, who had subst�tuted
"Père Duchesne" for h�s brev�ary,—all these men were respected by
C�mourda�n, and all that was needed to keep the worst of them from
stumbl�ng occas�onally was to feel that really form�dable and
determ�ned candor l�ke a judgment before them. It was thus that
Sa�nt-Just terr�f�ed Schne�der. At the same t�me the major�ty �n the
Évêché, cons�st�ng for the most part of poor and v�olent men, s�ncere
�n the�r purposes, bel�eved �n C�mourda�n and followed h�m. H�s v�car
or a�de-de-camp, wh�chever you choose to call h�m, was Danjou,—
that other republ�can pr�est, whose lofty stature endeared h�m to the
people, who called h�m the Abbé S�x-P�eds. C�mourda�n could have
led wh�thersoever he chose that fearless ch�ef called Général la



P�que and the bold Truchon (surnamed Grand-N�colas), who tr�ed to
save Madame de Lamballe, offer�ng her h�s arm to ass�st her �n
leap�ng over the corpses,—an attempt wh�ch would have proved
successful had �t not been for the barbarous joke of Char�ot the
barber.
The Commune kept watch over the Convent�on, and the Évêché
over the Commune. C�mourda�n, an upr�ght man, desp�s�ng �ntr�gues,
had broken more than one myster�ous thread �n the hands of Pache,
whom Beurnonv�lle called "the black man." At the Évêché,
C�mourda�n was on good terms w�th all. He was consulted by
Dobsent and Momoro. He spoke Span�sh to Gusman, Ital�an to P�o,
Engl�sh to Arthur, Flem�sh to Pereyra, German to the Austr�an Proly,
the bastard of a pr�nce. He reconc�led all these d�scordant elements:
hence h�s strong though obscure pos�t�on. Hébert feared h�m.
In those t�mes and over those trag�c assembl�es C�mourda�n
possessed the power of the �nexorable. He was a faultless man, who
bel�eved h�mself to be �nfall�ble. He had never been seen to weep.
H�s was an �naccess�ble and fr�g�d v�rtue; a just, but awful, man.
There are no half measures poss�ble for a revolut�onary pr�est. A
pr�est who embarks �n an adventure so portentous �n �ts a�ms, �s
�nfluenced e�ther by the h�ghest or the lowest mot�ves; he must be
e�ther �nfamous or subl�me. C�mourda�n was subl�me, but �solated �n
rugged �naccess�b�l�ty, �nhosp�tably repellent,—subl�me �n h�s
surround�ng of prec�p�ces. Lofty mounta�ns possess th�s forb�dd�ng
pur�ty.
C�mourda�n looked l�ke an ord�nary man, clothed �n whatever
happened to be conven�ent, rather poor �n aspect. In h�s youth he
had rece�ved the tonsure, and later �n l�fe had become bald. H�s few
rema�n�ng locks were gray. Look�ng upon h�s forehead, expans�ve as
�t was, an observ�ng eye could read h�s character. C�mourda�n had
an abrupt way of speak�ng, at once pass�onate and solemn; h�s
utterance was rap�d, h�s tone peremptory, the express�on of h�s
mouth sad and b�tter; h�s eyes were clear and deep, and h�s whole
face bore the �mpress of an unspeakable �nd�gnat�on. Such was
C�mourda�n.



To-day h�s name �s unknown.
H�story possesses these terr�ble �ncogn�tos.

III.

A CORNER NOT DIPPED INTO THE STYX.

Was such a man �n very deed a man? Could the servant of all men
feel a personal affect�on? Was he not too much of a soul to possess
a heart? That vast embrace, enfold�ng everyth�ng and everybody,
could �t be l�m�ted to one? Could C�mourda�n love? We answer, yes.
In h�s youth, when he was a tutor �n an almost pr�ncely fam�ly, he had
a pup�l, the son and he�r of the house, whom he loved. It �s easy to
love a ch�ld. What �s there that one cannot forg�ve a ch�ld? One
forg�ves h�m for be�ng a lord, a pr�nce, a k�ng. H�s �nnocent age and
h�s weakness make one forget the cr�mes of h�s race and the
arrogance of h�s rank. He �s so l�ttle that one pardons h�m for be�ng
great, the slave forg�ves h�m for be�ng the master. The old negro
�dol�zes the wh�te nursl�ng. C�mourda�n had conce�ved a pass�onate
love for h�s pup�l. Ch�ldhood �s so �neffably charm�ng, �t absorbs all
love. All the power of lov�ng �n C�mourda�n's nature had, so to speak,
concentrated �tself upon that ch�ld; the heart, condemned to sol�tude,
fed upon th�s sweet and �nnocent creature, wh�ch �t loved w�th the
comb�ned tenderness of a father, a brother, a fr�end, and a creator.
To h�m he was �ndeed a son,—not of the flesh, but of the soul; he
was not h�s father, the author of h�s be�ng, but he was h�s master,
and th�s was h�s masterp�ece. He had made a man of th�s l�ttle lord,
—poss�bly a great man, who knows? Thus run our dreams. W�thout
the knowledge of the fam�ly,—for does one requ�re perm�ss�on to
create an �ntell�gence, a well-d�rected w�ll, and an upr�ght character?
—he had commun�cated to the young v�scount, h�s pup�l, all the
advanced �deas that he h�mself held; he had �noculated h�m w�th the
dread v�rus of h�s own v�rtue; he had �nfused �nto h�s ve�ns h�s bel�ef,



h�s consc�ence, h�s �deal; �nto the bra�n of th�s ar�stocrat, as �nto a
mould, he had poured the soul of the people. M�nd seeks
nour�shment; �ntell�gence �s a breast. There �s an analogy between
the nurse who g�ves her m�lk and the tutor who g�ves h�s thought.
Somet�mes the tutor �s more of a father than the actual father
h�mself, just as the nurse �s more l�ke a mother than the natural
mother. C�mourda�n was closely bound to h�s pup�l by the profound
patern�ty of the soul. The very s�ght of the ch�ld touched h�m.
Let us add th�s: �t was an easy matter to replace the father, s�nce the
ch�ld had none, he was an orphan; h�s father and mother were both
dead; there was only a bl�nd grandmother, and a great-uncle who d�d
not l�ve at home to watch over h�m. The grandmother d�ed; the great-
uncle, who was the head of the fam�ly, was a m�l�tary man, a member
of the h�gh nob�l�ty, who held var�ous appo�ntments at Court; he
avo�ded the old fam�ly dungeon, l�v�ng at Versa�lles, chang�ng h�s
quarters w�th the army, and leav�ng the orphan alone �n the sol�tary
castle. Thus the preceptor was the master �n every sense of the
word. Furthermore, let us add, C�mourda�n had w�tnessed the b�rth of
h�s pup�l. When almost a baby, the ch�ld had a ser�ous �llness; dur�ng
the cr�s�s C�mourda�n had watched over h�m n�ght and day. The
doctor prescr�bes, but �t �s the nurse who saves, and C�mourda�n had
saved the ch�ld. Not only was h�s pup�l �ndebted to h�m for h�s
�nstruct�on, h�s educat�on, and h�s knowledge, he also owed h�m h�s
convalescence and h�s health; over and above the development of
h�s m�nd he owed h�m h�s very l�fe. We worsh�p those who are
�ndebted to us for everyth�ng; hence C�mourda�n worsh�pped the
ch�ld.
In the course of t�me the natural separat�on between them took
place. Hav�ng f�n�shed h�s educat�on, C�mourda�n was obl�ged to
leave the ch�ld, who had now become a young man. W�th what cold
and careless cruelty such separat�ons are planned! How calmly do
fam�l�es d�scharge the tutor, who leaves h�s soul beh�nd h�m w�th the
ch�ld, and the nurse who leaves her heart's blood! C�mourda�n,
hav�ng rece�ved h�s salary and h�s d�sm�ssal, had left the h�gher for
the lower sphere; the part�t�on that separates the great from the l�ttle
had closed once more. The young lord, an off�cer by b�rth, rece�ved a



capta�n's comm�ss�on at the outset, and had departed to jo�n some
garr�son. The humble tutor, already a rebell�ous pr�est �n h�s secret
heart, had lost no t�me �n return�ng to the obscure ground-floor of the
church, among the �nfer�or clergy, and thus lost s�ght of h�s pup�l.
Revolut�on came. The recollect�on st�ll brood�ng w�th�n h�m of that
creature whom he had transformed �nto a man was by no means
lost, although bur�ed beneath the �mmense accumulat�on of publ�c
affa�rs.
It �s a noble deed to model a statue and breathe �nto �t the breath of
l�fe; but to mould an �ntell�gence and �nsp�re �t w�th the sp�r�t of truth �s
far nobler. C�mourda�n was the Pygmal�on of a soul.
The m�nd may possess �ts offspr�ng.
The only be�ng on earth whom he loved was th�s pup�l,—ch�ld and
orphan as he was. Is such a man vulnerable to the �nfluence of any
affect�on whatsoever? We shall see.



[1] A pan mean�ng a Turk�sh republ�c, and the republ�c expelled.—
TR.

BOOK II.

THE POT-HOUSE OF THE RUE DU PAON

I.

MINOS, ÆACUS, AND RHADAMANTHUS.

In the Rue du Paon there was an ale-house called by courtesy a
café, and �n th�s café a back-room wh�ch has s�nce become famous
�n h�story. It was there that from t�me to t�me those men, so powerful
and so closely watched that they dared not venture to speak to one
another �n publ�c, held the�r secret meet�ngs.
It was there, on the 23d day of October, 1792, that the Mounta�n and
the G�ronde exchanged the�r famous k�ss. There, too, Garat—
although he does not adm�t �t �n h�s memo�rs—came for �nformat�on
dur�ng that rueful n�ght when, after hav�ng placed Clav�ère �n safety
�n the Rue de Beaune, he stopped h�s carr�age on the Pont-Royal to
l�sten to the tocs�n. On the 28th of June, 1793, �n th�s back-room,
three men were gathered around a table. The�r cha�rs d�d not touch.
Each man occup�ed one of the three s�des of the table, leav�ng the
fourth one vacant. It was about e�ght o'clock �n the even�ng. Although
�t was st�ll l�ght �n the street, the back-room was dark, and a lamp—a
luxury �n those t�mes—hang�ng from the ce�l�ng threw �ts l�ght upon
the table. The f�rst of those men was pale, young, and grave, w�th



th�n l�ps and a cold unsympathet�c express�on. There was a nervous
tw�tch�ng �n h�s cheek, wh�ch must have been a drawback to the act
of sm�l�ng. He was powdered and gloved, and h�s well-brushed and
carefully-buttoned l�ght-blue coat f�tted h�m w�thout a wr�nkle. He
wore nankeen breeches, wh�te stock�ngs, a h�gh cravat, a pla�ted
sh�rt-fr�ll, and s�lver buckles on h�s shoes. Of the two other men, one
was, so to speak, a g�ant, the other a dwarf. The tall man was
negl�gently dressed �n a loose coat of scarlet, w�th h�s neck bare, and
a half-unt�ed cravat hang�ng carelessly below h�s sh�rt-fr�ll; h�s
wa�stcoat was unfastened for want of buttons; he wore top-boots;
and h�s ha�r, although d�shevelled and br�stl�ng, st�ll showed s�gns of
former dress�ng; h�s w�g looked very much l�ke a mane, and h�s face
was marked by the small-pox. Between h�s eyebrows was a l�ne
betoken�ng a f�erce temper, and at the corner of h�s mouth another,
rather suggest�ve of a k�ndly nature. H�s l�ps were th�ck, h�s teeth
large; he had the f�st of a porter, and flash�ng eyes. The short
personage was a yellow-look�ng man, who when seated had the
effect of one deformed. H�s head was thrown back, h�s eyes blood-
shot; l�v�d patches covered h�s face; a handkerch�ef was t�ed over h�s
stra�ght, greasy ha�r; no forehead to speak of, but a monstrous and
terr�ble mouth. He wore long trousers, sl�ppers, a wa�stcoat that
seemed or�g�nally to have been made of wh�te sat�n, and over �t a
loose jacket, �n the folds of wh�ch a hard stra�ght l�ne revealed the
presence of a pon�ard. The f�rst of these men was Robesp�erre, the
second Danton, the th�rd Marat.
They were alone �n th�s room. Before Danton stood a bottle of w�ne
covered w�th dust,—rem�nd�ng one of Luther's half p�nt of beer,—a
cup of coffee before Marat, and papers were spread �n front of
Robesp�erre.
Near the papers stood one of those round, heavy, r�dged, leaden
�nkstands, wh�ch w�ll be remembered by all who were schoolboys at
the beg�nn�ng of th�s century, and a pen had been thrown down
bes�de �t. A large brass seal bear�ng the words "Palloy fec�t," and
represent�ng an exact m�n�ature model of the Bast�lle, rested upon
these papers. A map of France lay outspread �n the m�ddle of the
table. Outs�de the door stood Marat's watchdog, one Laurent Basse,



the same who was an agent at No. 18 Rue des Cordel�ers, and who
on the 13th of July, nearly a fortn�ght after th�s 28th of June, was to
deal a blow w�th a cha�r upon the head of a woman named Charlotte
Corday, who at th�s t�me was vaguely dream�ng at Caen. Laurent
Basse was the proof-carr�er of "L'Am� du Peuple." On that even�ng,
hav�ng been brought by h�s master to the café of the Rue du Paon,
he was ordered to keep the room closed where Marat, Danton, and
Robesp�erre were seated, and to adm�t no one, unless �t were some
person from the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety, the Commune, or the
Évêché.
Robesp�erre would not have �t closed aga�nst Sa�nt-Just, ne�ther
would Danton refuse adm�ttance to Pache, or Marat to Gusman.
The subject of the conference, wh�ch had already lasted a long t�me,
lay �n the papers spread out on the table, wh�ch Robesp�erre had
been read�ng aloud. The vo�ces were gradually r�s�ng h�gher and
h�gher. Someth�ng very l�ke anger was develop�ng between these
three men. From w�thout one could catch, from t�me to t�me,
fragments of exc�ted speech. In those days the custom of publ�c
tr�bunals seemed to have created a certa�n r�ght to l�sten. It was at
the t�me when the copy�ng clerk, Fabr�c�us Pâr�s, watched through
the key-hole the proceed�ngs of the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety; not
an act of supererogat�on, be �t observed, for �t was th�s very Pâr�s
who not�f�ed Danton on the n�ght of the 31st of March, 1794. Laurent
Basse had h�s ear at the door of the back-room �n wh�ch Danton,
Marat, and Robesp�erre were seated; he served Marat, but he
belonged to the Évêché.

II.

MAGNA TESTANTUR VOCE PER UMBRAS.

Danton had just r�sen, push�ng back h�s cha�r �mpetuously. "L�sten!"
he cr�ed. "There �s but one urgent bus�ness,—the Republ�c �s �n



danger. I have but a s�ngle purpose, that �s, to del�ver France from
the enemy. And to accompl�sh th�s, all means are fa�r. All! All! All! I
have to deal w�th every form of danger. I employ every var�ety of
exped�ent, and when all �s to be feared, then I venture all. My
thought �s a l�oness. No half measures, no squeam�shness �n
revolut�on. Nemes�s �s not a haughty prude. Let us make ourselves
terr�ble and l�kew�se useful. Does the elephant stop to see where he
puts h�s foot? Let us crush the enemy."
Robesp�erre repl�ed m�ldly,—
"I am w�ll�ng."
Then he added,—
"The quest�on �s, to learn the whereabouts of the enemy."
"He �s w�thout, and �t �s I who have dr�ven h�m there," sa�d Danton.
"He �s w�th�n, and I am watch�ng h�m," sa�d Robesp�erre.
"I w�ll dr�ve h�m out aga�n," repl�ed Danton.
"One cannot so eas�ly expel an �nternal enemy."
"What, then, �s to be done?"
"He must be exterm�nated."
"I agree to that," sa�d Danton, �n h�s turn.
And he cont�nued,—
"But I tell you he �s outs�de, Robesp�erre."
"And I tell you that he �s w�th�n, Danton."
"Robesp�erre, he �s on the front�er."
"He �s �n the Vendée, Danton."
"Calm yourselves," remarked a th�rd vo�ce; "he �s everywhere, and
you are lost."
It was Marat who spoke.
Robesp�erre looked at Marat, and qu�etly retorted,—



"A truce to general�zat�ons. Let us come to part�culars. Here are the
facts."
"Pedant!" growled Marat.
Plac�ng h�s hand on the paper spread out before h�m, Robesp�erre
cont�nued:—
"I have just read you the despatches of Pr�eur de la Marne, and also
commun�cated the �nformat�on g�ven by Gélambre. L�sten, Danton;
fore�gn war �s as noth�ng compared w�th the dangers of c�v�l war. A
fore�gn war �s l�ke a scratch on the elbow, but c�v�l war �s an ulcer
wh�ch eats away your l�ver. Here �s the sum and substance of all that
I have just read to you: the Vendée, wh�ch has h�therto been d�v�ded
among many ch�efs, �s about to concentrate �ts forces. Henceforth �t
�s to have one leader—"
"A sort of central br�gand," muttered Danton.
"It �s the man who landed near Pontorson on the 2d of June. You
have seen what he �s. Observe, that th�s land�ng was contemporary
w�th the arrest of the representat�ves, Pr�eur de la Côte d'Or and
Romme, at Bayeux, by that treacherous d�str�ct of Calvados, wh�ch
took place on the very same day, the 2d of June."
"And the�r transfer to the castle of Caen," sa�d Danton.
Robesp�erre repl�ed:—
"I w�ll proceed to sum up the despatches. They are organ�z�ng the
warfare of the forest on a vast scale. At the same t�me an Engl�sh
�nvas�on �s �n preparat�on,—Vendeans and Engl�shmen; Br�ttany
jo�n�ng hands w�th Br�ta�n. The Hurons of F�n�stère speak the same
language as the Top�nambes of Cornwall. I showed you an
�ntercepted letter of Pu�saye, where he says that 'twenty thousand
red coats d�str�buted among the �nsurgents w�ll be the means of
ra�s�ng one hundred thousand more.' When the peasant �nsurrect�on
�s fully organ�zed, the Engl�sh descent w�ll take place. Here �s the
plan; follow �t on the map." And putt�ng h�s f�nger on the map,
Robesp�erre cont�nued:—



"The Engl�sh have the cho�ce of land�ng place, from Cancale to
Pa�mpol. Cra�g would prefer the Bay of Sa�nt-Br�euc, Cornwall�s the
Bay of Sa�nt-Cast. But th�s �s s�mply a matter of deta�l. The left shore
of the Lo�re �s guarded by the rebel Vendean army, and as to the
twenty-e�ght m�les of open country between Ancen�s and Pontorson,
forty Norman par�shes have prom�sed the�r ass�stance. The descent
w�ll be made at three po�nts, Plér�n, Iff�n�ac, and Pléneuf; from Plér�n
they w�ll go to Sa�nt-Br�euc, and from Pléneuf to Lamballe; on the
second day they �ntend to reach D�nan, where there are n�ne
hundred Engl�sh pr�soners, thus s�multaneously occupy�ng Sa�nt-
Jouan and Sa�nt-Méen, where they, are to leave the cavalry; on the
th�rd day two columns w�ll march,—one to Jouan on Bédée, the other
to D�nan on Becherel, a natural fortress, and where they propose to
set up two batter�es; on the fourth day they expect to be at Rennes,
wh�ch �s the key to Br�ttany. Whoever has Rennes �s master of the
s�tuat�on. Rennes once taken, Châteauneuf and Sa�nt-Malo are sure
to fall. There are one m�ll�on cartr�dges and f�fty f�eld-p�eces at
Rennes."
"Wh�ch they w�ll sweep away," muttered Danton.
Robesp�erre cont�nued:—
"To conclude. From Rennes three columns w�ll descend, one upon
Fougères, and the second and th�rd upon V�tré and Redon. As the
br�dges are destroyed, the enemy w�ll be prov�ded, as has already
been stated, w�th pontoons and planks, and they w�ll also have
gu�des for such places as are fordable by cavalry. From Fougères
they w�ll d�verge to Avranches, from Redon to Ancen�s, from V�tré to
Laval. Nantes w�ll surrender, Brest l�kew�se. Redon opens the way to
V�la�ne, as Fougères to Normandy and V�tré to Par�s. In f�fteen days
they w�ll have a br�gand army of three hundred thousand men, and
the whole of Br�ttany w�ll belong to the K�ng of France."
"You mean to the K�ng of England," sa�d Danton. "No, to the K�ng of
France," repl�ed Robesp�erre, add�ng: "the K�ng of France �s worse; �t
takes f�fteen days to expel a fore�gn foe, and e�ghteen hundred years
to destroy a monarchy."



Danton, who had reseated h�mself w�th h�s elbows rest�ng on the
table, supported h�p head on h�s hands and rema�ned bur�ed �n
thought.
"You perce�ve the danger," sa�d Robesp�erre. "V�tré opens for the
Engl�sh the way to Par�s."
Ra�s�ng h�s head, Danton brought h�s two clenched f�sts down upon
the map as though �t were an anv�l.
"Robesp�erre, d�d not Verdun open the way to Par�s for the
Pruss�ans?"
"What then?"
"Well, we w�ll dr�ve the Engl�sh as we drove the Pruss�ans."
And Danton rose aga�n.
Robesp�erre placed h�s cold hand on Danton's burn�ng wr�st.
"Danton, Champagne d�d not take s�des w�th the Pruss�ans, as
Br�ttany does w�th the Engl�sh. Retak�ng Verdun was fore�gn war; but
to recapture V�tré w�ll be c�v�l war."
And Robesp�erre murmured �n a cold, sepulchral tone,—
"A ser�ous d�fference."
Then he cont�nued,—
"S�t down, Danton, and look at the map, �nstead of batter�ng �t w�th
your f�sts."
But Danton was wholly carr�ed away w�th h�s own �deas.
"Well, th�s goes beyond everyth�ng!" he excla�med; "to be on the alert
for a catastrophe �n the west, when �t �s actually �n the east! I grant
you, Robesp�erre, that England looms up on the ocean; but Spa�n
r�ses from beh�nd the Pyrenees, Italy from the Alps, Germany from
the Rh�ne, and the b�g Russ�an bear �s beh�nd them all. Robesp�erre,
danger surrounds us l�ke a c�rcle, and we are �n �ts centre. Coal�t�on
abroad, treason at home. In the south, Servant holds the door of
France ajar for the K�ng of Spa�n; �n the north, Dumour�ez goes over
to the enemy. However, he always threatened Holland less than



Par�s. Nerw�nde has w�ped out Jemmapes and Valmy. The
ph�losopher Rabaut Sa�nt-Ét�enne, a tra�tor, l�ke the Protestant he �s,
corresponds w�th the court�er Montesqu�ou. The army �s dec�mated.
No battal�on has now over four hundred men, and the brave
reg�ment of Deux-Ponts �s reduced to one hundred and f�fty; the
camp of Pamars has surrendered; G�vet has but f�ve hundred bags
of flour left. We are fall�ng back on Landau; Wurmser presses Kléber;
Mayence makes a val�ant defence; Condé y�elds �gnobly, and
Valenc�ennes l�kew�se, but th�s �n no way alters the fact that the�r
defenders Féraud and Chancel are two heroes, not to ment�on
Meun�er, who defended Mayence; but all the others are betray�ng us.
Dharv�lle plays the tra�tor at A�x-la-Chapelle, Mouton at Brussels,
Valence at Bréda, Neu�lly at L�mbourg, M�randa at Maëstr�cht;
Stengel, Lanoue, L�gonn�er, Menou, D�llon, tra�tors all,—h�deous co�n
of Dumour�ez. Examples are needed. I am susp�c�ous of Cust�ne's
countermarches. I am �ncl�ned to bel�eve that he preferred the
lucrat�ve capture of Frankfort to the more useful one of Coblentz.
Suppose that Frankfort �s able to pay a war �ndemn�ty of four
m�ll�ons,—what �s that �n compar�son w�th crush�ng a nest of
Ém�grés? I call �t treason. Meun�er d�ed on the 13th of June, and
Kléber �s now alone. Meanwh�le Brunsw�ck ga�ns strength and
marches onward. He ra�ses the German flag �n every French place
that he captures. The Margrave of Brandenburg �s to-day the arb�ter
of Europe; he �s pocket�ng our prov�nces; you w�ll soon see h�m
appropr�at�ng Belg�um; one m�ght th�nk that we were work�ng for
Berl�n; and �f th�s cont�nues, and we take no means to prevent �t, the
French Revolut�on w�ll result �n the aggrand�zement of Potsdam. Its
ch�ef consequence w�ll be the advancement of the l�ttle State of
Freder�ck II., and we shall have k�lled the K�ng of France for the
benef�t of the K�ng of Pruss�a."

Here Danton, terr�ble �n h�s wrath, burst �nto a f�t of laughter, wh�ch
made Marat sm�le.
"You have each your hobby. Yours, Danton, �s Pruss�a, and yours,
Robesp�erre, �s the Vendée. I w�ll also ment�on a few facts. You do



not see the real danger wh�ch �s centred �n the cafés and the
gam�ng-houses: the Café de Cho�seul �s Jacob�n; the Café Pat�n,
royal�st; the Café Rendez-Vous attacks the Nat�onal Guard, and the
Café de la Porte Sa�nt-Mart�n defends �t; the Café de la Régence �s
opposed to Br�ssot, the Café Corazza favors h�m; the Café Procope
swears by D�derot, and the Café du Théâtre França�s by Volta�re; at
the Rotonde they tear up the ass�gnats; the Cafés Sa�nt-Marceau are
�n a state of perfect fury; the Café Manour� �s ag�tat�ng the flour
problem; at the Café de Foy there �s a perpetual racket and brawl�ng,
and at the Perron the hornets of f�nance are buzz�ng. All th�s �s a
ser�ous matter."

Danton no longer laughed, but Marat st�ll cont�nued to sm�le. The
sm�le of a dwarf �s worse than the laugh of a g�ant.
"Are you sneer�ng, Marat?" growled Danton.

Marat tw�tched h�s h�p convuls�vely,—that mot�on pecul�ar to h�mself
wh�ch has been so often descr�bed,—and h�s sm�le d�ed away.
"Ah, I recogn�ze you, C�t�zen Danton. You are the man who �n full
convent�on called me 'that �nd�v�dual Marat.' L�sten: I forg�ve you. We
are �n t�mes when men play the fool. Sneer�ng, d�d you say? What
k�nd of a man do you th�nk I am? I have denounced Chazot, Pét�on,
Kersa�nt, Mouton, Dufr�che-Valazé, L�gonn�er, Menou, Bannev�lle,
Gensonné, B�ron, L�don, and Chambon. Was I wrong? I scent the
treason of the tra�tor before the deed �s done, and I f�nd �t useful to
denounce the cr�m�nal �n advance. It �s my hab�t to say �n the even�ng
what the rest of you say the next day. I am the man who proposed to
the Assembly a complete scheme for cr�m�nal leg�slat�on. What have
I done up to the present moment? I asked to have the sect�ons
�nstructed that they m�ght be d�sc�pl�ned for revolut�on; I had the
seals of th�rty-two boxes broken; I recla�med the d�amonds placed �n
the hands of Roland; I proved that the Br�ssot�ns had g�ven to the



Comm�ttee of General Safety blank warrants; I noted certa�n
om�ss�ons �n L�ndet's report concern�ng the cr�mes of Capet; I voted
for the execut�on of the tyrant �n the course of twenty-four hours; I
defended the battal�ons of Mauconse�l and the Républ�ca�n; I
prevented the read�ng of Narbonne's and Malouet's letters; I
mot�oned �n favor of the wounded sold�ers; I caused the suppress�on
of the Comm�ttee of S�x; I foresaw the treason of Dumour�ez �n the
affa�r of Mons; I demanded to have one hundred thousand relat�ves
of the refugees taken as hostages for the comm�ss�oners del�vered
to the enemy; I proposed to declare tra�tor any representat�ve who
crossed the front�er; I unmasked the fact�on of Roland �n the
d�sturbances at Marse�lles; I �ns�sted that a pr�ce should be set on
the head of Égal�té's son; I defended Bouchotte; I called for a
nom�nal vote to expel Isnard from the cha�r.

It was I who �nst�gated the declarat�on that Par�s�ans had deserved
well of the�r country; that �s why Louvet calls me a danc�ng puppet,
and why F�n�stère demands my expuls�on. For th�s the c�ty of Loudun
w�shes me to be ex�led, and the c�ty of Am�ens proposes to muzzle
me, Coburg requ�res my arrest, and Leco�nte-Pu�raveau suggests to
the Convent�on that �t would be well to pronounce me �nsane. Bah!
C�t�zen Danton, why d�d you ask me to come to your Convent�cle �f
you d�d not w�sh for my adv�ce? D�d I ask perm�ss�on to belong to �t?
Far from �t. I have no �ncl�nat�on for a tête-à-tête w�th such counter-
revolut�on�sts as Robesp�erre and yourself. However, I m�ght have
expected th�s. You have not understood me,—ne�ther you nor
Robesp�erre. Are there then no statesmen here? You need a spell�ng
lesson �n pol�t�cs, and some one to dot your �'s for you. Th�s �s the
mean�ng of what I told you,—you are both m�staken. The danger
comes ne�ther from London nor from Berl�n, as you two bel�eve. It �s
�n Par�s. It �s �n the absence of un�ty; �n the r�ght of every man to pull
h�s own way, beg�nn�ng w�th you yourselves; �n the levell�ng of
�ntellects; �n the anarchy of w�ll—"



"Anarchy!" �nterrupted Danton. "Who �s �t that causes anarchy �f not
yourself?"
Marat pa�d no attent�on.
"Robesp�erre, Danton, the danger �s �n th�s mult�tude of cafés, �n
these countless gam�ng-houses, th�s crowd of clubs,—Club des
No�rs, Club des Fédérés, Club des Dames, Club des Impart�aux
(wh�ch dates from Clermont-Tonnerre, and wh�ch was the
Monarch�cal Club of 1790,—a soc�al c�rcle or�g�nated by the pr�est
Claude Fauchet), the Club des Bonnets de La�ne, founded by the
journal�st Prudhomme, etc.; w�thout count�ng your Jacob�n Club,
Robesp�erre, and your Club of Cordel�ers, Danton. The danger �s �n
the fam�ne that made the porte-sacs Bl�n hang Franço�s Den�s, the
baker of Palu market, to the lamp-post of the Hôtel de V�lle, and
l�kew�se �n the just�ce that hung porte-sacs Bl�n for hang�ng baker
Den�s. The danger l�es �n the deprec�at�on of the currency. One day
on the Rue du Temple an ass�gnat of a hundred francs fell to the
ground, and a passer-by, a man of the lower class, remarked, 'It �s
not worth wh�le to p�ck �t up.' The danger comes from the stock-
brokers and the monopol�sts. F�ne progress we have made when we
ho�st the black flag over the Hôtel de V�lle! You have arrested Baron
Trenck; but that �s not suff�c�ent. I want to see you wr�ng the neck of
that old pr�son �ntr�guer. Do you th�nk that the bus�ness �s
accompl�shed because the Pres�dent of the Convent�on places a
c�v�c crown on the head of Labertèche, who rece�ved forty-one
sabre-thrusts at Jemmapes, and of whom Chén�er makes h�mself the
showman? Comed�es and �dle shows! Ah, you take no heed of Par�s!
You are look�ng for danger at a d�stance, when �t �s close at hand. Of
what use are your pol�ce, Robesp�erre? You have your sp�es,—
Payan �n the Commune, Coff�nhal at the Revolut�onary Tr�bunal,
Dav�d �n the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety, Couthon �n the Comm�ttee
of Publ�c Well-be�ng. You perce�ve that I am well �nformed. Now,
then, learn th�s: The danger �s hang�ng over your heads and r�s�ng
beneath your feet. Consp�rac�es! consp�rac�es! consp�rac�es! The
people pass�ng along the streets read the papers to one another,
and nod the�r heads s�gn�f�cantly; s�x thousand men hav�ng no c�v�c
papers—the returned Ém�grés, Muscad�ns, and Mathevons—are



h�dden �n the cellars and garrets and �n the wooden galler�es of the
Pala�s Royal; they are ranged �n f�les �n front of the bake-shops;
women stand on the door-s�lls, and clasp�ng the�r hands, cry, 'When
shall we have peace?' It �s of no use to close the doors of the
Execut�ve Comm�ttee aga�nst the publ�c. Every word you utter �s
known; and as a proof, Robesp�erre, I w�ll repeat the words you
spoke last n�ght to Sa�nt-Just: 'Barbaroux's paunch grows apace;
that w�ll �nconven�ence h�m �n h�s fl�ght.' Danger, I tell you, lurks on
every s�de, but ch�efly �n the centre. In Par�s, wh�le the c�-devants are
weav�ng the�r plots the patr�ots go barefoot; the ar�stocrats arrested
on the 9th of March are already released; the f�ne pr�vate horses that
bespatter us w�th mud �n the streets ought to be harnessed to the
cannons on the front�er; a loaf of bread we�gh�ng four pounds �s sold
for three francs and twelve sous; �ndecent plays are g�ven on the
stage; and Robesp�erre w�ll sooner or later send Danton to the
gu�llot�ne."
"Phew!" excla�med Danton.
Robesp�erre was attent�vely study�ng the map.
"What we need �s a d�ctator!" cr�ed Marat, f�ercely. "You know,
Robesp�erre, that I want a d�ctator."
Robesp�erre ra�sed h�s head. "Yes, I know, Marat, �t must be e�ther
you or I."
"I or you, you mean," retorted Marat.
"The d�ctatorsh�p,—I adv�se you to try �t!" grumbled Danton between
h�s closed teeth.
Marat perce�ved Danton's frown.
"Stop," he sa�d. "Let us make one last effort to come to an
agreement. The s�tuat�on �s well worth �t. Was there not an
understand�ng for the 31st of May? The quest�on of mutual
agreement �s even more �mportant than G�rond�sm, wh�ch �s a matter
of deta�l. There �s a certa�n amount of truth �n your statements; but
truth �tself, the whole truth, the real truth, l�es �n, I say, Federal�sm �n
the south, Royal�sm �n the West, a deadly struggle between the
Convent�on and the Commune �n Par�s, and on the front�er the



backsl�d�ng of Cust�ne and the treason of Dumour�ez. What w�ll be
the result? The end w�ll be noth�ng less than d�smemberment. And
what do we requ�re? Un�ty. There�n l�es our salvat�on. But we have
no t�me to lose. Par�s must undertake the control of the Revolut�on. If
we waste one hour, the Vendeans may be �n Orleans to-morrow, and
the Pruss�ans �n Par�s. I grant one th�ng to you, Danton, and another
to Robesp�erre. So be �t. And the conclus�on must be d�ctatorsh�p.
Let us, we three who represent the Revolut�on, grasp the
d�ctatorsh�p. We are the three heads of Cerberus. One �s a talk�ng
head, and that �s you, Robesp�erre; the second head does the
roar�ng, and that �s you, Danton—"
"And the other b�tes, and that �s you, Marat," sa�d Danton.
"All three b�te," sa�d Robesp�erre.
For a t�me there was s�lence; then th�s d�alogue full of gloomy and
v�olent utterances proceeded.
"L�sten, Marat; people should know each other before they marry.
How d�d you f�nd out what I sa�d to Sa�nt-Just yesterday?"
"That �s my affa�r, Robesp�erre."
"Marat!"
"It �s my duty to ga�n �nformat�on."
"Marat!"
"I l�ke to know what �s go�ng on."
"Marat!"
"Robesp�erre, I know what you say to Sa�nt-Just, as I know what
Danton says to Lacro�x; I know what happens on the quay of the
Théat�ns, at the Hôtel Labr�ffe, a den frequented by the nymphs of
the Em�grat�on, as well as I know what �s go�ng on at the house of
Th�lles, near Gonesse, wh�ch now belongs to Valmerange, the
former adm�n�strator of the postal serv�ce, where Maury and Cazalès
were �n the hab�t of go�ng,—a house wh�ch S�eyès and Vergn�aud
have s�nce frequented, and where at the present t�me a certa�n
person goes once a week."



In say�ng a certa�n person, Marat looked s�gn�f�cantly at Danton.
"If I had but two farth�ngs' worth of power, th�s would be terr�ble,"
cr�ed Danton.

"I know what you say, Robesp�erre," cont�nued Marat, "just as I knew
what was go�ng on �n the tower of the Temple when they were
fatten�ng Lou�s XVI.; and the wolf, the she-wolf, and the cubs, dur�ng
the month of September alone, devoured e�ghty-s�x baskets of
peaches. At that t�me the nat�on was starv�ng. I know �t, as I know
that Roland was concealed �n a lodg�ng look�ng out on a back-yard,
�n the Rue de la Harpe; as I know that s�x hundred p�kes used on the
14th of July were manufactured by Faure, the locksm�th of the Duke
of Orleans; as I know what they do at the house of Sa�nt-H�la�re, the
m�stress of S�llery. On the days when there �s to be a ball, old S�llery
h�mself chalks the parquet floors of the yellow salon �n the Rue
Neuve-des-Mathur�ns; Buzot and Kersa�nt d�ned there; Salad�n d�ned
there on the 27th, and w�th whom do you guess, Robesp�erre? W�th
your fr�end Lasource."
"Idle talk," muttered Robesp�erre; "Lasource �s not my fr�end."
He added thoughtfully,—
"In the mean t�me there are e�ghteen manufactor�es of false
ass�gnats �n London."
Marat went on �n a vo�ce calm but somewhat tremulous, an om�nous
s�gn w�th h�m,—
"You are the fact�on of the All-Importants. Yes, I know everyth�ng, �n
sp�te of what Sa�nt-Just calls the s�lence of State—"
Marat emphas�zed th�s word, looked at Robesp�erre, and cont�nued:
—
"I know the conversat�on that takes place at your table on the days
when Lebas �nv�tes Dav�d to eat the food prepared by h�s betrothed,
Él�sabeth Duplay, your future s�ster-�n-law, Robesp�erre. I am the all-
see�ng eye of the people, and from the depths of my cave I observe.



Yes, I hear, I see, and I know. You are contented w�th small th�ngs.
You adm�re yourself. Robesp�erre shows h�mself off before h�s
Madame de Chalabre, the daughter of the Marqu�s who played wh�st
w�th Lou�s XV. on the even�ng of Dam�ens' execut�on. Yes, heads are
carr�ed h�gh �n these days. Sa�nt-Just never unbends; Legendre �s a
scrupulous devotee to fash�on, w�th h�s new frock-coat and wh�te
wa�stcoat, and a fr�ll, that people may forget h�s apron. Robesp�erre
�mag�nes that h�story w�ll be �nterested to know that he wore an ol�ve-
colored coat à la Const�tut�on, and a sky-blue coat à la Convent�on.
He hangs h�s portra�t on every wall around h�s room—"
Robesp�erre �nterrupted h�m �n a vo�ce even more qu�et than that of
Marat h�mself:—
"And you drag yours through all the sewers, Marat."
They cont�nued th�s conversat�on �n tones whose very del�berat�on
emphas�zed the v�olence of the attacks and retorts, and added a
certa�n �rony to the �mpl�ed threats.
"Robesp�erre, you called those who are �n favor of the abol�t�on of
monarchy the Don Qu�xotes of mank�nd."
"And you, Marat, after the 4th of August, �n No. 559 of your 'Am� du
Peuple,'—you see, I remember the number, a useful �tem,—you
requested to have the t�tles of the nobles restored to them. You sa�d:
'Once a Duke, always a Duke.'"
"Robesp�erre, �n the sess�on of the 7th of December you defended
Roland's w�fe aga�nst V�ard."
"Just as my brother defended you, Marat, when you were attacked at
the Jacob�ns'. What does that prove? Noth�ng at all."
"Robesp�erre! we all know the cab�net at the Tu�ler�es where you sa�d
to Garas: 'I am t�red of the Revolut�on.'"
"Marat, �n th�s very ale-house, on the 20th of October, you embraced
Barbaroux."
"And you sa�d to Buzot, Robesp�erre, 'What does the Republ�c
s�gn�fy?'"



"Marat, you �nv�ted three men from Marse�lles to breakfast w�th you
here �n th�s ale-house."
"Robesp�erre, you go about escorted by a strong fellow from the
market armed w�th a club."
"And you, Marat, on the eve of the 10th of August,—you asked
Buzot to ass�st you �n escap�ng to Marse�lles d�sgu�sed as a jockey."
"Dur�ng the prosecut�ons of September you took good care to h�de
yourself, Robesp�erre."
"And you, Marat, were not backward �n mak�ng a d�splay of yourself."
"Robesp�erre, you flung the red cap on the ground."
"Yes, when a tra�tor ho�sted �t. Dumour�ez def�les Robesp�erre."
"Robesp�erre, you refused to throw a ve�l over the head of Lou�s XVI.
when Chateauv�eux' sold�ers were pass�ng."
"I d�d better than ve�l h�s head; I cut �t off."
Danton �nterposed, but �t was l�ke pour�ng o�l upon the flames.
"Robesp�erre, Marat, calm yourselves," he sa�d. Marat d�d not l�ke to
be ment�oned �n the second place. He turned round.
"What affa�r �s th�s of Danton?"
"What affa�r of m�ne? I w�ll tell you. There must be no fratr�c�des; we
must have no str�fe between two men, both of whom serve the
people. It �s enough to have to deal w�th fore�gn and c�v�l wars, and �t
would be too much �f we were to have a fam�ly confl�ct. It �s I who
made the Revolut�on, and I do not choose to have �t destroyed. Th�s
�s why I feel called upon to �nterfere."
Marat repl�ed, w�thout ra�s�ng h�s vo�ce,—
"You had better be attend�ng to the settlement of your own
accounts."
"My accounts!" cr�ed Danton. "Go ask for them �n the passes of
Argonne, �n Champagne del�vered, �n Belg�um conquered, �n the
arm�es where I have exposed my breast four t�mes already to the



grape-shot! Inqu�re �n the Place de la Révolut�on, on the scaffold of
the 21st of January, of the throne ly�ng on the ground, of the
gu�llot�ne, that w�dow—"
Here Marat broke forth, �nterrupt�ng Danton,—
"The gu�llot�ne �s a v�rg�n who g�ves death unto men, but not l�fe."
"What do you know about �t? I w�ll make her fru�tful."
"We shall see."
And he sm�led.
Danton saw the sm�le.
"Marat," he cr�ed, "you are the man who prefers to h�de; I am a man
who rejo�ces �n broad dayl�ght, �n the open a�r. I desp�se the l�fe of a
rept�le. It would not su�t me to be a woodlouse. You l�ve �n a cave; I
l�ve �n the street. You hold no commun�cat�on w�th mank�nd; the
chance passer-by may see and speak w�th me."
"Handsome youth! W�ll you ascend to my abode?" growled Marat.
And no longer sm�l�ng, he cont�nued �n a peremptory tone:—
"Danton, g�ve an account of the th�rty-three thousand crowns cash,
that were pa�d you by that Montmor�n �n the name of the k�ng, under
the pretext of �ndemn�fy�ng you for the post of sol�c�tor of the
Châtelet."
"I belonged to the 14th of July," sa�d Danton, haught�ly.
"And the Garde-meuble? And the crown d�amonds?"
"I was also of the 6th of October."
"And the thefts of your alter ego, Lacro�x, �n Belg�um?"
"I was of the 20th of June."
"And the loans to Montans�er?"
"I �nfluenced the people to br�ng about the return from Varennes."
"And the Opera House bu�lt w�th the money that you furn�shed?"
"I armed the sect�ons of Par�s."



"And the hundred thousand l�vres �n secret funds of the M�n�stère de
la Just�ce?"
"The 10th of August was my work."
"And the two m�ll�ons secret expenses of the Assembly, a quarter of
wh�ch fell to your share?"
"I arrested the progress of the enemy, and barred the road to the
all�ed k�ngs."
"Prost�tute!" cr�ed Marat.
Danton was terr�ble �n h�s wrath.
"Yes," he cr�ed; "you have spoken the word! I have sold my v�rtue,
but I saved the world!"
Robesp�erre meanwh�le cont�nued to b�te h�s na�ls. He could ne�ther
laugh nor sm�le. He possessed not the l�ghtn�ng-l�ke laughter of
Danton, nor the st�ng of Marat's sm�le.
Danton cont�nued,—
"I am l�ke the ocean: I have my flood and ebb. When the t�de �s low
you can see the shoals; but at h�gh t�de you see only the waves."
"What one m�ght call your froth," sa�d Marat.
"My tempest, rather," repl�ed Danton.
They both sprang to the�r feet, and Marat burst forth; the adder
suddenly assumed the shape of a dragon.
"Ah, Robesp�erre! ah, Danton!" he excla�med, "you w�ll not l�sten to
me. I tell you, you are lost! Your pol�cy br�ngs you up aga�nst a wall!
Every �ssue �s closed to you, and you go on comm�tt�ng deeds that
w�ll f�nally leave you w�th no outlet save that of the grave."
"In that l�es the very essence of our greatness," sa�d Danton,
shrugg�ng h�s shoulders.
Marat went on:—
"Danton, beware! Vergn�aud has a w�de mouth, th�ck l�ps, and
frown�ng brows, l�ke yourself. He �s also p�tted, l�ke you and



M�rabeau. Yet th�s d�d not prevent the 31st of May. Ah, you shrug
your shoulders! A shrug of the shoulders has been known to cost a
man h�s head. I tell you, Danton, your loud vo�ce, your loose cravat,
your top-boots, your late suppers, your ample pockets,—Lou�sette
w�ll have someth�ng to say about all that."
Lou�sette was Marat's pet name for the gu�llot�ne.
He cont�nued:—
"And as for you, Robesp�erre, you are a Moderate; but that w�ll ava�l
you noth�ng. Go on; powder and dress your ha�r, brush your clothes,
play the coxcomb, wear f�ne l�nen, be a model of propr�ety, fr�zzed
and bed�zened; sooner or later you w�ll go to the Place de Grève;
read Brunsw�ck's proclamat�on, and make up your m�nd to be treated
l�ke the reg�c�de Dam�ens, and you are arrayed �n f�ne style to be
drawn and quartered."
"Echo of Coblentz!" muttered Robesp�erre between h�s teeth.
"Robesp�erre, I echo no one. I am the cry of the whole world. Ah, you
are young, both of you! How old are you, Danton? Th�rty-four. And
you, Robesp�erre? Th�rty-three. Well, as for myself, I have l�ved from
the beg�nn�ng of t�me. I am the embod�ment of the anc�ent m�sery of
mank�nd. I am s�x thousand years old."
"That �s true," repl�ed Danton; "for s�x thousand years Ca�n has been
preserved �n hatred, l�ke a toad �n a stone. The stone breaks, and
Ca�n leaps forth among men, to be known as Marat."
"Danton!" cr�ed Marat; and a l�v�d glare shone �n h�s eyes.
"Well, what �s �t?" sa�d Danton.
Thus conversed these three terr�ble men,—confl�ct�ng thunderbolts!

III.

A QUIVERING OF THE INMOST FIBRES.



The conversat�on ceased for a t�me. Each T�tan betook h�mself to h�s
own reflect�ons.
L�ons are d�sturbed by hydras. Robesp�erre had grown very pale,
and Danton very much flushed. Both shuddered. Marat's w�ld glare
had d�ed out; calmness, �mper�ous calmness, now rested on the face
of that man, feared by those who were themselves objects of awe.
Danton felt h�mself conquered, but was unw�ll�ng to y�eld.
He cont�nued,—
"Marat talks loudly of d�ctatorsh�p and un�ty, possess�ng all the wh�le
a talent for destroy�ng."
Robesp�erre opened h�s th�n l�ps, and by way of supplement�ng
Danton's speech remarked,—
"I agree w�th Anachars�s Cloots. G�ve me ne�ther Roland nor Marat."
"And I," sa�d Marat,—"I say ne�ther Danton nor Robesp�erre."
He gazed stead�ly at the two men, and then added:
"Let me adv�se you, Danton. You are �n love, and th�nk of marry�ng
aga�n; let pol�t�cs alone,—be w�se."
And tak�ng a step towards the door, he was about to take h�s
departure, w�th the om�nous salutat�on,—
"Farewell, gentlemen."
Danton and Robesp�erre shuddered.
At that moment a vo�ce was heard at the farther end of the room,
say�ng,—
"You are wrong, Marat."
All turned. Dur�ng Marat's outbreak some one had entered,
unperce�ved, through the door at the back of the room.
"Is that you, c�t�zen C�mourda�n?" sa�d Marat "Good-day."
It was C�mourda�n.



"I tell you that you are wrong, Marat," he repeated.
Marat turned green, wh�ch was h�s way of grow�ng pale, and
C�mourda�n added:—
"You are useful, but Robesp�erre and Danton are �nd�spensable. Why
do you threaten them? Let us have un�on, c�t�zens. The people w�sh
us to be un�ted."
Th�s entrance was l�ke a dash of cold water, or the arr�val of a
stranger upon the scene of a fam�ly quarrel; �t produced a calm�ng
effect upon the surface, �f �t d�d not reach the depths.
C�mourda�n advanced towards the table.
Both Danton and Robesp�erre knew h�m. They had often not�ced, �n
the publ�c tr�bunals of the Convent�on, th�s obscure but �nfluent�al
man, whom the people greeted w�th respect. Robesp�erre, however,
always ceremon�ous, �nqu�red,—
"How d�d you get �n, c�t�zen?"
"He belongs to the Évêché," repl�ed Marat, �n an unusually meek
tone of vo�ce.
Marat braved the Convent�on and led the Commune, but he feared
the Évêché.
Th�s �s a law.
M�rabeau, �n some myster�ous far-away depth, �s consc�ous of the
ex�stence of Robesp�erre. Marat, too, �s aware of Hébert,—Hébert of
Babeuf. So long as the subterranean strata rema�n qu�et, the
pol�t�c�an can move at h�s ease. But there �s a sub-so�l under the
most revolut�onary, and the boldest men w�ll qua�l when they feel
beneath the�r feet the movement wh�ch they themselves have started
overhead.

To be able to d�st�ngu�sh between the d�sturbance that spr�ngs from
covetousness and that wh�ch �s founded on pr�nc�ple, to combat the



one and to a�d the other, const�tutes the gen�us and mer�t of great
revolut�on�sts.
"Oh, c�t�zen C�mourda�n �s not unwelcome," he sa�d, as he extended
h�s hand to C�mourda�n, add�ng:
"Parbleu! Let us expla�n the s�tuat�on to c�t�zen C�mourda�n. He
comes �n just �n t�me. I represent the Mounta�n, Robesp�erre the
Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety, Marat the Commune; and C�mourda�n
represents the Évêché. He w�ll g�ve us the cast�ng vote."
"So be �t," repl�ed C�mourda�n, �n h�s ser�ous and s�mple manner.
"What �s the subject under cons�derat�on?"
"The Vendée," repl�ed Robesp�erre.
"The Vendée," echoed C�mourda�n, then went on:
"There l�es the great danger. If Revolut�on exp�res, the Vendée w�ll
have g�ven �t �ts death-blow. One Vendée �s more to be feared than
ten Germanys. If France �s to be saved, we must destroy the
Vendée."
These words won Robesp�erre to h�s s�de; but st�ll the latter put the
quest�on,—
"Were you not formerly a pr�est?"
For the pr�estly aspect had not escaped h�s observat�on. He
recogn�zed �n another what he had w�th�n h�mself.
"Yes, c�t�zen," repl�ed C�mourda�n.
"What does that matter?" cr�ed Danton. "When pr�ests are good they
are better than other men. In t�me of revolut�on pr�ests are melted
�nto c�t�zens, just as bells are melted �nto sous and cannon. Danjou
and Danon are both pr�ests. Thomas L�ndet �s B�shop of Évreux. At
the Convent�on, Robesp�erre, you s�t s�de by s�de w�th Mass�eu,
B�shop of Beauva�s. The V�car-General Vaugeo�s belonged to the
Insurrect�on Comm�ttee of the 10th of August. Chabot �s a capuch�n.
Dom Gerle dev�sed the oath of the Tenn�s-Court. The Abbé Audran
declared the Nat�onal Assembly super�or to the k�ng; the Abbé



Goutte asked the Leg�slature to remove the daïs from the cha�r of
Lou�s XVI., and the Abbé Grégo�re �nst�gated the abol�t�on of royalty."
"A mot�on seconded by the comed�an Collot d'Herbo�s. They two d�d
the bus�ness; the pr�est overturned the throne, the comed�an
deposed the k�ng!"
"Let us return to the Vendée," sa�d Robesp�erre.
"Well, what �s �t?" asked C�mourda�n; "what �s the Vendée do�ng
now?"
"Th�s," repl�ed Robesp�erre. "It has found a leader; �t w�ll become
terr�ble."
"Who �s th�s leader, c�t�zen Robesp�erre?"
"He �s a c�-devant Marqu�s de Lantenac, who styles h�mself a Breton
pr�nce."
C�mourda�n made a movement.
"I know h�m," he sa�d. "I was chapla�n at h�s house."
He reflected for a moment, and then cont�nued:
"He was fond of women before he became act�ve �n m�l�tary affa�rs."
"L�ke B�ron, who was a Lauzun," sa�d Danton. C�mourda�n added
thoughtfully,—
"Yes, formerly a man devoted to pleasure. He must be terr�ble."
"Fr�ghtful!" sa�d Robesp�erre. "He burns v�llages, k�lls the wounded,
massacres pr�soners, and shoots women."
"Women?"
"Yes. Among others he ordered a woman to be shot who was the
mother of three ch�ldren. No one knows what became of the ch�ldren.
Moreover, he �s really a leader. He understands the art of warfare."
"True," repl�ed C�mourda�n. "When he was �n the Hanover�an war the
sold�ers used to say, 'R�chel�eu above, Lantenac below;' but the latter
was the actual general. Ask your colleague Dussaulx about �t."



Robesp�erre rema�ned for a moment absorbed �n thought; then the
conversat�on between C�mourda�n and h�mself was renewed.
"Well, c�t�zen C�mourda�n, th�s man �s �n the Vendée."
"How long s�nce?"
"Three weeks ago."
"He must be outlawed."
"That has been done."
"A pr�ce must be set upon h�s head."
"That also has been done."
"A large sum of money must be offered for h�s capture."
"The offer has been made,"
"It must not be �n ass�gnats."
"Certa�nly not."
"But �n gold."
"It has been so prom�sed."
"And he must be gu�llot�ned."
"That shall be done."
"By whom?"
"By you!"
"By me?"
"Yes; you w�ll be delegated by the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety w�th
ample powers."
"I accept," sa�d C�mourda�n.
Robesp�erre was rap�d �n h�s dec�s�ons,—a states-manl�ke qual�ty.
He took from the portfol�o that lay before h�m a sheet of wh�te paper,
at the head of wh�ch the follow�ng words were pr�nted: "French
Republ�c, one and �nd�v�s�ble: Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety."



"I accept," cont�nued C�mourda�n. "Let the terr�ble encounter the
terr�ble. Lantenac �s feroc�ous; I w�ll be equally so. It shall be war
unto death w�th that man; I shall r�d the Republ�c of h�m, �f �t be God's
w�ll."
He stopped, then cont�nued,—
"I am a pr�est; I bel�eve �n God."
"God has grown ant�quated," sa�d Danton.
"I bel�eve �n God," repeated C�mourda�n, unmoved.
Robesp�erre gloom�ly nodded h�s approval, and C�mourda�n
cont�nued,—
"To whom shall I be delegated?"
Robesp�erre repl�ed,—
"To the commandant of the explor�ng d�v�s�on sent aga�nst Lantenac.
But I g�ve you warn�ng that he �s a nobleman."
"That �s another th�ng that exc�tes my contempt," cr�ed Danton. "A
nobleman? Well, what of that? It �s all the same whether a man be a
pr�est or a nobleman; �f he �s a good man, he �s excellent. Nob�l�ty �s
a prejud�ce; but we ought to deal �mpart�ally w�th �t, grant�ng both �ts
mer�ts and �ts demer�ts. Is not Sa�nt-Just a nobleman, Robesp�erre?
Florelle de Sa�nt-Just,—parbleu! Anachars�s Cloots �s a baron. Our
fr�end Charles Hesse, who never m�sses a s�ngle sess�on of the
Cordel�ers, �s a pr�nce, brother to the re�gn�ng Landgrave of Hesse-
Rothenbourg. Montaut, Marat's �nt�mate fr�end, �s Marqu�s de
Montaut. In the revolut�onary tr�bunal there �s one juror V�late, who �s
a pr�est, and another Leroy, Marqu�s de Montflabert. Both are
trustworthy men."
"And you forget," added Robesp�erre, "the foreman of the
revolut�onary jury—"
"Antonelle!"
"Marqu�s Antonelle," corrected Robesp�erre.



"And that Damp�erre, who was lately k�lled before Condé by the
Republ�c," rejo�ned Danton, "was a nobleman; and Beaurepa�re too,
who blew h�s bra�ns out rather than open the gates of Verdun to the
Pruss�ans."
"And �n sp�te of all that," grumbled Marat, "on the day when
Condorcet excla�med, 'The Gracch� were nobles!' Danton cr�ed out,
'All nobles are tra�tors,—beg�nn�ng w�th M�rabeau, and end�ng w�th
thee!'"
Here the ser�ous vo�ce of C�mourda�n rose above the others:—
"C�t�zen Danton, c�t�zen Robesp�erre, you may perhaps be just�f�ed �n
your conf�dence; but the nat�on d�strusts, and �t has reason to do so.
When a pr�est �s charged w�th the surve�llance of a nobleman, the
respons�b�l�ty �s a double one, and �t �s the duty of the pr�est to be
�nflex�ble."
"That �s true," sa�d Robesp�erre.
"And �nexorable," added C�mourda�n.
"Well sa�d, c�t�zen C�mourda�n!" rejo�ned Robesp�erre. "It �s a young
man w�th whom you w�ll have to deal, and you w�ll have the
advantage over h�m, from the fact that you are tw�ce h�s age. He
must be gu�ded, but w�th the utmost d�scret�on, that he may not
suspect �t. It seems that he has m�l�tary ab�l�ty; all reports are
unan�mous on that po�nt. He forms part of a corps wh�ch has been
detached from the army of the Rh�ne and sent �nto the Vendée. He
has lately returned from the front�er, where he d�st�ngu�shed h�mself
by h�s bravery and �ntell�gence, and �s now �n command of the
explor�ng d�v�s�on, wh�ch he handles l�ke an expert. For f�fteen days
he has held the old Marqu�s de Lantenac �n check. He restra�ns h�m,
and at the same t�me compels h�m to g�ve way. He w�ll end by forc�ng
h�m to the sea and p�tch�ng h�m �nto �t. Lantenac has the cunn�ng of
an old general, wh�le h�s opponent possesses the boldness of a
young capta�n. Th�s young man has already won for h�mself enem�es
and detractors, who are env�ous of h�m. Adjutant-General Léchelle �s
jealous of h�m."



"Th�s Léchelle wants to be commander-�n-ch�ef," �nterrupted Danton.
"He has only a pun �n h�s favor,—�t needs a ladder to mount �nto a
cart. Meanwh�le, Charette defeats h�m."
"And he �s not w�ll�ng that any one else should defeat Lantenac,"
added Robesp�erre. "The m�sfortune of the Vendean war �s the
ex�stence of these r�valr�es. Our sold�ers are heroes led by �nfer�or
commanders. Chér�n, a mere capta�n of hussars, enters Saumur w�th
trumpets, play�ng Ça �ra; he takes Saumur; he m�ght go on and take
Cholet, but hav�ng rece�ved no orders, he pauses. Every pos�t�on of
command �n the Vendée ought to be reconstructed; the garr�sons are
scattered, the forces d�spersed; an army that �s scattered �s
paralyzed; �t �s l�ke a rock crumbl�ng �nto dust. Noth�ng but tents are
left at Camp de Paramé. Between Trégu�er and D�nan there are a
hundred useless l�ttle encampments out of wh�ch a d�v�s�on could be
formed to cover the ent�re coast. Léchelle, supported by Parre�n,
robs the northern coast under the pretext of protect�ng the southern,
and thus exposes France to the Engl�sh. Half a m�ll�on of peasants �n
revolt, and a descent of England upon France,—such �s Lantenac's
plan. The young commander of the explor�ng column presses h�s
res�stless sword aga�nst Lantenac's lo�ns, unt�l he forces h�m to y�eld,
and th�s w�thout ask�ng leave of Léchelle. Now, Léchelle �s h�s ch�ef,
therefore he denounces h�m. Op�n�ons are d�v�ded regard�ng th�s
young man. Léchelle would l�ke to have h�m shot, and Pr�eur de la
Marne w�shes to make h�m Adjutant-General."
"He seems to me to possess great qual�t�es," observed C�mourda�n.
"But he has one defect!"
Th�s �nterrupt�on came from Marat.
"And what �s that?" asked C�mourda�n.
"Clemency," repl�ed Marat; and he went on: "He �s f�rm �n the assault,
but after the v�ctory he shows h�s weakness. He grants �ndulgences,
he �s too merc�ful and forg�v�ng, he protects rel�g�euses and nuns, he
saves the w�ves and daughters of the ar�stocrats, he releases
pr�soners, and lets the pr�ests go free."
"A grave fault," murmured C�mourda�n.



"A cr�me, you would do better to call �t," sa�d Marat.
"Somet�mes," sa�d Danton.
"Often," sa�d Robesp�erre.
"Almost always," �ns�sted. Marat.
"Yes, when one has to deal w�th the enem�es of one's country �t may
always be called a cr�me," sa�d C�mourda�n.
Marat turned towards the latter.
"And what then would you do w�th a Republ�can ch�ef who would set
a Royal�st leader at l�berty?" he �nqu�red.
"I should agree w�th Léchelle; I would have h�m shot."
"Or gu�llot�ned," sa�d Marat.
"He m�ght take h�s cho�ce," sa�d C�mourda�n. Danton began to laugh.
"The one seems to me as good as the other."
"You are qu�te sure to have one or the other," muttered Marat; and
avert�ng h�s eyes from Danton, he f�xed them aga�n on C�mourda�n.
"So, c�t�zen C�mourda�n, �f you caught a Republ�can ch�ef stumbl�ng,
you would have h�m beheaded?"
"W�th�n twenty-four hours."
"Well," resumed Marat, "I agree w�th Robesp�erre; c�t�zen C�mourda�n
must be sent as a delegate from the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety to
the commander of the explor�ng d�v�s�on of the coast army. What �s
th�s commander's name, by the way?"
Robesp�erre, beg�nn�ng to turn over h�s papers, repl�ed,—
"He �s a c�-devant nobleman."
"It �s an excellent plan to set a pr�est to guard a nobleman," sa�d
Danton. "E�ther one of them, s�ngly and alone, I am �ncl�ned to
d�strust; but when taken together, I have no fear of them: they keep a
mutual watch over each other, and go on very well."



The express�on of �nd�gnat�on pecul�ar to C�mourda�n's face grew
more pronounced; but doubtless aware that the observat�on was
based upon truth, he d�d not turn towards Danton as he l�fted h�s
severe vo�ce.
"If the Republ�can commander �ntrusted to my care makes a false
step, he w�ll suffer the penalty of death."
Robesp�erre, w�th h�s eyes st�ll rest�ng on h�s portfol�o, sa�d:—
"Here �s the name; the commander �n charge of whom you w�ll be
placed, to conduct yourself �n h�s regard at your own d�scret�on, �s a
former V�scount called Gauva�n."
C�mourda�n turned pale.
"Gauva�n!" he excla�med.
Marat observed C�mourda�n's pallor.
"The V�scount Gauva�n!" repeated C�mourda�n.
"Yes," sa�d Robesp�erre.
"Well?" excla�med Marat, gaz�ng steadfastly at C�mourda�n.
There was a br�ef s�lence, broken by Marat.
"C�t�zen C�mourda�n, do you accept the appo�ntment of
comm�ss�oner delegate to the commander Gauva�n, w�th the
cond�t�on wh�ch you yourself have la�d down? Is �t agreed?"
"It �s," repl�ed C�mourda�n, w�th �ncreas�ng pallor.
Robesp�erre took the pen that lay bes�de h�m, and �n h�s slow and
regular handwr�t�ng traced four l�nes on the sheet of paper headed
"Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety." After s�gn�ng �t, he passed the pen and
paper to Danton, who s�gned; and the s�gnature of Marat, who had
not once removed h�s eyes from the pale face of C�mourda�n, was
added to the others.
Robesp�erre, tak�ng back the sheet, dated �t and gave �t to
C�mourda�n, who read on �t the follow�ng:—

YEAR II. OF THE REPUBLIC.



Full powers are granted to c�t�zen C�mourda�n,
comm�ss�oner delegated from the Comm�ttee of Publ�c
Safety to the c�t�zen Gauva�n, �n command of the explor�ng
d�v�s�on of the army of the coast.

ROBESPIERRE.
DANTON.
MARAT.

And below the s�gnatures: "June 29, 1793."
The revolut�onary calendar, called the c�v�l calendar, had no legal
ex�stence at that t�me, and was only adopted by the Convent�on on
the 5th of October, 1793, �n response to the propos�t�on of Romme.
Wh�le C�mourda�n was read�ng, Marat cont�nued to watch h�m. Then,
�n a tone half-�naud�ble, as though speak�ng to h�mself, he sa�d,—
"All th�s must be conf�rmed by a decree from the Convent�on, or by a
spec�al resolut�on of the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety. Someth�ng st�ll
rema�ns to be done."
"C�t�zen C�mourda�n, where do you l�ve?" asked Robesp�erre.
"Cour du Commerce."
"Indeed! Then you are a ne�ghbor of m�ne. I l�ve there also," sa�d
Danton.
Robesp�erre cont�nued:—
"There �s not a moment to lose. To-morrow you w�ll rece�ve your
formal comm�ss�on, s�gned by all the members of the Comm�ttee of
Publ�c Safety. Th�s �s a conf�rmat�on of the comm�ss�on accred�t�ng
you spec�ally to the act�ng representat�ves Ph�l�ppeaux, Pr�eur de la
Marne, Leco�ntre, Alqu�er, and others. We know you; your powers
are unl�m�ted. It rests w�th you to make Gauva�n a general or send
h�m to the scaffold. You w�ll rece�ve your comm�ss�on to-morrow at
three o'clock. When w�ll you start?"
"At four o'clock," sa�d C�mourda�n; and they separated.
On return�ng home, Marat �nformed S�monne Évrard that he should
go to the Convent�on to-morrow.





BOOK III.

THE CONVENTION.

I.

THE CONVENTION.

I.

We are approach�ng the summ�t.
The Convent�on �s before our eyes, and �n the presence of th�s lofty
em�nence the gaze grows steady.
Noth�ng more tower�ng ever rose above the human hor�zon. There �s
but one H�malaya, but one Convent�on.
The Convent�on may perhaps be called the culm�nat�ng po�nt �n
h�story.
Dur�ng �ts l�fet�me—an assembly actually l�ves—one d�d not real�ze
what �t was. Its supreme grandeur was not apprec�ated by �ts
contemporar�es, who were too much terr�f�ed to be dazzled.
Med�ocr�t�es and moderate h�lls levy no severe tax on one's
adm�rat�on; but the majest�c �nsp�res a holy horror, whether �t be the
majesty of gen�us or of a mounta�n, an assembly or a masterp�ece.
Too close prox�m�ty exc�tes alarm; every peak seems exaggerated,
the ascent �s fat�gu�ng, and one loses breath �n cl�mb�ng �ts sharp
accl�v�t�es, m�sses h�s foot�ng on the slopes, and �s wounded by the
cragged surfaces, wh�ch �n themselves are beaut�es; the foam�ng
torrent �nd�cates the presence of the chasm, the summ�t �s ve�led �n
clouds; whether ascend�ng or descend�ng, �t �s equally fr�ghtful,



hence one feels the �nfluence of terror rather than of adm�rat�on,—a
k�nd of avers�on to grandeur, wh�ch �s a strange enough sensat�on.
Wh�le gaz�ng on the abyss, one cannot always apprec�ate �ts
subl�m�ty; the monster �s more ev�dent than the m�racle. It was thus
that men f�rst judged the Convent�on. The purbl�nd undertook to
fathom an abyss whose depths could only be sounded by the eagle.
To-day we behold �t �n the perspect�ve outl�n�ng the gran�te prof�le of
the French Revolut�on aga�nst the calm and trag�c background of the
far-away heavens.

II.

The 14th of July set the nat�on free.
The 10th of August hurled �ts thunderbolts.
The 21st of September founded a new era; for the 21st of
September was the equ�nox, the equ�l�br�um, L�bra,—the balance-
scales of Just�ce. Accord�ng to the remark of Romme, the Republ�c
was procla�med beneath th�s s�gn of Equal�ty and Just�ce,—heralded,
so to speak, by a constellat�on.
The Convent�on �s the f�rst avatar of the people. It was the
Convent�on that turned the new and glor�ous page, �ntroduc�ng the
future of to-day.
Every �dea requ�res a v�s�ble embod�ment; every pr�nc�ple needs a
hab�tat�on; a church means the four walls w�th�n wh�ch the Alm�ghty
has h�s dwell�ng-place; every dogma must have �ts temple. When the
Convent�on became a fact, the f�rst problem was to locate �t.
At f�rst �t was establ�shed �n the Manège, but afterwards at the
Tu�ler�es. Here they ra�sed a platform and arranged scenery, pa�nted
�n gray, by Dav�d; also, rows of benches and a square tr�bune; there
were parallel p�lasters, w�th mass�ve pl�nths, and long rectangular
stems, and square enclosures, �nto wh�ch the mult�tude crowded,
and wh�ch were called publ�c tr�bunes; a Roman velar�um, and
Grec�an draper�es; and am�d these r�ght angles and stra�ght l�nes the
Convent�on was �nstalled,—a tempest conf�ned w�th�n geometr�cal



l�m�ts. On the tr�bune the red cap was pa�nted �n gray. At f�rst the
Royal�sts r�d�culed th�s gray bonnet-rouge, th�s art�f�c�al hall, th�s
pasteboard monument, th�s sanctuary of pap�er-mâché, th�s
pantheon of mud and sp�ttle. How qu�ckly �t was dest�ned to van�sh!
The p�llars were made of barrel-staves, the arches of th�n deal
boards, the bas-rel�efs were mast�c, the entablature was of p�ne, the
statues were of plaster, the marble was pa�nted, the walls were of
canvas; and �n th�s prov�s�onal shelter France has recorded deeds
that can never be forgotten.
Dur�ng the early sess�ons of the Convent�on the walls of the Hall of
the Manège were covered w�th the advert�sements w�th wh�ch Par�s
swarmed at the t�me of the return from Varennes. On one m�ght be
read: "The K�ng returns. Whoever applauds h�m w�ll be chast�sed;
whoever �nsults h�m w�ll be hung." On another: "Peace. Keep your
hats on your heads. He �s about to pass before h�s judges." On
another: "The K�ng took a�m at the nat�on, but h�s weapon hung f�re.
Now the nat�on has �ts turn." On another: "The law! the law!" It was
w�th�n these walls that the Convent�on sat �n judgment on Lou�s XVI.
At the Tu�ler�es, now called the Pala�s Nat�onal, where the
Convent�on had held �ts sess�ons from the 10th of May, 1793, the
Assembly Hall occup�ed the space between the Pav�llon de
l'Horloge, called Pav�llon Un�té, and the Pav�llon Marsan, called
Pav�llon L�berté. The Pav�llon de Flore was now called Pav�llon-
Égal�té. The Assembly Hall was access�ble by the grand sta�rcase of
Jean Bullant. The ent�re ground-floor of the palace below the f�rst
story, occup�ed by the Assembly, was a k�nd of long guardroom,
l�ttered w�th the luggage and camp-beds of the var�ous troops
mount�ng guard over the Convent�on. The Assembly had a spec�al
guard of honor, called "the Grenad�ers of the Convent�on."
A tr�colored r�bbon d�v�ded the palace occup�ed by the Assembly
from the garden where the people passed �n and out.

III.



Let us f�n�sh our descr�pt�on of the Assembly Hall. Everyth�ng
concern�ng th�s terr�ble place �s of �nterest. The f�rst object to attract
one's attent�on on enter�ng was a tall statue of L�berty, placed
between two large w�ndows. Th�s hall, wh�ch was formerly the k�ng's
theatre, had now become the stage of Revolut�on. It was forty-two
metres long, ten metres �n w�dth, and eleven �n he�ght. Th�s elegant
and superb hall bu�lt by V�garan� for the use of the court�ers was
h�dden beneath the rude t�mber-work wh�ch served to support the
we�ght of the people �n '93. The only po�nt of support upon wh�ch th�s
t�mber-work of the publ�c tr�bunes rested, was a s�ngle post, wh�ch
well deserves honorable ment�on. Th�s post cons�sted of one sol�d
p�ece, ten metres �n c�rcumference, and few caryat�des have done an
equal amount of work; for years �t bore the severe pressure of
revolut�on. It has supported applause, enthus�asm, �nsult, clamors
and tumults, the tremendous chaos of wrath, the fury of �nsurrect�on,
and never g�ven way beneath �ts burden. After the Convent�on �t
w�tnessed the counc�l of the Anc�ents. On the 18th Bruma�re �t was
rel�eved. At that t�me Perc�er replaced th�s wooden p�llar by columns
of marble that d�d not last so long.
An arch�tect's �deal �s somet�mes pecul�ar; that of the arch�tect of the
Rue de R�vol� was the curved path of a cannon-ball �n �ts fl�ght; the
arch�tect of Carlsruhe conce�ved the �deal of a fan; and the
concept�on of the arch�tect who bu�lt the hall where the Convent�on
establ�shed �tself on the 10th of May, 1793, was apparently a huge
bureau drawer, for �t was long as well as h�gh and flat. A great
sem�c�rcle had been added to one of the long s�des of the
parallelogram; th�s was the amph�theatre w�th seats for the
representat�ves, but ne�ther tables nor desks; Garan-Coulon, who
wrote a great deal, used to wr�te, rest�ng h�s paper on h�s knee;
fac�ng the benches was the tr�bune,—before �t the bust of Lepellet�er-
Sa�nt-Fargeau, and beh�nd �t the pres�dent's arm-cha�r. The head of
the bust projected sl�ghtly above the edge of the tr�bune, wh�ch
afterwards was the cause of �ts removal.
The amph�theatre cons�sted of n�neteen sem�c�rcular benches, r�s�ng
one above the other, some of wh�ch had been lengthened �n order to



f�t �nto the corners, by means of other benches cut off for the
purpose.
In the sem�c�rcle beneath, at the foot of the tr�bunal, were the places
of the ushers, and on the other s�de of the tr�bune hung a placard
n�ne feet h�gh, set �n a black wooden frame, and bear�ng on �ts two
pages, separated by a k�nd of sceptre, the Declarat�on of the r�ghts
of man. On the other s�de was an empty space wh�ch was afterwards
occup�ed by a s�m�lar frame, conta�n�ng the Const�tut�on of the year
II., w�th the two pages separated by a sword. Above the tr�bune, over
the head of the orator, from a deep loge d�v�ded �nto two
compartments and f�lled w�th People, floated three �mmense
tr�colored banners, arranged �n a hor�zontal pos�t�on, rest�ng on an
altar upon wh�ch could be read the follow�ng words: "The Law."
Beh�nd th�s altar rose, l�ke the sent�nel of freedom of speech, an
enormous Roman fasces as tall as a column. Two colossal statues,
placed erect aga�nst the wall, faced the representat�ves,—Lycurgus
on the pres�dent's r�ght hand, Solon on h�s left, w�th Plato tower�ng
above the Mounta�n. The statues stood on s�mple wooden blocks,
rest�ng on a long project�ng corn�ce that enc�rcled the hall, separat�ng
the people from the Assembly. The spectators leaned the�r elbows
on th�s corn�ce.
The black wooden frame enclos�ng the proclamat�on of the R�ghts of
Man reached to the corn�ce, �nterfer�ng w�th the symmetry of the
entablature,—an �nfract�on of the stra�ght l�ne that made Chabot
growl. "It �s ugly," he sa�d to Vad�er.
The heads of the statues were decorated w�th wreaths of oak and
laurel.
Green curta�ns, on wh�ch s�m�lar wreaths were pa�nted �n a deeper
shade of the same color, fell �n heavy folds from the surround�ng
corn�ce, drap�ng the ent�re lower floor of the hall occup�ed by the
Assembly. Above th�s drapery the wall was wh�te and bare. In th�s
wall, as �f carved by a ch�sel, w�thout mould�ng or ornament, were
two stor�es of publ�c tr�bunes, the square ones below, the round ones
above; accord�ng to the rule-for the �nfluence of V�truv�us was st�ll
acknowledge—the arch�volts were super�mposed upon the



arch�traves. There were ten tr�bunes on each of the long s�des of the
hall, and two huge boxes at both ends; twenty-four �n all. There sat
the assembled crowd.
The spectators �n the lower tr�bunes overflowed the�r bounds,
group�ng themselves on every project�on along the corn�ce. A long
�ron bar, f�rmly fastened at the po�nt of support, served as a ra�l to the
upper tr�bunes, and protected the spectators from the pressure of the
crowds that ascended the sta�rs. Once, however, a man who was
p�tched suddenly �nto the Assembly below escaped death by fall�ng
partly upon Mass�eu, B�shop of Beauva�s; whereupon he excla�med,
"Really, a b�shop has h�s use, then, after all!"
The hall of the Convent�on was large enough to conta�n two
thousand persons, and on the days of �nsurrect�ons even three
thousand.
The Convent�on held two sess�ons,—one dur�ng the day and one �n
the even�ng.
The back of the pres�dent's cha�r was round, studded w�th g�lt na�ls.
H�s table was supported by four w�nged monsters w�th a s�ngle foot,
who m�ght have been supposed to have come forth from the
Apocalypse to w�tness the Revolut�on. They seemed to have been
unharnessed from Ezek�el's char�ot to drag the tumbr�l of Samson.
On the pres�dent's table stood a huge bell, almost as large as a
church-bell, a b�g copper �nkstand, and a parchment portfol�o, wh�ch
conta�ned the record of proceed�ngs. The blood from many a
severed head, borne aloft on the end of a p�ke, has dr�pped upon th�s
table.
N�ne steps led to the tr�bune. These steps were h�gh, steep, and
d�ff�cult of ascent; Gensonné once tr�pped �n the act of mount�ng
them. "It �s l�ke the sta�rcase of a scaffold!" he sa�d. "It �s well to serve
your apprent�cesh�p!" cr�ed Carr�er.
In the corners of the hall, where the walls seemed rather bare, the
arch�tect had placed Roman fasces as ornaments, w�th the axe
bound on the outs�de.



On the r�ght and left of the tr�bune pedestals supported two
candelabra twelve feet h�gh, each bear�ng four pa�rs of Argand
lamps. For each publ�c box there was a s�m�lar candelabra; and on
the pedestals of these candelabra c�rcles were carved, wh�ch the
people called "gu�llot�ne collars."
The seats of the Assembly, r�s�ng almost to the corn�ce of the
tr�bunes, gave the representat�ves and the people an opportun�ty to
chat w�th one another.
The ex�ts of the tr�bunes opened �nto a labyr�nth of corr�dors, often
echo�ng w�th w�ld and tumultuous sounds.
The Convent�on, outgrow�ng the l�m�ts of the palace, ace, overflowed
�nto the ne�ghbor�ng hotels of Longuev�lle and Co�gny. If we may
cred�t Lord Bradford's letter, �t was to the Hôtel Co�gny that the royal
furn�ture was removed after the 10th of August. It took two ent�re
months to empty the Tu�ler�es.
The comm�ttees were lodged �n the v�c�n�ty of the hall: those of
leg�slat�on, agr�culture, and commerce at the Pav�llon-Égal�té; those
of the navy, the colon�es, f�nance, ass�gnats, and publ�c safety, at the
Pav�llon L�berté; the Comm�ttee of War was at the Pav�llon-Un�té.
The lodg�ngs of the Comm�ttee of General Safety were access�ble to
those of the Publ�c Safety through a dark corr�dor, l�ghted n�ght and
day by a lantern,—a passage-way for the sp�es of all part�es, who
came and went, talk�ng �n wh�spers.
The bar of the Convent�on had been changed several t�mes. Usually
�t was at the r�ght hand of the pres�dent.
At both ends of the hall the two vert�cal part�t�ons that shut off the
concentr�c sem�c�rcles of the amph�theatre on the r�ght hand and on
the left, allowed space enough between part�t�on and wall for two
long and narrow passages closed at e�ther end by square doors,
wh�ch afforded entrance and ex�t.
A door open�ng upon the Terrasse des Feu�llants, and lead�ng
d�rectly �nto the hall, served for the adm�ttance of the
representat�ves.



Th�s hall, �neffectually l�ghted dur�ng the day by w�ndows, whose
�nsuff�c�ent gl�mmer was replaced by l�v�d torches when tw�l�ght fell,
seemed ever shrouded �n n�ght. The lampl�ght sess�ons were
lugubr�ous, the art�f�c�al l�ght seem�ng really to �ncrease rather than
d�m�n�sh the darkness. No man could see h�s ne�ghbor; from all parts
of the hall �nd�st�nct groups of faces seemed to be mock�ng each
other. People passed one another w�thout recogn�t�on. One day
La�gnelot, hasten�ng to the tr�bune, jostled some one �n the
descend�ng passage. "I beg pardon, Robesp�erre," he sa�d. "For
whom do you take me?" repl�ed a hoarse vo�ce. "Excuse me, Marat,"
sa�d La�gnelot.
Below, one tr�bune on e�ther B�de of the pres�dent was reserved; for,
strange to say, pr�v�leged spectators were adm�tted to the
Convent�on. The draper�es of these tr�bunes—the only ones thus
adorned—were caught back to the m�ddle of the arch�trave by
golden cords and tassels. The tr�bunes of the people were bare. The
general effect was stern, unconvent�onal, and yet correct. The un�on
of propr�ety and f�erceness �s the essence of a revolut�onary l�fe. The
Hall of the Convent�on presented a perfect example of what art�sts
have s�nce called the "mess�dor arch�tecture." It was at once
mass�ve and fra�l. The bu�lders of that per�od m�stook symmetry for
beauty. The Rena�ssance had sa�d �ts last word under Lou�s XV., and
a react�on had set �n. The standards of nob�l�ty and pur�ty had been
so exaggerated that that wh�ch was really noble had degenerated
�nto �ns�p�d�ty, and pur�ty �tself had become �nexpress�bly wear�some.
Prudery may ex�st �n arch�tecture. After the dazzl�ng org�es of form
and color of the e�ghteenth century, art had begun a system of d�et,
and allowed �tself only a stra�ght l�ne. Th�s style of �mprovement
resulted �n ugl�ness, and art was thereby reduced to a skeleton,—a
phenomenal cond�t�on wh�ch �s the drawback to th�s k�nd of w�sdom
and abst�nence; the style �s so str�ct that �t becomes meagre. Apart
from all pol�t�cal emot�on, the mere s�ght of th�s arch�tecture made
one sh�ver. D�mly recall�ng the old theatre, w�th �ts garlanded boxes,
�ts ce�l�ng of azure and cr�mson, �ts chandel�er and g�randoles w�th
the�r pr�smat�c reflect�ons gl�tter�ng l�ke d�amonds, �ts dove-colored
upholstery, the profus�on of cup�ds and nymphs on �ts curta�n and
draper�es,—all that royal and amorous �dyl, pa�nted, sculptured, and



g�lded, wh�ch once �rrad�ated th�s gloomy place w�th �ts sm�le,—and
then cast�ng one's eyes upon these severe rectangular l�nes, cold
and sharp as steel, made one th�nk of Boucher gu�llot�ned by Dav�d.

IV.

He who looked upon the Assembly utterly forgot the hall. He who
w�tnessed the drama was obl�v�ous to the theatre. Noth�ng more
m�sshapen and at the same t�me subl�me. A crowd of heroes, a herd
of cowards; w�ld beasts on the mounta�n, rept�les �n the swamp.
There all those combatants, the ghosts of to-day, swarmed, elbowed
each other, quarrell�ng, threaten�ng, f�ght�ng, and l�v�ng out the�r l�ves.
A convocat�on of T�tans!

On the r�ght the G�ronde,—a leg�on of th�nkers; on the left the
Mounta�n,—a group of athletes. Here m�ght be seen Br�ssot, to
whom the keys of the Bast�lle had been del�vered; Barbaroux, who
ruled the Marse�lla�s; Kervélégan, who had ent�re control of the
battal�on of Brest, quartered �n the Faubourg Sa�nt-Marceau;
Gensonné, who had establ�shed the supremacy of representat�ves
over generals; Gaudet, that man of �ll-omen, to whom the Queen one
even�ng at the Tu�ler�es had shown the sleep�ng Dauph�n: Gaudet
k�ssed the ch�ld on the forehead, and beheaded the father; the
ch�mer�cal Salles, who denounced the �ntr�gues of the Mounta�n w�th
Austr�a; S�llery, the cr�pple of the R�ght, and Couthon, the paralyt�c of
the Left; Lause-Duperret, who, upon be�ng called a "v�lla�n" by a
certa�n journal�st, �nv�ted h�m to d�nner, say�ng, "Oh, 'v�lla�n' s�mply
means a man whose op�n�ons d�ffer from our own;" Rabaut-Sa�nt-
Ét�enne, who began h�s almanac �n 1790 w�th these words: "The
Revolut�on �s over;" Qu�nette, one of those who hastened the
downfall of Lou�s XVI.; the Jansen�st Camus, who comp�led the c�v�l
const�tut�on of the clergy, bel�eved �n the m�racles of the deacon of
Pâr�s, and prostrated h�mself every n�ght before an �mage of Chr�st
seven feet h�gh, na�led to h�s chamber wall; the pr�est Fauchet, who,



together w�th Cam�lle Desmoul�ns, was �nstrumental �n br�ng�ng
about the 14th of July; Isnard, gu�lty of say�ng, "Par�s w�ll be
destroyed," at the very moment when Brunsw�ck was say�ng, "Par�s
w�ll be burned;" Jacob Dupont, who was the f�rst man to procla�m
h�mself "an athe�st," and to whom Robesp�erre repl�ed, "Athe�sm �s
ar�stocrat�c;" Lanju�na�s, a stern, sagac�ous, and val�ant Breton;
Ducos, the Euryalus of Boyet-Fonfrède; Rebecqu�, the Pylades of
Barbaroux, who tendered h�s res�gnat�on because Robesp�erre had
not as yet been gu�llot�ned; R�chaud, who was opposed to the
permanency of Sect�ons; Lasource, who uttered the murderous
apothegm, "Woe be unto grateful nat�ons," and who at the foot of the
scaffold was to contrad�ct h�mself by those haughty words, flung to
the members of the Mounta�n,—"We are dy�ng because the nat�on
slumbers; when �t awakes your turn w�ll come;" B�roteau, who �n
abol�sh�ng the �nv�olab�l�ty of the crown unconsc�ously forged h�s own
axe and reared h�s own scaffold; Charles V�llatte, who sh�elded h�s
consc�ence beh�nd th�s protest: "I w�ll not vote beneath the axe;"
Louvet, the author of "Faublas," who was to end as a l�brar�an at the
Pala�s Royal, w�th Lodoïska at the desk; Merc�er, the author of the
"Tableau de Par�s," who excla�med, "Every k�ng felt of h�s neck on
the 21st of January;" Marec, who had the care of the "fact�on of
anc�ent l�m�ts;" the journal�st Carra, who at the foot of the scaffold
sa�d to the execut�oner: "It �s provok�ng to d�e; I should l�ke to have
seen the result;" V�gée, who called h�mself a grenad�er of the second
battal�on of Mayenne-et-Lo�re, and who when threatened by the
publ�c tr�bunes, cr�ed, "I move that at the f�rst murmur of the tr�bunes
we all w�thdraw, and, sabre �n hand, march upon Versa�lles;" Buzot,
who was doomed to d�e of hunger, and Valazé, to fall by h�s own
dagger; Condorcet, who was to d�e at Bourg-la-Re�ne, or Bourg-
Égal�té, as �t was called at that t�me, betrayed by a volume of Horace
that he carr�ed �n h�s pocket; Pét�on, whose fate �t was to be adored
by the populace �n 1792 and devoured by the wolves �n 1794; and
twenty more bes�des,—Pontécoulant, Marboz, L�don, Sa�nt-Mart�n,
Dussaulx, the translator of Juvenal, who had made the Hanover
campa�gn; Bo�leau, Bertrand, Lesterp-Beauva�s, Lesage, Goma�re,
Gard�en, Ma�nv�elle, Duplant�er, Lacaze, Ant�boul, and, foremost
among them all, Barnave, whom men called Vergn�aud.



On the other s�de, Anto�ne-Lou�s-Léon Florelle de Sa�nt-Just, a youth
of twenty-three, whose pall�d face, low forehead, regular prof�le, and
deep, myster�ous eyes conveyed an �mpress�on of profound
melancholy; Merl�n de Th�onv�lle, whom the Germans called "Feuer-
Teufel"—the f�re-dev�l; Merl�n de Doua�, the gu�lty author of the Law
of the Suspects; Soubrany, whom the Par�s�ans, �n the r�ot of the f�rst
Pra�r�al, demanded for the�r general; the former curé, Lebon, who
now held a sabre �n the hand that had once spr�nkled holy water;
B�llaud-Varennes, who foresaw the mag�stracy of the future, when
arb�trators would take the place of judges; Fabre d'Églant�ne, who
chanced upon the happy �nvent�on of the republ�can calendar, and
Rouget de L�sle, the composer of the Marse�lla�se,—no second
�nsp�rat�on ever v�s�ted e�ther of these two men; Manuel, the attorney
of the Commune, who had sa�d, "A dead k�ng �s no less a man;"
Goujon, who marched �nto Tr�pstadt, Newstadt, and Sp�re, and who
w�tnessed the fl�ght of the Pruss�an army; Lacro�x, a lawyer
transformed �nto a general and made kn�ght of Sa�nt-Lou�s s�x days
before August 10; Fréron-Thers�te, son of Fréron Zoïle; Ruth, the
�nexorable searcher of the �ron cupboard, predest�ned to a great
republ�can su�c�de, who was to k�ll h�mself on the day of the death of
the Republ�c; Fouché, w�th the soul of a demon and the face of a
corpse; Camboulas, the fr�end of Père Duchesne, who used to say to
Gu�llot�n, "You belong to the Club of the Feu�llants, but your daughter
belongs to the Club of the Jacob�ns;" Jagot, who repl�ed to those
who p�t�ed the nakedness of the pr�soners �n those savage words: "A
pr�son �s a dress of stone;" Javogues, the fr�ghtful desecrator of the
tombs of Sa�nt-Den�s; Ossel�n, h�mself a proscr�ber, who sheltered
one of the proscr�bed, Madame Charry, �n h�s own house;
Bentabolle, who wh�le pres�d�ng over the Assembly gave the tr�bunes
the s�gnal for applause or d�sapproval; the journal�st Robert,
Mademo�selle Kéral�o's husband, who wrote: "Ne�ther Robesp�erre
nor Marat comes to my house; Robesp�erre �s welcome to come
whenever he chooses, Marat never;" Garan-Coulon, who, when
Spa�n �nterceded on the occas�on of the tr�al of Lou�s XVI., had
haught�ly requested that the Assembly should not condescend to



read the letter of one k�ng plead�ng for another; the b�shop Grégo�re,
who �n the earl�er part of h�s career was worthy to have belonged to
the pr�m�t�ve church, but who afterwards, dur�ng the per�od of the
Emp�re, renounced h�s Republ�can pr�nc�ples; Amar, who sa�d, "The
whole earth condemns Lou�s XVI.; to whom then shall we appeal for
judgment? To the planets;" Rouyer, who on the 21st of January
opposed the f�r�ng of the cannon of the Pont-Neuf, say�ng, "A k�ng's
head ought to make no more no�se �n fall�ng than the head of any
other man;" Chén�er, brother of the poet André; Vad�er, one of those
who placed a p�stol on the tr�bune; Tan�s, who used to say to
Momoro, "I want Marat and Robesp�erre to embrace at my table."

"Where do you l�ve?" "At Charenton." "It would have surpr�sed me
had you sa�d elsewhere," was Momoro's reply; Legendre, who was
the butcher of the French Revolut�on, as Pr�de had been of the
Engl�sh Revolut�on. "Come and be slaughtered!" he cr�ed to
Lanju�na�s. To wh�ch the latter repl�ed: "F�rst pass a decree that I am
an ox, �f you please;" Collot d'Herbo�s, that gloomy comed�an,
wear�ng, as �t were, the ant�que mask w�th the double mouth, one of
wh�ch sa�d "Yes," wh�le the other sa�d "No," approv�ng on the one
hand and blam�ng on the other, defam�ng Carr�er �n Nantes and
de�fy�ng Châl�er �n Lyons, send�ng Robesp�erre to the scaffold and
Marat to the Pantheon; Gén�ss�eux, who asked that the penalty of
death should be �mposed on whosoever should be found wear�ng a
medal that bore the �nscr�pt�on, "Lou�s XVI. martyred;" Léonard
Bourdon, the schoolmaster, who had offered h�s house to the old
man of Mount Jura; Topsent, the sa�lor; Goup�lleau, the lawyer;
Laur�ent Leco�ntre, merchant; Duhem, the doctor; Sergent, the
sculptor; Dav�d, the art�st; and Joseph Égal�té, the pr�nce; and others
bes�des,—Leco�nte Pu�raveau, who called for a formal decree
pronounc�ng Marat "�nsane;" Robert L�ndet, the troublesome author
of that dev�lf�sh whose head was the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety,
and whose twenty-one thousand arms embraced France �n the
shape of revolut�onary comm�ttees; Leboeuf, on whom G�rey-Dupré,
�n h�s "Noël des faux-Patr�otes," wrote th�s l�ne:—



"Leboeuf v�t Legendre et beugla."

Thomas Pa�ne, the benevolent Amer�can; Anachars�s Cloots, the
m�ll�onna�re, a German baron, who although an athe�st was st�ll a
man of s�ncere purpose, and a follower of Hébert; the upr�ght Lebas,
a fr�end of the Duplays; Rovère, one of those men whom one
occas�onally meets, who �ndulge �n w�ckedness for �ts own sake, a
var�ety of amateur more common than we m�ght �mag�ne; Charl�er,
who w�shed to address ar�stocrats w�th the fam�l�ar "vous;" the
eleg�ac and cruel Tall�en, who was to br�ng about the 9th Therm�dor
out of pure love of �t: Cambacérès, a lawyer, who f�nally became a
pr�nce; Carr�er, another lawyer, who turned �nto a t�ger; Laplanche,
who once excla�med, "I demand pr�or�ty for the alarm-gun;" Thur�ot,
who w�shed the jurors of the Revolut�onary Tr�bunal to vote aloud;
Bourdon de l'O�se, who provoked Chambon to challenge h�m,
denounced Pa�ne, and �n h�s turn was denounced by Hébert; Fayau,
who proposed to despatch an �ncend�ary army �nto the Vendée;
Tavaux, who on the 13th of Apr�l acted as a sort of med�ator between
the G�ronde and the Mounta�n; Vern�er, who suggested that the
leaders of the G�ronde and the Mounta�n should be sent to serve as
common sold�ers; Rewbell, who shut h�mself up �n Mayence;
Bourbotte, whose horse was k�lled under h�m at Saumur;
Gu�mberteau and Jard-Panv�ll�ers, the commanders of the army of
the Cherbourg coast and that of La Rochelle; Lecarpent�er, who was
�n charge of the squadron of Cancale; Roberjot, for whom the
ambush of Rastadt was ly�ng �n wa�t; Pr�eur de la Marne, who wore
�n camp h�s former major's epaulettes; Levasseur de la Sarthe, who
by a s�ngle word �nduced Serrent, commander of the Battal�on of
Sa�nt-Armand, to k�ll h�mself; Reverchon, Maure, Bernard de
Sa�ntes, Charles R�chard, Lequ�n�o, and tower�ng above them all a
M�rabeau whom men called Danton.
Belong�ng to ne�ther of these part�es, and yet hold�ng both �n awe,
rose the man Robesp�erre.



V.

Below crouched d�smay, wh�ch may be noble, and fear, wh�ch cannot
fa�l to be contempt�ble. Beneath all these pass�ons, th�s hero�sm and
devot�on, th�s rage, m�ght be seen the gloomy mult�tude of the
anonymous. The shoals of the Assembly were called the Pla�n,
compr�s�ng the ent�re float�ng element,—men who are �n doubt, who
hes�tate, retreat, tempor�ze, m�strustfully watch�ng one another. The
Mounta�n and the G�ronde were the chosen few, the Pla�n was the
crowd. The Pla�n was summed up and expressed �n S�eyès.
S�eyès was a man of a naturally profound m�nd, full of ch�mer�cal
projects. He had paused at the Th�rd Estate, and had never been
able to r�se as h�gh as the people. Certa�n m�nds are const�tuted to
rest m�dway. S�eyès called Robesp�erre a t�ger, who returned the
compl�ment by call�ng h�m a mole. He was a ph�losopher who had
atta�ned prudence �f not w�sdom. He was a court�er, rather than the
servant of the Revolut�on. He took a spade and went to work w�th the
people �n the Champs de Mars, haul�ng the same cart w�th
Alexander de Beauharna�s. He urged others to energet�c labors
wh�ch he never performed h�mself. He sa�d to the G�rond�sts: "Put
the cannon on your own s�de." There are ph�losophers who are
natural wrestlers, and they l�ke Condorcet jo�ned the party of
Vergn�aud, or l�ke Cam�lle Desmoul�ns that of Danton. There are
ph�losophers who value the�r l�ves, and those who belonged to th�s
class followed S�eyès.
The best vats have the�r dregs. St�ll lower even than the Pla�n was
the Marsh, whose stagnat�on was h�deous to look upon, reveal�ng as
�t d�d transparent egot�sm. There sh�vered the t�m�d �n s�lent
expectat�on. Noth�ng could be more wretched. Ignom�n�ous to the
last degree, and yet feel�ng no shame, h�d�ng the�r �nd�gnat�on, l�v�ng
�n serv�tude, cher�sh�ng covert rebell�on, possessed by a certa�n
cyn�cal terror, they had all the desperat�on pecul�ar to coward�ce;
they really preferred the G�ronde, and yet they chose the Mounta�n;
when the f�nal result depended on them, they went over to the
successful s�de; they surrendered Lou�s XVI. to Vergn�aud, Danton to
Robesp�erre, and Robesp�erre to Tall�en. They put Marat �n the p�llory



dur�ng h�s l�fet�me, and de�f�ed h�m after h�s death. They showed
themselves the part�sans of the very cause wh�ch they suddenly
turned aga�nst. They seemed to possess an �nst�nct for jostl�ng the
�nf�rm. S�nce they had jo�ned the cause w�th the understand�ng that �t
was a strong one, any s�gn of waver�ng seemed to them equ�valent
to treason. They were the major�ty, the power, and the fear. Hence
spr�ngs the audac�ty of the base.
Hence the 31st of May, the 11th Germ�nal, the 9th Therm�dor,—
traged�es where dwarfs unt�ed the knots of g�ants.

VI.

And among these pass�onate men were to be found others, fanc�ful
dreamers. Utop�a was there �n all �ts var�ed forms,—from the warl�ke,
wh�ch adm�tted the scaffold, to the m�ld, wh�ch would fa�n abol�sh the
penalty of death; a spectre or an angel, accord�ng as one v�ewed �t
from the throne or from the s�de of the common people. Men eager
for the fray stood face to face w�th others who were contented to
brood over the�r dreams of peace. The bra�n of Carnot created
fourteen arm�es wh�le Jean Debry was revolv�ng �n h�s head a
scheme of un�versal democrat�c federat�on. Am�d th�s fur�ous
eloquence, am�d these howl�ng and thunder�ng vo�ces, some men
there were who preserved a fru�tful s�lence. Lakanal was s�lent,
preoccup�ed w�th h�s system for nat�onal publ�c educat�on; Lanthenas
held h�s peace, absorbed �n h�s plans for pr�mary schools; Revell�ère-
Lepaux was s�lent, dream�ng of ph�losophy when �t should atta�n the
d�gn�ty of rel�g�on. Others bus�ed themselves w�th matters of m�nor
�mportance and the deta�ls of every-day l�fe. Guyton-Morveaux was
�nterested �n the �mprovement of the san�tary cond�t�on of hosp�tals;
Ma�re �n the abol�shment of ex�st�ng serv�tudes; Jean-Bon-Sa�nt-
André �n the suppress�on of arrest and �mpr�sonment for debt;
Romme �n Chappe's propos�t�on; Duböe �n the f�l�ng of the arch�ves;
Coren-Fust�er �n the foundat�on of the Cab�net of Anatomy and the
Museum of Natural H�story; Guyomard �n the nav�gat�on of r�vers and
the damm�ng of the Scheldt. Men were fanat�cal about art, even
monoman�acs on the subject; on the 21st of January, at the very t�me



when the head of monarchy was fall�ng on the Place de la
Révolut�on, Bézard, the representat�ve of the O�se, went to see a
p�cture of Rubens wh�ch had been found �n a garret �n the Rue Sa�nt-
Lazare. Art�sts, orators, and prophets, g�ants l�ke Danton, and men
as ch�ldl�ke as Cloots, glad�ators and ph�losophers, were all stra�n�ng
for the same goal,—progress. Noth�ng d�sconcerted them. The
greatness of the Convent�on cons�sted �n �ts efforts to d�scover what
degree of real�ty there m�ght be �n that wh�ch men call the
�mposs�ble. At one end stood Robesp�erre w�th h�s eyes f�xed upon
the Law, and at the other Condorcet gaz�ng w�th equal stead�ness on
Duty.

Condorcet was a man enl�ghtened, but g�ven to dream�ng.
Robesp�erre possessed execut�ve ab�l�ty; and somet�mes, �n the f�nal
cr�ses of worn-out cond�t�ons, execut�on s�gn�f�es exterm�nat�on.
Revolut�ons have two slopes,—the one ascend�ng, the other
descend�ng,—whereon we meet at d�fferent stages each season �n
�ts turn, from the freez�ng to the flowery; and each zone produces
men su�ted to the cl�mate, from those who l�ve under the hot rays of
the sun, to those who dwell w�th the thunderbolt.

VII.

People po�nted out to each other the bend �n the left-hand passage,
where Robesp�erre wh�spered to Clav�ère's fr�end Garat that terr�ble
ep�gram, "Clav�ère a consp�ré partout où �l a resp�ré." In th�s same
bend, well adapted for pr�vacy and suppressed �nd�gnat�on, Fabre
d'Églant�ne quarrelled w�th Romme, reproach�ng h�m for hav�ng
d�sf�gured h�s calendar by chang�ng Ferv�dor �nto Therm�dor. People
po�nted out the corner where, elbow to elbow, sat the seven
representat�ves of Haute-Garonne, who, be�ng the f�rst called upon
to pronounce the�r verd�ct upon Lou�s XVI., had thus answered, one
after the other: Ma�lhe, "death;" Delmas, "death;" Projean, "death;"
Calès, "death;" Ayral, "death;" Jul�en, "death;" Desaby, "death,"—



eternal reverberat�on that f�lls all h�story, and s�nce the b�rth of human
just�ce has cont�nued to send forth a funereal echo from the walls of
the tr�bunal. Am�d th�s stormy sea of faces one man would po�nt out
to another the �nd�v�duals whose trag�c votes had caused that fearful
d�n: Paganel, who cr�ed, "Death. A k�ng serves no purpose save by
h�s death." M�llaud, who sa�d, "If death had never been known, we
must to-day have �nvented �t." Old Raffron du Trou�llet, who
excla�med, "A speedy death!" Goup�lleau, who cr�ed, "The scaffold,
at once. Delay but aggravates the pa�n of death." S�eyès, who w�th
solemn brev�ty uttered the s�ngle word, "Death." Thur�ot, who,
reject�ng the appeal to the people proposed by Buzot, sa�d, "What!
The pr�mary assembl�es! forty-four thousand tr�bunals! an endless
tr�al! The head of Lou�s XVI. would have t�me to grow gray before �t
fell." August�n-Bon-Robesp�erre, who excla�med, after h�s brother, "I
�gnore that human�ty wh�ch massacres the people and pardons
despots! Death! The demand for a repr�eval means a subst�tut�on of
the appeal to tyrants for the appeal to the people." Foussedo�re, who
took the place of Bernard�n-de-Sa�nt-P�erre, say�ng, "The shedd�ng
of human blood �s abhorrent to me; but the blood of a k�ng �s not
human blood. Death!" Jean-Bon-Sa�nt-André, who sa�d, "No nat�on
can be free unt�l the tyrant d�es." Lav�comter�e, who expressed
h�mself �n th�s formula: "So long as the tyrant breathes, l�berty �s
strangled. Death!" Châteauneuf-Randon, who cr�ed, "The death of
Lou�s the Last!" Guyard�n, who suggested, "Let h�m be executed at
the Barr�ère-Renversée." The Barr�ère-Renversée was the Barr�ère
du Trône. Tell�er, who sa�d, "Let us forge a cannon of the cal�bre of
Lou�s XVI.'s head, to f�re upon the enemy." And among those
�ncl�ned to mercy, Gent�l was one, who sa�d, "I vote for �mpr�sonment.
He who makes a Charles I. makes a Cromwell l�kew�se." Bancal,
who sa�d, "Ex�le. I should l�ke to see the f�rst k�ng of the earth
sentenced to earn h�s l�v�ng at a trade." Albouys, who sa�d, "Ex�le.
Let th�s l�v�ng spectre wander round among the thrones."
Zang�acom�, who sa�d, "I vote for �mpr�sonment; let us keep Capet
al�ve for a scarecrow." Cha�llon, who sa�d, "Let h�m l�ve! I do not
approve of k�ll�ng a man for Rome to canon�ze." Wh�le sentences l�ke
these fell one after the other from these severe l�ps, mak�ng the�r
way �nto h�story, bed�zened women �n low-necked dresses sat �n the



boxes, and w�th l�st �n hand counted the votes as they were g�ven,
pr�ck�ng each name w�th a p�n.

Where tragedy has entered �n, horror and p�ty rema�n. To see the
Convent�on, at whatsoever epoch of �ts re�gn, was to w�tness anew
the judgment of the last of the Capets; the legend of the 21st of
January seemed to be �nterwoven w�th all �ts acts; the form�dable
Assembly was composed of those men whose fatal breath put out
the anc�ent torch of monarchy, wh�ch had burned for e�ghteen
centur�es; the dec�s�ve tr�al of all k�ngs �n the person of one seemed
to be the start�ng-po�nt of the great war wh�ch �t waged aga�nst the
past. At whatsoever sess�on of the Convent�on one m�ght be present,
the shadow cast by the scaffold of Lou�s XVI. never fa�led to make
�tself ev�dent. The spectators told each other about the res�gnat�ons
of Kersa�nt and Roland, and also about Duchâtel the deputy of the
Deux-Sèvres, who, be�ng �ll, caused h�mself to be carr�ed to the
Assembly, and on h�s death-bed voted aga�nst the execut�on of the
k�ng,—an act wh�ch exc�ted Marat to laughter. People looked for the
representat�ve forgotten to-day, who, after a sess�on that had lasted
th�rty-seven hours, overcome by fat�gue, fell asleep on h�s bench,
and be�ng roused by the usher when h�s turn came to vote, half-
opened h�s eyes, murmured, "Death," and fell asleep aga�n.
At the t�me when the death-sentence of Lou�s XVI. was passed,
Robesp�erre had e�ghteen months to l�ve, Danton f�fteen, Vergn�aud
n�ne, Marat f�ve months and three weeks, and Lepellet�er-Sa�nt-
Fargeau one day! Br�ef and terr�ble was the breath of l�fe �n those
days.

VIII.

The people had a w�ndow, open�ng on the Convent�on �n the shape
of the publ�c tr�bunes, and when th�s w�ndow proved �nadequate,
they opened the door, and the street-populat�on poured �n upon the
Assembly. The �nvas�ons of the crowd �nto th�s senate presented one



of the most str�k�ng spectacles known to h�story. Generally these
�rrupt�ons were am�cable. The street fratern�zed w�th the curule cha�r.
But fr�endsh�p w�th a people who had once, �n the course of three
hours, taken the cannon of the Inval�des and forty thousand muskets
bes�des, was a somewhat form�dable relat�onsh�p. At every moment
a process�on �nterrupted the sess�on. There were deputat�ons
adm�tted to the bar, pet�t�ons, express�ons of respect, offer�ngs. The
p�ke of honor of the Faubourg Sa�nt-Anto�ne was brought �n, borne
by women. The Engl�sh offered twenty thousand pa�rs of shoes for
our barefooted sold�ers. "C�t�zen Arnoux," sa�d the "Mon�teur," "the
curé of Aub�gnan, �n command of the battal�on of the Drôme,
requests perm�ss�on to march to the front�er, and begs that h�s par�sh
may be kept for h�m." The delegates from the Sect�ons came,
br�ng�ng �n wheelbarrows, d�shes, patens, chal�ces, monstrances,
heaps of gold, s�lver, and g�lt, offer�ngs to the country from th�s
ragged crowd, who asked, as a reward, perm�ss�on to dance the
Carmagnole before the Convent�on.

Chenard, Narbonne, and Vall�ère came to s�ng stanzas �n honor of
the Mounta�n. The sect�on of Mont-Blanc brought the bust of
Lepellet�er, and a woman placed a red cap on the head of the
pres�dent, who embraced her; "the c�toyennes of the sect�on du Ma�l"
strewed flowers "before the leg�slators;" the "pup�ls of the country,"
escorted by mus�c, came to thank the Convent�on for hav�ng "paved
the way for the prosper�ty of the century;" the women of the sect�on
of the Gardes-França�ses brought roses; the women of the sect�on of
the Champs-Élysées presented a crown of oak-leaves; the women of
the sect�on of the Temple came to the bar and took an oath "to wed
only true Republ�cans;" the sect�on of Mol�ère presented a medal of
Frankl�n wh�ch, by a formal decree, was suspended from the wreath
of the statue of L�berty; the Foundl�ngs, who had been declared the
Ch�ldren of the Republ�c, f�led by, dressed �n the nat�onal un�form;
young g�rls of the n�nety-th�rd sect�on came arrayed �n long wh�te
gowns, and the next day the "Mon�teur" conta�ned th�s l�ne: "The
pres�dent rece�ves a bouquet from the �nnocent hands of a fa�r young



g�rl." The orators saluted the crowds and somet�mes flattered them,
say�ng to the mult�tude; "Thou art �nfall�ble; thou art �rreproachable;
thou art subl�me." The lower classes are ch�ldl�ke; they are fond of
sugar-plums. Somet�mes a r�ot would �nvade the Assembly, enter�ng
�n a fury and depart�ng pac�f�ed, l�ke the Rhone flow�ng through Lake
Leman, wh�ch �s muddy enough on �ts entrance, but flows out as
blue as the sky.

If �t cont�nued turbulent, Henr�ot would now and then order h�s
furnaces for heat�ng the bullets to be brought up to the entrance of
the Tu�ler�es.

IX.

Wh�le th�s assembly was throw�ng off the shackles of revolut�on, �t
was also promot�ng c�v�l�zat�on. It was a furnace, to be sure, but �t
was l�kew�se a forge. In th�s caldron where terror was bubbl�ng,
progress also fermented. From that chaos of shadows and
tempestuous wh�rlw�nd of clouds spread �mmense rays of l�ght
parallel w�th the eternal laws,—rays that have s�nce rested on the
hor�zon, forever v�s�ble �n the sky of the nat�ons, and wh�ch are called
just�ce, tolerance, goodness, reason, truth, and love. The Convent�on
procla�med th�s grand ax�om: "The l�berty of one c�t�zen ends where
that of another beg�ns;" thus summ�ng up �n two l�nes the essence of
soc�al sc�ence. It procla�med the sanct�ty of the poor, as well as of
the �nf�rm �n the persons of the bl�nd, and of the mutes, whose
guard�ansh�p had been assumed by the State; �t honored matern�ty
�n the person of the g�rl-mother, whom �t comforted and l�fted up,
ch�ldhood �n the orphans adopted by the State, and �nnocence �n the
accused, who was �ndemn�f�ed by the government after h�s acqu�ttal.
It branded the traff�c �n blacks and abol�shed slavery. It procla�med
c�v�l consol�dat�on. It decreed gratu�tous �nstruct�on. It organ�zed
nat�onal educat�on by the establ�shment of the normal school �n
Par�s, the central school �n the c�t�es, and the pr�mary school �n the
communes. It founded conservator�es and museums. It systemat�zed



the Code as well as the we�ghts and measures, and the method of
calculat�on by dec�mals. It establ�shed the f�nances of France upon a
f�rm bas�s, and brought about an era of publ�c cred�t after the long
monarch�cal bankruptcy. It establ�shed commun�cat�on by telegraph,
�t prov�ded almshouses for old age and the �mproved hosp�tals for
s�ckness; �t gave the Polytechn�c School to the cause of educat�on,
the Bureau of Long�tude to sc�ence, and the Inst�tute to the doma�n
of human �ntellect. It was at once cosmopol�tan and nat�onal. Of the
eleven thousand two hundred and ten decrees �ssued by the
Convent�on, the proport�on of ph�lanthrop�c as compared w�th the
pol�t�cal was as two to one. It procla�med un�versal moral�ty to be the
bas�s of soc�ety, and un�versal consc�ence the bas�s of the law. And �t
must be remembered that all these reforms—the abol�t�on of slavery,
the proclamat�on of un�versal brotherhood, the protect�on of
human�ty, the elevat�on of the human consc�ence, the law of labor
changed �nto a pr�v�lege, thus transform�ng the burden �nto a comfort,
the consol�dat�on of the nat�onal wealth, the enl�ghtenment and
protect�on of ch�ldren, the d�ssem�nat�on of knowledge and sc�ence, a
l�ght set upon all the mounta�n-tops, help proffered to the suffer�ng,
and the promulgat�on of all pr�nc�ple—were accompl�shed by the
Convent�on, w�th the Vendée gnaw�ng l�ke hydra at �ts entra�ls, and
the k�ngs of the world leap�ng l�ke t�gers upon �ts shoulders.

X.

Aston�sh�ng assembly! The human, the �nhuman, and the
superhuman,—every type �n short m�ght be found there. An ep�c
accumulat�on of antagon�sms,—Gu�llot�n avo�d�ng Dav�d, Baz�re
�nsult�ng Chabot, Gaudet mock�ng Sa�nt-Just, Vergn�aud desp�s�ng
Danton, Louvet attack�ng Robesp�erre, Buzot denounc�ng Égal�té,
Chambon brand�ng Pache: all hat�ng Marat. And how many more
names m�ght yet be reg�stered! Armonv�lle,—called Bonnet-Rouge,
because at the sess�ons he �nvar�ably wore a Phryg�an cap,—a
fr�end of Robesp�erre, who demanded that the latter should be
"gu�llot�ned after Lou�s XVI." to restore the equ�l�br�um; Mass�eu, a
colleague and counterpart of the k�ndly Lamourette, the b�shop,
dest�ned to leave h�s name to a k�ss; Lehardy du Morb�han,



st�gmat�z�ng the pr�ests of Br�ttany; Barère, the man of major�t�es,
who pres�ded when Lou�s XVI. appeared at the bar, and who bore
the same relat�on to Paméla as Louvet to Lodoïska; the orator
Daunou, who sa�d, "Let us ga�n t�me;" Dubo�s-Crancé, who l�stened
to Marat's wh�spered conf�dences; the Marqu�s de Châteauneuf;
Laclos; Herault de Séchelle, who fell back before Henr�ot, cry�ng,
"Gunners, to your p�eces!" Jul�en, who compared the Mounta�n to
Thermopylæ; Gamon, who demanded that a publ�c tr�bune should be
reserved exclus�vely for women; Laloy, who awarded the honors of
the sess�on to B�shop Gobel, who came to the Convent�on to
exchange h�s m�tre for the red cap; Lecomte, who cr�ed, "So we pay
homage to the pr�est who unfrocks h�mself;" Féraud, whose head
was saluted by Bo�ssy-d'Anglas, leav�ng to h�story the solut�on of the
query, "D�d Bo�ssy-d'Anglas salute the v�ct�m �n the person of the
head, or the assass�ns �n the form of the p�ke?" the two brothers
Duprat, one a member of the Mounta�n, the other a G�rond�st, who
hated each other, as d�d the two brothers Chén�er.

Many a word has been uttered �n th�s tr�bune �n moments of
exc�tement wh�ch has somet�mes unconsc�ously to the speaker
aroused the fatal sp�r�t of revolut�on, and so �nfluenced the ex�st�ng
c�rcumstances that a sense of d�scontent and pass�on suddenly
sprang to l�fe. As �f d�spleased w�th what they heard, events seemed
to take offence at the words of men, and catastrophes were
prec�p�tated by human speech. The reverberat�on of a vo�ce �n the
mounta�n �s suff�c�ent to start an avalanche. The utterance of one
superfluous word may be followed by a landsl�de, wh�ch m�ght not
have happened had no word been spoken. One m�ght almost fancy
that events develop a certa�n �rasc�b�l�ty.
Thus a m�staken word fall�ng by chance from the l�ps of an orator
cost Mme. Él�sabeth her head.
Intemperance of language was the rule at the Convent�on. In the
d�scuss�ons threats flew back and forth, cross�ng one another, l�ke
sparks from a conflagrat�on.



Pét�on. "Come to the po�nt, Robesp�erre."
Robesp�erre. "You are the po�nt, Pét�on. I shall come; you need have
no fear."
A Vo�ce. "Death to Marat!"
Marat. "When Marat d�es, the c�ty of Par�s w�ll be no more; and when
Par�s �s gone, there �s an end to the Republ�c."
B�llaud-Varennes rose to say, "We w�sh to—"
Barère �nterrupted h�m: "You speak �n the plural, l�ke a k�ng."
And another day:—
Ph�l�ppeaux. "One of the members drew h�s sword upon me."
Audou�n. "Pres�dent, call the assass�n to order."
The Pres�dent. "Wa�t."
Pan�s. "Pres�dent, I call you to order,"—a sally followed by an
outburst of rude laughter.
Leco�ntre. "The Curé of Chant-de-Bout compla�ns that h�s B�shop
Fauchet forb�ds h�m to marry."
A Vo�ce. "I see no reason why Fauchet, who has m�stresses, should
try to prevent other men from hav�ng w�ves."
Another Vo�ce. "Pr�est, take to thyself a w�fe."
The tr�bunes m�ngled �n the conversat�on, and sa�d "Thou" to the
members.
One day the representat�ve Ruamps mounted to the tr�bune, and,
one of h�s h�ps be�ng much larger than the other, a spectator called
out to h�m: "Turn that one towards the R�ght, s�nce you have a cheek
à la Dav�d!" Such were the l�bert�es that the people took w�th the
Convent�on. Once, however, dur�ng the uproar of the 11th of Apr�l,
1793, the pres�dent caused a d�sorderly person �n the tr�bunes to be
arrested.
One day, dur�ng a sess�on at wh�ch the venerable Buonarott� was
present, Robesp�erre had the floor, and spoke for two hours, never



remov�ng h�s eyes from Danton,—somet�mes look�ng stra�ght at h�m,
wh�ch was unpleasant enough, but when he looked at h�m s�deways,
�t was even more d�sagreeable. H�s thunders of eloquence were not
w�thout effect, end�ng by an �nd�gnant outburst full of om�nous words:
"We know the �ntr�guers, and those who str�ve to corrupt, as well as
those who are corrupted; we know the tra�tors also. They are present
�n th�s Assembly. They hear our vo�ce, our eyes are upon them, and
our gaze pursues them. Let them look above the�r heads, and they
w�ll d�scover the sword of the law; let them look �nto the�r consc�ence,
and there behold the�r own �nfamy. Let them beware!" When
Robesp�erre had f�n�shed, Danton, w�th h�s half-closed eyes turned
upwards and one arm hang�ng over the back of h�s cha�r, threw
h�mself back and began to hum,—

"Cadet Roussel fa�t des d�scours Qu� ne sont pas longs
quand �ls sont courts."

Imprecat�ons fell th�ck on every s�de,—"Consp�rator!" "Assass�n!"
"Scoundrel!" "Sed�t�ous!"
"Moderate!" They denounced one another �n the presence of the
bust of Brutus stand�ng there. Exclamat�ons, �nsults, challenges!
Angry glances �nterchanged, much shak�ng of f�sts, flash�ng of p�stols
and half-drawn daggers. An awful outblaz�ng from the tr�bune. Some
talked as �f they were pushed up aga�nst the gu�llot�ne. Heads waved
to and fro, fr�ghtened yet terr�ble. The mult�tude was l�ke a volume of
smoke blown all ways at once,—men of the Mounta�n, G�rond�sts,
Feu�llant�sts, Moderates, Terror�sts, Jacob�ns, Cordel�ers, and the
e�ghteen reg�c�de pr�ests.
All these men!—a mass of smoke dr�ven about �n every d�rect�on.

XI.

Sp�r�ts at the mercy of the w�nd,—but a w�nd of preternatural power!
It m�ght be truthfully sa�d, even of the ch�ef among them, that to be a
member of the Convent�on was l�ke be�ng a wave of the ocean. The
�mpetus came from above. There was an �nherent force �n the



Convent�on, wh�ch m�ght be called a w�ll,—not �n the sense of an
�nd�v�dual qual�ty, but belong�ng to the Assembly as a body; and th�s
w�ll was an �dea, �ndom�table and boundless, wh�ch from the
heavens above descended �nto the darkness below. Men called �t
Revolut�on, and wherever �t passed, some men were overthrown and
others exalted; one would be scattered l�ke foam, wh�le another was
dashed to p�eces aga�nst the rocks. It kept �ts goal well �n m�nd as �t
drove the maelstrom before �t. To �mpute revolut�on to men �s l�ke
attr�but�ng the t�des to the waves.
Revolut�on �s a man�festat�on of the unknown. You may call �t good or
ev�l, accord�ng as you asp�re to the future or cl�ng to the past; but
leave �t to �ts authors. It would seem to be the jo�nt product of great
events and great �nd�v�dual�t�es, but �s �n real�ty the result of events
alone. Events plan the expend�tures for wh�ch men pay the b�lls.
Events d�ctate, men s�gn. The 14th of July was s�gned by Cam�lle
Desmoul�ns, the 10th of August by Danton, the 2d September by
Marat, the 21st of September by Grégo�re, and the 21st of January
by Robesp�erre; but Desmoul�ns, Danton, Marat, Grégo�re, and
Robesp�erre are merely clerks. The majest�c and myster�ous
comp�ler of those grand pages was Alm�ghty God, wear�ng the mask
of dest�ny. Robesp�erre bel�eved �n God,—he d�d �ndeed.
Revolut�on �s one form of the eternal phenomenon that c�rcumscr�bes
us on all s�des, and wh�ch we call Necess�ty.
In the presence of th�s myster�ous compl�cat�on of benef�ts and
wretchedness r�ses the wherefore of h�story.
Because. Th�s answer may be the reply of one who knows noth�ng,
as well as that of one who knows all.
In the presence of these monstrous catastrophes wh�ch both
devastate and rev�v�fy c�v�l�zat�on, one hes�tates to s�t �n judgment on
the deta�ls. To blame or to pra�se men on account of the result �s very
much l�ke pra�s�ng or cr�t�c�s�ng the c�phers on account of the sum
total. The �nev�table �s sure to happen; �f the w�nd �s to blow, �t w�ll
blow, but the eternal seren�ty rema�ns untouched by these blasts.
L�ke the starl�t sky above the tempest, truth and just�ce s�t enthroned
above all revolut�ons.



XII.

Such was th�s �mmeasurable Convent�on, l�ke an �ntrenched
encampment of the human race attacked s�multaneously by all the
powers of darkness; the camp-f�res of an army of �deas bes�eged by
�ts foes, an �mmense b�vouac of human �ntellect on the slope of a
prec�p�ce. Noth�ng �n h�story can be compared to th�s Assembly,
wh�ch conta�ned w�th�n �tself senate and people, conclave and street-
cross�ng, Areopagus and publ�c square, tr�bunal and accused.
The Convent�on always y�elded to the w�nd; but th�s w�nd came from
the mouth of the people, and �t was the breath of God.
And to-day, after the lapse of e�ghty years, every t�me the
Convent�on presents �tself to the m�nd of any man whomsoever,
whether ph�losopher or h�stor�an, he cannot but pause and med�tate;
s�nce no man can be �nd�fferent to that grand process�on of shadows.



II.

MARAT IN THE GREEN-ROOM.

On the day follow�ng the �nterv�ew �n the Rue du Paon, Marat,
accord�ng to the �ntent�on wh�ch he had announced to S�monne
Évrard, went to the Convent�on.
There chanced to be present a certa�n marqu�s, Lou�s de Montaut,
an adm�rer of Marat,—the same who afterwards presented to the
Convent�on a dec�mal clock surmounted by a bust of Marat.
Just as Marat entered, Chabot approached Montant. "C�-devant—"
he sa�d.
Montaut looked up.
"Why do you call me c�-devant?"
"Because that's what you are."
"I?"
"Of course, s�nce you were once a marqu�s."
"Never!"
"Nonsense!"
"My father was a sold�er; my grandfather was a weaver."
"What folly �s th�s, Montaut?"
"My name �s not Montaut."
"What �s �t, then?"
"My name �s Mar�bon."
"Very well," declared Chabot; "�t �s all one to me."
And he added, between h�s teeth,—



"Every man, nowadays, pretends that he �s no marqu�s."
Marat stopped �n the left-hand corr�dor and looked at Montaut and
Chabot.
Whenever he came �n, a murmur would pass through the crowd, but
always at a respectful d�stance; �t was qu�et �n h�s �mmed�ate v�c�n�ty.
Marat pa�d no attent�on whatever. He scorned the croak�ng of the
frogs.
In th�s d�m shadow obscur�ng the lower benches, Conpé de l'O�se,
Prunelle, V�llars,—a b�shop who afterwards became a member of the
French Academy,—Boutroue, Pet�t, Pla�chard, Bonet, Th�baudeau,
Valdruche, po�nted h�m out to one another.
"Look! There �s Marat!"
"He �s not �ll, then?"
"Probably he �s, s�nce he �s here �n a dress�ng-gown."
"In a dress�ng-gown?"
"Certa�nly."
"What l�bert�es he allows h�mself!"
"That he should dare to come to the Convent�on �n such a garb!"
"S�nce he came one day crowned w�th laurels, he m�ght be expected
to appear �n a dress�ng-gown."
"W�th h�s face of copper, and teeth of verd�gr�s."
"H�s dress�ng-gown seems new."
"What �s �t made of?"
"A k�nd of rep."
"Str�ped?"
"Just see the lapels!"
"They are made of fur."
"T�ger-sk�n?"



"No, erm�ne."
"Im�tat�on."
"He has stock�ngs on."
"Remarkable!"
"And shoes w�th buckles."
"S�lver buckles!"
"Camboulas' sabots w�ll not soon forg�ve h�m that."
On the oppos�te benches they pretended not to see Marat, but
cont�nued to talk of other matters. Santhonax accosted Dussaulx.
"Have you heard, Dussaulx?"
"What?"
"The c�-devant Count de Br�enne."
"The one who was at La Force w�th the c�-devant Duke de V�lleroy?"
"Yes."
"I knew them both. What about them?"
"You know they were so fr�ghtened that they saluted all the red caps
of the turnkeys, and one day refused to take a hand at p�quet
because a pack of cards w�th k�ngs and queens was offered them."
"Well?"
"They were gu�llot�ned yesterday."
"Both of them?"
"Yes."
"Well, how d�d they behave �n pr�son?"
"L�ke cowards!"
"And what sort of a f�gure d�d they cut on the scaffold?"
"Intrep�d."
Whereupon Dussaulx excla�med,—



"It's eas�er to d�e than to l�ve."
Barère had begun to read a report on the subject of the Vendée.
N�ne hundred men from Morb�han had started w�th cannon to rel�eve
Nantes. Redon was threatened by the peasants, and Pa�mboeuf had
been attacked. A fleet was cru�s�ng �n the v�c�n�ty of Ma�ndr�n to
prevent �nvas�ons. From Ingrande to Maure the ent�re left bank of the
Lo�re br�stled w�th Royal�st batter�es. Three thousand peasants had
taken possess�on of Porn�c. They cr�ed: "V�ve les Angla�s!" Barère
read a letter from Santerre to the Convent�on end�ng w�th the
follow�ng words:

"Seven thousand peasants attacked Vannes. We repulsed
them, and they retreated, leav�ng four cannon �n our
hands."

"And how many pr�soners?" �nterrupted a vo�ce. Barère went on,—

"Postscr�pt. We have no pr�soners, because we have
ceased to take them."[1]

Marat, as usual, stood mot�onless, pay�ng no attent�on to what was
go�ng on, apparently absorbed �n deep preoccupat�on.
He held a paper �n h�s hand, crumpl�ng �t between h�s f�ngers. Had �t
been unfolded, certa�n words �n the handwr�t�ng of Momoro, �n
answer, no doubt, to some quest�on of Marat, m�ght have been read:
—

"Noth�ng can be done �n oppos�t�on to the supreme
author�ty of the delegated comm�ss�oners, espec�ally those
of the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety. Although Gén�ss�eux
sa�d �n the sess�on of May 6th, 'Each comm�ss�oner �s
more than a k�ng,' �t had no effect. L�fe and death are �n
the�r hands. Massade at Angers, Trullard at Sa�nt-Amand,
Nyon w�th General Marcé, Parre�n �n the army of the
'Sables,' M�ll�er �n the army of N�ort, are all-powerful. The
Jacob�n Club has gone so far as to appo�nt Parre�n
br�gad�er-general. C�rcumstances excuse everyth�ng. A



delegate of the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety may hold �n
check a commander-�n-ch�ef."

Marat ceased crumpl�ng the paper, put �t �n h�s pocket, and walked
slowly towards Montaut and Chabot, who had cont�nued the�r
conversat�on and had not seen h�m enter.
Chabot was just say�ng,—
"Mar�bon, or Montaut, l�sten to th�s: I have just left the Comm�ttee of
Publ�c Safety."
"And what are they do�ng there?"
"They are sett�ng a pr�est to watch a noble."
"Ah!"
"A noble l�ke yourself—"
"I am not a noble," sa�d Montaut.
"To be watched by a pr�est—"
"L�ke you."
"I am not a pr�est," sa�d Chabot.
And both men began to laugh.
"Please g�ve us a more def�n�te account."
"Well, here �s the tale: a pr�est, C�mourda�n by name, has been
delegated w�th full powers to a V�scount Gauva�n, who �s �n
command of the explor�ng d�v�s�on of the army of the coast. Now, the
d�ff�culty �s, to prevent the nobleman from cheat�ng and the pr�est
from betray�ng."
"There w�ll be no trouble about that. You have only to make death
the th�rd party."
"That �s what I came for," sa�d Marat They looked up.
"Good-day, Marat," sa�d Chabot; "we seldom see you at our
sess�ons."
"My doctor has ordered baths," repl�ed Marat.



"Ah, you had better beware of baths," cont�nued Chabot. "Seneca
d�ed �n a bath."
Marat sm�led.
"There �s no Nero here, Chabot."
"I should say there was, s�nce you are here," sa�d a gruff vo�ce.
It was Danton, who was pass�ng on h�s way towards h�s seat.
Marat d�d not turn round.
He thrust h�s head �n between the faces of Montaut and Chabot.
"L�sten, I have come on ser�ous bus�ness; one of us three must
propose the draft of a decree to the Convent�on to-day."
"I am not the man," sa�d Montaut. "They pay no attent�on to me; I am
a marqu�s."
"Ne�ther w�ll they l�sten to me; I am a Capuch�n," sa�d Chabot.
"Nor to me, for I am Marat"
A s�lence ensued.
Marat, absorbed �n h�s own thoughts, was not access�ble to
quest�ons; st�ll, Montaut ventured upon one.
"What decree would you l�ke the Assembly to pass, Marat?"
"A decree �nfl�ct�ng the penalty of death on any m�l�tary ch�ef who
allows a rebel pr�soner to escape."
Chabot �nterposed.
"There �s such a decree already; �t was made a law at the end of
Apr�l."
"That amounts to noth�ng whatever," sa�d Marat. "Everywhere
throughout the Vendée pr�soners are helped to escape, and any man
may shelter them w�th �mpun�ty."
"That �s because the decree �s no longer �n force, Marat."
"It must be rev�ved, Chabot."



"No doubt �t needs to be rev�ved."
"And to accompl�sh th�s we must address the Convent�on."
"There w�ll be no need to do that, Marat; the Comm�ttee of Publ�c
Safety w�ll suff�ce."
"The object w�ll be atta�ned," added Montaut, "�f the Comm�ttee of
Publ�c Safety order the decree to be placarded �n every Commune of
the Vendée, and make two or three su�table examples."
"Of men �n author�ty," rejo�ned Chabot. "Of the generals."
Marat mumbled between h�s teeth, "Yes, I suppose that w�ll answer."
"Marat," cont�nued Chabot, "go and say that to the Comm�ttee of
Publ�c Safety yourself."
Marat gazed stead�ly at h�m, wh�ch was not pleasant, even for a
Chabot.
"Chabot," he sa�d, "the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety meets at
Robesp�erre's house; I do not v�s�t Robesp�erre."
"Then I w�ll go myself," sa�d Montaut.
"Very well," repl�ed Marat.
The next day a mandate from the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety was
sent �n all d�rect�ons, order�ng the author�t�es of the c�t�es and v�llages
of the Vendée not only to publ�sh, but also str�ctly to execute, a
decree award�ng the penalty of death to all who were known to a�d
and abet the escape of br�gands and rebel pr�soners.
Th�s decree was but the f�rst step. The Convent�on was to go st�ll
farther than that. Several months later, on the 11th Bruma�re, �n the
year II. (November, 1793), when Laval opened �ts gates to the
Vendean fug�t�ves, �t decreed that every c�ty that sheltered rebels
should be demol�shed and destroyed.
The pr�nces of Europe, on the�r s�de, �n the man�festo of the Duke of
Brunsw�ck, suggested by the Ém�grés and drawn up by the Marqu�s
of L�nnon, steward to the Duke of Orleans, declared that every
Frenchman taken w�th arms �n h�s hand should be shot, and �f but a



ha�r fell from the head of the k�ng, Par�s should be razed to the
ground.
Cruelty aga�nst barbar�ty.

[1] Mon�teur, vol. x�x. p. 81.

PART III.

IN THE VENDÉE.

BOOK I.

THE VENDÉE.

I.

THE FORESTS.

There were �n Br�ttany at that t�me seven much-dreaded forests. The
Vendean war was a rebell�on among pr�ests, and the forest was the�r
aux�l�ary. The sp�r�ts of darkness help one another.
The seven Black Forests of Br�ttany were the forest of Fougères,
wh�ch bars the passage between Dol and Avranches; the forest of
Pr�ncé, e�ght m�les �n c�rcumference; the forest of Pa�mpont,
abound�ng �n rav�nes and brooks, and almost �naccess�ble �n the
d�rect�on of Ba�gnon, w�th an easy retreat towards Concornet, wh�ch
was a Royal�st town; the forest of Rennes, whence could be heard



the tocs�n of the Republ�can par�shes, always numerous �n the
ne�ghborhood of c�t�es,—there �t was that Puysaye lost Focard; the
forest of Machecoul, where Charette dwelt l�ke a w�ld beast; the
forest of La Garnache, belong�ng to the Trémo�lles, the Gauva�ns,
and the Rohans; and the forest of Brocél�ande, that had been
appropr�ated by the fa�r�es.
One nobleman �n Br�ttany was called the Se�gneur des Sept-Forêts,
and he was the V�scount de Fontenay, a Breton pr�nce.
For the Breton pr�nce was a creat�on qu�te d�st�nct from the French
pr�nce. The Rohans were Breton pr�nces. Gam�er de Sa�ntes, �n h�s
report to the Convent�on of the 15th N�vôse, year II., thus descr�bes
the Pr�nce de Talmont,—"That Capet of br�gands, the sovere�gn of
Ma�ne and Normandy."
The events that transp�red �n Breton forests from 1792 to 1800 would
form a h�story �n themselves, blend�ng l�ke a legend w�th the
stupendous affa�r of the Vendée.
There �s truth �n legend as well as �n h�story, but the nature of
legendary truth d�ffers from that of h�stor�c truth. The former may be
�nvent�on; but �ts result �s real�ty. Both, however, have the same a�m,
�nasmuch as each str�ves to dep�ct the eternal type of mank�nd under
the trans�tory spec�men.
The Vendée cannot be fully understood unless legend �s allowed to
supplement h�story; h�story must present the total effect, legend
descr�be the deta�ls.
We cannot refuse to acknowledge that the Vendée �s well worth the
trouble, for �t �s a prod�gy.
That War of the Ignorant, so dull and yet so splend�d, so detestable
and at the same t�me so magn�f�cent, was at once the despa�r and
the pr�de of the nat�on. In the act of wound�ng France, the Vendée
covered her w�th glory. There are t�mes when human soc�ety
presents en�gmas whose mean�ng becomes ev�dent to the w�se,
wh�le for the �gnorant �t rema�ns obscure, s�gn�fy�ng noth�ng more
than v�olence and barbar�sm. A ph�losopher �s slow to accuse. He



takes �nto cons�derat�on the d�sturbances caused by these problems,
wh�ch never pass w�thout cast�ng a shadow l�ke a cloud.
He who would understand the Vendée must p�cture the antagon�sm
of the French Revolut�on on the one hand, and the Breton peasant
on the other.
Face to face w�th these unparalleled events,—th�s tremendous
prom�se of every advantage at once, th�s f�t of rage on the part of
c�v�l�zat�on, th�s excess of �nfur�ated progress, to be accompan�ed by
an �mprovement that could ne�ther be measured nor understood,—
stands th�s ser�ous and pecul�ar savage, th�s man w�th the keen eyes
and long ha�r, who l�ves on m�lk and chestnuts; whose �deas are
bounded by h�s roof, by h�s hedge, and by h�s d�tch; who can
d�st�ngu�sh each v�llage by the sound of �ts bells; who dr�nks noth�ng
but water, yet wears a leather wa�stcoat worked w�th s�lken
arabesques,—a man uncult�vated, dressed �n embro�dered
garments, who tattoes h�s clothes as h�s ancestors the Celts used to
tattoo the�r faces; who respects h�s master �n the person of h�s
execut�oner; who speaks a dead language, wh�ch �s equ�valent to
keep�ng h�s m�nd �n a tomb, goad�ng h�s oxen, sharpen�ng h�s scythe,
hoe�ng h�s black gra�n, knead�ng h�s buckwheat cake; reverenc�ng,
f�rst h�s plough, and secondly h�s grandmother; bel�ev�ng �n the
Blessed V�rg�n, and �n the Wh�te Lady no less; worsh�pp�ng before
the altar, and also before the tall myster�ous stone set up �n the m�dst
of the moor,—a laborer �n the pla�n, a f�sherman on the coast, a
poacher �n the th�cket, devoted to h�s k�ngs, h�s pr�ests, h�s lords, and
to h�s very l�ce; a man of pens�ve mood, often stand�ng mot�onless
for hours on the w�de deserted shore, l�sten�ng gloom�ly to the
sound�ng sea.
Is �t then strange that th�s bl�nd man fa�led to apprec�ate the l�ght?

II.

MEN.



The peasant has conf�dence �n the f�eld that nour�shes h�m, no less
than �n the wood that serves to h�de h�m. It �s no easy matter to
conce�ve an �dea of the forests of Br�ttany. They were c�t�es �n
themselves. Noth�ng could be more secret, more s�lent, or more
�mpenetrable than those tangled th�ckets of br�ers and branches
offer�ng shelter, repose, and s�lence. No sol�tude could seem more
death-l�ke and sepulchral; �f one could, l�ke a flash of l�ghtn�ng, have
felled the ent�re forest at a s�ngle stroke, a swarm of human be�ngs
would have stood forth revealed w�th�n those shades.
Concealed on the outs�de by cover�ngs of stones and branches were
wells, round and narrow, s�nk�ng at f�rst vert�cally and then
hor�zontally, w�den�ng under the ground l�ke funnels, and end�ng �n
dark chambers. Wells l�ke these d�scovered by Westermann �n
Br�ttany were also found �n Egypt by Cambyses,—w�th th�s
d�fference, that wh�le the Egypt�an caves �n the desert held dead
men only, those �n the forests of Br�ttany conta�ned l�v�ng human
be�ngs. One of the w�ldest glades �n the woods of M�sdon,
�ntersected by subterranean passages and cells, where�n a
myster�ous populat�on moved to and fro, was called "la Grande
V�lle." Another glade, just as deserted above ground, and no less
populous below, was called "la Place Royale."
Th�s subterranean l�fe �n Br�ttany had ex�sted from t�me �mmemor�al.
Man had there sought refuge from h�s brother man. Hence these
h�d�ng-places, l�ke the dens of rept�les, hollowed out under the trees.
They dated from the t�mes of the Dru�ds, and some of the crypts
were as old as the dolmens. All the ev�l sp�r�ts of legend and the
monsters of h�story passed over th�s gloomy land,—Teutates, Cæsar,
Hoël, Néomène, Geoffrey of England, Ala�n of the �ron glove, P�erre
Mauclerc, the French house of Blo�s and the Engl�sh house of
Montfort, k�ngs and dukes, the n�ne barons of Br�ttany, the judges of
the Great Days, the counts of Nantes who wrangled w�th the counts
of Rennes, h�ghwaymen, band�tt�, Free Lances, René II., the
V�scount de Rohan, the k�ng's governors, the "good Duke de
Chaulnes" who hung the peasants under the w�ndows of Madame de
Sév�gné, the se�gnor�al butcher�es �n the f�fteenth century, rel�g�ous
wars �n the s�xteenth and seventeenth, and the th�rty thousand dogs



tra�ned to hunt men �n the e�ghteenth. Dur�ng th�s w�ld trampl�ng, the
people made up the�r m�nds that �t would be better for them to
d�sappear. One after the other, the troglodytes seek�ng to escape
from the Celts, the Celts from the Romans, the Bretons from the
Normans, the Huguenots from the Cathol�cs, and the smugglers from
the exc�se off�cers, had sought refuge f�rst �n the forests, then
underground. It �s thus that tyranny forces the nat�ons to the last
resource of the hunted beast. For two thousand years had
despot�sm, �n all �ts var�ed forms,—of conquest, vassalage,
fanat�c�sm, and taxat�on,—hunted down th�s unfortunate and
d�stracted Br�ttany; �t was l�ke an �nexorable battue constantly
chang�ng �ts method of attack. Men d�sappeared underground. Wh�le
that terror wh�ch �s a sort of rage was brood�ng �n human souls, and
the dens �n the forests were �n wa�t�ng for them, the French Republ�c
sprang �nto ex�stence. Br�ttany, th�nk�ng th�s compulsory del�verance
but a new form of oppress�on, broke �nto open rebell�on,—a m�stake
usually made by enslaved peoples.

III.

CONNIVANCE OF MEN AND FORESTS.

Thus the trag�c forests of Br�ttany once more resumed the�r anc�ent
rôle of servant and accompl�ce to revolut�on.
The subso�l of such a forest was l�ke a madrepore p�erced and
�ntersected �n all d�rect�ons by a secret labyr�nth of m�nes, cells, and
galler�es. Each of these h�dden cells was large enough to shelter f�ve
or s�x men; the only d�ff�culty was �n breath�ng. Certa�n myster�ous
c�phers have been preserved that g�ve us a clew to th�s powerful
organ�zat�on of the peasant rebell�on. In Ille-et-V�la�ne, �n the forest of
Pertre, where the Pr�nce de Talmont had taken refuge, not a breath
could be heard, not a trace of human l�fe was v�s�ble; and yet Focard
had there mustered s�x thousand men. In Morb�han, �n the forest of
Meulac, not a man of all the e�ght thousand there was to be seen.



These two forests, le Pertre and Meulac, are not, however, to be
reckoned among the great Breton forests. It would have been
dangerous walk�ng over the�r explos�ve so�l. These treacherous
copses, w�th the�r mult�tudes of combatants lurk�ng �n a sort of
subterranean labyr�nth, were l�ke great black sponges, from wh�ch,
beneath the pressure of Revolut�on's g�ant foot, c�v�l war gushed
forth. Inv�s�ble battal�ons were ly�ng �n wa�t. Th�s army, unknown to
the world, wound �ts way along under the feet of the Republ�can
arm�es, leap�ng out of the ground at t�mes �n vast numbers, and
d�sappear�ng as suddenly,—possess�ng the power of van�sh�ng at
w�ll no less than the g�ft of ub�qu�ty. It was l�ke the descend�ng
avalanche that leaves but a cloud of dust beh�nd, coloss� w�th a
marvellous gen�us for contract�on, g�ants �n warfare, dwarfs �n fl�ght,
jaguars w�th the hab�ts of moles. Moreover, there were woods as well
as forests. As the v�llage ranks below the c�ty, so the woods, bear a
s�m�lar relat�on to the forests, wh�ch they serve to connect after the
fash�on of a labyr�nth. Old castles, fortresses once upon a t�me,
hamlets that had been camps, farms covered w�th ambushes and
snares, d�v�ded by d�tches and fenced �n by trees, formed the
meshes of the net �n wh�ch the Republ�can arm�es were caught.
All th�s was called the Bocage.
There was the wood of M�sdon, w�th a pond �n �ts m�dst, held by Jean
Chouan; the wood of Gennes, held by Ta�llefer; the wood of La
Hu�sser�e, held by Gouge-le-Bruant; the wood of La Charn�e, held by
Court�llé-le-Bâtard, called the apostle Sa�nt Paul, ch�ef of the camp of
the Vache-No�re; the wood of Burgault, �n possess�on of that
en�gmat�cal Mons�eur Jacques, who was to meet w�th a myster�ous
death �n the vault of Juvarde�l; the wood of Charreau, where
P�mousse and Pet�t-Pr�nce, when attacked by the garr�son of
Châteauneuf, captured the grenad�ers from the ranks of the
Republ�cans �n a hand-to-hand encounter; the wood of La
Heureuser�e, wh�ch w�tnessed the defeat of the m�l�tary post of
Longue-Faye; the wood of L'Aulne, whence the road between
Rennes and Laval could be watched; the wood of La Gravelle, won
by a Pr�nce of La Tremo�lle �n a bowl�ng-match; the wood of Lorges
�n the Côtes-du-Nord, where Charles de Bo�shardy succeeded



Bernard de V�lleneuve; the wood of Bagnard, near Fontenay, where
Lescure offered battle to Chalbos,—a challenge accepted by the
latter although they were f�ve to one aga�nst h�m; the wood of La
Duronda�s, over wh�ch Ala�n le Redru and Hér�spoux, sons of
Charles the Bald, quarrelled �n former t�mes; the wood of Croque-
loup, on the edge of that moor where Coupereau used to shear the
pr�soners; the wood of La Cro�x-Bata�lle, w�tness to the Homer�c
�nsults hurled aga�nst each other by Jambe d'Argent and Mor�ère;
the wood of La Saudra�e, wh�ch the reader w�ll remember was
reconno�tred by the Par�s battal�on; and many others bes�des.
In several of these forests and woods there were not only
subterranean v�llages grouped around the burrow-l�ke headquarters
of the ch�ef, but actual hamlets composed of low cab�ns h�dden
under the trees �n such numbers that the forest was often f�lled w�th
them. Somet�mes the smoke betrayed the�r presence. Two among
these hamlets �n the forest of M�sdon have become famous,—
Lorr�ère, near Létang, and the group of huts called La Rue-de-Bau,
�n the d�rect�on of Sa�nt-Ouen-les-To�ts.

The women l�ved �n the huts, and the men �n the caves. The galler�es
of the fa�r�es and the old Celt�c m�nes were ut�l�zed for purposes of
warfare. Food was conveyed to the dwellers underground, and some
there were who, forgotten, d�ed of hunger. They, however, were
awkward fellows, who had not sense enough to uncover the�r wells.
Th�s cover, usually made of moss and branches, and arranged so
sk�lfully that �t was �mposs�ble to d�st�ngu�sh �t on the outs�de from the
surround�ng grass, was yet eas�ly opened and closed from the
�ns�de. A den l�ke th�s, known under the name of "la loge," was
hollowed out w�th great care, and the earth taken therefrom thrown
�nto some ne�ghbor�ng pond. The �ns�de walls and the floor were
afterwards l�ned w�th ferns and moss. It was fa�rly comfortable, save
for the lack of l�ght, f�re, bread, and a�r.
To r�se from underground and appear among the l�v�ng w�thout due
precaut�on, poss�bly to d�s�nter themselves at an �nappropr�ate



moment, would be a ser�ous bus�ness. They m�ght chance to
encounter an army on the march. Those were dangerous woods,
snares w�th a double trap. The Blues dared not enter, and the Wh�tes
dared not come out.

IV.

THEIR LIFE UNDER GROUND.

The men, wear�ed of l�v�ng �n these beasts' la�rs, would somet�mes
venture to come out by n�ght and dance on the ne�ghbor�ng moor; or
else they sa�d prayers, by way of k�ll�ng t�me. "Jean Chouan made us
say our beads from morn�ng t�ll n�ght," says Bourdo�seau.
It was almost �mposs�ble, when the season arr�ved, to prevent the
men of Bas-Ma�ne from go�ng to the Fête de la Gerbe. They clung to
the�r own �deas. Tranche-Montagne says that Denys d�sgu�sed
h�mself as a woman, to go to the play at Laval; after wh�ch he
returned to h�s den.
All at once they would rush out �n search of death, chang�ng one
tomb for another.
Somet�mes they would l�ft the cover of the�r grave and l�sten for any
chance sounds of battle �n the d�stance, follow�ng �t w�th the�r ears,
gu�ded by the steady f�re of the Republ�cans and the �nterm�ttent
shots of the Royal�sts. When the platoon-f�r�ng suddenly ceased,
they knew that the Royal�sts had lost the day; but �f the scatter�ng
shots cont�nued, reced�ng �nto the d�stance, �t was a s�gn that the
v�ctory was the�rs. The Wh�tes always pursued; the Blues never d�d
so, because the country was aga�nst them.
These underground bell�gerents were wonderfully well-�nformed.
Noth�ng could be more rap�d or more myster�ous than the�r means of
commun�cat�on. The br�dges and wagons had all been destroyed, yet
they found means to keep one another �nformed of all that went on,



and to send t�mely warn�ng. Messenger-stat�ons of danger were
establ�shed from forest to forest, from v�llage to v�llage, from hut to
hut, from bush to bush.
A stup�d-look�ng peasant m�ght be seen pass�ng along; he carr�ed
despatches �n h�s hollow staff.
Furn�shed by Boét�doux, a former const�tuent, w�th the modern
Republ�can passport, �n wh�ch a blank space �s left for the name,
bundles of wh�ch were �n the possess�on of that tra�tor, they were
enabled to travel from one end of Br�ttany to the other.

It was �mposs�ble to take them by surpr�se. Puysaye[1] states that
"secrets conf�ded to upwards of four thousand �nd�v�duals have been
rel�g�ously kept."
It seemed as though th�s quadr�lateral, closed on the south by the
l�ne from Sables to Thouars, on the east by that from Thouars to
Saumur as well as by the r�ver of Thoué, on the north by the Lo�re,
and on the west by the ocean, possessed a system of nerves �n
common, and that no s�ngle part of the ground could st�r w�thout
shak�ng the whole. In the tw�nkl�ng of an eye, they learned �n Luçon
what was go�ng on �n No�rmout�er, and the camp of La Loué knew
what was pass�ng �n the camp La Cro�x-Mor�neau. It was as �f the
b�rds had carr�ed the news. On the 7th Mess�dor, �n the year III.,
Hoche wrote: "One m�ght have supposed they had telegraphs."
They formed clans, as �n Scotland, and each par�sh had �ts own
capta�n. My father fought �n th�s war, and I know whereof I am
speak�ng.

V.

THEIR LIFE IN WARFARE.



Many of them had noth�ng but p�kes; but good hunt�ng-r�fles were
plent�ful, and no marksmen were more expert than the poachers of
the Bocage and the smugglers of Loroux. They were eccentr�c,
terr�ble, and �ntrep�d f�ghters. The proclamat�on of a decree to levy
three hundred thousand men was the s�gnal for r�ng�ng the tocs�n �n
s�x hundred v�llages. The flames burst forth �n all d�rect�ons at once.
Po�tou and the Anjou revolted on the same day. Let us remark that
the f�rst rumbl�ng was heard on the 8th of July, 1792, a month
prev�ous to the 10th of August, on the moor of Kerbader. Ala�n
Redeler, whose name �s now forgotten, was the forerunner of La
Rochejaquele�n and Jean Chouan. The Royal�sts forced all able-
bod�ed men to march, under penalty of death. They conf�scated
harnesses, wagons, and prov�s�ons. Sap�naud at once assembled
three thousand sold�ers, Cathel�neau ten thousand, Stofflet twenty
thousand, and Charette took possess�on of No�rmout�er. The
V�scount de Scépeaux roused the Haut-Anjou, the Cheval�er de
D�euz�e the Entre-V�la�ne-et-Lo�re, Tr�stan l'Herm�te the Bas-Ma�ne,
the barber Gaston the c�ty of Guéménée, and the Abbé Bern�er all
the others.
It requ�red but l�ttle to exc�te the masses. A great black cat was
placed �n the tabernacle of a pr�est who had taken the c�v�l oath,—a
"pr�est-juror," as he was called,—whence �t suddenly leaped forth �n
the m�ddle of the Mass. "It's the Dev�l!" cr�ed the peasants, and a
whole d�str�ct rose �n revolt. Somet�mes flames would be seen
�ssu�ng from the confess�onals. For assa�l�ng the Blues and cross�ng
the rav�nes, they had st�cks f�fteen feet long, called the "ferte,"—a
weapon of defence, wh�ch was l�kew�se ava�lable for fl�ght. In the
very heat of the confl�ct, when the peasants were attack�ng the
Republ�can squares, �f they chanced to see on the battlef�eld a cross
or a chapel, all fell on the�r knees and sa�d the�r prayers under the
f�re of the enemy; and after f�n�sh�ng the rosary, those who had not
been k�lled rushed upon the enemy. Alas! what g�ants were these!
They loaded the�r muskets on the run; that was the�r spec�al talent.
They could be made to bel�eve anyth�ng. The�r pr�ests showed them
other pr�ests whose necks had been reddened by a t�ghtly drawn
cord, say�ng to them: "These are the gu�llot�ned come to l�fe aga�n."
They had the�r f�ts of ch�valrous emot�on; they pa�d m�l�tary honors to



Fesque, a Republ�can standard-bearer, who had allowed h�mself to
be sabred w�thout once los�ng hold of h�s banner. These peasants
were at t�mes der�s�ve; they called the marr�ed Republ�can pr�ests
"sans-calottes devenus sans-culottes."[2] At f�rst they stood �n awe of
the cannon; but after a wh�le they dashed upon them w�th no other
weapons than the�r st�cks, and captured several. The f�rst one they
took was a f�ne bronze cannon, wh�ch they bapt�zed "le
M�ss�onna�re;" another gun, dat�ng from the t�mes of the Cathol�c
wars, and wh�ch had R�chel�eu's arms and an �mage of the V�rg�n
engraved upon �t, they named Mar�e-Jeanne. When they lost
Fontenay, they lost Mar�e-Jeanne, around wh�ch s�x hundred
peasants fell f�ght�ng w�th unfl�nch�ng courage.

Later, they recaptured Fontenay �n order to recover Mar�e-Jeanne,
wh�ch they brought back under the fleur-de-l�s flag, cover�ng �t w�th
flowers, and mak�ng the women who passed by k�ss �t. But two
cannon were �nsuff�c�ent. It was Stofflet who had captured Mar�e-
Jeanne; Cathel�neau, envy�ng h�m, left P�n-en-Mange, attacked
Jalla�s, and took possess�on of a th�rd one. Forest fell on Sa�nt-
Florent and captured a fourth. Two other commanders, Chouppes
and Sa�nt-Paul, were st�ll more successful. They manufactured
�m�tat�on-cannon from the trunks of trees, us�ng man�k�ns for
gunners; and w�th th�s art�llery, over wh�ch they made merry, they
forced the Blues to retreat to Mareu�l. At that t�me they were �n the
he�ght of the�r glory. Later, when Chalbos defeated La Marsonn�ère,
the peasants left beh�nd them on the d�shonored battlef�eld two
cannon, bear�ng the arms of England. At that t�me the French
pr�nces were pa�d by England, who, as Nant�at wr�tes on the 10th of
May, 1794, "rem�tted funds to Monse�gneur because Mr. P�tt was told
that �t was the proper th�ng to do." Mell�net, �n a report of the 31st of
March, says: "The cry of the rebels �s,'Long l�ve the Engl�sh!'" The
peasants tarr�ed for purposes of p�llage, for these devotees were
th�eves. Savages have the�r v�ces, and �t �s to these that c�v�l�zat�on
appeals. Puysaye says: "Several t�mes I have saved the town of
Plélan from p�llage." And aga�n he says that he refra�ned from



enter�ng Montfort: "I made a c�rcu�t �n order to avo�d the sack�ng of
the houses of the Jacob�ns."[3] They p�llaged Cholet; they sacked
Chalans; pass�ng by Granv�lle, they robbed V�lle-D�eu. They called
the country-people who jo�ned the Blues the "Jacob�n herd," and
exterm�nated them more f�ercely than they d�d the�r other foes. They
enjoyed carnage l�ke sold�ers, and revelled �n massacre l�ke
br�gands. To shoot the patauds was the�r del�ght. They called �t
break�ng the�r fast.
At Fontenay one of the�r pr�ests, named Barbot�n, k�lled an old man
w�th a blow from h�s sabre. At Sa�nt-Germa�n-sur-Ille [4] one of the�r
capta�ns, a nobleman, shot the sol�c�tor of the Commune, and took
h�s watch. At Machecoul for the space of f�ve weeks they made a
pract�ce of slaughter�ng the Republ�cans at the rate of th�rty a day.
Each str�ng of th�rty they called a rosary. Beh�nd th�s row of men
there was a trench prepared, �nto wh�ch the men fell back as they
were shot; and when, as somet�mes happened, a man was st�ll al�ve,
he was bur�ed as �f he were dead. Such acts have been w�tnessed �n
our own t�mes. Joubert, pres�dent of the d�str�ct, had h�s wr�sts sawed
off. They had handcuffs for the Blues made expressly to cut the
flesh. They slaughtered them �n the publ�c squares, sound�ng the
halloo. Charette, who s�gned h�mself, "Fratern�ty, Cheval�er
Charette," and who, l�ke Marat, wore a handkerch�ef knotted around
h�s brows, burned the c�ty of Porn�c, w�th the �nhab�tants �n the�r
dwell�ngs.
Meanwh�le Carr�er was fr�ghtful. Terror answered unto terror. The
Breton rebel looked very much l�ke the Greek �nsurgent, clad as he
was �n a short jacket, w�th a gun slung across h�s shoulders,
legg�ngs, w�de trousers of a mater�al not unl�ke fust�an. The lads
resembled a Greek klepht. Henr� de la Rochejaquele�n went �nto th�s
war at the age of twenty-one, armed w�th a pa�r of p�stols and a st�ck.
There were one hundred and f�fty-four d�v�s�ons �n the Vendean
army. They la�d regular s�eges. The c�ty of Bressu�re was �nvested by
them for three days. On a Good Fr�day ten thousand peasants
bombarded the c�ty of des Sables w�th red-hot cannon-balls. They
succeeded �n destroy�ng �n one day the fourteen Republ�can
cantonments from Mont�gné to Courbeve�lles. On the h�gh wall at



Thouars the follow�ng aston�sh�ng d�alogue was heard between La
Rochejaquele�n and a lad: "Fellow!" "Here I am."—"Lend me your
shoulders to cl�mb up on." "Take them."—"G�ve me your gun." "Here
�t �s." And La Rochejaquele�n leaped �nto the c�ty, and thus w�thout
the a�d of scal�ng-ladders they captured the very towers once
bes�eged by Duguescl�n. They valued a cartr�dge far beyond a gold
lou�s. They burst �nto tears whenever they lost s�ght of the�r v�llage
belfry. To run away seemed to them the s�mplest affa�r �n the world.
At such t�mes the�r leaders would excla�m, "Throw away your sabots,
but keep your guns!" When mun�t�ons fa�led, they sa�d the�r beads,
and proceeded to take the powder from the ca�ssons of the
Republ�can art�llery; and afterwards d'Elbée demanded powder from
the Engl�sh. On the approach of the enemy they concealed the�r
wounded �n the tall gra�n, or among the brakes, and came back for
them after the engagement was over. They wore no un�form, and
the�r cloth�ng was fall�ng to p�eces. Noblemen as well as peasants
wore any rags that came to hand. Roger Moul�n�ers was arrayed �n a
turban and dolman taken from the ward-robe of the Théâtre de La
Flèche; the Cheval�er de Beauv�ll�ers had a barr�ster's gown, and a
lady's bonnet over a woollen cap. All wore the wh�te belt and scarf.
The d�fferent grades were �nd�cated by a knot. Stofflet wore a red
knot, La Rochejaquele�n a black one. W�mpfen, a sem�-G�rond�st,
and who moreover had never been out of Normandy, wore the
armlets of the Carabots of Caen.
They had women �n the�r ranks,—Madame de Lescure, who
afterwards became Madame de la Rochejaquele�n; Thérèse de
Moll�en, m�stress of La Rouar�e, she who burned the l�st of par�shes;
Madame de la Rochefoucauld, young and beaut�ful, who sabre �n
hand rall�ed the peasants at the foot of the Tower of the Château
Puy-Rousseau; and Anto�nette Adams, styled the Cheval�er Adams,
so brave that when captured she was shot stand�ng, out of respect
for her courage. Th�s ep�c per�od was a cruel one. Men behaved l�ke
man�acs. Madame de Lescure del�berately walked her horse over
the Republ�cans who lay d�sabled on the battle-ground. She sa�d
they were dead, but very poss�bly they may have been only
wounded. There was occas�onally a tra�tor among the men, but
never among the women. It �s true, Mademo�selle Fleury of the



French Theatre forsook La Rouar�e for Marat; but that was for love's
sake. The commanders were often as �gnorant as the sold�ers. M. de
Sap�naud could not spell correctly; he wrote, "Nous or�ons de notre
cauté."

The leaders hated one another. The capta�ns of the Mara�s cr�ed,
"Down w�th the Mounta�neers!" The�r cavalry was few �n numbers,
and d�ff�cult to form. Puysaye wr�tes: "A man who would cheerfully
g�ve me h�s two sons grows cool when I ask for one of h�s horses."
Poles, p�tchforks, scythes, muskets, old and new, poacher's kn�ves,
sp�ts, �ron-po�nted cud-gels studded w�th na�ls,—such were the�r
weapons. Some carr�ed a cross made of two human bones. They
rushed to the attack w�th shouts, spr�ng�ng up at once from all
quarters,—from woods, h�lls, underbrush, and hollow roads,—
rang�ng themselves �n a c�rcle, k�ll�ng, exterm�nat�ng, str�k�ng terror,
and then d�sappear�ng. Whenever they passed a Republ�can town
they cut down the l�berty-pole, set �t on f�re, and form�ng �n a c�rcle,
danced around �t. All the�r act�v�ty was d�splayed by n�ght. The rule of
the Vendean �s to be always unexpected. They would march f�fteen
leagues �n utter s�lence, w�thout so much as st�rr�ng a blade of grass.
At n�ght, the�r ch�efs hav�ng determ�ned �n a counc�l of war at what
po�nt the Republ�can posts were to be surpr�sed the next day, they
loaded the�r muskets, mumbled the�r prayers, and tak�ng off the�r
sabots, f�led through the woods �n long columns, barefoot across the
heather and moss, no�seless, w�thout utter�ng a sound or draw�ng a
breath, l�ke a process�on of cats �n the darkness.

VI.

THE SOUL OF THE EARTH PASSES INTO MAN.



The number of the rebels �n the Vendée, �nclud�ng men, women, and
ch�ldren, cannot be est�mated at less than f�ve hundred thousand.
Tuff�n de la Rouar�e states the sum total of the combatants to have
been half a m�ll�on.
The federal�sts helped them, and the Vendée had the G�ronde on �ts
s�de also. Lozère sent th�rty thousand men �nto the Bocage. E�ght
departments formed a coal�t�on: f�ve �n Br�ttany, three �n Normandy.
Évreux, who fratern�zed w�th Caen, was represented �n the rebell�on
by Chaumont, �ts mayor, and Gardembas, a man of note. Buzot,
Gorsas, and Barbaroux at Caen, Br�ssot at Moul�ns, Chassan at
Lyons, Rabaut-Sa�nt-Ét�enne at N�smes, Me�llan and Duchâtel �n
Br�ttany, all fanned the flames of the furnace. There were two
Vendées,—the great army f�ght�ng �n the forests, and the smaller one
carry�ng on the war �n the bushes. And th�s marks the d�fference
between Charette and Jean Chouan. The l�ttle Vendée was s�mple-
m�nded and true; the great Vendée was corrupt. The l�ttle Vendée
was the better of the two. The rank of Marqu�s, l�eutenant-general of
the k�ng's arm�es, was bestowed upon Charette, and he rece�ved the
grand cross of Sa�nt-Lou�s. Jean Chouan rema�ned Jean Chouan.
Charette resembles a band�t, Jean Chouan �s more l�ke a palad�n of
old.
As to those magnan�mous ch�efs, Bonchamps, Lescure, La
Rochejaquele�n, they were m�staken; the great Cathol�c army was an
�nsane attempt, upon whose heels d�saster was sure to follow;
�mag�ne a crowd of peasants storm�ng Par�s, a coal�t�on of v�llages
bes�eg�ng the Pantheon, a chorus of Chr�stmas hymns and prayers
str�v�ng to drown the Marse�lla�se, a cohort of rust�cs rush�ng upon a
leg�on of enl�ghtened m�nds. Mans and Savenay chast�sed th�s folly.
The Vendée could not cross the Lo�re; that was a str�de beyond �ts
power. C�v�l war can make no conquests. Cross�ng the Rh�ne
conf�rms the power of Cæsar and adds to that of Napoleon; cross�ng
the Lo�re k�lls La Rochejaquele�n. The genu�ne Vendée �s the Vendée
at home: there �t �s more than �nvulnerable; �t �s unconquerable. At
home the Vendée �s smuggler, laborer, sold�er, shepherd, poacher,
sharpshooter, goat-herd, bell-r�nger, peasant, spy, assass�n,
sacr�stan, and w�ld beast.



La Rochejaquele�n �s only an Ach�lles, wh�le Jean Chouan �s a
Proteus.
The Vendée fa�led. Other revolts have been successful, that �n
Sw�tzerland for �nstance. The d�fference between mounta�n
�nsurgents l�ke the Sw�ss and forest �nsurgents l�ke the Vendean,
ex�sts �n the fact that almost �nvar�ably, ow�ng to some fatal �nfluence
of h�s surround�ngs, the former f�ghts for an �deal, wh�le the latter
f�ghts for a prejud�ce. The one soars, the other crawls. The one f�ghts
for human�ty, the other for sol�tude; the one demands l�berty, the
other �solat�on; the one defends the commune, the other the par�sh.
"The Commons! The Commons!" cr�ed the heroes of Morat. The one
has to do w�th prec�p�ces, the other w�th quagm�res; the one �s the
man of torrents and foam�ng streams, the other of stagnant pools
whence fever r�ses; one has the blue sky above h�s head, the other a
th�cket; one �s on the mounta�n-top, the other among the shadows.
An educat�on that �s ga�ned upon the he�ghts �s qu�te a d�fferent affa�r
from that of the shallows.
A mounta�n �s a fortress; a forest �s an ambush; the former �nsp�res
courage, the latter teaches tr�ckery. The anc�ents placed the�r gods
upon a p�nnacle, and the�r satyrs w�th�n copses. The satyr �s a
savage, half man, half beast. Free countr�es have the�r Apenn�nes,
Alps, Pyrenees, an Olympus. Parnassus �s a mounta�n. Mont Blanc
was the g�gant�c aux�l�ary of W�ll�am Tell. Look�ng beyond and above
those t�tan�c contests between human �ntellect and the darkness of
n�ght, wh�ch form the subjects of the poems of Ind�a, one sees
H�malaya tower�ng overhead. Greece, Spa�n, Italy, Helvet�a have the
mounta�ns for the�r �nsp�rat�on. C�mmer�a, whether �t be Germany or
Br�ttany, has but the woods. The forest tends to barbar�sm.
The format�on of the so�l �nfluences man �n many of h�s act�ons. It �s
more of an accompl�ce than one m�ght �mag�ne. When we cons�der
certa�n w�ld scenery, we feel tempted to exonerate man and accuse
Nature; we are consc�ous of an occult provocat�on on the part of
Nature; the desert has somet�mes an unwholesome �nfluence upon
the consc�ence, espec�ally on one that �s not enl�ghtened. A
consc�ence may be g�gant�c,—take for example Socrates or the



Chr�st; �t may be dwarf-l�ke, �n wh�ch case we f�nd Atreus and Judas.
A narrow consc�ence soon d�splays the attr�butes of the rept�le; �t
del�ghts to haunt the d�m forests, �t �s attracted by the brambles, the
thorns, the marshes underneath the branches, and absorbs the ev�l
�nfluences of the place. Opt�cal �llus�ons, myster�ous m�rages, the
terrors of the hour and the place, �nsp�re a man w�th that sort of half-
rel�g�ous, half-an�mal fear wh�ch �n every-day l�fe begets superst�t�on,
and �n t�mes of w�ld exc�tements degenerates �nto brutal�ty.
Halluc�nat�on holds the torch that l�ghts the path to murder. A vert�go
se�zes the br�gand. Nature, marvellous as she �s, holds a double
mean�ng that dazzles great m�nds and bl�nds the savage soul. When
man �s �gnorant, and the desert �s al�ve w�th v�s�ons, the gloom of
sol�tude �s added to the bl�ndness of the �ntell�gence; hence the
abyss that somet�mes yawns �n the human soul. There are certa�n
rocks, rav�nes, copses, we�rd spaces between the trees, reveal�ng
the blackness of the n�ght, that �nc�te man to mad and cruel deeds.
One m�ght say that the ev�l f�end possesses such spots. What trag�c
scenes has not the gloomy h�ll between Ba�gnon and Plélan beheld!
W�de hor�zons tend to enlarge the m�nd; l�m�ted hor�zons, on the
contrary, c�rcumscr�be �t; hence men naturally k�nd-hearted, such, for
�nstance, as Jean Chouan, grow narrow-m�nded.
It �s the hatred of narrow m�nds for l�beral �deas that fetters the march
of progress. The Vendean war, a quarrel between the local and the
un�versal �dea, the contest of peasant and patr�ot, may be summed
up �n two words,—the v�llage commun�ty and the fatherland.

VII.

THE VENDÉE HAS RUINED BRITTANY.



Br�ttany �s an old rebel. In all her revolts �n the past two thousand
years she has had the r�ght on her s�de unt�l now; �n her last rebell�on
she was wrong. And yet, after all, whether she was f�ght�ng aga�nst
revolut�on or aga�nst monarchy, aga�nst the act�ng representat�ve or
aga�nst the rul�ng dukes and peers, aga�nst the f�nanc�al resource of
the ass�gnats or the oppress�on of the salt-tax,—whoever m�ght be
f�ght�ng, whether �t were N�colas Rap�n, Franço�s de La Noue,
Capta�n Pluv�aut, and The Lady of La Garnache, or Stofflet,
Coquereau, and Lechandel�er de P�errev�lle, and whether they were
f�ght�ng under M. de Rohan aga�nst the k�ng, or under M. de La
Rochejaquele�n for the k�ng, �t was pract�cally the same war, that of
local government aga�nst central�zat�on.
These anc�ent prov�nces m�ght be compared w�th a pond; stagnant
water �s not �ncl�ned to flow; the w�nd, �nstead of rous�ng �t to l�fe,
s�mply �rr�tates �t. France ended at F�n�stère; that was the l�m�t of the
space granted to man, and there the forward march of generat�ons
ceased. "Pause!" cr�es the ocean to the land, and barbar�sm to
c�v�l�zat�on. Whenever �t feels the �nfluence of any exc�tement �n
Par�s, whatever may be the occas�on thereof, monarchy or republ�c,
despot�sm or l�berty, �t �s an �nnovat�on, and Br�ttany br�stles w�th
alarm, and says, "Let us alone! What do you want of us?" The
Mara�s se�zes �ts p�tchfork, and the Bocage grasps �ts musket. All our
attempts at reform �n matters of educat�on and leg�slat�on, our
ph�losoph�cal systems, our men of gen�us, our tr�umphs, fa�l before
the Houroux; the tocs�n of Bazouges holds the French Revolut�on �n
awe; the moor of Faou def�es the stormy assembl�es on our publ�c
squares; and the belfry of Haut-des-Près declares war aga�nst the
Tower of the Louvre. Terr�ble bl�ndness!
The Vendean �nsurrect�on was a melancholy m�sunderstand�ng.
An affray on a g�gant�c scale, wrangl�ng among T�tans, a colossal
rebell�on, fated to bequeath but one word to h�story, The Vendée,—a
glor�ous though melancholy word, devot�ng �tself to death for the
absent, sacr�f�c�ng �tself to egot�sm, squander�ng �ts dauntless
courage, offer�ng �tself �n the cause of cowards, w�th ne�ther fores�ght



nor strategy, w�thout tact�cs, plan, or a�m, follow�ng no leader,
accept�ng no respons�b�l�ty, show�ng how powerless the human w�ll
may become, un�t�ng the sp�r�t of ch�valry w�th the deeds of the
savage, absurd�ty at �ts he�ght, darkness screen�ng �tself from the
l�ght, �gnorance offer�ng a determ�ned res�stance to truth, just�ce,
r�ght, reason, and del�verance, the terror of e�ght years, the
devastat�on of fourteen departments, the ravages �n the f�elds, the
destruct�on of crops, the burn�ng of v�llages, the ru�n of c�t�es, the
massacre of women and ch�ldren, the torch appl�ed to the thatch, the
sword plunged �nto the heart, the terror of c�v�l�zat�on, the hope of Mr.
P�tt,—such was th�s war, an unreason�ng attempt at parr�c�de.
On the whole, the Vendée has served the cause of progress by
show�ng the necess�ty of scatter�ng the anc�ent shadows of Br�ttany
by d�scharg�ng �nto �ts th�ckets all the arrows of enl�ghtenment
Catastrophes have a gloomy way of settl�ng affa�rs.

[1] Vol. ��. p. 35.

[2] The uncapped become unbreeched.—TR.
[3] Puysaye, vol. ��. pp. 187, 434.

[4] Ib�d., p. 35.

BOOK II.

THE THREE CHILDREN.

I.

PLUS QUAM CIVILIA BELLA.



The summer of 1792 had been a very ra�ny one; but that of 1793
was so extremely warm that, although the c�v�l war had gone far
towards ru�n�ng the roads �n Br�ttany, the people—thanks to the f�ne
weather—were able to travel from place to place, for a dry so�l
makes the best road.
At the close of a clear July day, about an hour after sunset, a man on
horseback, r�d�ng from the d�rect�on of Avranches, stopped before
the l�ttle �nn called the Cro�x-Blanchard, s�tuated at the entrance of
Pontorson. For some years �ts s�gn had borne the follow�ng
�nscr�pt�on: "Good c�der obta�ned here." The day had been a very
warm one, but now the w�nd was beg�nn�ng to r�se.
The traveller was wrapped �n an ample cloak that fell over h�s
horse's back. He wore a broad-br�mmed hat, ornamented w�th a
tr�colored cockade, wh�ch was rather a bold th�ng to do �n a country
l�ke th�s, w�th �ts hedges and sharpshoot�ng, for wh�ch a cockade
offered an excellent target. The cloak fastened around h�s neck was
pushed back, leav�ng h�s arms free, and reveal�ng at the same t�me a
tr�colored belt and the butts of two p�stols protrud�ng from �t, wh�le a
sabre hung down below the cloak. At the sound of the horses hoofs
stopp�ng before the �nn the door opened, and the landlord came out,
hold�ng a lantern �n h�s hand. It was just at tw�l�ght, when �t �s st�ll l�ght
out of doors, although dark w�th�n.
The host glanced at the cockade.
"Do you mean to stop here, c�t�zen?"
"No."
"Where are you go�ng, then?"
"To Dol."
"In that case, you would do better to return to Avranches, or else
rema�n at Pontorson."
"Why so?"
"Because they are f�ght�ng at Dol."
"Ah!" sa�d the r�der; then he cont�nued, "G�ve my horse some oats."



The host, hav�ng brought the trough and poured the oats �nto �t,
proceeded to unbr�dle the horse, wh�ch began at once snuff�ng and
champ�ng, wh�le the d�alogue went on.
"Is th�s one of the requ�s�t�on horses, c�t�zen?" "No."
"Does �t belong to you?"
"Yes. I bought h�m and pa�d for h�m."
"Where do you come from?"
"From Par�s."
"Not d�rectly?"
"No."
"I should say not. The roads are blocked; but the post st�ll runs."
"As far as Alençon. I left �t there."
"Ah, �t w�ll not be long before we shall have no more posts �n France.
The horses are all gone; one worth three hundred francs costs s�x
hundred, and the pr�ce of fodder �s beyond all reason. I used to be a
postmaster; and now, you see, I keep a tavern. Out of th�rteen
hundred and th�rteen postmasters, two hundred have res�gned. Have
you been travell�ng accord�ng to the new tar�ff, c�t�zen?"
"You mean the tar�ff of the 1st of May? Yes."
"Twenty sous a post for a carr�age, twelve for a g�g, f�ve for a van.
D�d you not buy th�s horse at Alençon?"
"Yes."
"And you have been travell�ng all day?"
"Yes, s�nce dawn."
"And yesterday?"
"And the day before."
"I should th�nk so. You came by the way of Domfront and Morta�n."
"And Avranches."



"You had better take my adv�ce, and rest, c�t�zen. Are you not t�red?
Your horse certa�nly �s."
"Horses may be t�red, but men have no r�ght to g�ve way to fat�gue."
Aga�n the host gazed at the traveller, whose face, grave, calm, and
severe, was framed by gray ha�r.
Cast�ng a glance along the road, that was deserted as far as the eye
could reach, he sa�d,—
"And so you are travell�ng alone."
"I have an escort."
"Where �s �t?"
"My sabre and p�stols."
The �nnkeeper went for a pa�l of water; and wh�le he was water�ng
the horse he contemplated the traveller, say�ng to h�mself, "He looks
l�ke a pr�est, all the same."
The r�der cont�nued,—
"You say there �s f�ght�ng at Dol?"
"Yes. They are just about ready to beg�n."
"Who �s f�ght�ng?"
"One c�-devant aga�nst another."
"How �s that?"
"I mean that the c�-devant who �s a Republ�can �s f�ght�ng aga�nst
another who takes s�des w�th the k�ng."
"But there �s no longer a k�ng."
"There �s the l�ttle fellow. But the strangest part �s that the two c�-
devants are related to each other."
Here the r�der l�stened attent�vely, wh�le the �nnkeeper cont�nued:—
"One �s a young man, and the other an old one. It �s the grand-
nephew f�ght�ng aga�nst h�s great-uncle. The uncle �s a Royal�st,
wh�le the nephew �s a patr�ot; the uncle commands the Wh�tes, the



nephew the Blues. Ah! they w�ll show no mercy to each other, you
may be sure! It �s a war to death!"
"Death?"
"Yes, c�t�zen. Perhaps you m�ght l�ke to see the pol�te speeches they
fl�ng at each other's head. Here �s a placard, wh�ch the old man has
managed to post on all the houses and trees, and wh�ch I found had
been stuck on my very door."
The host held up h�s lantern to a square b�t of paper glued upon one
of the panels of h�s door, and as �t was wr�tten �n very large
characters, the r�der was able to read �t as he sat �n h�s saddle:—
"The Marqu�s de Lantenac has the honor to �nform h�s grand-nephew
the V�scount Gauva�n that �f the Marqu�s �s so fortunate as to take
h�m pr�soner, M. le V�scount may rest assured that he w�ll be
speed�ly shot."
"And here �s the reply," cont�nued the �nnkeeper.
He turned so as to throw the l�ght of h�s lantern upon a second
placard on the other panel of the door, d�rectly oppos�te the f�rst one.

"Gauva�n warns Lantenac that �f he catches h�m he w�ll
have h�m shot."

"Yesterday the f�rst placard was posted on my door," sa�d the host,
"and th�s morn�ng came the second. He was not kept wa�t�ng for h�s
answer."
The traveller, �n an undertone, as though speak�ng to h�mself, uttered
certa�n words wh�ch the �nnkeeper caught w�thout fully understand�ng
the�r mean�ng:—
"Yes, th�s �s more than wag�ng war aga�nst one's nat�ve land; �t �s
carry�ng �t �nto the fam�ly. And �t must needs be done; great
regenerat�ons are only to be purchased at th�s pr�ce."
And the traveller, w�th h�s eyes st�ll r�veted to the second placard,
l�fted h�s hand to h�s hat and saluted �t.
The host cont�nued:—



"You see, c�t�zen, th�s �s the way matters stand. In the c�t�es and �n
larger towns we are �n favor of revolut�on, but �n the country they are
opposed to �t; wh�ch amounts to say�ng that we are Frenchmen �n the
c�t�es, and Bretons �n the v�llages. It �s a war between the peasants
and the townspeople. They call us patauds,[1] and we call them
rustauds.[2] They have the nobles and the pr�ests on the�r s�de."
"Not all of them," �nterrupted the r�der.
"That �s true, c�t�zen, for here we have a V�scount f�ght�ng aga�nst a
Marqu�s; and I ver�ly bel�eve," he added as�de, "that I am speak�ng to
a pr�est at th�s m�nute."
"Wh�ch of the two �s l�kely to ga�n the day?"
"I should say the V�scount, so far. But he has a hard t�me of �t. The
old man �s a tough customer. They belong to the Gauva�ns, a noble
fam�ly �n these parts, of wh�ch there are two branches; the Marqu�s
de Lantenac �s the head of the older, and the V�scount Gauva�n of
the younger branch. To-day the two branches are f�ght�ng each other.
You never see th�s among trees, but often among men. Th�s Marqu�s
de Lantenac �s all-powerful �n Br�ttany; the peasants regard h�m as a
pr�nce. On the very day he landed he rall�ed e�ght thousand men; �n
a week three hundred par�shes had r�sen. If he had only been able to
establ�sh a foothold on the coast, the Engl�sh would have made a
descent. Luck�ly Gauva�n, who, strange to say, �s h�s grand-nephew,
was on the spot. He �s a Republ�can commander, and has got the
upper hand of h�s great-uncle. And then, as good luck would have �t,
th�s Lantenac at the t�me of h�s arr�val, when he was massacr�ng a
mult�tude of pr�soners, gave orders to have two women shot, one of
whom had three ch�ldren, who had been adopted by a Par�s
battal�on. Th�s roused the rage of the battal�on, wh�ch �s called the
Bonnet-Rouge. There are but few of the or�g�nal Par�s�ans left, but
they are desperate f�ghters. They have been �ncorporated �nto
Commandant Gauva�n's d�v�s�on. Noth�ng can res�st them. The�r
great object �s to avenge the women and recapture the ch�ldren. No
one knows what the old Marqu�s d�d w�th the l�ttle ones, and that �s
what �nfur�ates the Par�s�an grenad�ers. Had not these ch�ldren been
m�xed up �n �t, th�s war would not have been what �t �s. The V�scount



�s a good and brave young fellow; but the old man �s a terr�ble
Marqu�s. The peasants call th�s the war of Sa�nt M�chel aga�nst
Beelzebub. You know, maybe, that Sa�nt M�chel �s the patron of
these parts. There �s a mounta�n named after h�m �n the m�ddle of
the bay. They g�ve h�m cred�t for conquer�ng the Dev�l and bury�ng
h�m under another h�ll not far away, called Tombela�ne."
"Yes," murmured the r�der. "Tumba Belen�,—the tomb of Belenus,
Belus, Bel, Bel�al, Beelzebub."
"I see that you are well �nformed." And the host sa�d to h�mself,—
"He knows Lat�n; surely he must be a pr�est." Then he added:—
"Well, c�t�zen, th�s war �s beg�nn�ng all over aga�n for the peasants.
No doubt they th�nk the Royal�st general �s Sa�nt M�chel, and the
patr�ot commander Beelzebub; but �f there �s a dev�l �t �s Lantenac,
and Gauva�n �s an angel �f there ever was one. W�ll you take noth�ng,
c�t�zen?"
"I have my gourd and a b�t of bread. But you have not told me what
�s go�ng on at Dol."
"To be sure; well, Gauva�n �s �n command of the explor�ng d�v�s�on of
the coast. Now, Lantenac's plan was to st�r up a general �nsurrect�on,
to br�ng Lower Normandy to the a�d of Lower Br�ttany, to throw open
the door to P�tt, and to lend a help�ng hand to the great Vendean
army �n the shape of twenty thousand Engl�sh and two hundred
thousand peasants. Gauva�n has checkmated th�s plan. He holds the
coast and dr�ves Lantenac back �nto the �nter�or and the Engl�sh �nto
the sea. Lantenac was here, but Gauva�n d�slodged h�m, recaptured
Pont-au-Beau, drove h�m out from Avranches and V�lled�eu, and
prevented h�m from reach�ng Granv�lle. He �s manoeuvr�ng now to
force h�m to retreat �nto the forest of Fougères, and there to surround
h�m. Yesterday everyth�ng was favorable, and Gauva�n was here w�th
h�s d�v�s�on. All at once, m�nd you, the old man, who �s a shrewd one,
made a po�nt; the news came that he had marched on Dol. If he
should take �t, and succeeds �n establ�sh�ng a battery on Mont-Dol,—
for he has art�llery,—that w�ll g�ve the Engl�sh a chance to land, and
then all �s lost. That �s the reason why Gauva�n, who has a head on



h�s shoulders, know�ng there was not a moment to be lost, consulted
no one; nor d�d he wa�t for orders, but g�v�ng the s�gnal to saddle,
and harness�ng h�s art�llery, he collected h�s troops, drew h�s sabre,
and wh�le Lantenac �s hurry�ng towards Dol, Gauva�n �s all ready to
pounce upon Lantenac; and Dol �s to be the place where these two
Breton heads w�ll clash, and a famous crash �t w�ll be. They are at �t
now."
"How long does �t take to reach Dol?"
"For troops w�th art�llery carr�ages, at least three hours; but they are
there now."
The traveller, as he l�stened, sa�d,—
"You are r�ght; I th�nk I can hear the cannon." The host, too, was
l�sten�ng.
"Yes, c�t�zen, and the f�r�ng �s steady. You had better spend the n�ght
here. There �s noth�ng to be ga�ned by go�ng over there."
"I cannot stop. I must cont�nue my journey."
"You are wrong. I do not know anyth�ng about your bus�ness, but the
r�sk �s great, and unless all that you hold dearest �n the world �s at
stake—"
"That �s prec�sely the state of th�ngs," repl�ed the r�der.
"Now, suppos�ng your son—"
"You are very near the truth," sa�d the r�der.
The �nnkeeper ra�sed h�s head as he sa�d to h�mself,—
"And yet I thought th�s c�t�zen was a pr�est." Then, after a moment's
reflect�on, he added: "But a pr�est may have ch�ldren, after all."
"Put the br�dle back on my horse," sa�d the traveller. "How much do I
owe you?"
After rece�v�ng h�s pay, the host put the trough and bucket aga�nst
the wall, and came back to the traveller.



"S�nce you are determ�ned to go, take my adv�ce. You must be go�ng
to Sa�nt-Malo. Now, then, do not go by the way of Dol. There are two
roads,—one lead�ng through Dol, and the other along the coast.
There �s very l�ttle d�fference �n the�r length. The road along the coast
passes through Sa�nt-Georges-de-Breha�gne, Cherrue�x, and H�relle-
V�v�er. You leave Dol to the south, and Cancale to the north, and at
the end of th�s street, c�t�zen, you w�ll come to a place where the two
roads fork,—that of Dol to the left, that of Sa�nt-Georges-de-
Breha�gne to the r�ght. Mark my words: �f you go to Dol, you w�ll
plunge headlong �nto the massacre; so do not take the left-hand
turn�ng, but keep to the r�ght."
"Thank you," sa�d the traveller.
And he set spurs to h�s horse.
As �t was now qu�te dark, he soon van�shed �n the gloom, and the
�nnkeeper lost s�ght of h�m.
When the traveller reached the end of the street where the two roads
forked, he heard the vo�ce of the �nnkeeper call�ng to h�m from the
d�stance,—
"Turn to your r�ght!"
He turned to the left.

II.

DOL.

Dol, a Franco-Span�sh c�ty �n Br�ttany, as the old records call �t, �s not
really a c�ty; �t �s a street,—a grand old Goth�c street, w�th rows of
houses supported by p�llars on both s�des of �t. These houses are not
bu�lt �n stra�ght l�nes, but stand �rregularly, now and then elbow�ng
�nto the street, wh�ch �s, to be sure, a very w�de one. The rest of the



town �s a mere network of lanes, all lead�ng �nto th�s great d�ametr�cal
street,—empty�ng �nto �t, one m�ght say, l�ke streams �nto a r�ver, w�th
Mont-Dol tower�ng above �t. The c�ty, w�th ne�ther gates nor walls,
could not have w�thstood a s�ege; but the street was qu�te capable of
susta�n�ng one. The houses, l�ke promontor�es, wh�ch but f�fty years
ago were st�ll stand�ng, and the two p�llared galler�es border�ng the
street, made �t a strong and well-n�gh �mpregnable redoubt. Each of
the houses was a fortress �n �tself, and the enemy would have found
h�mself forced to capture them one by one. Almost �n the m�ddle of
the street stood the old market.
The �nnkeeper of the Cro�x-Branchard had told the truth; a fur�ous
battle was rag�ng �n Dol even wh�le he was speak�ng. A nocturnal
duel between the Wh�tes who arr�ved �n the morn�ng and the Blues
who appeared at n�ght had burst suddenly upon the town. The forces
were unequal, the Wh�tes number�ng s�x thousand, wh�le the Blues
were only f�fteen hundred; but they fought w�th equal fury. Surpr�s�ng
as �t may seem, �t was the f�fteen hundred who attacked the s�x
thousand.
A mob p�tted aga�nst a phalanx. On one s�de were s�x thousand
peasants, w�th �mages of the Sacred Heart upon the�r leathern
wa�stcoats, wh�te r�bbons on the�r round hats, Chr�st�an emblems on
the�r leather cuffs, rosar�es hang�ng from the�r belts, carry�ng
p�tchforks oftener than sabres, and carb�nes w�thout bayonets,
dragg�ng along cannon by means of ropes, wretchedly equ�pped,
und�sc�pl�ned, w�th no su�table weapons, yet mad w�th rage. On the
other s�de were f�fteen thousand sold�ers, wear�ng three-cornered
hats w�th the tr�colored cockade, long-ta�led coats, w�th broad lapels,
and shoulder-belts crossed, short sabres w�th copper h�lts, muskets
w�th long bayonets, well-dr�lled and d�sc�pl�ned, obed�ent though
savage, know�ng how to obey l�ke men who could at need command,
volunteers l�ke the others, but patr�ots w�thal, although barefooted
and �n rags; palad�ns �n the shape of peasants f�ght�ng �n defence of
Monarchy; barefooted heroes �n the ranks of the Revolut�on; wh�le
the l�fe and soul of both Royal�sts and Republ�cans was centred �n
the�r leaders,—Lantenac, the man advanced �n years, and the young
Gauva�n.



Stand�ng s�de by s�de �n the Revolut�on w�th young g�ants l�ke
Danton, Sa�nt-Just, and Robesp�erre, were the �deal and youthful
forms of Hoche and Marceau, and l�ke unto them was Gauva�n.
Gauva�n was th�rty years of age, w�th the chest of Hercules, the
solemn eye of a prophet, and the laugh of a ch�ld. He never smoked;
he ne�ther drank nor swore. He carr�ed a dress�ng-case w�th h�m
throughout the ent�re war, and took great care of h�s na�ls, h�s teeth,
and h�s luxur�ant brown ha�r. Whenever they halted, �t was h�s hab�t
carefully to shake h�s commander's un�form, r�ddled w�th balls and
wh�tened w�th dust as �t was. Though always rush�ng headlong �nto
the th�ckest of the fray, he had never been wounded. H�s vo�ce,
unusually melod�ous, could assume at need the �mperat�ve r�ng of
command. He set the example of sleep�ng on the ground, �n the
w�nd, the ra�n, and the snow, wrapped �n h�s cloak, w�th h�s charm�ng
head rest�ng on a stone. H�s was a hero�c and �nnocent soul. Let h�m
but take a sabre �n h�s hand, he was stra�ghtway transformed. He
had that effem�nate aspect that changes to someth�ng form�dable �n
battle.
A th�nker and ph�losopher w�thal; �n short, a youthful sage. Beaut�ful
to look upon as Alc�b�ades, h�s speech showed the w�sdom of
Socrates.
In that grand �mprov�sat�on wh�ch men called the French Revolut�on,
th�s young man at once became a leader.
The d�v�s�on wh�ch he had formed was l�ke a Roman leg�on; an army
on a small scale, complete �n �tself; �t cons�sted of �nfantry and
cavalry; �t had �ts scouts, �ts p�oneers, �ts sappers, �ts eng�neers; and
as the Roman leg�on had �ts catapults, th�s army had �ts cannon.
Three well-mounted p�eces strengthened the d�v�s�on, wh�le leav�ng �t
easy to handle.
Lantenac was also a m�l�tary leader, but a more accompl�shed one,—
more caut�ous, and at the same t�me more dar�ng. The ver�table old
hero �s cooler than a younger man, because he �s farther removed
from the heyday of l�fe, and more dar�ng from the consc�ousness that
he �s nearer death. What has he to lose? So sl�ght a matter. Th�s
expla�ns the bold and yet sc�ent�f�c manoeuvres of Lantenac. Yet on



the whole, �n th�s obst�nate wrestl�ng-match between the old and the
young, Gauva�n almost always had the advantage, and he owed th�s
rather to chance than to anyth�ng �n h�mself. Every sort of good-
fortune, even though �t may be terr�ble, falls to the lot of youth.
V�ctory has someth�ng fem�n�ne �n �ts nature.
Lantenac was exasperated w�th Gauva�n; f�rst, because h�s nephew
had defeated h�m, and second, because he was h�s nephew. What
possessed h�m to be Jacob�n?—a Gauva�n! Unruly youngster that he
was. H�s he�r,—for the Marqu�s had no ch�ldren,—a great-nephew,
almost a grandch�ld! "Ah!" cr�ed th�s quas� grandfather, "�f he falls �nto
my hands, I w�ll k�ll h�m l�ke a dog."
The Republ�c, moreover, had good reason to feel uneasy about th�s
Marqu�s de Lantenac. He had no sooner landed than �ts terror
began. The mere utterance of h�s name was l�ke a powder-tra�n
spread through the Vendean �nsurrect�on, of wh�ch he stra�ghtway
became the centre. In a revolt of th�s k�nd, where each one �s jealous
of h�s ne�ghbor, where each has h�s bush or h�s rav�ne, �f a super�or
leader appears, the separate ch�efs who have been on a level w�ll
rally round h�m and subm�t themselves to h�s author�ty. Nearly all the
forest capta�ns had jo�ned Lantenac, and whether near or remote,
they all obeyed h�m. Only Gavard, who had been the f�rst to jo�n h�m,
had departed. And why was th�s? Because he had enjoyed the
conf�dence of the Republ�c and been �n a pos�t�on of author�ty.
Gavard had held all the secrets and had adopted the old-fash�oned
system of c�v�l war, wh�ch Lantenac had come to change and
replace. A successor can hardly agree w�th a man of that stamp. The
shoe of La Rouar�e was not a f�t for Lantenac, and so Gavard had
gone to jo�n Bonchamp.
Lantenac belonged to the m�l�tary school of Freder�c II.; he
understood the art of warfare, wh�ch cons�sts of comb�n�ng the
greater w�th the lesser; he favored ne�ther the great Cathol�c and
Royal army, that "mass of confus�on" dest�ned to be crushed, nor the
guer�lla troops scattered through the th�ckets and hedges, useful to
harass, but powerless to crush. There �s e�ther no end to guer�lla
warfare, or else �t comes to an unfortunate one: �t beg�ns by
attack�ng the Republ�c and ends by robb�ng a d�l�gence. Lantenac d�d



not propose to carry on the Breton war altogether �n the open
country l�ke La Rochejaquele�n, nor yet �n the forest l�ke Chouan. He
ne�ther approved of the Vendée nor of the Chouanner�e; he bel�eved
�n real warfare; he was w�ll�ng to use the peasant, but he w�shed to
support h�m by the sold�er. He requ�red bands for strategy and
reg�ments for tact�cs. The v�llage arm�es so eas�ly d�sbanded he
cons�dered excellent for an attack, an ambush, or a surpr�se, but he
felt that they lacked sol�d�ty; they were l�ke water �n h�s hands; he
sought a sol�d foundat�on for th�s unstable and d�ffus�ve warfare; to
the savage army of the forest he proposed to add regular troops as a
sort of p�vot about wh�ch to manoeuvre the peasants. Had th�s
scheme, deep-la�d and terr�ble as �t was, proved successful, the
Vendée would never have been conquered.
But where could regular troops be found? Where look for sold�ers?
Where seek for reg�ments, and f�nd a ready-made army? In England.
Hence Lantenac's determ�nat�on that the Engl�sh should effect a
land�ng. Thus do part�es comprom�se w�th the�r consc�ences. He
qu�te lost s�ght of the red coat, ecl�psed as �t was by the wh�te
cockade. Lantenac had but one �dea,—f�rst to se�ze upon some po�nt
on the coast, and then to del�ver �t �nto the hands of P�tt. It was w�th
th�s object that, see�ng Dol unprotected, he had thrown h�mself upon
�t, know�ng that once �n possess�on of Dol, he could read�ly ga�n
Mont-Dol, and by means of the latter ga�n a foot�ng on the coast.
The spot was well chosen. From Mont-Dol the cannon would sweep
Fresno�s on one s�de; and Sa�nt-Brelade, on the other, would keep
the fleet of Cancale at a d�stance, and leave the whole beach, from
Raz-sur-Couesnon to Sa�nt-Mêlo�r-des-Ondes, open to an attack.
In order to �nsure success, Lantenac had brought w�th h�m s�x
thousand of the most act�ve men �n the reg�ment at h�s d�sposal,
together w�th all h�s art�llery,—ten s�xteen-pound culver�ns, one dem�-
culver�n, and one four-pounder. He proposed to establ�sh a strong
battery on Mont-Dol, on the pr�nc�ple that a thousand shots f�red from
ten cannon do more execut�on than f�fteen hundred f�red from f�ve
cannon.



W�th s�x thousand men, he felt sure of success. In the d�rect�on of
Avranches they had noth�ng to fear but Gauva�n w�th h�s f�fteen
hundred men. Towards D�na there was Léchelle, to be sure, w�th
twenty-f�ve thousand; but he was twenty leagues away. In regard to
the latter, Lantenac felt qu�te safe, the d�stance offsett�ng the
numbers; and as for Gauva�n though he was qu�te near, h�s force
was very small. WE may here remark that Léchelle was a fool, who
afterwards allowed h�s twenty-f�ve thousand men to be slaughtered
on the moors of Cro�x-Bata�lle,—a m�stake for wh�ch he strove to
atone by su�c�de.
So Lantenac felt qu�te safe. H�s entrance �nto Dol had been sudden
and stern. The Marqu�s de Lantenac enjoyed a hard reputat�on; and
know�ng h�m to be merc�less, the terr�f�ed �nhab�tants shut
themselves up �n the�r houses w�thout attempt�ng res�stance, and the
s�x thousand Vendeans �nstalled themselves �n the c�ty after the
d�sorderly fash�on of a band of rust�cs. It was almost l�ke a market-
ground; �n default of quartermasters, they chose the�r own quarters,
camp�ng at haphazard, cook�ng, �n the open a�r, d�spers�ng h�ther
and yonder through the churches, dropp�ng the�r muskets to take up
the�r rosar�es. Lantenac, accompan�ed by a few art�llery off�cers,
proceeded w�thout delay to reconno�tre Mont-Dol, leav�ng Gouge-le-
Bruant, whom he had appo�nted f�eld-sergeant, �n command. Th�s
Gouge-le-Bruant has left but an �nd�st�nct trace �n h�story. He had two
n�cknames,-Br�se-Bleu �n token of h�s massacre of the patr�ots, and
Imânus, because there was someth�ng �ndescr�bably horr�ble about
h�m. Imânus �s der�ved from �mman�s, and old Low-Norman word,
wh�ch expresses a superhuman degree of ugl�ness, almost godl�ke �n
�ts terror,—a demon, a satyr, an ogre. An old manuscr�pt says, "W�th
my own eyes I beheld Imânus." To-day the old people �n Br�ttany no
longer know who Gouge-le-Bruant was, nor what Br�se-Bleu means;
but they have a vague �dea of the Imânus, whose name �s
�nterwoven w�th all the local superst�t�ons. He st�ll �s spoken of �n
Trémorel and Plumaugat,—the two v�llages where Gouge-le-Bruant
has left the �mpress of h�s �ll-omened footstep. In the Vendée, where
all the �nhab�tants were savages, Gouge-le-Bruant was the
barbar�an. He was a sort of Cac�que tattooed all over w�th cruc�f�xes
and fleurs-de-l�s. Upon h�s face was the h�deous, almost



supernatural glow of a soul unl�ke that of any other human be�ng. He
was as brave �n battle as Satan h�mself, and atroc�ously cruel when
the battle was over. H�s heart, full of myster�ous determ�nat�ons, now
urged h�m to acts of devot�on, now to deeds of w�ldest fury. D�d he
use h�s reason? Yes, after a serpent�ne fash�on. Hero�sm was h�s
start�ng-po�nt, murder h�s goal. It was �mposs�ble to conce�ve how h�s
resolut�ons, often grand �n the�r very monstros�ty, could have entered
h�s m�nd. He was capable of any horror, when least expected. H�s
feroc�ty was on a scale of ep�c grandeur.
Hence h�s pecul�ar surname, Imânus.
The Marqu�s de Lantenac rel�ed upon h�s cruelty; but wh�le none
could d�spute the fact that he excelled �n cruelty, �n matters of
strategy and tact�cs he was less eff�c�ent, and �t may perhaps have
been a m�stake on the part of the Marqu�s when he made h�m h�s
f�eld-sergeant. But however that may be, he left h�m beh�nd �n
charge, w�th the �njunct�on to look after matters �n general.
Gouge-le-Bruant was more of a f�ghter than a sold�er, and guard�ng a
town was not so much �n h�s l�ne as massacr�ng a clan would have
been; st�ll, he posted sentr�es. When at n�ghtfall the Marqu�s, hav�ng
dec�ded upon the pos�t�on of h�s battery, was return�ng to Dol, he
suddenly caught the sound of cannon. Look�ng �n the d�rect�on of the
sound, he saw a red smoke r�s�ng from the street. Th�s meant a
surpr�se, an �nvas�on, an attack; f�ght�ng was go�ng on �n the town.
Although not eas�ly taken by surpr�se, he was now utterly amazed,
for he had ant�c�pated noth�ng of the sort. What could �t mean?
Ev�dently not Gauva�n, for a man would hardly attack an enemy
outnumber�ng h�m four to one. Could �t be Léchelle? But was �t
poss�ble for h�m to have made such a forced march? Léchelle was
�mprobable, Gauva�n �mposs�ble.
Lantenac urged on h�s horse. On the way he met some of the
�nhab�tants �n the act of fl�ght; but when he quest�oned them, they
seemed bes�de themselves w�th terror, cry�ng, "The Blues! the
Blues!" And on h�s arr�val he found the s�tuat�on a bad one.
Th�s �s what had happened.



III.

SMALL ARMIES AND GREAT BATTLES.

On the�r arr�val at Dol, the peasants, as we have seen, had
d�spersed through town, each man gu�ded by h�s own fancy, as �t
often happens when "on obé�t d'am�t�é," as the Vendeans expressed
�t,—a form of obed�ence that may produce heroes, but not well-
d�sc�pl�ned sold�ers. They had stored the�r art�llery, together w�th the
baggage, under the arches of the old market, and feel�ng weary,
when they had eaten and drunk and sa�d the�r beads, they stretched
themselves out �n the m�ddle of the pr�nc�pal street, that was
encumbered rather than guarded. As n�ght came on most of them fell
asleep, p�llow�ng the�r heads on the�r knapsacks, some hav�ng the�r
w�ves bes�de them; for �t often happened that the peasant women
followed the men. In the Vendée, women about to become mothers
frequently acted as sp�es. It was a m�ld July n�ght The constellat�ons
shone forth aga�nst the deep-blue sky. The ent�re b�vouac, wh�ch
m�ght have been m�staken for the halt of a caravan rather than for a
m�l�tary encampment, gave �tself up to qu�et slumber. Suddenly by
the gl�mmer�ng tw�l�ght those who were st�ll awake perce�ved three
cannon levelled at the entrance of the pr�nc�pal street.
It was Gauva�n. He had surpr�sed the guard, had entered the town,
and w�th h�s d�v�s�on held the entrance of the street.
A peasant started up, cry�ng, "Who goes there?" and f�red off h�s
musket. A cannon-shot, followed by a terr�f�c volley of musketry, was
the reply. The whole sleep�ng crowd sprang up w�th a start. It was a
rude shock to be roused by a volley of grape-shot from a peaceful
sleep beneath the stars.
The f�rst moment was terr�f�c. There �s noth�ng more trag�c than the
confus�on of a pan�c-str�cken crowd. They snatched the�r weapons.
Many fell as they ran yell�ng to and fro. Confused by the unexpected



assault, the lads lost the�r heads and f�red madly at one another. The
townspeople, bew�ldered by all th�s confus�on, rushed �n and out of
the�r houses, shout�ng to each other as they wandered helplessly
about,—a d�smal struggle �n wh�ch women and ch�ldren played a
part. The balls wh�stl�ng through the a�r left streaks of l�ght �n the
darkness beh�nd them. Am�d the smoke and tumult a constant f�r�ng
�ssued from every dark corner. The entanglement of the baggage-
wagons and cannon-carr�ages was added to the general confus�on.
The horses, rear�ng, trampled upon the wounded, whose groans
could be heard on every s�de. Some were horror-str�cken, others
stupef�ed. Off�cers were look�ng for the�r men, and sold�ers for the�r
off�cers. In the m�dst of all th�s some there were who d�splayed a
stol�d �nd�fference. One woman, seated on the fragment of a wall,
was nurs�ng her new-born babe, wh�le her husband, w�th bleed�ng
wounds and a broken leg, leaned aga�nst �t as he calmly loaded h�s
musket and f�red at random �n the darkness, k�ll�ng or not, as �t
happened. Men ly�ng flat on the ground f�red between the spokes of
the wagon-wheels. At t�mes there rose a h�deous d�n of clamors, and
aga�n the thunder�ng vo�ce of the cannon would overwhelm all. It was
fr�ghtful,—l�ke the fell�ng of trees when one falls upon the other.

Gauva�n from h�s ambush a�med w�th prec�s�on, and lost but few
men. But at last the peasants, �ntrep�d �n sp�te of the d�saster, ended
by tak�ng the defens�ve. They fell back on the market, wh�ch was l�ke
a great dark fortress, w�th �ts forest of stone p�llars. There they made
a stand; anyth�ng that resembled a forest �nsp�red them w�th
courage. The Imânus d�d h�s best to atone for the absence of
Lantenac. They had cannon; but, to the great surpr�se of Gauva�n,
they made no use of them. Th�s was due to the fact that the art�llery
off�cers had gone w�th the Marqu�s to reconno�tre Mont-Dol, and the
peasants d�d not know how to manage the culver�ns and dem�-
culver�ns; but they r�ddled w�th balls the Blues who cannonaded
them. The peasants answered the grape-shot by a volley of
musketry. They now had the advantage of a shelter, hav�ng heaped
up the drays, the carts, the baggage, and all the small casks that



were ly�ng about �n the old market, thus �mprov�s�ng a h�gh barr�cade,
w�th open�ngs through wh�ch they could pass the�r muskets, and
from wh�ch they opened a deadly f�re. So rap�dly had they worked,
that �n a quarter of an hour the market presented an �mpregnable
front.
Matters were beg�nn�ng to look ser�ous for Gauva�n. The sudden
transformat�on of a market �nto a fortress, and the peasants
assembled �n a sol�d mass w�th�n, was a cond�t�on of affa�rs wh�ch he
had not ant�c�pated. He had taken them by surpr�se, �t �s true; but he
had not succeeded �n rout�ng them. He had d�smounted, and hold�ng
h�s sword by the h�lt, he stood w�th folded arms, gaz�ng steadfastly
�nto the gloom, h�s own f�gure d�st�nctly revealed by the flame of the
torch that l�ghted the battery,—a target for the men of the barr�cade;
of wh�ch fact he took no heed, as he stood there lost �n thought,
wh�le a shower of balls from the barr�cade fell around h�m.
He set h�s cannon aga�nst the�r r�fles; and v�ctory �s ever on the s�de
of the cannon-ball. He who has art�llery �s sure to w�n the day, and
h�s well-manned battery gave h�m the advantage.
Suddenly a flash of l�ghtn�ng burst forth from the dark market; there
came a report l�ke a peal of thunder, and a bullet went crash�ng
through a house over Gauva�n's head.
The barr�cade was pay�ng h�m back �n h�s own co�n.
What was go�ng on? Th�s was a new development. The art�llery was
no longer conf�ned to one s�de.
A second ball followed the f�rst, embedd�ng �tself �n the wall close to
Gauva�n; and a th�rd ball knocked off h�s hat.
These balls were of a cal�bre so heavy that they must have been
f�red from a s�xteen-pounder.
"They are a�m�ng at you, commander," cr�ed the gunners, as they put
out the torch; and Gauva�n, st�ll absorbed �n h�s rever�e, stooped to
p�ck up h�s hat.
Some one was �ndeed a�m�ng at Gauva�n, and �t was Lantenac.
The Marqu�s had just reached the barr�cade from the oppos�te s�de.



The Imânus hastened to meet h�m.
"Monse�gneur, we have been taken by surpr�se."
"By whom?"
"I do not know."
"Is the road to D�nan open?"
"I bel�eve so."
"We must beg�n to retreat."
"We have done so. Many have already fled."
"I am not speak�ng of fl�ght, but of retreat. Why d�d you not use the
art�llery?"
"The men were bes�de themselves, and then the off�cers were
absent."
"I was to be here."
"Monse�gneur, I sent everyth�ng I could on to Fougères,—the
women, the baggage, and all useless �ncumbrances; but what �s to
be done w�th the three l�ttle pr�soners?"
"Do you mean the ch�ldren?"
"Yes."
"They are our hostages. Send them on to the Tourgue."
So say�ng, the Marqu�s started for the barr�cade, and d�rectly after
h�s arr�val th�ngs took on another aspect. The barr�cade was not well
constructed for art�llery; there was room for but two cannon; the
Marqu�s placed �n pos�t�on the two s�xteen-pounders for wh�ch
embrasures were made. As he was lean�ng on one of the cannon,
watch�ng the enemy's battery through the embrasure, he caught
s�ght of Gauva�n.
"It �s he!" he cr�ed.
Then, tak�ng the swab and the ramrod, he loaded the p�ece, adjusted
the s�ght, and took a�m.



Three t�mes he a�med at Gauva�n and m�ssed h�m, but the th�rd shot
knocked off h�s hat.
"Bungler!" murmured Lantenac. "A l�ttle lower, and I should have had
h�s head."
Suddenly the torch went out, and he had only darkness before h�m.
"Well, let �t go," he sa�d.
And turn�ng to the peasant gunners, he excla�med:
"Let them have the grape-shot!"
Gauva�n for h�s part was also �n deadly earnest. The s�tuat�on had
become a ser�ous one s�nce the development of th�s new phase of
the confl�ct, and the barr�cade was now cannonad�ng h�m. Who could
tell how soon �t m�ght pass from the defens�ve to the offens�ve? The
enemy numbered at least f�ve thousand, even allow�ng for the dead
and the fug�t�ves, wh�le he had no more than twelve hundred serv�ce-
able men at h�s command. What would happen to the Republ�cans �f
the enemy should become aware of the�r l�m�ted number? The�r rôles
would soon be reversed; from play�ng the part of assa�lants, he
would become the object of assault. If the barr�cade were to make a
sort�e, all would be lost.
What was to be done? It was out of the quest�on to th�nk of attack�ng
the barr�cade �n front; an attempt to capture �t by ma�n strength would
be folly; twelve hundred men could not d�slodge f�ve thousand.
Imperat�ve as �t was to make an end of �t, know�ng as he d�d that
delay was fatal, st�ll he real�zed that to force the enemy's hand would
be �mposs�ble. What was he to do?
Gauva�n belonged to th�s ne�ghborhood; he was fam�l�ar w�th the
town, and knew that beh�nd the old market, where the Vendeans
were �ntrenched, was a labyr�nth of narrow and crooked streets.
He turned to h�s l�eutenant, the brave Capta�n Guéchamp, who
afterwards became famous for clear�ng the forest of Conc�se, where
Jean Chouan was born, and who prevented the capture of
Bourgneuf by cutt�ng the rebels off from the h�ghway that led to the
pond of La Cha�ne.



"Guéchamp," sa�d Gauva�n, "I �ntrust you w�th the command. F�re as
rap�dly as poss�ble. R�ddle the barr�cade w�th cannon-balls, and keep
them busy over yonder."
"I understand," sa�d Guéchamp.
"Mass the whole column w�th the�r guns loaded, and hold them �n
read�ness for an attack."
He wh�spered a few words �n Guéchamp's ear.
"It shall be done," sa�d the latter.
Gauva�n cont�nued,—
"Are all our drummers ready?"
"Yes"
"We have n�ne. Keep two and g�ve me seven."
The seven drummers s�lently ranged themselves �n front of Gauva�n.
"Step forward, battal�on of the Bonnet-Rouge!" excla�med Gauva�n.
Twelve sold�ers, one of whom was a sergeant, stepped from the
ranks.
"I called for the whole battal�on," sa�d Gauva�n.
"Here �t �s," repl�ed the sergeant.
"Are there but twelve?"
"Only twelve of us left."
"Very well," sa�d Gauva�n.
Th�s sergeant was that very Radoub, the rough and k�ndly sold�er
who �n the name of the battal�on had adopted the three ch�ldren
found �n the forest of La Saudra�e.
It w�ll be remarked that only half that battal�on was massacred at
Herbe-en-Pa�l, and Radoub, by good luck, was not among them.
A forage-wagon was stand�ng near, and Gauva�n po�nted �t out to the
sergeant.



"Let your men weave ropes of straw and b�nd them around the�r
muskets to deaden the no�se when they clash aga�nst each other."
A m�nute went by; the order was s�lently executed �n the darkness.
"It �s done," sa�d the sergeant.
"Take off your shoes, sold�ers," cont�nued Gauva�n.
"We have none," repl�ed the sergeant.
Includ�ng the drummers, they numbered n�neteen men; Gauva�n was
the twent�eth.
"Follow me, �n s�ngle f�le!" cr�ed Gauva�n. "Let the drummers go
before the battal�on. You w�ll command the battal�on, sergeant!"
He placed h�mself at the head of th�s column, and wh�le the
cannonad�ng st�ll cont�nued on both s�des, these twenty men gl�ded
along l�ke shadows and plunged �nto the deserted lanes.
Thus they proceeded for some t�me, sk�rt�ng along the fronts of the
houses. It seemed as though the whole town were dead; the c�t�zens
had taken refuge �n the�r cellars. Every door was barred and every
shutter closed. Not a l�ght was to be seen anywhere.
But through th�s s�lence they st�ll heard the awful d�n on the pr�nc�pal
street: the cannonad�ng went on; the Republ�can battery and the
Royal barr�cade sp�t out the�r grape-shot w�th unabated fury.



After march�ng twenty m�nutes, w�nd�ng �n and out, Gauva�n, who
had led the way unerr�ngly through th�s darkness, reached the end of
a lane that led �nto the pr�nc�pal street; they were now, however, on
the other s�de of the market.
The pos�t�on was changed. On that s�de there was no �ntrenchment,
—a common m�stake of barr�cade bu�lders; the market was open,
and one could walk �n under the p�llars, where several baggage-
wagons stood ready to leave. Gauva�n and h�s n�neteen men were �n
the presence of the f�ve thousand Vendeans as before, only �nstead
of fac�ng them they found themselves �n the�r rear.
Gauva�n wh�spered to the sergeant; the straw was unwound from the
muskets, and the twelve grenad�ers ranged themselves �n a l�ne
beh�nd the corner of the lane, wh�le the seven drummers, w�th
upl�fted drumst�ck, wa�ted for the s�gnal.
The art�llery f�r�ng was �nterm�ttent, when suddenly, dur�ng the
�nterval between two d�scharges, Gauva�n ra�sed h�s sword, and �n a
vo�ce that rang out l�ke a clar�on upon the s�lence, excla�med,—
"Two hundred men to the r�ght, two hundred to the left, the rest �n the
centre."
The drums beat and the twelve musket-shots were f�red.
Then Gauva�n uttered the form�dable battle-cry of the Blues,—
"Charge! Bayonets!"
The effect was wonderful.
All th�s crowd of peasants f�nd�ng themselves assa�led �n the rear,
�mag�ned that another army had come up from beh�nd. At the same
t�me, on hear�ng the beat�ng of the drums, the column wh�ch held the
upper part of the street and was commanded by Guéchamp began
to move, sound�ng the charge �n �ts turn, and start�ng on the run,
attacked the barr�cade; the peasants saw themselves between two
f�res. A pan�c magn�f�es, and at such moments a p�stol-shot sounds
l�ke the report of a cannon; �mag�nat�on d�storts every sound, and the



bark�ng of a dog seems l�ke the roar of a l�on. Let us add, moreover,
that the peasant takes fr�ght as eas�ly as a thatch catches f�re, and
as qu�ckly as a burn�ng thatch becomes a conflagrat�on, a pan�c
among peasants grows �nto a rout; and on th�s occas�on the fl�ght
was beyond descr�pt�on.
In a few moments the market was deserted; the terr�f�ed lads
scattered �n all d�rect�ons, and the off�cers were helpless. The
Imânus k�lled two or three of the fug�t�ves, but �t was of no ava�l.
Noth�ng could be heard save the cry, "Sauve qu� peut," and w�th the
rap�d�ty of a cloud dr�ven onward by a hurr�cane, the ent�re army
scattered through the streets as through the meshes of a s�eve and
van�shed �nto the country.
Some fled towards Châteauneuf, some towards Plerguer, and others
�n the d�rect�on of Antra�n.
The Marqu�s de Lantenac, who was the last man to leave the scene,
sp�ked the guns w�th h�s own hands, and then qu�etly and calmly
took h�s departure, say�ng as he went,—
"It �s ev�dent that the peasants cannot be depended upon to stand
the�r ground. We need the Engl�sh."

IV.

A SECOND TIME.

They had won the v�ctory, and, turn�ng to the men of the battal�on of
the Bonnet-Rouge, Gauva�n excla�med,—
"Though you are but twelve, you are equal to a thousand."
One word from the ch�ef �n t�mes l�ke these was as good as the cross
of honor.



Guéchamp, who had been sent by Gauva�n outs�de the c�ty �n pursu�t
of the fug�t�ves, captured many of them.
Torches were l�ghted, and the town was searched.
All those who had not been able to escape, surrendered themselves.
The pr�nc�pal street, �llum�nated by pots-à-feu, was strewn w�th the
dead and the wounded. The f�erce struggle that always term�nates a
battle was st�ll cont�nued by a few groups of desperate f�ghters, who,
however, on be�ng surrounded, threw down the�r arms and
surrendered.
Gauva�n had observed am�d the w�ld tumult of the fl�ght a fearless
man, v�gorous and ag�le as a faun, who stood h�s own ground wh�le
cover�ng the fl�ght of the others. Th�s peasant, after handl�ng h�s
musket l�ke an expert, alternately f�r�ng: and R�s�ng the butt as a club,
unt�l he had broken �t, now stood grasp�ng a p�stol �n one hand and a
sabre �n the other, and no man dared approach h�m. Suddenly
Gauva�n saw h�m reel, and lean aga�nst one of the p�llars of the
pr�nc�pal street. He was ev�dently wounded, but he st�ll held h�s sabre
and h�s p�stols. Gauva�n put h�s sword under h�s arm and came up to
h�m. As he called upon h�m to surrender, the man gazed stead�ly at
h�m, wh�le the blood ooz�ng from h�s wound formed a pool at h�s feet.
"You are my pr�soner," sa�d Gauva�n. "What �s your name?"
"Danse-à-l'Ombre," was the reply.
"You are a brave fellow," sa�d Gauva�n, extend�ng h�s hand.
"Long l�ve the K�ng!" cr�ed the man.
Then gather�ng all h�s strength, and ra�s�ng both hands
s�multaneously, he f�red h�s p�stol at Gauva�n's heart, at the same
t�me a�m�ng a blow at h�s head w�th the sabre.
Th�s movement, t�ger-l�ke �n �ts rap�d�ty, was yet forestalled by the
act�on of another. A horseman had appeared on the scene; he had
been there for some moments w�thout attract�ng attent�on, and when
he saw the Vendean l�ft h�s sabre and p�stol, he threw h�mself
between the latter and Gauva�n, �ntercept�ng the sabre-thrust by h�s
own person, wh�le h�s horse was struck by the p�stol-shot, and both



horse and r�der fell to the ground. Thus Gauva�n's l�fe was saved. All
th�s took place as qu�ckly as one would utter a cry.
The Vendean also sank to the pavement.
The blow from the sabre struck the man full �n the face; he lay on the
ground �n a swoon. The horse was k�lled.

Gauva�n drew near, ask�ng, as he approached, �f any could tell who
he was.
On look�ng at h�m more closely he saw that the blood was gush�ng
over the face of the wounded man, cover�ng �t as w�th a red mask,
and render�ng �t �mposs�ble to d�st�ngu�sh h�s features. One could see
that h�s ha�r was gray.
"He has saved my l�fe," sa�d Gauva�n. "Does any one here know
h�m?"
"Commander," sa�d a sold�er, "he has but just arr�ved �n town. I saw
h�m com�ng from the d�rect�on of Pontorson."
The surgeon-�n-ch�ef of the d�v�s�on hurr�ed up w�th h�s �nstrument-
case.
The wounded man was st�ll unconsc�ous, but after exam�n�ng h�m the
surgeon sa�d,—
"Oh, th�s �s noth�ng but a s�mple cut. It can be sewed, and �n e�ght
days he w�ll be on h�s feet aga�n. That was a f�ne sabre-cut."
The wounded man wore a cloak and a tr�colored belt, w�th p�stols
and a sabre. They placed h�m on a stretcher, and after undress�ng
h�m, a bucket of water was brought, and the surgeon washed the
wound. As the face began to appear, Gauva�n stud�ed �t attent�vely.
"Has he any papers about h�m?" he asked.
The surgeon felt �n h�s s�de pocket and drew out a pocket-book,
wh�ch he handed to Gauva�n.



Meanwh�le the wounded man, rev�ved by the cold water, was
rega�n�ng h�s consc�ousness. H�s eyel�ds qu�vered sl�ghtly.
Gauva�n was look�ng over the pocket-book, �n wh�ch he d�scovered a
sheet of paper folded four t�mes; he opened �t and read,—
"Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety. C�t�zen C�mourda�n—"
"C�mourda�n!" he cr�ed; whereupon the wounded man opened h�s
eyes.
Gauva�n was bes�de h�mself.
"It �s you, C�mourda�n! For the second t�me you have saved my l�fe."
C�mourda�n looked at Gauva�n, wh�le a sudden burst of joy,
�mposs�ble to descr�be, l�t up h�s bleed�ng face.
Gauva�n fell on h�s knees before h�m, excla�m�ng:
"My master!"
"Thy father!" sa�d C�mourda�n.

V.

A DROP OF COLD WATER.

It was many a year s�nce last they met, but the�r hearts had never
been separated, and they knew each other aga�n as �f they had
parted but yesterday.
A hosp�tal had been �mprov�sed �n the town hall of Dol, and
C�mourda�n was placed on a bed �n a small room adjo�n�ng the large
hall devoted to the other wounded men. The surgeon who had
sewed up h�s wound put a stop to all exc�t�ng conversat�on between
the two men, cons�der�ng �t w�ser to leave C�mourda�n to sleep.
Bes�des, Gauva�n was called away by the thousand dut�es and cares
�nc�dent to v�ctory. C�mourda�n was left alone, but he could not sleep,
exc�ted as he was by the double fever of h�s wound and of h�s joy.



He knew he was not sleep�ng, and yet he hardly felt sure that he was
awake. Could �t be poss�ble that h�s dream had come to pass?
C�mourda�n was one of those men who have no fa�th �n good luck,
and yet �t had fallen to h�s lot. He had found Gauva�n. He had left h�m
a ch�ld, he found h�m a man,—a grand, brave, awe-�nsp�r�ng
conqueror, and that �n the cause of the people. In the Vendée,
Gauva�n was the p�llar of the Revolut�on, and �t was really
C�mourda�n h�mself who had bestowed th�s support upon the
Republ�c. Th�s conqueror was h�s pup�l. C�mourda�n beheld h�s own
thought �llum�n�ng the youthful countenance of th�s man, for whom a
n�che �n the Republ�can Pantheon was perhaps reserved; h�s
d�sc�ple, the ch�ld of h�s m�nd, was a hero from th�s t�me forth, and
would soon become famous; �t seemed to C�mourda�n l�ke see�ng h�s
own soul transformed �nto a gen�us. As he watched Gauva�n �n the
battle he had felt l�ke Ch�ron watch�ng Ach�lles. There �s a certa�n
analogy between the pr�est and the Centaur, s�nce a pr�est �s but half
a man.
The �nc�dents of th�s day's adventure, added to the sleeplessness
caused by h�s wound, f�lled C�mourda�n w�th a strange sort of
�ntox�cat�on. He seemed to see a youthful dest�ny r�s�ng before h�m �n
all �ts splendor, and the knowledge of h�s own absolute control of th�s
dest�ny contr�buted to �ncrease h�s deep joy. It needed but one more
tr�umph l�ke that wh�ch he had just w�tnessed, and at a word from
C�mourda�n, the Republ�c would place Gauva�n at the head of an
army. Noth�ng dazzles one so much as an unexpected success. Th�s
was the epoch of m�l�tary dreams. Every man had a long�ng to create
a general; Westermann was the hero of Danton's dream, Ross�gnol
of Marat's, Rons�n of Hébert's; and Robesp�erre would have l�ked to
ru�n them all. So why not Gauva�n? C�mourda�n asked h�mself; and
thereupon he proceeded to lose h�mself �n dreams. There were no
l�m�ts to h�s �mag�n�ngs; as he passed from one hypothes�s to
another, all obstacles van�shed before h�m. For th�s �s a ladder on
wh�ch, hav�ng once set foot, one never pauses; the ascent �s a long
one, start�ng from man and end�ng at the stars. A great general �s
only the commander of an army; a great capta�n �s also a leader of
thought; C�mourda�n p�ctured Gauva�n as a great capta�n. It seemed
to h�m—for fanc�es travel fast—that he saw h�m on the sea, pursu�ng



the Engl�sh; on the Rh�ne, dr�v�ng before h�m the k�ngs of the North;
�n the Pyrenees, repuls�ng Spa�n; on the Alps, sett�ng the s�gnal for
�nsurrect�on before the eyes of Rome. C�mourda�n was a man who
possessed two d�st�nct natures,—the one tender, the other gloomy,—
both of wh�ch were sat�sf�ed; for s�nce the �nexorable was h�s �deal, �t
grat�f�ed h�m to see Gauva�n at once glor�ous and terr�ble.
C�mourda�n thought of all he had to pull down before he could bu�ld
up. "And certa�nly," he sa�d to h�mself, "th�s �s no t�me to �ndulge �n
tender emot�ons. Gauva�n w�ll be up à la hauteur,"[3]—an express�on
of the day. C�mourda�n p�ctured Gauva�n to h�mself w�th a sword �n
h�s hand, g�rded �n l�ght, a flam�ng meteor on h�s brow, spread�ng the
grand �deal w�ngs of just�ce, r�ght, and progress, and, l�ke an angel of
exterm�nat�on, crush�ng the darkness beneath h�s heel.
Just at the cr�s�s of th�s rever�e, wh�ch one m�ght almost have called
an ecstasy, through the half-open door he heard men talk�ng �n the
great ambulance-hall adjo�n�ng h�s room, and he recogn�zed
Gauva�n's vo�ce, wh�ch, �n sp�te of years of absence, had always
rung �n h�s ears; for the vo�ce of the man often reta�ns someth�ng of
�ts ch�ld�sh tones. He l�stened. There was a sound of footsteps, and
he heard the sold�ers say�ng,—
"Here �s the man who f�red at you, commander. He had crawled �nto
a cellar when no one was watch�ng; but we found h�m, and here he
�s."
Then C�mourda�n heard the follow�ng conversat�on between Gauva�n
and the man:—
"Are you wounded?"
"I am well enough to be shot."
"Put th�s man to bed, dress h�s wounds, take good care of h�m unt�l
he recovers."
"I want to d�e."
"But you are go�ng to l�ve. You tr�ed to k�ll me �n the name of the
K�ng; I pardon you �n the name of the Republ�c."



A shadow crossed C�mourda�n's brow. He seemed to wake as w�th a
start, and wh�spered to h�mself �n a tone of gloomy deject�on,—
"Yes, he has a merc�ful nature, there can be no doubt."

VI.

A HEALED BREAST, BUT A BLEEDING HEART.

A Gash �s qu�ckly healed; but there was elsewhere one more
ser�ously wounded than C�mourda�n. Th�s was the woman who had
been shot, and whom the beggar Tellmarch had rescued from the
great pool of blood at the farm Herbe-en-Pa�l.
M�chelle Fléchard was �n a more cr�t�cal cond�t�on than Tellmarch had
supposed. There was a wound �n the shoulder-blade correspond�ng
to that above her breast; one ball had broken her collar-bone, wh�le
another had entered her shoulder; but as the lung was un�njured,
she m�ght recover. Tellmarch was what �n peasant language �s called
a "ph�losopher," that �s to say, a comb�nat�on of doctor, surgeon, and
w�zard. Upon the bed of seaweed �n h�s underground den he nursed
the wounded woman, us�ng those myster�ous remed�es called
"s�mples;" end thanks to h�s care, she l�ved.
The collar-bone kn�tted together, the wounds �n the breast and the
shoulder closed, and after a few weeks the wounded woman
became convalescent.
One morn�ng she was able to walk out of the carn�chot, lean�ng on
Tellmarch; she seated herself under the trees, �n the sun. Tellmarch
knew very l�ttle about her; for a wound �n the breast necess�tates
s�lence, and dur�ng the death-l�ke agony wh�ch preceded her
recovery she had hardly spoken a word. Whenever she seemed
about to open her l�ps, Tellmarch would prevent her; but he could not
control her thoughts, and he observed by the express�on �n her eyes
the heart-rend�ng nature of her ever-recurr�ng fanc�es. Th�s morn�ng



she felt strong, and could almost walk alone. The doctor who has
cured h�s pat�ent enjoys a sense of fatherhood; and as he watched
her, Tellmarch felt happy. The good old man began to sm�le as he
addressed her.
"Well, �t seems we are up; our wounds are healed."
"All but those of the heart."
And presently she added,—
"Then you don't know where they are?"
"Whom do you mean?" asked Tellmarch.
"My ch�ldren."
The word "then" revealed a whole world of mean�ng; �t seemed to
say: "S�nce you do not speak of them to me, s�nce you have been
w�th me for so many days w�thout open�ng your l�ps to me on the
subject, s�nce you s�lence me every t�me I try to speak, s�nce you
seem to fear that I am go�ng to talk about them,—�t must mean that
you have noth�ng to tell me." Dur�ng the course of her fever she had
often not�ced that whenever, �n her del�r�ous rambl�ngs, she had
called for her ch�ldren (the percept�ons of del�r�um are somet�mes
acute), the old man would make no reply.
The truth was that Tellmarch d�d not know what to tell her. It �s not
easy to speak to a mother of her lost ch�ldren; and bes�des, what d�d
he know? Noth�ng at all, �n fact,—that a mother had been shot, that
he had found th�s mother on the ground, that when he had l�fted her
up she was nearly dead, that th�s dy�ng woman had three ch�ldren,
and lastly, that the Marqu�s de Lantenac, after order�ng the mother to
be shot, had carr�ed away the ch�ldren; and here h�s �nformat�on
ceased. What had become of the ch�ldren? Were they st�ll l�v�ng?
Hav�ng made �nqu�r�es, he had learned that there were two boys, and
a l�ttle g�rl barely weaned; and th�s was the extent of h�s knowledge.
He asked h�mself more quest�ons than he could answer �n regard to
th�s unhappy fam�ly; but the ne�ghbors whom he had asked only
shook the�r heads. M. de Lantenac was a man of whom no one
cared to talk.



They were equally reluctant e�ther to speak about Lantenac or to talk
to Tellmarch. Peasants have the�r own pecul�ar superst�t�ons. They
d�sl�ked Tellmarch. Tellmarch le Ca�mand was a perplex�ng man.
Why was he always look�ng up at the sky? What was he do�ng, what
could he be th�nk�ng about, when he stood mot�onless for hours at a
t�me? Surely he must be a very odd sort of man. Wh�le the d�str�ct
was �n a state of combust�on and conflagrat�on, when warfare,
devastat�on, and carnage were the sole occupat�ons of l�fe, when
every man was do�ng h�s best to burn houses, murder fam�l�es,
massacre outposts, and plunder v�llages, th�nk�ng of noth�ng but
sett�ng ambushes and traps and k�ll�ng one another, here was th�s
herm�t absorbed �n nature, enjoy�ng absolute peace of m�nd,
gather�ng plants and herbs, �nterested only �n flowers, b�rds, and
stars,—of course he was a dangerous character! He must be �nsane.
He never h�d beh�nd a bush to f�re at h�s fellow-men. "The man �s
mad!" sa�d the passers-by. Hence he �nsp�red a certa�n awe, and
men avo�ded h�m, thus �ncreas�ng the �solat�on of h�s l�fe.

They asked h�m no quest�ons, and seldom vouchsafed repl�es;
therefore he had been unable to get the �nformat�on he wanted. The
confl�ct had been transferred to other d�str�cts, and the f�ght�ng was
more remote. The Marqu�s de Lantenac had van�shed from the
hor�zon; and war must set �ts foot on a man of Tellmarch's character
before he becomes aware of �ts ex�stence.
After hear�ng these words, "My ch�ldren!" Tellmarch ceased to sm�le,
and the mother sank �nto deep thought. What was pass�ng �n her
soul? She seemed to have plunged �nto the depths. Suddenly she
looked up at Tellmarch, and repeated her demand almost angr�ly,—
"My ch�ldren!"
Tellmarch bent h�s head l�ke a culpr�t.
He was th�nk�ng of the Marqu�s de Lantenac, who, so far from
return�ng h�s thought, had probably forgotten h�s very ex�stence. He
real�zed the fact as he sa�d to h�mself, "When a nobleman �s �n



danger he reckons you among h�s acqua�ntance; but let the danger
pass, and he forgets that he ever saw you."
And he asked h�mself, "Why, then, d�d I save h�m?" To wh�ch
quest�on he made reply, "Because he was a man."
For some moments he dwelt upon th�s thought; then he resumed the
thread of h�s med�tat�ons,—
"Am I sure of th�s?"
And presently he repeated those b�tter words: "Had I but known!"
Th�s whole exper�ence gave h�m a sense of oppress�on, for h�s own
act�on �n the affa�r was en�gmat�cal to h�m. H�s thoughts were sad,
s�nce a sense of gu�lt had crept �nto them. A k�ndly act may prove �n
the end to have been an ev�l one. He who saves the wolf k�lls the
sheep; he who sets the vulture's w�ng �s respons�ble for h�s talons.
The unreason�ng anger of th�s mother was therefore just�f�ed.
St�ll he felt a certa�n consolat�on �n the knowledge that he had saved
the mother, wh�ch partly balanced h�s regret for hav�ng saved the
Marqu�s.
"But the ch�ldren?"
The mother was also th�nk�ng; and these two currents of thoughts
moved s�de by s�de, perhaps to m�ngle unawares �n the shadowy
land of rever�e.
Meanwh�le her eyes, gloomy as the n�ght, rested aga�n on Tellmarch.
"We cannot go on l�ke th�s," she sa�d.
"Hush!" rejo�ned Tellmarch, putt�ng h�s f�nger on h�s l�ps.
She cont�nued,—
"I am angry w�th you for sav�ng me; you d�d wrong. I would rather
have d�ed, for then I should surely see them and know where they
are. They would not see me, but I should be near them. The dead
must have power to protect."
He took her by the arm, and felt her pulse.



"You must calm yourself, or you w�ll have a relapse."
She asked h�m almost harshly,—
"When can I go away?"
"Go away?"
"Yes. When shall I be f�t for tramp�ng?"
"Never, �f you are unreasonable; to-morrow, �f you are good."
"What do you call be�ng good?"
"Trust�ng �n God."
"God? What has He done w�th my ch�ldren?"
She seemed to be wander�ng. Her vo�ce had grown very gentle.
"You must see," she went on to say, "that I cannot stay l�ke th�s. You
never had any ch�ldren; but I am a mother: that makes a d�fference.
One cannot judge of a th�ng unless he knows what �t �s l�ke. D�d you
ever have any ch�ldren?"
"No," repl�ed Tellmarch.
"But I have. Can I l�ve w�thout my ch�ldren? I should l�ke to be told
why my ch�ldren are not here. Someth�ng �s happen�ng, but what �t �s
I cannot understand."
"Come," sa�d Tellmarch, "you are fever�sh aga�n. You mustn't talk any
more."
She looked at h�m and was s�lent.
And from that day she kept s�lence aga�n.
Th�s �mpl�c�t obed�ence was more than Tellmarch des�red. She spent
hour after hour crouch�ng at the foot of the old tree, l�ke one
stupef�ed. She pondered �n s�lence,—that refuge of s�mple souls who
have sounded the gloomy depths of woe. She seemed to g�ve up
try�ng to understand. After a certa�n po�nt despa�r becomes
un�ntell�g�ble to the despa�r�ng.
As Tellmarch watched her, h�s sympathy �ncreased. The s�ght of her
suffer�ng exc�ted �n th�s old man thoughts such as a woman m�ght



have known. "She may close her l�ps," he sa�d to h�mself, "but her
eyes w�ll speak, and I see what a�ls her. She has but one �dea; she
cannot be res�gned to the thought that she �s no longer a mother. Her
m�nd dwells constantly on the �mage of her youngest, whom she was
nurs�ng not long ago. How charm�ng �t must be to feel a t�ny rosy
mouth draw�ng ones soul from out one's body, feed�ng �ts own l�ttle
l�fe on the l�fe of �ts mother!"
He too was s�lent, real�z�ng the �mpotence of speech �n the presence
of such sorrow.
There �s someth�ng really terr�ble �n the s�lence of an unchang�ng
thought, and how can one expect that a mother w�ll l�sten to reason?
Matern�ty sees but one s�de. It �s useless to argue w�th �t. One
subl�me character�st�c of a mother �s her resemblance to a w�ld
an�mal. The maternal �nst�nct �s d�v�ne an�mal�sm. The mother
ceases to be a woman; she becomes a female, and her ch�ldren are
her cubs.
Hence we f�nd �n the mother someth�ng above reason and at the
same t�me below �t,—a someth�ng wh�ch we call �nst�nct. Gu�ded as
she �s by the �nf�n�te and myster�ous w�ll of the un�verse, her very
bl�ndness �s charged w�th penetrat�on.
However anx�ous to make th�s unfortunate woman speak, Tellmarch
could not succeed. One day he sa�d to her:—
"Unfortunately I am old, and can no longer walk. My strength �s
exhausted before I reach my journey's end. I would go w�th you, only
that my legs g�ve out �n about f�fteen m�nutes and I have to stop and
rest. However, �t may be just as well for you that I cannot walk far, as
my company m�ght be more dangerous than useful. Here, I am
tolerated; but the Blues suspect me because I am a peasant, and the
peasants because they bel�eve me to be a w�zard."
He wa�ted for an answer, but she d�d not even ra�se her eyes.
A f�xed �dea ends e�ther �n madness or hero�sm. But what hero�sm
can be expected from a poor peasant woman? None whatever. She
can be a mother, and that �s all. Each day she grew more and more
absorbed �n her rever�e. Tellmarch was watch�ng her.



He tr�ed to keep her busy. He bought her needles, thread, and a
th�mble, and to the del�ght of the poor Ca�mand, she really began to
busy herself w�th sew�ng; she st�ll dreamed, �t �s true, but she worked
also,—a sure s�gn of health,—and by degrees her strength returned.
She mended her underwear, her dress, and her shoes, her eyes all
the wh�le preserv�ng a strange, far-away look. As she sewed she
hummed to herself un�ntell�g�ble songs. She would mutter names,
probably ch�ldren's names, but not d�st�nctly enough for Tellmarch to
understand. Somet�mes she paused and l�stened to the b�rds, as
though she expected a message from them. She watched the
weather, and he could see her l�ps move as she talked to herself �n a
low vo�ce. She had made a bag and f�lled �t w�th chestnuts, and one
morn�ng Tellmarch found her gaz�ng vaguely �nto the depths of the
forest, and he saw that she was all ready to start.
"Where are you go�ng?" he asked.
And she repl�ed,—
"I am go�ng to look for them."
He made no effort to deta�n her.

VII.

THE TWO POLES OF TRUTH.

After a few weeks, crowded w�th the v�c�ss�tudes of c�v�l war
throughout the d�str�ct of Fougères, the talk ran for the most part
upon two men, wholly unl�ke �n character, who were nevertheless
engaged �n the same work, f�ght�ng s�de by s�de �n the great
revolut�onary struggle. The savage duel st�ll cont�nued, but the
Vendée was los�ng ground,—espec�ally �n Ille-et-V�la�ne, where,
thanks to the young commander who at Dol had so opportunely
confronted the audac�ty of s�x thousand Royal�sts w�th that of f�fteen
hundred patr�ots, the �nsurrect�on, �f not suppressed, was at least far



less act�ve, and restr�cted to certa�n l�m�ts. Several successful
attacks had followed that explo�t, and from these repeated v�ctor�es a
new state of affa�rs had sprung �nto ex�stence. Matters had assumed
a d�fferent aspect, but a s�ngular compl�cat�on had ar�sen.
That the Republ�c was �n the ascendant throughout th�s reg�on of the
Vendée was beyond a doubt; but wh�ch Republ�c? Am�dst the
dawn�ng of tr�umph, two republ�cs confronted each other,—that of
terror, determ�ned to conquer by sever�ty, and that of mercy, str�v�ng
to w�n the v�ctory by m�ldness. Wh�ch was to preva�l? The v�s�ble
representat�ves of these two forms, one of wh�ch was conc�l�atory
and the other �mplacable, were two men, each possess�ng �nfluence
and author�ty,—one a m�l�tary commander, the other a c�v�l delegate.
Wh�ch of the two would w�n the day? The delegate was supported by
a tremendous �nfluence; he came br�ng�ng w�th h�m the threaten�ng
watchword from the Par�s Commune to the battal�on of Santerre: "No
mercy, no quarter!" As a means of compell�ng �mpl�c�t obed�ence to
h�s author�ty, he had the decree of the Convent�on read�ng as
follows: "Penalty of death to whomsoever shall set at l�berty or
conn�ve at the escape of a rebel ch�ef," and also full powers from the
Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety, w�th an �njunct�on command�ng
obed�ence to h�m as a delegate, s�gned by Robesp�erre, Danton, and
Marat. The sold�er, for h�s part, had but the power that �s born of p�ty.
H�s weapons of defence were h�s r�ght arm to chast�se the enemy,
and h�s heart to pardon them. As a conqueror, he felt that he had a
r�ght to spare the conquered.
Hence a confl�ct, deep but as yet unacknowledged, between these
two men. They l�ved �n d�fferent atmospheres, both wrestl�ng w�th
rebell�on,—the one armed w�th the thunderbolts of v�ctory, the other
w�th those of terror.
Throughout the Bocage, men talked of noth�ng else; and the extreme
�nt�macy of two men of such utterly oppos�te natures contr�buted to
�ncrease the anx�ety of those who were watch�ng them on every s�de.
These two antagon�sts were fr�ends. Never were two hearts drawn
together by a deeper or a nobler sympathy. The man of ungentle
nature had saved the l�fe of h�m who was merc�ful; the scar on h�s



face bore w�tness to the fact. These men represented �n the�r own
persons the �mages of death and of l�fe, embody�ng the pr�nc�ple of
destruct�on and that of peace, and they loved each other. Conce�ve,
�f you can, Orestes merc�ful and Pylades p�t�less. Try to �mag�ne
Ar�manes the brother of Ormus!
Let us also add that of these two men, the one who was called
feroc�ous showed h�mself at the same t�me the most brotherly of
men. He dressed wounds, nursed the s�ck, spent h�s days and n�ghts
�n the ambulances and hosp�tals, took p�ty on the barefooted
ch�ldren, kept noth�ng for h�mself, but gave all he had to the poor. He
never m�ssed a battle,—always march�ng at the head of the
columns; was ever �n the th�ckest of the f�ght,—armed, �t �s true, for
he always wore �n h�s belt a sabre and two p�stols, yet pract�cally
unarmed, for no one had ever seen h�m draw h�s sword or ra�se h�s
p�stols. He faced blows, but never returned them. It was sa�d that he
had been a pr�est.
These two men were Gauva�n and C�mourda�n,—at var�ance �n
pr�nc�ples, though un�ted �n fr�endsh�p: �t was l�ke a soul cleft �n twa�n;
and Gauva�n had �n truth rece�ved the gentler half of C�mourda�n's
nature. One m�ght say that the latter has bestowed the wh�te ray
upon Gauva�n, and kept the black one for h�mself. Hence a secret
d�scord. Sooner or later th�s suppressed d�sagreement could hardly
fa�l to explode; and one morn�ng the contest began as follows.
C�mourda�n sa�d to Gauva�n,—
"What have we accompl�shed?"
To wh�ch the latter repl�ed,—
"You know as well as I. I have d�spersed Lantenac's bands. He has
but a few men left, and has been dr�ven to the forest of Fougères. In
e�ght days he w�ll be surrounded."
"And �n f�fteen?"
"He w�ll be captured."
"And then?"
"You have seen my not�ce?"



"Yes; and what then?"
"He �s to be shot."
"A truce to clemency. He must be gu�llot�ned."
"I approve of a m�l�tary death."
"And I of a revolut�onary one."
Look�ng Gauva�n full �n the face, C�mourda�n sa�d,—
"Why d�d you order those nuns of the convent of Sa�nt-Marc-le-Blanc
to be set at l�berty?"
"I do not wage war aga�nst women," repl�ed Gauva�n.
"Those women hate the people; and when there �s a quest�on of
hatred, one woman �s equal to ten men. Why d�d you refuse to send
that band of fanat�cal old pr�ests, whom you took at Louv�gné, before
the revolut�onary tr�bunal?"
"Ne�ther do I wage war aga�nst old men."
"An old pr�est �s worse than a young one. The rebell�on that �s
advocated by wh�te ha�r �s so much the more dangerous. People
have fa�th �n wr�nkles. Do not �ndulge �n false p�ty, Gauva�n. The
reg�c�de �s the true l�berator. Keep your eye on the tower of the
Temple."
"The Temple Tower! I would have the Dauph�n out of �t. I am not
mak�ng war aga�nst ch�ldren."
C�mourda�n's eye grew stern.
"Learn then, Gauva�n, that one must make war on a woman when
her name �s Mar�e-Anto�nette, on an old man �f he happens to be
Pope P�us VI., and upon a ch�ld who goes by the name of Lou�s
Capet."
"I am no pol�t�c�an, master."
"Try, then, not to be a dangerous man. Why was �t that dur�ng the
attack of the post of Cossé, when the rebel Jean Treton, repulsed



and defeated, rushed alone, sabre �n hand, aga�nst your ent�re
d�v�s�on, you cr�ed, 'Open the ranks! Let h�m pass through!'"
"Because �t �s not f�t that f�fteen hundred men should be allowed to
k�ll one man."
"And why at Ca�lleter�e d'Ast�llé, when you saw that your sold�ers
were about to k�ll the Vendean Joseph Béz�er, who was wounded
and just able to drag h�mself along, d�d you cry, 'Forward! leave th�s
man to me!' and d�rectly afterwards f�re your p�stol �n the a�r?"
"Because one shr�nks from k�ll�ng a fallen enemy."
"There you were wrong. Both of these men are leaders at th�s
present moment. Joseph Béz�er �s known as Moustache, and Jean
Treton as Jambe-d'Argent. By sav�ng the�r l�ves you presented the
Republ�c w�th two enem�es."

"I should prefer to make fr�ends for her rather than enem�es."
"After the v�ctory of Landéan, why d�d you not shoot the three
hundred peasant pr�soners?"
"Because Bonchamp pardoned the Republ�can pr�soners, and I
w�shed �t to be known that the Republ�c pardons the Royal�st
pr�soners."
"Then I suppose you w�ll pardon Lantenac �f you take h�m?"
"No."
"Why not,—s�nce you pardoned three hundred peasants?"
"The peasants are only �gnorant men. Lantenac knows what he �s
about."
"But Lantenac �s your k�nsman."
"And France nearer than he."
"Lantenac �s an old man."



"To me Lantenac �s a stranger; he has no age. He �s ready to
summon the Engl�sh, he represents �nvas�on, he �s the country's
enemy, and the duel between us can only be ended by h�s death or
m�ne."
"Remember these words, Gauva�n."
"I have sa�d them."
For a wh�le both men rema�ned s�lent, gaz�ng at each other; then
Gauva�n cont�nued,—
"Th�s w�ll be a bloody year,—th�s '93."
"Tate care," cr�ed C�mourda�n. "There are terr�ble dut�es to be
performed, and we must beware of accus�ng the �nnocent
�nstrument. How long s�nce we have blamed the doctor for h�s
pat�ent's �llness? Yes, the ch�ef character�st�c of th�s stupendous year
�s �ts p�t�less sever�ty. And why �s th�s? Because �t �s the great
revolut�onary year,—the year wh�ch �s the very �ncarnat�on of
revolut�on. Revolut�on feels no more p�ty for �ts enemy, the old world,
than the surgeon feels for the gangrene aga�nst wh�ch he �s f�ght�ng.
The bus�ness of revolut�on �s to ext�rpate royalty �n the person of the
k�ng, ar�stocracy �n that of the nobleman, despot�sm �n that of the
sold�er, and superst�t�on and barbar�sm �n the persons of the pr�est
and the judge,—�n one word, of every form of tyranny �n the �mage of
the tyrant. The operat�on �s a fearful one, but revolut�on performs �t
w�th a steady hand. As to the amount of sound flesh that must be
sacr�f�ced, ask a Boerhave what he th�nks of �t. Do you suppose �t
poss�ble to remove a tumor w�thout loss of blood? Can a
conflagrat�on be ext�ngu�shed w�thout v�olent efforts? These terr�ble
necess�t�es are the very cond�t�on of success. A surgeon may be
compared to a butcher, or a healer may seem l�ke an execut�oner.
Revolut�on �s devoted to �ts fatal work. It mut�lates that �t may save.
What! can you expect �t to take p�ty on the v�rus? Would you have �t
merc�ful to po�son? It w�ll not l�sten. It holds the past w�th�n �ts grasp,
and �t means to make an end of �t. It cuts deeply �nto c�v�l�zat�on, that
�t may promote the health of mank�nd. You suffer, no doubt; but
cons�der for how short a t�me �t w�ll endure,—only so long as the



operat�on requ�res; and after that �s over you w�ll l�ve. Revolut�on �s
amputat�ng the world; hence th�s hemorrhage,—'93."
"A surgeon �s calm," sa�d Gauva�n, "and the men I see are v�olent."
"Revolut�on requ�res the a�d of savage workmen," repl�ed
C�mourda�n; "�t repulses all trembl�ng hands; �t trusts only such as
are �nexorable. Danton �s the �mpersonat�on of the terr�ble,
Robesp�erre of the �nflex�ble, Sa�nt-Just of the �mmovable, and Marat
of the �mplacable. Take note of �t, Gauva�n. We need these names.
They are worth as much as arm�es to us. They w�ll terr�fy Europe."
"And poss�bly the future also," repl�ed Gauva�n. He paused, and then
cont�nued,—
"But really, master, you are m�staken. I accuse no one. My �dea of
revolut�on �s that �t shall be �rrespons�ble. We ought not to say th�s
man �s �nnocent, or that one �s gu�lty. Lou�s XVI. �s l�ke a sheep cast
among l�ons. He w�shes to escape, and �n try�ng to defend h�mself he
would b�te �f he could; but one cannot turn �nto a l�on at w�ll. H�s
weakness �s regarded as a cr�me; and when the angry sheep shows
h�s teeth, 'Ah, the tra�tor!' cry the l�ons, and they proceed stra�ghtway
to devour h�m, and afterwards fall to f�ght�ng among themselves."
"The sheep �s a brute."
"And what are the l�ons?"
Th�s answer set C�mourda�n th�nk�ng.
"The l�ons," he repl�ed, "represent the human consc�ence, pr�nc�ples,
�deas."
"It �s they who have caused the Re�gn of Terror."
"Some day the Revolut�on w�ll just�fy all that."
"Take care lest Terror should prove the calumny of the Revolut�on."
Gauva�n cont�nued,—
"L�berty, equal�ty, fratern�ty,—these are the dogmas of peace and
harmony. Why g�ve them so terr�ble an aspect? What are we str�v�ng
to accompl�sh? To br�ng all nat�ons under one un�versal republ�c.



Well, then, let us not terr�fy them. Of what use �s �nt�m�dat�on?
Ne�ther nat�ons nor b�rds can be attracted by fear. We must not do
ev�l that good may come. We have not overturned the throne to
leave the scaffold stand�ng. Death to the k�ng, and l�fe to the nat�ons.
Let us str�ke off the crowns, but spare the heads. Revolut�on means
concord, and not terror. Schemes of benevolence are but poorly
served by merc�less men. Amnesty �s to me the grandest word �n
human language. I am opposed to the shedd�ng of blood, save as I
r�sk my own. St�ll, I am but a sold�er; I can do no more than f�ght. Yet
�f we are to lose the pr�v�lege of pardon�ng, of what use �s �t to
conquer? Let us be enem�es, �f you w�ll, �n battle; but when v�ctory �s
ours, then �s the t�me to be brothers."
"Take care!" repeated C�mourda�n for the th�rd t�me; "take care,
Gauva�n! You are dearer to me than a son."
And he added, thoughtfully,—
"In t�mes l�ke these p�ty may be noth�ng less than treason �n another
form."
L�sten�ng to these two men, one m�ght have fanc�ed h�mself hear�ng
a d�alogue between a sword and all axe.

VIII.

DOLOROSA.

Meanwh�le the mother was search�ng for her l�ttle ones, walk�ng
stra�ght onward; and how she subs�sted we cannot tell, s�nce she d�d
not know herself. She walked day and n�ght, begg�ng as she went,
often l�v�ng on herbs and sleep�ng upon the ground �n the open a�r,
among the bushes, under the stars, and somet�mes m�d the ra�n and
the w�nd. Thus she wandered from v�llage to v�llage and from farm to
farm, mak�ng �nqu�r�es as she went along, but, tattered and torn as



she was, never ventur�ng beyond the threshold. Somet�mes she
found a welcome, somet�mes she was turned away; and when they
refused to let her come �n, she would go �nto the woods.
Unfam�l�ar as she was w�th the country beyond S�sco�gnard and the
par�sh of Azé, and hav�ng noth�ng to serve as gu�de, she would
retrace her steps, go�ng over and over the same ground, thus
wast�ng both t�me and strength. Somet�mes she followed the
h�ghway, somet�mes the cart-ruts, and then aga�n she would turn �nto
the paths �n the woods. In th�s wander�ng l�fe she had worn out her
wretched garments. At f�rst she had her shoes, then she went
barefoot, and �t was not long before her feet were bleed�ng.
Unconsc�ously she travelled on, m�d bloodshed and warfare, ne�ther
hear�ng, see�ng, nor try�ng to sh�eld herself, s�mply look�ng for her
ch�ldren. As the ent�re country was �n rebell�on, there were no longer
any gendarmes, or mayors, or author�t�es of any k�nd. Only such
persons as she encountered on the way would she stop to ask.
"Have you seen three l�ttle ch�ldren anywhere?"
And when the passers-by l�fted the�r heads she would say,—
"Two boys and a g�rl," and go on to name them:
"René-Jean, Gros-Ala�n, Georgette. Have you not seen them?"
And aga�n,—
"The oldest one was four and a half and the youngest twenty
months."
Presently she would add,—
"Do you know where they are? They have been taken from me."

People gazed at her, and that was all.
Perce�v�ng that she was not understood, she would expla�n,—
"It �s because they are m�ne. That �s the reason."



And then see�ng the passers-by cont�nue the�r way, she would stand
speechless, tear�ng her breast w�th her na�ls. One day, however, a
peasant stopped to l�sten to her. The worthy man set h�s w�ts at
work.
"Let us see. D�d you say three ch�ldren?" he asked.
"Yes."
"Two boys?"
"And a g�rl."
"And you are look�ng for them?"
"Yes."
"I was told that a nobleman had carr�ed off three l�ttle ch�ldren and
keeps them w�th h�m."
"Where �s that man? Where are they?" she cr�ed.
"Yon must go to the Tourgue," answered the peasant.
"And shall I f�nd my ch�ldren there?"
"Very l�kely you w�ll."
"What d�d you say the name was?"
"The Tourgue."
"What �s the Tourgue?"
"It �s a place."
"Is �t a v�llage, a castle, or a farm?"
"I never was there."
"Is �t far?"
"I should say so."
"In what d�rect�on?"
"In the d�rect�on of Fougères."
"Wh�ch way shall I go?"



"You are now at Ventortes," repl�ed the peasant. "You w�ll leave
Ernée on your left and Coxelles on your r�ght; you must pass through
Longchamps, and cross the Leroux."
The peasant ra�sed h�s hand and po�nted westward.
"Keep stra�ght ahead, fac�ng the sunset."
She had already started before he had t�me to lower h�s arm.
He called out to her.
"You must be careful; they are f�ght�ng over there."
She never turned to reply, but walked stra�ght ahead w�thout
paus�ng.



IX.

A PROVINCIAL BASTILE.

I.

LA TOURGUE.

The traveller who forty years ago entered the forest of Fougères
from the d�rect�on of La�gnelet and came out towards Par�gné, m�ght
have beheld on the edge of th�s dense forest a s�n�ster s�ght, for
emerg�ng from the th�cket he would come d�rectly upon the Tourgue,
and not the l�v�ng Tourgue, but the dead one.
The Tourgue cracked, battered, scarred, d�smantled. A ru�n may be
called the ghost of an ed�f�ce. Noth�ng could be more lugubr�ous than
the aspect of the Tourgue. A h�gh c�rcular tower stood alone l�ke a
malefactor on the edge of the wood, and r�s�ng as �t d�d from a
prec�p�tous rock, �ts severe and sol�d arch�tecture gave �t the
appearance of a Roman structure, comb�n�ng w�th�n �tself the
elements of power and of decay. In fact, �t m�ght �n one sense be
called Roman, s�nce �t was Romance. It was begun �n the n�nth
century and f�n�shed �n the twelfth, after the t�me of the th�rd crusade.
The style of the �mposts of �ts embrasures �nd�cated �ts per�od. If one
approached �t and cared to cl�mb the slope, he m�ght perce�ve a
breach �n the wall; and �f he ventured to enter �n, he would f�nd a
vacant space and noth�ng more. It was not unl�ke the �ns�de of a
stone trumpet set upr�ght on the ground. From top to bottom there
were no part�t�ons, and ne�ther ce�l�ngs nor floors; here and there
arches and ch�mneys had ev�dently been torn away, and falconet
embrasures were st�ll seen; at d�fferent he�ghts, rows of gran�te
corbels and a few cross-beams covered w�th the ordure of the n�ght



b�rds marked the separate stor�es; a colossal wall, f�fteen feet th�ck at
�ts base and twelve at �ts summ�t; cracks here and there, and holes
wh�ch once were doors, and through wh�ch one caught gl�mpses of
sta�rcases w�th�n the gloomy walls. One who pass�ng by at even�ng
m�ght venture �n, would hear the cry of the wood-owl, the goat-
suckers, and the n�ght-herons; would f�nd brambles, stones, and
rept�les beneath h�s feet; and overhead, through a dark c�rcular
open�ng at the top of the tower wh�ch looked l�ke the mouth of an
enormous well, he m�ght see the stars.
Local trad�t�on relates that there were secret doors �n the upper
stor�es of th�s tower, l�ke those �n the tombs of the k�ngs of Judah,
composed of one large stone turn�ng on a p�vot, wh�ch when closed
could not be d�st�ngu�shed from the wall �tself,—a fash�on �n
arch�tecture brought home by the crusaders, together w�th the
po�nted arch. When these doors were closed, �t was �mposs�ble to
d�scover them, so sk�lfully were they f�tted �nto the rest of the stones.
Such doors can be found to-day �n those myster�ous L�byan c�t�es
wh�ch escaped the earthquakes that bur�ed the twelve c�t�es �n the
t�me of T�ber�us.

II.

THE BREACH.

The breach by wh�ch one ga�ned access to the ru�n was the open�ng
of a m�ne. A conno�sseur fam�l�ar w�th Errard, Sard�, and Pagan
would have apprec�ated the sk�ll w�th wh�ch th�s m�ne was planned.
The f�re-chamber, �n the shape of a b�retta, was of a s�ze accurately
proport�oned to the strength of the keep wh�ch �t was �ntended to
destroy. It was capable of conta�n�ng at least two hundred-we�ght of
powder. The w�nd�ng passage wh�ch led to �t was more effect�ve than
a stra�ght one. The sauc�sse, la�d bare among the broken stones as
the result of the crumbl�ng caused by the m�ne, was seen to have the
requ�s�te d�ameter of a hen's-egg. The explos�on had made a deep



rent �n the wall, by wh�ch the assa�lants were enabled to enter. It was
ev�dent that th�s tower must have susta�ned formal s�eges from t�me
to t�me. It was r�ddled w�th balls, and these were not all of the same
epoch; every m�ss�le has �ts own spec�al way of mark�ng a rampart,
and each one, from the stone bullets of the fourteenth century to the
�ron ones of the e�ghteenth, had left a scar upon th�s donjon-keep.
The breach opened �nto what must have been the ground-floor; and
d�rectly oppos�te, �n the wall of the tower, was the gateway of a crypt,
cut �n the rock and extend�ng under the hall of the lower floor
throughout the foundat�on of the tower.
Th�s crypt, three-fourths f�lled up, was cleared out �n 1835, under the
d�rect�on of Auguste Le Provost, the ant�quary of Bernay.

III.

THE OUBLIETTE.

Th�s crypt was the oubl�ette. Every keep possessed one, and th�s,
l�ke many other penal dungeons of the same per�od, had two stor�es.
The f�rst story, access�ble through the gate, cons�sted of a good-
s�zed vaulted chamber, on a level w�th the hall of the ground-floor.
On the walls of th�s room m�ght be seen two vert�cal furrows, parallel
w�th each other, reach�ng from wall to wall and pass�ng along the
vault, where they had left a deep rut, rem�nd�ng one of wheel-tracks,
—and such �n fact they were; for these two furrows were hollowed
out by two wheels. In old feudal t�mes men had been torn l�mb from
l�mb here �n th�s very room, by a process less no�sy than that of
be�ng drawn and quartered. They had a pa�r of wheels so large and
powerful that they f�lled the ent�re room, touch�ng both walls and
ce�l�ng, and to each wheel was attached an arm and a leg of the
v�ct�m; and when these wheels were turned �n oppos�te d�rect�ons,
the man was torn asunder. It requ�red great power; hence the ruts



worn �n the stone by the graz�ng of the wheels. A room of th�s k�nd
may be seen at V�anden.

Above th�s room there was another, the actual oubl�ette, whose only
entrance was a hole wh�ch served the purpose of a door; the v�ct�m,
str�pped of h�s clothes, was let down, by means of a rope t�ed under
h�s armp�ts, �nto the room below, through an open�ng made �n the
m�ddle of the flagg�ng of the upper room. If he pers�sted �n l�v�ng,
food was thrown to h�m through th�s aperture. A s�m�lar hole may st�ll
be seen at Bou�llon.
Th�s chamber below, excavated under the hall of the ground-floor to
such a depth that �t reached water, and constantly swept by an �cy
w�nd, was more l�ke a well than a room. But the w�nd so fatal to the
pr�soner �n the depths was, on the other hand, favorable to the one
overhead, grop�ng about beneath the vault, who could breathe the
eas�er on account of �t; �ndeed, all the a�r he had, came up through
th�s hole. But then any man who entered, or rather fell, �nto th�s
tomb, never came out aga�n. It behooved the pr�soner to look out for
h�mself �n the darkness, for �t needed but one false step to change
the scene of h�s suffer�ngs. That, however, was h�s own affa�r. If he
were tenac�ous of l�fe, th�s hole was h�s danger; but �f he were weary
of �t, �t was h�s resource. The upper story was the dungeon, the lower
one the tomb,—a superpos�t�on not unl�ke that of the soc�ety of the
per�od.
Th�s �s what our ancestors called a moat-dungeon; but s�nce the
th�ng �tself has d�sappeared, the name has no longer any mean�ng
for us. Thanks to the Revolut�on, we can l�sten w�th �nd�fference to
the sound of these words. On the outs�de of the tower, and above
the breach, wh�ch forty years ago was �ts only entrance, m�ght be
seen an embrasure somewhat w�der than the other loopholes, from
wh�ch hung an �ron grat�ng, loosened and broken.



IV.

THE BRIDGE-CASTLE.

A stone br�dge whose three arches were but sl�ghtly damaged, was
connected w�th th�s tower on the s�de oppos�te to the breach. Th�s
br�dge had once supported a bu�ld�ng whose few rema�n�ng
fragments bore the traces of a conflagrat�on; �t was only the
framework that was left stand�ng, and as the l�ght shone through �ts
�nterst�ces as �t rose s�de by s�de w�th the tower, �t had the effect of a
skeleton bes�de a phantom.
To-day th�s ru�n �s utterly demol�shed, leav�ng no trace whatever
beh�nd. A s�ngle peasant can destroy �n one day structures that k�ngs
have labored for centur�es to erect. La Tourgue, a peasant
abbrev�at�on, s�gn�f�es La Tour-Gauva�n, just as La Jupelle stands for
La Jupell�ère, and P�nson le Tort, the name of a hunchback leader,
for P�nson le Tortu.
La Tourgue, wh�ch even forty years ago was a ru�n, and wh�ch to-day
�s but a shadow, was a fortress �n 1793. It was the old Bast�le of the
Gauva�ns, and served to guard, towards the west, the entrance of
the forest of Fougères, wh�ch �s now l�ttle more than a grove.
Th�s fortress was bu�lt on one of those great blocks of slate wh�ch
are found �n abundance between Mayence and D�nan, scattered �n
all d�rect�ons among the copses and along the heath l�ke the m�ss�les
of some T�tan�c combat. The tower composed the ent�re fortress; and
below the tower stood the rock at whose base flowed one of those
water-courses wh�ch swells �nto a torrent �n January and dr�es up �n
June.
S�mple as were �ts means of defence, th�s tower was almost
�mpregnable �n the M�ddle Ages, but the br�dge had proved a source
of weakness. The Gauva�ns of Goth�c t�mes had bu�lt �t w�thout a
br�dge. It was formerly access�ble by means of one of those sw�ng�ng
br�dges that could be �nstantly severed by the stroke of an axe. So
long as the Gauva�ns rema�ned V�scounts �t pleased them just as �t
was, and they were sat�sf�ed w�th �t. But when they became



Marqu�ses and exchanged the keep for the Court, they spanned the
stream w�th three arches and thus offered access �n the d�rect�on of
the pla�n very much as they had y�elded to the advances of the k�ng.
The marqu�ses of the seventeenth century and the march�onesses of
the seventeenth no longer pr�ded themselves on the�r �mpregnab�l�ty.
They abandoned the trad�t�ons of the�r ancestors to follow the
fash�ons of Versa�lles.
Fac�ng the tower towards the west was a somewhat elevated plateau
adjo�n�ng two pla�ns; th�s plateau was very near the tower, only
separated from �t by a deep rav�ne through wh�ch flowed a stream
tr�butary to the Couesnon. The br�dge that connected the fortress
w�th the plateau stood on lofty p�les, and on these p�les was
constructed as at Chenonceaux a bu�ld�ng �n the Mansard style of
arch�tecture, but more comfortable than the tower. Customs were st�ll
very rude, and the lords cont�nued to occupy chambers �n the keep
that were more l�ke dungeons than bedrooms. As to the bu�ld�ng on
the br�dge, wh�ch was a d�m�nut�ve k�nd of castle, a long corr�dor had
been added to �t, by way of entrance, wh�ch was called the hall of the
guards. Over th�s hall, wh�ch was l�ke an entresol, was the l�brary,
and above that a granary. Separated by p�llars stood the long
w�ndows w�th the�r small panes of Bohem�an glass; medall�ons were
sculptured on the walls. The fortress was three stor�es h�gh; halberds
and muskets were to be found below, books �n the m�ddle, and over
all the bags of oats,—a somewhat barbarous arrangement, but
pr�ncely to the last degree.
The tower loomed above th�s coquett�sh bu�ld�ng present�ng a stern
and gloomy contrast.
The platform offered a po�nt of attack from wh�ch the br�dge could be
destroyed.
Between these two bu�ld�ngs there was no harmony whatsoever; the
roughness of the one jarred aga�nst the elegance of the other. It
would seem as �f two sem�c�rcles ought to be �dent�cal; yet no two
styles have less �n common than that of a Roman sem�c�rcle and a
class�c arch�volt. That tower, a worthy compan�on for the forest, was
a strange ne�ghbor for the br�dge, wh�ch m�ght have come from



Versa�lles. Fancy Lou�s XIV. lean�ng on the arm of Ala�n Barbe-Torte.
There was someth�ng appall�ng �n th�s juxtapos�t�on. An �nexpress�ble
sp�r�t of terror pervaded the comb�ned majesty of these structures.
Let us repeat, that from a m�l�tary po�nt of v�ew the br�dge went far
towards betray�ng the tower; for wh�le �t added to �ts beauty �t
d�m�n�shed �ts strength, ornament�ng �t on the one hand and
weaken�ng �t on the other; by plac�ng �t on a level w�th the plateau, �t
had exposed �t to attacks from that d�rect�on, although �t st�ll
rema�ned �mpregnable �n the d�rect�on of the forest. Formerly �t had
commanded the plateau, but matters were now reversed. An enemy
�nstalled on the pla�n would speed�ly become master of the br�dge.
The l�brary and the granary were advantageous to the bes�egers
rather than to the bes�eged, s�nce the contents of both are of a
combust�ble nature. For an assa�lant who knows how to ava�l h�mself
of f�re as a means of assault, �t matters but l�ttle whether �t be a
Homer or a bundle of hay, prov�ded �t burns. The French offered a
proof of th�s fact to the Germans when they burned the l�brary at
He�delberg, as d�d the Germans �n burn�ng that of Strasbourg. In
short, th�s br�dge bu�lt on to the Tourgue was a strateg�c m�stake; but
�n the seventeenth century, under Colbert and Louvo�s, the Pr�nces
Gauva�n, l�ke the Pr�nces de Rohan or La Tremo�lle, bel�eved
themselves henceforth safe from assault. St�ll, the bu�lders of the
br�dge had taken certa�n precaut�ons. In the f�rst place, ant�c�pat�ng
the chances of f�re, they had fastened crossw�se below the three
w�ndows look�ng towards the stream, by �ron clamps wh�ch no longer
than f�fty years ago were st�ll to be seen, a strong ladder, equal �n
length to the he�ght of the f�rst two stor�es of the br�dge,—a he�ght
surpass�ng that of three ord�nary stor�es; secondly, foresee�ng the
poss�b�l�ty of a s�ege, they had �solated the br�dge from the tower by
means of a low and heavy �ron door, arched at the top and locked
w�th a large key, whose h�d�ng-place was known to the master alone;
once closed, �t could defy the batter�ng-ram and almost brave the
cannon-ball.
One must cross the br�dge to reach th�s door, wh�ch was the only
means of access to the tower.



V.

THE IRON DOOR.

As a result of the elevat�on of th�s castle on the br�dge by means of
p�les, �ts second story was on a level w�th the correspond�ng story of
the tower; and here, for greater safety, the �ron door had been
placed.
Th�s �ron door led from the br�dge �nto the l�brary, and from the tower
�nto a large vaulted hall w�th a p�llar �n the centre. As already stated,
th�s hall was �n the second story of the keep. L�ke the tower �tself, �t
was c�rcular �n �ts form, and was l�ghted by deep embrasures
overlook�ng the f�elds. The stones of �ts rough and naked walls,
unh�dden from the v�ew, were, however, symmetr�cally adjusted. Th�s
hall was reached by a sp�ral sta�rcase bu�lt �n the wall,—qu�te a
s�mple matter when walls are f�fteen feet th�ck. In the M�ddle Ages
they used to capture a c�ty by streets, a street by houses, and a
house by rooms; and thus a fortress was bes�eged story by story. In
th�s respect La Tourgue was very sk�lfully arranged, and very d�ff�cult
to cope w�th. An uncomfortable sta�rcase connected one story w�th
another; the doors were slop�ng, and not h�gh enough to adm�t a
man unless he bent h�s head; and where at every door the bes�eged
stood �n wa�t�ng for the�r assa�lants, a bowed head was certa�n death.
Below the c�rcular hall w�th the p�llar were two s�m�lar rooms,
compos�ng the f�rst story and the ground-floor, and above these
three more. The tower was closed, so to speak, by a platform wh�ch
rested on these s�x rooms l�ke a stone cover, and a narrow watch-
tower led up to the platform.
As they were obl�ged to p�erce th�s wall �n wh�ch the �ron door was
sealed to a depth of f�fteen feet, �t was thereby framed �n a deep
archway, wh�ch when the door was closed formed a porch s�x or
seven feet deep, towards the br�dge as well as towards the tower,
and when �t was open these two porches un�ted to form the entrance
arch. Set �n the wall under the porch, towards the br�dge, was a low



gate w�th a Sa�nt-G�lles bolt, lead�ng �nto the corr�dor of the f�rst story
under the l�brary. Th�s was another d�ff�culty for the bes�egers. That
s�de of the castle on the br�dge look�ng towards the plateau ended �n
a perpend�cular wall, and there the br�dge was severed. The
drawbr�dge set up aga�nst a low gate to connect �t w�th the plateau,
and wh�ch on account of the he�ght of the latter could only be
lowered l�ke an �ncl�ned plane, led �nto the long corr�dor called the
guard-room. The bes�egers who found themselves �n possess�on of
th�s corr�dor would have been obl�ged to carry by ma�n force the
Sa�nt-G�lles w�nd�ng sta�rway that led to the second story, �n order to
reach the �ron gate.

VI.

THE LIBRARY.

As to the l�brary, �t was an oblong room of the same length and w�dth
as the br�dge, w�th a s�ngle door, and that the �ron one. A false
fold�ng-door covered w�th green cloth, wh�ch only needed to be
pushed, concealed w�th�n the entrance arch of the tower. The walls
of the l�brary were l�ned from floor to ce�l�ng w�th glass bookcases �n
the f�ne taste of the seventeenth century cab�net-work, and l�ghted by
s�x large w�ndows, three on a s�de,—that �s, one over each arch.
Through these w�ndows the �nter�or of the room was v�s�ble from the
he�ght of the platform. Between the w�ndows stood s�x marble busts
on pedestals of carved oak,—Hermolaüs of Byzant�um, the
grammar�an Athenæus of Naucrat�s, Su�das, Casaubon, Clov�s, K�ng
of France, and h�s chancellor, Anachalus,—who for that matter was
no more a chancellor than Clov�s was a k�ng.
There were var�ous books �n the l�brary. One has rema�ned famous.
It was an anc�ent quarto, enr�ched w�th pr�nts, w�th the t�tle "Sa�nt
Bartholomew" �n large letters, together w�th the sub-t�tle, "Gospel
accord�ng to Sa�nt Bartholomew, preceded by a d�ssertat�on by
Pantoenus, Chr�st�an ph�losopher, on the quest�on as to whether th�s



Gospel should be cons�dered apocryphal, and whether Sa�nt
Bartholomew �s �dent�cal w�th Nathanal." Th�s book, supposed to be
a un�que copy, was placed on a read�ng-desk �n the m�ddle of the
l�brary. In the last century people came to see �t as a cur�os�ty.

VII.

THE GRANARY.

As for the granary, wh�ch, l�ke the l�brary, followed the oblong form of
the br�dge, �t was merely the space under the woodwork of the roof.
It cons�sted of a large room f�lled w�th hay and straw, and l�ghted by
s�x Mansard w�ndows, w�th no other ornament than the statue of
Sa�nt Barnabas sculptured on the door, and below �t the follow�ng
verse:—

"Barnabus sanctus falcem jubet �re per herbam."

A lofty and mass�ve tower, s�x stor�es �n he�ght, p�erced here and
there by a few embrasures, �ts sole means of entrance and egress
an �ron door open�ng �nto a br�dge-castle closed by a drawbr�dge;
beh�nd the tower a forest, before �t a heath-covered plateau, h�gher
than the br�dge, lower than the tower; below the br�dge, between the
tower and the plateau, a deep narrow rav�ne f�lled w�th underbrush, a
torrent �n w�nter, a stream �n the spr�ngt�me, and a rocky bed �n
summer,—such was the Tour-Gauva�n, called La Tourgue.

X.

THE HOSTAGES.



July passed away, and August came. A blast, f�erce and hero�c, had
swept over France; two spectres had but just crossed the hor�zon,—
Marat w�th a dagger �n h�s s�de, and Charlotte Corday headless:
events looked threaten�ng. As to the Vendée, defeated �n her grand
strateg�c schemes, she turned her attent�on to others on a smaller
scale, wh�ch, as we have already sa�d, were l�kely to prove more
dangerous. Th�s war had now become one monstrous battle
scattered about �n the woods: the d�sasters of the grand army, Royal
and Cathol�c, so called, had begun. A decree had been passed to
send the army of Mayence �nto the Vendée; e�ght thousand
Vendeans were k�lled at Ancen�s; they were repulsed from Nantes,
d�slodged from Monta�gu, expelled from Thouars, dr�ven out of
No�rmout�er, p�tched headlong out of Cholet, Mortagne, and Saumur;
they had evacuated Parthenay, abandoned Cl�sson, and lost ground
at Chât�llon; at Sa�nt-H�la�re the�r flag was captured; they were
defeated at Porn�c, Sables, Fontenay, Dou�, Château-d'Eau, and
Ponts-de-Cé; they were checkmated at Luçon, retreated from
Châta�gneraye, and were routed at the Roche-sur-Yon; at present,
wh�le they threatened La Rochelle on the one hand, on the other an
Engl�sh fleet r�d�ng �n the waters of Guernsey, commanded by
General Cra�g, and carry�ng several reg�ments of the Engl�sh army,
together w�th some of the best off�cers of the French navy, was only
wa�t�ng for the s�gnal of the Marqu�s de Lantenac to d�sembark,—a
descent wh�ch m�ght once more turn the t�de of v�ctory �n favor of the
Royal�sts. P�tt was but a pol�t�cal malefactor. As the dagger to an
armament, even so �s treason to pol�t�cal warfare. P�tt stabbed our
country, and betrayed h�s own, s�nce to d�shonor �s to betray.
Through h�s �nfluence and under h�s adm�n�strat�on England waged
Pun�c warfare. She sp�ed, cheated, and dece�ved. Poacher and
forger, she stopped at noth�ng, stoop�ng to the petty deta�ls of hatred.
She establ�shed a monopoly of tallow that cost f�ve francs a pound. A
letter from Pr�gent, P�tt's agent �n the Vendée, wh�ch was se�zed on
the person of an Engl�shman at L�lle, conta�ned the follow�ng l�nes: "I
beg you to spare no money. In regard to the assass�nat�ons, we
hope that prudence w�ll be exerc�sed; d�sgu�sed pr�ests and women
are the most su�table for th�s work. Send s�xty thousand l�vres to
Rouen, and f�fty thousand to Caen." Th�s letter was read by Barère



at the Convent�on on the f�rst day of August. As a retal�at�on for these
acts of treachery w�tness the cruelt�es of Parre�n, and st�ll later the
atroc�t�es of Carr�er. The Republ�cans of Metz and those of the South
were eager to march aga�nst the rebels. A decree was passed
order�ng the format�on of twenty-four compan�es of sappers, who
were to burn the fences and enclosures of the Bocage. Here was a
cr�s�s w�thout parallel. War was suspended �n one d�rect�on only to
break out �n another. "No mercy! No pr�soners!" was the war-cry of
both part�es. Dark and terr�ble shadows fall across the pages of
h�story �n these t�mes.
In th�s very month of August the Tourgue was bes�eged.
One even�ng, just as the stars were r�s�ng �n the calm tw�l�ght
pecul�ar to dog-day weather, when not a leaf st�rred �n the woods,
nor a blade of grass qu�vered on the pla�n, the sound of a horn was
heard through the s�lence of the approach�ng n�ght. It came from the
summ�t of the tower.
Th�s peal was answered by the r�ng of a clar�on from below. On the
top of the tower stood an armed man, and �n the shadow below lay a
camp.
In the obscur�ty around the Tour-Gauva�n one could d�mly d�st�ngu�sh
the mov�ng to and fro of dark f�gures. Th�s was the b�vouac. A few
f�res had been k�ndled beneath the forest-trees and among the
heather of the plateau, the�r sh�n�ng po�nts of l�ght pr�ck�ng through
the darkness here and there, as �f earth as well as sky would deck
�tself out w�th stars, though �t were but w�th the lur�d stars of war.
Towards the plateau the b�vouac stretched as far as the pla�n, and �n
the d�rect�on of the forest �t extended �nto the th�cket. The Tourgue
was �nvested.
The extent of the bes�egers' b�vouac �nd�cated a numerous force.
The camp pressed hard upon the fortress, reach�ng to the rock �n the
d�rect�on of the tower, and as far as the rav�ne on the s�de of the
br�dge.
Another peal from the horn was heard, followed by a second blast
from the clar�on.



The horn asked the quest�on, and the clar�on made reply.
The horn was the vo�ce of the tower ask�ng the camp, "May we
speak w�th you?" To wh�ch the clar�on, speak�ng for the camp,
answered, "Yes."
At that t�me the Convent�on d�d not regard the Vendeans �n the l�ght
of bell�gerents, and �t be�ng forb�dden by a decree to exchange flags
of truce w�th "the br�gands," they supplemented as best they could
the usual means of commun�cat�on wh�ch �nternat�onal law
author�zes �n ord�nary warfare, but �nterd�cts �n c�v�l confl�cts.
Consequently �n t�me of need a certa�n understand�ng ex�sted
between the peasant horn and the m�l�tary clar�on. The f�rst call
s�mply broached the subject; the second asked the quest�on, "W�ll
you l�sten?" If the clar�on made no reply to the second quest�on, �t
meant refusal. If, on the other hand, the clar�on repl�ed, �t was
consent, and s�gn�f�ed a truce for a few m�nutes.
When the clar�on answered th�s second call, the man who stood on
the top of the tower spoke, and these were h�s words:—
"Be �t known to all ye who hear me, I am Gouge-le-Bruant, surnamed
Br�se-Bleu because I have k�lled many of your people, and also
surnamed the Imânus because I mean to k�ll many more; �n the
attack at Granv�lle, wh�le my f�nger rested on the barrel of my gun, �t
was chopped off by a sabre-stroke; at Laval you gu�llot�ned my
father, my mother, and my e�ghteen-year-old s�ster Jacquel�ne. And
now you know me.
"I speak to you �n the name of my master, Monse�gneur le Marqu�s
Gauva�n de Lantenac, V�comte de Fontenay, Breton Pr�nce, and
owner of the Seven Forests.
"It �s well for you to learn that before shutt�ng h�mself up �n th�s tower,
where you hold h�m blockaded, Mons�eur le Marqu�s d�str�buted the
command among s�x ch�efs, h�s l�eutenants. To Del�ère he ass�gned
the country between the woods of Brest and Erneé; to Treton, that
wh�ch l�es between the Roë and Laval; to Jacquet, called Ta�llefer,
the border of the Haut-Ma�ne; to Gaul�er, called Grand-P�erre,
Château-Gont�er; to Lecomte, Craon; to Mons�eur Dubo�s-Guy,



Fougères; and to Mons�eur de Rochambeau, all Mayenne; so that
the capture of th�s fortress by no means ends the war for you, and
even were Mons�eur le Marqu�s to d�e, the Vendée of God and the
k�ng w�ll st�ll l�ve.
"I say th�s for your �nformat�on. Monse�gneur �s here bes�de me; I am
but h�s mouthp�ece. S�lence, bes�egers!
"It w�ll be well for you to cons�der my words.
"Remember that the war you are wag�ng aga�nst us �s unjust; we are
men l�v�ng �n our own land and f�ght�ng honestly. Subm�ss�ve to the
w�ll of God, we are as s�mple and upr�ght as the grass beneath the
dew. It �s the Republ�c who has attacked us: she comes to trouble us
�n our f�elds; she has burned our houses and our harvests and
destroyed our farms, and our women and ch�ldren have been forced
to run barefoot �n the woods wh�le the hedge-sparrow was st�ll
s�ng�ng.
"You who are down there l�sten�ng to me,—you have pursued us
through the forest and surrounded us �n th�s tower; you have k�lled or
scattered our all�es; you have cannon, and you have added to your
d�v�s�on the garr�sons and the posts of Morta�n, Barenton, Te�lleul,
Land�vy, Evran, T�ntén�ac, and V�tré,—wh�ch g�ves you four thousand
f�ve hundred men w�th wh�ch to attack us.
"We, who are n�neteen for the defence, are suppl�ed w�th prov�s�ons
and mun�t�ons.
"You have succeeded �n underm�n�ng and blow�ng up a part of our
rock and wall, thus mak�ng a breach at the foot of the tower, through
wh�ch you can enter, although �t �s not open, wh�le the tower stands
strong and upr�ght, form�ng an arch above �t.
"Now you are prepar�ng for the assault.
"And we—f�rst of all, Monse�gneur le Marqu�s, who �s a Breton pr�nce
and the secular pr�or of the Abbey of Sa�nte-Mar�e de Lantenac,
where a da�ly Mass was �nst�tuted by Queen Jeanne, and the other
defenders of th�s tower, who are: Mons�eur l'Abbé Turmeau, whose
m�l�tary name �s Grand-Francoeur; my comrades, Gu�no�seau,
capta�n of the Camp-Vert; Chante-en-H�ver, capta�n of the camp of



Avo�ne; Musette, capta�n of the camp Fourm�s; and myself, a
peasant, born �n the town of Daon, through wh�ch runs the brook
Mor�andre,—we have one th�ng to tell you.
"L�sten, now, ye men at the foot of th�s tower!
"We hold three pr�soners,—the same ch�ldren who were adopted by
one of your battal�ons, and they are yours. We offer to g�ve them
back to you on one cond�t�on,—that we be allowed to go free.
"If you refuse,—l�sten to th�s. There are but two po�nts of attack,—
e�ther the breach or the br�dge, accord�ng as you advance from the
fortress or the plateau. There are three stor�es �n the bu�ld�ng on the
br�dge; �n the lower one I, the Imânus, who speak to you, have
placed s�x casks of tar and one hundred bundles of dry heather;
there �s straw �n the upper, and there are books and papers �n the
m�ddle story; the �ron door commun�cat�ng w�th the tower �s closed,
and monse�gneur carr�es the key on h�s person; I have made a hole
under the door, through wh�ch �s passed a sulphur slow-match; one
end of �t �s �n a cask of tar, and the other w�th�n reach of my hand,
�ns�de the tower; I can set �t on f�re whenever I choose. If you refuse
to let us go free, the ch�ldren w�ll be placed on the second floor of the
br�dge, between the story where the sulphur-match ends �n the barrel
and the one wh�ch �s f�lled w�th straw, and the �ron door w�ll be closed
on them. If you attack us by way of the br�dge, you w�ll be the ones
to set the bu�ld�ng on f�re; �f by the breach, �t w�ll be left to us; and �f
you attack us from both s�des at once, we shall both be k�ndl�ng the
f�re at the same �nstant; at all events, the three ch�ldren w�ll per�sh.
"It rests w�th you, now, e�ther to accept or refuse.
"If you accept, we depart; �f you refuse, the ch�ldren d�e.
"I have f�n�shed,"
And the man who had been speak�ng from the top of the tower was
s�lent.
"We refuse!" cr�ed a vo�ce from below, �n tones abrupt and severe.
Another vo�ce, qu�te as f�rm, although less harsh, added,—
"We g�ve you twenty-four hours to surrender at d�scret�on."



A s�lence ensued, and then the same vo�ce cont�nued,—
"If to-morrow at th�s hour you have not surrendered, we beg�n the
assault."
"And g�ve no quarter," resumed the f�rst speaker; and then a vo�ce
from the top of the tower made reply to the savage one. Between
two battlements a tall f�gure, �n wh�ch, by the l�ght of the stars, one
m�ght have recogn�zed the awe-�nsp�r�ng form of the Marqu�s de
Lantenac, leaned forward; h�s glance, p�erc�ng the shadows, seemed
search�ng for some one.
"Ah, �t �s thou, pr�est!" he cr�ed.
"Yes, �t �s I, tra�tor!" repl�ed the harsh vo�ce from below.

XI.

TERRIBLE AS THE ANTIQUE.

Th�s �mplacable vo�ce was �n truth the vo�ce of C�mourda�n; the
younger and less �mperat�ve one was that of Gauva�n.
The Marqu�s de Lantenac had not been m�staken �n h�s recogn�t�on
of the Abbé C�mourda�n.
In th�s d�str�ct, ensangu�ned by c�v�l war, C�mourda�n, as we have
sa�d, had �n a few weeks become famous. No man had won a more
baleful notor�ety. Men would say: "Marat �n Par�s, Châl�er at Lyons,
C�mourda�n �n the Vendée." All the venerat�on wh�ch the Abbé
C�mourda�n had formerly enjoyed was now turned to h�s d�shonor.
Th�s �s what a pr�est who unfrocks h�mself may fa�rly expect.
C�mourda�n exc�ted a feel�ng of horror. The austere are unfortunate,
�nasmuch as the�r own acts seem to condemn them. Could the�r
consc�ences be revealed, men m�ght perhaps absolve them. A
Lycurgus m�sunderstood may seem l�ke a T�ber�us. However, the fact
rema�ns that these two men—the Marqu�s de Lantenac and the Abbé



C�mourda�n—were equally matched �n regard to the hatred they
�nsp�red. The maled�ct�ons hurled at C�mourda�n by the Royal�sts
were counterbalanced by the execrat�ons wh�ch the Republ�cans
heaped upon Lantenac. Each of those men seemed a monster �n the
eyes of the oppos�te camp. In fact, by a s�ngular co�nc�dence �t
chanced that wh�le Pr�eur de la Marne at Granv�lle had set a pr�ce on
the head of Lantenac, Charette at No�rmout�er had l�kew�se set one
on that of C�mourda�n.
We may observe that these two men—the Marqu�s and the pr�est—
represented �n a certa�n degree one and the same man. The bronze
mask of c�v�l war has a double prof�le, one of wh�ch looks towards
the past, the other towards the future. Lantenac wore the former,
C�mourda�n the latter; only the b�tter sneer of Lantenac was
shrouded �n darkness, whereas on C�mourda�n's fatal brow m�ght be
d�scerned a gl�mmer of the dawn.
Meanwh�le the bes�eged Tourgue was enjoy�ng a resp�te.
Thanks to the �ntervent�on of Gauva�n, they had agreed upon a sort
of truce for twenty-four hours.
The Imânus had �ndeed been well �nformed. In consequence of
C�mourda�n's requ�s�t�ons Gauva�n was now �n command of four
thousand f�ve hundred men, nat�onal guards as well as troops of the
l�ne, w�th wh�ch he surrounded Lantenac �n the Tourgue, and could,
moreover, br�ng to bear aga�nst the fortress a masked battery of s�x
cannon, planted on the edge of the forest towards the tower,
together w�th an open battery of s�x on the plateau towards the
br�dge. He had succeeded �n spr�ng�ng the m�ne, and a breach had
been made at the foot of the tower.
Thus on the exp�rat�on of the twenty-four hours' truce, the struggle
would beg�n aga�n under the follow�ng cond�t�ons:—
On the plateau and �n the forest were four thousand f�ve hundred
men aga�nst n�neteen �n the tower.
H�story may f�nd the names of the n�neteen bes�eged �n the placards
posted aga�nst outlaws. We may poss�bly come across them.



It would have pleased C�mourda�n had Gauva�n consented to accept
the rank of adjutant-general, �n order to command these four
thousand f�ve hundred men, wh�ch was pract�cally an army. But the
latter refused, say�ng: "We w�ll cons�der that matter after Lantenac �s
taken; I have won no promot�on as yet."
These �mportant commands, held by off�cers of subord�nate rank,
were, moreover, �n accordance w�th Republ�can customs. Bonaparte,
later on, wh�le as yet only a colonel of art�llery, was at the same t�me
commander-�n-ch�ef of the army of Italy.
It was a strange fate for the Tour-Gauva�n to be attacked by one
Gauva�n, wh�le defended by another member of the same fam�ly.
Hence a certa�n reluctance �n the attack, but none �n the defence; for
M. de Lantenac was a man who spared noth�ng. Accustomed as he
had been to l�ve at Versa�lles, he had no feel�ng of regard for the
Tourgue, wh�ch he scarcely knew. He had sought refuge there,
s�mply because he had no other resource; but he would have
destroyed �t w�thout a scruple. Gauva�n felt more respect for �t.
The br�dge was the weak po�nt of the fortress, but �n the l�brary
above �t were the fam�ly records. Now, �f the assault began there, the
burn�ng of the br�dge would be �nev�table, and �t seemed to Gauva�n
that to burn the records would be l�ke attack�ng h�s ancestors. The
Tourgue was the ancestral manor of the Gauva�n fam�ly; from th�s
tower started all the�r f�efs of Br�ttany, as those of France from the
tower of the Louvre. It was the centre round wh�ch clustered the
fam�ly assoc�at�ons of the Gauva�ns. He h�mself was born there; and
now, led by the tortuous chances of fate, the grown man had come
to attack the venerable walls that had protected h�s ch�ldhood.

Was �t an �mp�ous act to lay th�s dwell�ng �n ashes? Perhaps h�s own
cradle was stored away �n some corner of the granary over the
l�brary. Certa�n tra�ns of thought assume the nature of emot�ons.
Before the old fam�ly mans�on Gauva�n felt h�mself deeply moved,
and �t was �n consequence of th�s feel�ng that he had spared the
br�dge. Content�ng h�mself w�th mak�ng �t �mposs�ble for the enemy to



sally forth or attempt an escape at th�s po�nt of egress, he held the
br�dge �n check by a battery, and chose the oppos�te s�de for the
attack. Hence the m�n�ng and sapp�ng at the foot of the tower.
C�mourda�n had allowed h�m to take h�s own course, meanwh�le
reproach�ng h�mself; for these Goth�c ant�qu�t�es were od�ous to h�s
severe soul, and he was no more �ndulgent towards bu�ld�ngs than
towards human be�ngs. Spar�ng a castle was the f�rst step �n the
d�rect�on of mercy; and he knew that mercy was Gauva�n's weak
po�nt. C�mourda�n, as we are aware, kept watch over h�m, and
arrested h�s progress down th�s slope, so fatal �n h�s eyes. And yet
even he—and he acknowledged �t to h�mself w�th a sort of
�nd�gnat�on—had been unable to see the Tourgue aga�n w�thout a
secret emot�on: he was affected by the s�ght of that schoolroom
conta�n�ng the f�rst books �n wh�ch he had taught Gauva�n to read.
He had been the curé of the ne�ghbor�ng v�llage Par�gné; had
occup�ed an upper room �n the castle on the br�dge; �t was �n the
l�brary that he held l�ttle Gauva�n between h�s knees, and taught h�m
the alphabet; w�th�n these four old walls he had seen h�s beloved
pup�l, the ch�ld of h�s soul, grow�ng up to manhood, and watched the
development of h�s m�nd. Was he about to burn and destroy th�s
l�brary, th�s castle, these walls, where�n he had so often blessed the
ch�ld? He had spared them, but �t had not been done w�thout
compunct�on.
He had allowed Gauva�n to beg�n the s�ege from the oppos�te po�nt.
The tower m�ght have been called the savage s�de of the Tourgue,
and the l�brary �ts c�v�l�zed s�de. C�mourda�n had allowed Gauva�n to
make the breach only �n the former.
Th�s anc�ent castle �n the m�dst of the Revolut�on had, after all, only
resumed �ts feudal customs, �n be�ng at the same t�me attacked and
defended by a Gauva�n. The h�story of the M�ddle Ages �s but a
record of wars between k�nsmen. Étéocles and Polyn�ces are Goth�c
as well as Grec�an; and Hamlet but repeats �n Els�nore what Orestes
d�d �n Argos.



XII.

THE RESCUE PLANNED.

The ent�re n�ght was spent by both part�es �n preparat�ons. As soon
as the gloomy parley to wh�ch we lately l�stened was over, Gauva�n's
f�rst act was to summon h�s l�eutenant.
Guéchamp, w�th whom we must become acqua�nted, was a man of
the secondary order, honest, brave, commonplace, a better sold�er
than commander, str�ctly �ntell�gent up to the po�nt when �t becomes
a duty not to understand, never moved to tenderness, proof aga�nst
corrupt�on �n whatsoever shape �t m�ght present �tself,—whether �n
the form of br�bery, that ta�nts the consc�ence, or �n that of p�ty, that
corrupts just�ce. As the eyes of a horse are shaded by h�s bl�nders,
so were h�s heart and soul protected by the two screens of d�sc�pl�ne
and the order of command, and he walked stra�ght ahead �n the
space they allowed h�m to see. H�s course was d�rect, but h�s path
was narrow.
A man to be depended on, w�thal,—stern �n command, exact �n
obed�ence.
Gauva�n spoke �n rap�d tones,—
"We need a ladder, Guéchamp."
"We have none, commander."
"One must be found."
"For scal�ng?"
"No; for rescue."
After a moments reflect�on, Guéchamp repl�ed,—
"I understand. But to serve your purpose a very long one �s needed."
"The length of three stor�es."
"Yes, commander, that's about the he�ght."
"It ought to be longer than that, for we must be sure of success."



"Certa�nly."
"How �s �t that you have no ladder?"

"Commander, you d�d not th�nk �t best to bes�ege the Tourgue from
the plateau; you were sat�sf�ed to blockade �t on that s�de; you
planned the attack by way of the tower, and not from the br�dge. So
we gave our attent�on to the m�ne, and thought no more about the
scal�ng. That �s why we have no ladder."
"Have one made at once."
"A ladder of the length of three stor�es cannot be made at once."
"Then fasten several short ones together."
"But we must f�rst get our ladders."
"F�nd them."
"There are none to be found. All through the country the peasants
destroy ladders, just as they break up the carts and cut the br�dges."
"True, they �ntend to paralyze the Republ�c."
"They mean that we shall ne�ther transport baggage, cross a r�ver,
nor scale a wall."
"But I must have a ladder, �n sp�te of all that."
"I was th�nk�ng, commander, that at Javené, near Fougères, there �s
a large carpenter's shop. We m�ght get one there."
"There �s not a moment to lose."
"When do you want the ladder?"
"By th�s t�me to-morrow, at the latest."
"I w�ll send a messenger at full speed to Javené to carry the order for
a requ�s�t�on. A post of cavalry stat�oned there w�ll furn�sh an escort.
The ladder may be here to-morrow before sunset."



"Very well; that w�ll answer," sa�d Gauva�n; "only be qu�ck about �t.
Go!"
Ten m�nutes later, Guéchamp returned, and sa�d to Gauva�n,—
"The messenger has started for Javené."
Gauva�n ascended the plateau, and for a long t�me stood gaz�ng
�ntently on the br�dge-castle across the rav�ne. The gable of the
castle, w�th no other open�ng than the low entrance closed by the
ra�sed drawbr�dge, faced the escarpment of the rav�ne. In order to
reach the plateau at the foot of the br�dge one roust cl�mb down the
face of the rav�ne, wh�ch m�ght be accompl�shed by cl�ng�ng to the
bushes. But once �n the moat, the assa�lants would be exposed to a
shower of m�ss�les from the three stor�es. Gauva�n became
conv�nced that at th�s stage of the s�ege the proper way to attack
was through the breach of the tower.
He took every precaut�on to render fl�ght �mposs�ble; he perfected
the str�ct blockade of the Tourgue. Draw�ng the meshes of h�s
battal�ons more and more closely, so that noth�ng could pass
between them, Gauva�n and C�mourda�n d�v�ded the �nvestment of
the fortress between them,—the former reserv�ng for h�mself the
forest s�de, and leav�ng the plateau to C�mourda�n. It was agreed that
wh�le Gauva�n, a�ded by Guéchamp, should conduct the assault
through the m�ne, C�mourda�n, w�th all the matches of the upper
battery l�ghted, should watch the br�dge and the rav�ne.

XIII.

WHAT THE MARQUIS IS DOING.

Wh�le all these preparat�ons for the attack were go�ng on outs�de,
they were also mak�ng ready for res�stance �ns�de the tower.
A tower may be entered by a m�ne as a cask �s bored by an auger;
hence a tower �s somet�mes called a douve,[4] and �t was the fate of



the Tourgue to have �ts walls p�erced by a bung-hole.
The powerful bor�ng of two or three hundred-we�ght of powder had
dr�ven a hole through the m�ghty wall from one s�de to the other.
Beg�nn�ng at the foot of the tower, �t had made a breach �n the
th�ckest part of the wall, �n a sort of shapeless arch �n the lower story
of the fortress, and �n order to make th�s hole more pract�cable for
assault from w�thout, the bes�egers had enlarged �t by cannon-shot.
The ground-floor where th�s breach had penetrated was a large,
empty hall of a c�rcular form, w�th a p�llar �n the centre, support�ng the
keystone of the vaulted ce�l�ng. The hall, wh�ch was the largest �n the
keep, was no less than forty feet �n d�ameter. Each story of the tower
had a s�m�lar room, only on a smaller scale, w�th guards to the
embrasures of the loop-holes. The hall on the ground-floor had
ne�ther embrasures, vent�lators, nor dormer w�ndows. There was
about as much a�r and l�ght �n �t as �n a tomb.
The door of the oubl�ettes, the greater part of wh�ch was �ron, was �n
the lower hall. Another door opened on a sta�rcase lead�ng to the
upper rooms. All the sta�rcases were bu�lt �n the wall �tself.
It was to the lower hall that the bes�eged had ga�ned access by the
breach they had made; but even after ga�n�ng possess�on of �t, the
tower would st�ll rema�n to be taken.
One could scarcely breathe �n th�s lower hall, and formerly no one
could rema�n �n �t twenty-four hours w�thout suffocat�ng; but now,
thanks to the breach, one could ex�st there.
For th�s reason the bes�eged had not closed the breach. Bes�des,
what purpose would �t have served? The guns would have reopened
�t.
They had fastened an �ron torch-holder �nto the wall, where�n they
set a torch, and that l�ghted the lower floor.
But how were they to defend themselves?
To stop up the hole would have been easy enough, but useless. A
ret�rade would be more effect�ve. A ret�rade �s an �ntrenchment w�th a
retreat�ng angle,—a k�nd of barr�cade composed of rafters, by means



of wh�ch the f�re may be concentrated on the assa�lants, and wh�ch
wh�le leav�ng the breach open from w�thout closes �t from w�th�n.
There was no lack of mater�als, and they proceeded to construct a
barr�cade of th�s descr�pt�on w�th clefts for the passage of gun-
barrels. The corner of the ret�rade was supported by the m�ddle p�llar,
the two w�ngs touch�ng the walls on e�ther s�de. Hav�ng completed
th�s they placed fugades �n safe places.
The Marqu�s d�rected everyth�ng. Insp�rer, commander, gu�de, and
master,—a terr�ble sp�r�t!
Lantenac was one of those sold�ers of the e�ghteenth century who
save c�t�es at the age of e�ghty. He resembled the Count d'Alberg,
who, when almost a centenar�an, drove the K�ng of Poland from
R�ga.
"Courage, fr�ends!" he sa�d; "�n 1713, at the beg�nn�ng of th�s century,
Charles XII., shut up �n a house at Bender, w�th three hundred
Swedes, held h�s own aga�nst twenty thousand Turks."
They barr�caded the two lower stor�es, fort�f�ed the chambers,
converted the alcoves �nto battlements, supported the doors w�th
beams dr�ven �n by a mallet, thus form�ng buttresses; but the sp�ral
sta�rcase connect�ng the d�fferent stor�es they were obl�ged to leave
free, s�nce �f they blockaded �t aga�nst the bes�eger, the�r own
passage would be obstructed. Thus a fort�f�cat�on always has �ts
weak po�nt.
The Marqu�s, �ndefat�gable, v�gorous as a young man, set example
for the others by putt�ng h�s own hands to the work, ra�s�ng beams
and carry�ng stones; he gave h�s orders, helped, fratern�zed, and
laughed w�th th�s savage band, yet always rema�n�ng the�r lord and
master, haughty even wh�le fam�l�ar, elegant although f�erce.
He allowed no one to contrad�ct h�m. Once he sa�d: "If half of you
were to revolt, I would have you shot by the other half, and st�ll
defend the place w�th the rest."
Th�s �s the sort of th�ng for wh�ch men worsh�p a commander.



XIV.

WHAT THE IMÂNUS IS DOING.

Wh�le the Marqu�s occup�ed h�mself w�th the breach and tower, the
Imânus attended to the br�dge. At the beg�nn�ng of the s�ege the
escape-ladder suspended crossw�se below the w�ndows of the
second story had been removed by order of the Marqu�s and placed
by the Imânus �n the l�brary. Probably th�s was the very ladder whose
place Gauva�n w�shed to supply. The w�ndows of the entresol on the
f�rst story, called the guard-room, were defended by a tr�ple brac�ng
of �ron bars set �n the stones, so that one could ne�ther come nor go
that way.
The l�brary w�ndows, wh�ch were h�gh, had no bars.
The Imânus was accompan�ed by three men as resolute and dar�ng
as h�mself. These men were Ho�snard, called Branche-d'Or, and the
two brothers P�que-en-Bo�s. Tak�ng w�th h�m a dark-lantern, he
opened the �ron door, and made a careful �nspect�on of the three
stor�es of the br�dge-castle. Ho�snard Branche-d'Or, whose brother
had been k�lled by the Republ�cans, was as �mplacable as the
Imânus. The latter �nvest�gated the upper story, f�lled w�th hay and
straw, as well as the lower one, �nto wh�ch he had several pots-à-feu
brought, wh�ch he placed near the tar-barrels; he ordered bundles of
dry heather to be so arranged that they would touch the tar-casks,
after wh�ch he made sure that the sulphur-match, one end of wh�ch
was on the br�dge and the other �n the tower, was �n good work�ng
order. Over the floor, under the casks and the bundles, he poured a
pool of tar �nto wh�ch he d�pped the end of the sulphur-match; then
he ordered h�s men to br�ng �nto the l�brary, between the ground-floor
and the att�c, w�th tar beneath and straw overhead, three cradles
conta�n�ng René-Jean, Gros-Ala�n, and Georgette, who were all
sound asleep. The cradles were brought �n very gently, that the
ch�ldren m�ght not be roused.
They were s�mple l�ttle v�llage cr�bs, someth�ng l�ke an os�er basket,
wh�ch when placed on the floor were low enough for a ch�ld to cl�mb



�n and out w�thout help. Bes�de each cradle the Imânus ordered them
to place a porr�nger of soup, together w�th a wooden spoon. The
escape-ladder, taken off �ts hooks, was la�d on the floor aga�nst the
wall, and the three cradles were placed end to end along the
oppos�te wall, fac�ng the ladder; then, th�nk�ng that a current of a�r
m�ght be useful, he flung w�de open the s�x w�ndows of the l�brary. It
was a warm and clear summer n�ght.
He sent the brothers P�que-en-Bo�s to open the w�ndows �n the
stor�es above and below. On the eastern façade of the bu�ld�ng he
had observed a large �vy, old and w�thered, about the color of t�nder,
wh�ch ent�rely covered one s�de of the br�dge, fram�ng the w�ndows
of the three stor�es, and thought that th�s �vy would do no harm. After
bestow�ng a last glance on everyth�ng, the Imânus and h�s men left
the châtelet and returned �nto the keep. Double lock�ng the heavy
�ron door, he exam�ned attent�vely th�s �mmense and awe-�nsp�r�ng
lock, nodded approv�ngly at the sulphur-match, passed through the
hole he had dr�lled, wh�ch was henceforth the only channel of
commun�cat�on between the tower and the br�dge. Th�s match,
start�ng from the round room, passed beneath the �ron door and
entered under the arch, co�led snake-l�ke over the sp�ral sta�rs, crept
across the floor of the corr�dor below, and ended �n the pool of tar
under the dry heath. The Imânus had calculated that �t would take a
quarter of an hour from the t�me th�s sulphur-match was l�ghted from
the �nter�or of the tower, to set on f�re the pool of tar under the l�brary.
Hav�ng completed and rev�ewed all these preparat�ons, he carr�ed
the key of the �ron door to the Marqu�s de Lantenac, who put �t �n h�s
pocket.
Every movement of the bes�egers must be watched; so w�th h�s
cowherd horn �n h�s belt he stood sent�nel �n the watch-tower of the
platform on the summ�t of the tower. Wh�le keep�ng h�s eye on both
the forest and the plateau, he had bes�de h�m �n the embrasure of
the watch-tower a powder-horn, and a canvas bag f�lled w�th good-
s�zed balls and old newspapers, wh�ch he tore up to make
cartr�dges. When the sun rose, �t revealed �n the forest e�ght
battal�ons, w�th sabres at the�r s�des, cartr�dge-boxes on the�r backs,
and f�xed bayonets, ready for the assault; on the plateau a battery



w�th ca�ssons, cartr�dges, and boxes of grape-shot; w�th�n the
fortress n�neteen men load�ng the�r muskets, p�stols, and
blunderbusses, and three ch�ldren asleep �n the�r cradles.



[1] A corrupt�on of the word "patr�ot."—Tr.

[2] Rust�cs.
[3] Equal to the occas�on.

[4] Stave, cask.

BOOK III.

I.

THE MASSACRE OF SAINT BARTHOLOMEW.

I.

The ch�ldren awoke.
The l�ttle g�rl was the f�rst to open her eyes.
The wak�ng of ch�ldren �s l�ke the open�ng of flowers; and l�ke the
flowers, these pure l�ttle souls seem to exhale fragrance.
Georgette, the youngest of the three, who last May was but a
nurs�ng �nfant, and now only twenty months old, l�fted her l�ttle head,
sat up �n her cradle, looked at her toes, and began her baby-talk.
A ray of l�ght fell upon the cr�b; �t would have been d�ff�cult to say
wh�ch was the ros�er,—Georgette's foot, or the dawn.
The other two ch�ldren st�ll slept,—boys always sleep more soundly
than g�rls,—wh�le Georgette, contented and peaceful, began to



prattle.
René-Jean's ha�r was brown, Gros-Ala�n's auburn, and Georgette's
blond,—all shades pecul�ar to the�r ages, wh�ch would change as the
ch�ldren grew older. René-Jean looked l�ke an �nfant Hercules as he
lay there on h�s stomach fast asleep, w�th h�s two f�sts �n h�s eyes.
Gros-Ala�n had thrust h�s legs outs�de h�s l�ttle bed.
All three were �n rags. The clothes g�ven them by the battal�on of the
Bonnet-Rouge were �n tatters; they had not even a sh�rt between
them. The two boys were almost naked, and Georgette was bundled
up �n a rag wh�ch had formerly been a pett�coat, but wh�ch now
served the purpose of a jacket. Who had taken care of these l�ttle
ones? It would be �mposs�ble to tell. Certa�nly not a mother. Those
savage peasants who had carr�ed them along as they fought the�r
way from forest to forest, gave them the�r share of the soup, and
noth�ng more. The l�ttle ones l�ved as best they could; they had
masters �n plenty, but no father. Yet ch�ldhood �s enveloped by an
atmosphere of enchantment that lends a charm to �ts very rags; and
these three t�ny be�ngs were del�ghtful.
Georgette chattered away.
The ch�ld prattles as the b�rd s�ngs; but �t �s always the same hymn,
—�nd�st�nct, �nart�culate, and yet full of deep mean�ng; only the ch�ld,
unl�ke the b�rd, has the dark fate of human�ty before �t. None can
l�sten to the joyous song of a ch�ld w�thout a sense of sadness. The
l�sp�ng of a human soul from the l�ps of ch�ldhood may well be called
the most subl�me of earthly songs. Th�s confused murmur�ng of
thought, wh�ch �s as yet mere �nst�nct, conta�ns an unconsc�ous
appeal to eternal just�ce. Perhaps �t �s a protest uttered on the
threshold of l�fe,—an unconsc�ous protest, d�stress�ng to hear;
�gnorance, sm�l�ng on the �nf�n�te, seems to make all creat�on
respons�ble for the fate allotted to a weak and defenceless be�ng.
Should m�sfortune befall, �t would seem l�ke an abuse of conf�dence.
The prattle of a ch�ld �s more and less than speech; �t �s a song
w�thout notes, a language w�thout syllables, a murmur that beg�ns �n
heaven but �s not to end on earth. As �t began before b�rth, so �t w�ll
go on after death. As the l�sp�ngs are the cont�nuance of what the



ch�ld sa�d when he was an angel, they are l�kew�se a foreshadow�ng
of what he w�ll say �n etern�ty. The cradle has �ts Yesterday, as the
grave has �ts Morrow; and the double mystery of both m�ngles w�th
th�s un�ntell�g�ble babble. There �s no such proof of God, of etern�ty,
of respons�b�l�ty, and of the dual�ty of dest�ny, as �s th�s awe-�nsp�r�ng
shadow wh�ch we see rest�ng upon a br�ght young soul.
St�ll, there was noth�ng melancholy about Georgette's chatter, for her
sweet face was wreathed �n sm�les. Her mouth, her eyes, the
d�mples �n her cheeks, all sm�led �n concert; and by th�s sm�le she
seemed to show her del�ght �n the morn�ng. The human soul bel�eves
�n sunsh�ne. The sky was blue, the weather warm and beaut�ful; and
th�s fra�l creature, ne�ther know�ng nor comprehend�ng the mean�ng
of l�fe,—l�v�ng �n a dream, as �t were,—felt safe am�d the lovel�ness of
Nature, w�th �ts fr�endly trees and �ts pure verdure, the serene and
peaceful landscape, w�th the no�ses of b�rds, spr�ngs, �nsects, and
leaves, and above all, the �ntense pur�ty of the sunsh�ne.
René-Jean, the oldest of the ch�ldren, a boy over four years old, was
the next one to wake. He stood up, jumped out of h�s cradle l�ke a
l�ttle man, d�scovered h�s porr�nger, as the most natural th�ng that
could happen, seated h�mself on the floor, and began to eat h�s
soup.
Georgette's prattle had not roused Gros-Ala�n, but at the sound of
the spoon �n the porr�nger he started and opened h�s eyes. Gros-
Ala�n was the three-year-old boy. He too saw h�s bowl, and as �t was
w�th�n reach of h�s arm, he se�zed �t, and w�thout gett�ng out of bed,
w�th h�s d�sh on h�s knees and h�s spoon �n h�s f�st, he stra�ghtway
followed the example of René-Jean.
Georgette d�d not hear them; the modulat�ons of her vo�ce seemed to
keep t�me w�th the cradl�ng of a dream. Her large eyes, gaz�ng
upward, were d�v�ne; however gloomy may be the vault over a ch�ld's
head, heaven �s always reflected �n �ts eyes.
When René-Jean had f�n�shed, he scraped the bottom of the
porr�nger w�th the spoon, s�ghed, and remarked w�th d�gn�ty,—
"I have eaten my soup."



Th�s roused Georgette from her dream�ng.
"Thoup," sa�d she.
And see�ng that René-Jean had f�n�shed h�s, and that Gros-Ala�n
was st�ll eat�ng, she took the bowl of soup wh�ch stood bes�de her,
and began to eat, card�ng the spoon qu�te as often to her ear as she
d�d to her mouth.
From t�me to t�me she renounced c�v�l�zat�on and ate w�th her f�ngers.
When Gros-Ala�n had scraped the bottom of h�s porr�nger he jumped
out of bed and trotted after h�s brother.

II.

Suddenly from below rang the blast of a clar�on, stern and loud,
com�ng from the d�rect�on of the forest, to wh�ch a trumpet from the
summ�t of the tower made reply.
Th�s t�me the clar�on called, and the trumpet answered. And aga�n
came the summons from the clar�on, followed by the reply of the
trumpet.
Then from the edge of the forest rose a vo�ce, d�stant but clear,
shout�ng d�st�nctly,—
"Br�gands, a summons! If by sunset you have not surrendered at
d�scret�on, we shall beg�n the assault."
A vo�ce that sounded l�ke the roar of a w�ld beast answered from the
top of the tower,—
"Attack."
The vo�ce from below repl�ed,—
"A cannon w�ll be f�red as a last warn�ng half an hour before the
assault."
And the vo�ce from above repeated,—
"Attack."



The ch�ldren d�d not hear these vo�ces, but the clar�on and the horn
echoed louder and more d�st�nctly, and at the f�rst sound Georgette
craned her neck and ceased eat�ng; she had dropped her spoon �nto
the porr�nger, and at the second blast from the clar�on she l�fted the
t�ny foref�nger of her r�ght hand, and alternately ra�s�ng and lett�ng �t
fall, she marked the t�me of the trumpet, that was prolonged by the
second call of the horn; when the horn and the clar�on were s�lent,
w�th her f�nger st�ll upl�fted, she paused dream�ly, and then murmured
to herself, "Muth�c."
She probably meant "mus�c,"
The two older ones, René-Jean and Gros-Ala�n, had pa�d no
attent�on to the horn and the clar�on; they were absorbed by another
object. Gros-Ala�n, who had sp�ed a woodlouse �n the act of crawl�ng
across the l�brary floor, excla�med,—
"A creature!"
René-Jean ran up to h�m.
"It pr�cks," cont�nued Gros-Ala�n.
"Don't hurt �t," sa�d René-Jean.
And both the ch�ldren set themselves to watch the traveller.
Meanwh�le Georgette, hav�ng f�n�shed her soup, was look�ng about
for her brothers, who, crouch�ng �n the embrasure of a w�ndow, hung
gravely over the woodlouse, the�r heads so close together that the�r
ha�r �nterm�ngled; hold�ng the�r breath, they gazed �n aston�shment at
the creature, wh�ch, far from apprec�at�ng so much adm�rat�on, had
stopped crawl�ng, and no longer attempted to move.
Georgette, see�ng that her brothers were watch�ng someth�ng,
des�red to know what �t m�ght be. It was no easy matter to reach
them, but she undertook �t nevertheless. The journey fa�rly br�stled
w�th d�ff�cult�es; all sorts of th�ngs were scattered over the floor,—
stools turned ups�de down, bundles of papers, pack�ng-cases wh�ch
had been opened and left empty, trunks, all sorts of rubb�sh,—
around wh�ch she had to make her way: a very arch�pelago of reefs;
but Georgette took the r�sk. Her f�rst ach�evement was to crawl out of



the cr�b; then she plunged among the reefs. W�nd�ng her way
through the stra�ts, and push�ng as�de a footstool, she crawled
between two boxes and over a bundle of papers, cl�mb�ng up on one
s�de, roll�ng down on the other, �nnocently expos�ng her poor l�ttle
naked body, and f�nally reached what a sa�lor would call the open
sea,—that �s to say, qu�te an expanse of floor unencumbered by
rubb�sh and free from per�ls. Here she made a rush, and w�th the
ag�l�ty of a cat she crept across the room on all fours as far as the
w�ndow, where she encountered a form�dable obstacle �n the shape
of the long ladder, wh�ch ly�ng aga�nst the wall ended at th�s w�ndow,
reach�ng a l�ttle beyond the corner of the embrasure, thus form�ng a
sort of promontory between Georgette and her brothers. She
paused, and seemed to cons�der the subject; and when she had
solved the problem to her sat�sfact�on, she resolutely clasped her
rosy f�ngers about one of the rungs, wh�ch, as the ladder rested on
�ts s�de, were not hor�zontal but vert�cal, and tr�ed to pull herself up
on to her feet; and when, after two unsuccessful attempts, she at last
succeeded, she walked the ent�re length of the ladder, catch�ng one
rung after the other. On reach�ng the end her support fa�led, she
stumbled and fell; but, noth�ng daunted, she caught at the end of one
of �ts enormous poles w�th her t�ny hands, pulled herself up, doubled
the promontory, looked at René-Jean and Gros-Ala�n, and burst out
laugh�ng.

III.

Just then René-Jean, sat�sf�ed w�th the result of h�s �nvest�gat�ons of
the woodlouse, ra�sed h�s head and aff�rmed,—
"It �s a female."
Georgette's laughter made René-Jean laugh, and Gros-Ala�n
laughed because h�s brother d�d.



Georgette hav�ng effected her object and jo�ned her brothers, they
sat round upon the floor as �n a sort of d�m�nut�ve chamber, but the�r
fr�end the woodlouse had van�shed.
It had taken advantage of Georgette's laughter and h�dden �tself
away �n a crack.
Other events followed the v�s�t of the woodlouse.
F�rst some swallows flew by.
The�r nests were probably under the eaves. They flew qu�te close to
the w�ndow, somewhat startled at the s�ght of the ch�ldren, descr�b�ng
great c�rcles �n the a�r, and utter�ng the�r sweet spr�ng note. Th�s
made the three ch�ldren look up, and the woodlouse was forgotten.
Georgette po�nted her f�nger at the swallows, cry�ng,—
"B�dd�es!"
René-Jean repr�manded her,—
I "You mustn't say 'b�dd�es,' m�ssy; you must say 'b�rds.'"
"'B�r's,'" sa�d Georgette.
And, all three watched the swallows.
Then a bee flew �n.
Noth�ng rem�nds one of the human soul more than the bee, wh�ch
goes from flower to flower as a soul from star to star, gather�ng
honey as the soul absorbs the l�ght.
Th�s one came buzz�ng �n w�th an a�r of great st�r, as �f �t sa�d: "Here I
am; I have just seen the roses, and now I have come to see the
ch�ldren. What �s go�ng on here, I should l�ke to know?"
A bee �s a housekeeper, scold�ng as �t hums.
As long as the bee stayed, the ch�ldren never once moved the�r eyes
from �t.
It explored the ent�re l�brary, rummag�ng �n every corner, fly�ng about
qu�te as �f �t were at home �n �ts h�ve; w�nged and melod�ous, �t darted



from case to case, peer�ng through the glass at the t�tles of the
books, just as �f �t had a bra�n, and hav�ng pa�d �ts v�s�t, �t flew away.
"It has gone home," sa�d René-Jean.
"It �s an an�mal," remarked Gros-Ala�n.
"No," repl�ed René-Jean, "�t �s a fly."
"A f'y,'" sa�d Georgette.
Then Gros-Ala�n, who had just found a str�ng on the floor w�th a knot
�n the end, took the other end between h�s thumb and h�s foref�nger,
and hav�ng made a sort of w�ndm�ll of the str�ng, he was deeply
absorbed �n watch�ng �ts wh�rl�ng.
Georgette on her part, hav�ng returned to her former character of
quadruped, and started aga�n on her capr�c�ous journeys across the
floor, had d�scovered a venerable arm-cha�r, w�th moth-eaten
upholstery, from wh�ch the horse-ha�r was fall�ng out �n several
places. She had stopped before th�s arm-cha�r, and was carefully
enlarg�ng the holes and pull�ng out the horse-ha�r.
Suddenly she ra�sed her f�nger to attract her brothers' attent�on and
make them l�sten.
They turned the�r heads.
A vague far-away sound could be heard outs�de: probably the
attack�ng camp execut�ng some strateg�c manoeuvre �n the forest;
there was a ne�gh�ng of horses, a beat�ng of drums, a roll�ng to and
fro of ca�ssons, a clank�ng of cha�ns, and m�l�tary calls and
responses echoed on every s�de,—a confus�on of w�ld sounds,
whose comb�nat�on resulted �n a sort of harmony; the ch�ldren
l�stened �n del�ght.
"It �s the good God who does that," sa�d Gros-Ala�n.

IV.

The no�se ceased.



René-Jean had fallen �nto a dream.
How are �deas formed and scattered �n those l�ttle m�nds? What �s
the myster�ous act�on of those memor�es, so fa�nt and evanescent?
In th�s dreamy l�ttle head there was a confused v�s�on of the good
God, of prayer, of clasped hands, of a certa�n tender sm�le that had
once rested on h�m, and wh�ch now he m�ssed, and René-Jean
wh�spered half-aloud, "Mamma!"
"Mamma," sa�d Gros-Ala�n.
"Mma," repeated Georgette.
Thereupon René-Jean began to jump, and Gros-Ala�n lost no t�me �n
follow�ng h�s example, �m�tat�ng all the movements and gestures of
h�s brother; not so Georgette. Three years may copy four, but twenty
months preserves �ts �ndependence.
Georgette rema�ned seated, utter�ng a word now and then; she had
as yet ach�eved no success �n sentences.
She was a th�nker, and only uttered monosyllab�c apothegms. After a
few moments, however, she succumbed to the �nfluence of example,
and began her attempts to �m�tate her brothers, and these three pa�rs
of naked l�ttle feet began to dance, run, and totter about �n the dust
that covered the old oaken floor, under the ser�ous eyes of the
marble busts, towards wh�ch Georgette from to t�me threw an uneasy
glance, wh�sper�ng,—
"The Momommes!"
In the language of Georgette a "momomme" was anyth�ng that
looked l�ke a man w�thout really be�ng one. L�v�ng be�ngs are
strangely confused w�th ghosts �n the m�nds of ch�ldren.
As Georgette tottered along after her brothers she was always on
the verge of descend�ng to all fours.
Suddenly René-Jean, who had gone near the w�ndow, ra�sed h�s
head, but dropped �t the next moment, and ran to h�de �n a corner
formed by the embrasure of the w�ndow. He had caught s�ght of
some one look�ng at h�m. It was one of the Blues, a sold�er from the
encampment on the plateau, who, tak�ng advantage of the arm�st�ce



and perhaps somewhat �nfr�ng�ng thereon, had ventured to the edge
of the escarpment from whence he had ga�ned a v�ew of the �nter�or
of the l�brary. See�ng René-Jean h�de, Gros-Ala�n h�d also; he
cuddled down close by h�s brother's s�de, and Georgette h�d herself
beh�nd them, and there they stayed s�lent and mot�onless, Georgette
lay�ng her f�nger on her l�ps. After a few moments René-Jean
ventured to put out h�s head, but f�nd�ng the sold�er st�ll there, he
qu�ckly drew �t back, and the three ch�ldren hardly dared to breathe.
Th�s lasted for qu�te a long t�me, but f�nally Georgette grew t�red of �t;
she plucked up the courage to look out, and behold the sold�er had
gone, and once more they began to run and play.

Gros-Ala�n, although an �m�tator and adm�rer of René-Jean,
possessed a talent pecul�arly h�s own, that of mak�ng d�scover�es;
and h�s brother and s�ster now beheld h�m pranc�ng �n w�ld del�ght,
dragg�ng along a l�ttle four-wheeled cart, wh�ch he had unexpectedly
d�scovered.
Th�s doll-carr�age had been ly�ng there for years, forgotten �n the
dust, s�de by s�de w�th works of gen�us and the busts of sages.
Perhaps Gauva�n may have played w�th �t when he was a ch�ld.
Gros-Ala�n had converted h�s b�t of str�ng �nto a wh�p, wh�ch he
cracked w�th great exultat�on. Thus �t �s w�th d�scoverers. If one
cannot d�scover Amer�ca, one can at least f�nd a small cart. It
amounts to much the same th�ng.
But he must share h�s treasure; René-Jean was eager to harness
h�mself to the wagon, and Georgette tr�ed to get �n and s�t down.
René-Jean was the horse, Gros-Ala�n the coachman.
But the coachman d�d not know h�s bus�ness, and the horse felt
obl�ged to g�ve h�m a few lessons.
"Say, 'Get up!'" cr�ed René-Jean.
"'Get up!'" repeated Gros-Ala�n.



The carr�age upset, and Georgette fell out, whereupon she
proceeded to make �t known that angels can shr�ek,—and after that
she had half a m�nd to cry.
"You are too b�g, m�ssy," sa�d René-Jean.
"I b�g," stammered Georgette; and her van�ty seemed to console her
for her fall.
The corn�ce under the w�ndows was very w�de, and the dust of the
f�elds from the heath-covered plateau had collected there. After the
ra�ns had changed th�s dust �nto so�l, among the seeds wafted th�ther
by the w�nd was a bramble, wh�ch, mak�ng the most of th�s shallow
so�l, had taken root there�n; �t was of the hardy var�ety known as the
fox-blackberry, and now �n August �t was covered w�th berr�es, and
one of �ts branches, push�ng �ts way through the w�ndow, hung down
almost to the floor.
Gros-Ala�n to the d�scovery of the str�ng and the cart added that of
the blackberry-v�ne. He went up to �t, p�cked off a berry, and ate �t.
"I am hungry," sa�d René-Jean. And Georgette, gallop�ng on her
hands and knees, lost no t�me �n mak�ng her appearance on the
scene.
The three together soon str�pped the branch and devoured all the
fru�t; sta�n�ng the�r faces and hands w�th the purple ju�ces and
laugh�ng aloud �n the�r glee, these three l�ttle seraphs were speed�ly
turned �nto three l�ttle fauns, who would have horr�f�ed Dante and
charmed V�rg�l.
Occas�onally the thorns pr�cked the�r f�ngers. Every pleasure has �ts
pr�ce.
Po�nt�ng to the bush, and hold�ng out her f�nger, on wh�ch stood a
t�ny drop of blood, Georgette sa�d to René-Jean,—
"Pr�ck."
Gros-Ala�n, who had also pr�cked h�mself, looked susp�c�ously at the
bush, and cr�ed out,—
"It �s a beast."



"No, �t's a st�ck," repl�ed René-Jean.
"St�cks are w�cked, then," remarked Gros-Ala�n.
Aga�n Georgette would have l�ked to cry, but she dec�ded to laugh.

V.

Meanwh�le René-Jean, jealous perhaps of the d�scover�es of h�s
younger brother Gros-Ala�n, had conce�ved a grand project. For
some t�me past, wh�le he had been gather�ng the berr�es and
pr�ck�ng h�s f�ngers, h�s eyes had turned frequently towards the
read�ng-desk, wh�ch, ra�sed on a p�vot, stood alone l�ke a monument
�n the m�ddle of the l�brary. On th�s desk was d�splayed the famous
volume of Sa�nt Bartholomew.
It was really a magn�f�cent and remarkable quarto. It had been
publ�shed at Cologne by Bloeuw, or Coes�us, as he was called �n
Lat�n, the famous publ�sher of the B�ble of 1682. It was pr�nted, not
on Dutch paper, but on that f�ne Arab�an paper, so much adm�red by
Édr�s�, manufactured from s�lk and cotton, wh�ch always reta�ns �ts
wh�teness; the b�nd�ng was of g�lded leather, and the clasps of s�lver;
the fly-leaves were of that parchment wh�ch the Par�s�an parchment-
sellers swore to buy at the hall Sa�nt-Mathur�n "and nowhere else."
Th�s volume was full of wood-cuts, engrav�ngs on copper, and
geograph�cal maps of many countr�es; �t conta�ned a preface
cons�st�ng of a protest from the pr�nters, paper-manufacturers, and
book-sellers aga�nst the ed�ct of 1635, wh�ch �mposed a tax on
"leather, beer, cloven-footed an�mals, sea-f�sh, and paper," and on
the back of the front�sp�ece was a ded�cat�on to the Gryphs, who
rank �n Lyons w�th the Elzév�rs �n Amsterdam. And all th�s had
comb�ned to produce a famous copy almost as rare as the "Apostol"
of Moscow.
It was a beaut�ful book, and for that reason René-Jean gazed at �t—
too long, perhaps. The volume lay open just at the large engrav�ng
wh�ch represented Sa�nt Bartholomew carry�ng h�s sk�n on h�s arm.



Th�s pr�nt could be seen from below, and when the berr�es were
eaten, René-Jean gazed stead�ly at �t w�th all h�s long�ng and greedy
eyes; and Georgette, whose eyes had taken the same d�rect�on,
sp�ed the engrav�ng, and excla�med,—
"P�csure."
Th�s word seemed to dec�de René-Jean. Then to the unbounded
surpr�se of Gros-Ala�n a most remarkable proceed�ng took place.
In one corner of the l�brary stood a large oaken cha�r. René-Jean
went up to th�s cha�r, se�zed �t, and dragged �t across the room all
alone by h�mself to the desk, then push�ng �t close up to the latter, he
cl�mbed upon �t and put both h�s f�sts on the book.
Hav�ng reached the he�ght of h�s amb�t�on, he felt that �t behooved
h�m to be generous; so tak�ng the "p�csure" by the upper corner he
carefully tore �t �n two,—the tear cross�ng the sa�nt d�agonally, wh�ch
was a p�ty; but that was no fault of René-Jean. The ent�re left s�de,
one eye, and a fragment of the halo of th�s old apocryphal evangel�st
were left �n the book; he offered Georgette the other half of the sa�nt
and the whole of h�s sk�n. Georgette, as she rece�ved �t, remarked,—
"Momomme."
"Me too!" cr�ed Gros-Ala�n.
The tear�ng out of the f�rst page �s l�ke the f�rst shedd�ng of blood �n
battle; �t dec�des the carnage.
René-Jean turned over the page; next to the sa�nt came the
commentator, Pantoenus; he bestowed Pantoenus upon Gros-Ala�n.
Meanwh�le, Georgette had torn her large p�ece �nto two smaller
ones, and then the two �nto four; thus �t m�ght have been recorded �n
h�story that Sa�nt-Bartholomew, after be�ng flayed �n Armen�a, was
quartered �n Br�ttany.

VI.



The execut�on f�n�shed, Georgette held out her hand to René-Jean
for more.
After the sa�nt and h�s commentator came the frown�ng portra�ts of
the glossar�sts. F�rst came Gavantus; René-Jean tore h�m out and
placed h�m �n Georgettes hand.
A s�m�lar fate befell all the commentators of Sa�nt-Bartholomew.
The act of g�v�ng �mparts a sense of super�or�ty. René-Jean kept
noth�ng for h�mself. He knew that Gros-Ala�n and Georgette were
watch�ng h�m, and that was enough for h�m; he was sat�sf�ed w�th the
adm�rat�on of h�s aud�ence. René-Jean, �nexhaust�ble �n h�s
magn�f�cent generos�ty, offered Fabr�c�us and P�gnatell� to Gros-
Ala�n, and Father St�lt�ng to Georgette; Alphonse Tostat to Gros-
Ala�n, Cornel�us a Lap�de to Georgette; Gros-Ala�n had Henry
Hammond, and Georgette Father Robert�, together w�th an old v�ew
of the c�ty of Doua�, where the latter was born �n 1619; Gros-Ala�n
rece�ved the protest of the paper-manufacturers, wh�le Georgette
obta�ned the ded�cat�on to the Gryphs. And then came the maps,
wh�ch René-Jean also d�str�buted. He gave Eth�op�a to Gros-Ala�n,
and Lycaon�a to Georgette; after wh�ch he threw the book on the
floor.
Th�s was an awful moment. W�th m�ngled feel�ngs of ecstasy and
awe, Gros-Ala�n and Georgette saw René-Jean frown, st�ffen h�s
l�mbs, clench h�s f�sts, and push the mass�ve quarto off the desk. It �s
really qu�te trag�cal to see a stably old book treated w�th such
d�srespect. The heavy volume, pushed from �ts rest�ng-place, hung a
moment on the edge of the desk, hes�tat�ng, as �f �t were try�ng to
keep �ts balance; then �t fell, crumpled and torn, w�th d�sjo�nted
clasps and loosened from �ts b�nd�ng, all flattened out upon the floor.
Luck�ly, �t d�d not fall on the ch�ldren.
They were startled, but not crushed. The results of conquest have
somet�mes proved more fatal.
L�ke all glor�es, �t was accompan�ed by a loud no�se and a cloud of
dust.
Hav�ng upset the book, René-Jean now came down from the cha�r.



For a moment, s�lence and d�smay preva�led; for v�ctory has �ts
terrors. The three ch�ldren clung to one another's hands and gazed
from a d�stance upon the ru�ns of th�s monstrous volume.
After a br�ef pause, However, Gros-Ala�n went up to �t w�th an a�r of
determ�nat�on and gave �t a k�ck.
Th�s was qu�te enough; the appet�te for destruct�on �s never sated.
René-Jean gave �t a k�ck too, and Georgette gave �t another, wh�ch
landed her on the floor, but �n a s�tt�ng pos�t�on, of wh�ch she at once
took advantage to throw herself on Sa�nt Bartholomew. All respect
was now at an end. René-Jean and Gros-Ala�n pounced upon �t,
jub�lant, w�ld w�th exc�tement, tr�umphant, and p�t�less, tear�ng the
pr�nts, slash�ng the leaves, tear�ng out the markers, scratch�ng the
b�nd�ng, detach�ng the g�lded leather, pull�ng the na�ls from the s�lver
corners, break�ng the parchment, defac�ng the noble text,—work�ng
w�th hands, feet, na�ls, and teeth; rosy, laugh�ng, and f�erce, they fell
upon the defenceless evangel�st l�ke three angels of prey.
They ann�h�lated Armen�a, Judea, and Benevento, where the rel�cs
of the sa�nt are to be found; Nathanael, who �s supposed by some
author�t�es to be the same as Bartholomew; Pope Gelas�us, who
declared the Gospel of Nathanael-Bartholomew apocryphal; and
every portra�t and map. Indeed, they were so utterly engrossed �n
the�r p�t�less destruct�on of the old book, that a mouse ran by
unobserved.
It m�ght well be called exterm�nat�on.
To cut to p�eces h�story, legend, sc�ence, m�racles true or false,
eccles�ast�cal Lat�n, superst�t�on, fanat�c�sm, and myster�es,—thus to
tear a whole rel�g�on to tatters,—m�ght be cons�dered a work of t�me
for three g�ants. And even for three ch�ldren �t was no small matter;
they labored for hours, but at last they conquered, and noth�ng
rema�ned of Sa�nt-Bartholomew.
When they came to the end, when the last page was detached and
the last pr�nt thrown on the floor, when all that was left �n the skeleton
b�nd�ng were fragments of text and tattered portra�ts, René-Jean



rose to h�s feet, looked at the floor all strewn w�th scattered leaves,
and clapped h�s hands �n tr�umph.
Gros-Ala�n �mmed�ately d�d the same.
Georgette rose, p�cked up a leaf from the floor, leaned aga�nst the
w�ndow-s�ll, that was just on a level w�th her ch�n, and began to tear
the b�g page �nto t�ny b�ts and throw them out of the w�ndow.
When René-Jean and Gros-Ala�n saw what she was do�ng, they
were at once eager to follow her example; and p�ck�ng up the pages,
they tore them over and over aga�n, page by page, and threw the
fragments outs�de the w�ndow as she had done. Thus almost the
whole of that anc�ent book, torn by those destruct�ve l�ttle f�ngers,
went fly�ng to the w�nds. Georgette dream�ly watched the flutter�ng
groups of t�ny wh�te papers blown about by every w�nd, and cr�ed,—
"Butterfl�es."
And here ended the massacre, �ts last traces van�sh�ng �n th�n a�r.

VII.

Thus for the second t�me was Sa�nt Bartholomew put to death,—he
who had already suffered martyrdom �n the year of our Lord 49.
Meanwh�le the even�ng was draw�ng on, and as the heat �ncreased a
certa�n drows�ness pervaded the atmosphere. Georgette's eyes were
grow�ng heavy; René-Jean went to h�s cr�b, pulled out the sack of
straw that served h�m for a mattress, dragged �t to the w�ndow, and
stretch�ng h�mself out upon �t, sa�d, "Let us go to bed."
Gros-Ala�n leaned h�s head aga�nst René-Jean, Georgette la�d hers
on Gros-Ala�n, and thus the three culpr�ts fell sound asleep.
Warm breezes stole �n at the open w�ndows; the scent of w�ld-flowers
borne upon the w�nd from the rav�nes and h�lls m�ngled w�th the
breath of even�ng; Nature lay calm and sympathet�c; rad�ance,
peace, and love pervaded the world; the sunl�ght touched each



object w�th a soft caress; and one felt �n every pore of h�s be�ng the
harmony that spr�ngs from the profound tenderness of �nan�mate
th�ngs. Inf�n�ty holds w�th�n �tself the essence of motherhood; creat�on
�s a m�racle �n full bloom, whose magn�tude �s perfected by �ts
benevolence. One seemed to be consc�ous of an �nv�s�ble presence
exerc�s�ng �ts myster�ous �nfluence �n the dread confl�ct between
created be�ngs, protect�ng the helpless aga�nst the powerful; beauty
meanwh�le on every s�de, �ts splendor only to be equalled by �ts
tenderness. The landscape, calm and peaceful, d�splayed the
enchant�ng hazy effects of l�ght and shade over the f�elds and r�ver;
the smoke rose upwards to the clouds, l�ke rever�es melt�ng �nto
dreams; flocks of b�rds c�rcled above the Tourgue; the swallows
peeped �n at the w�ndows, as much as to say, "We have come to see
�f the ch�ldren are sleep�ng comfortably." And pure and lovable they
looked as they lay mot�onless, prett�ly grouped, l�ke l�ttle half-naked
Cup�ds, the�r un�ted ages amount�ng to less than n�ne years. Vague
sm�les hovered round the�r l�ps, reflect�ng dreams of Parad�se.
Perchance Alm�ghty God was wh�sper�ng �n the�r ears, s�nce they
were of those whom all human tongues un�te to call the weak and
the blessed. The�rs was the �nnocence that commands venerat�on.
All was s�lent, as �f the breath that st�rred those tender bosoms were
the bus�ness of the un�verse, and all creat�on paused to l�sten; not a
leaf rustled, not a blade of grass qu�vered. It seemed as �f the w�de
starry un�verse held �ts breath lest these three lowly but angel�c
slumberers should be d�sturbed; and noth�ng could be more subl�me
than the �mpress�ve reverence of Nature �n the presence of th�s
�ns�gn�f�cance.
The decl�n�ng sun had nearly reached the hor�zon, when suddenly,
am�d th�s profound peace, l�ghtn�ng flashed from the forest, followed
by a savage report. A cannon had just been f�red. The echoes se�zed
th�s sound, and magn�f�ed �t to a dreadful d�n, and so fr�ghtful was the
prolonged reverberat�on from h�ll to h�ll that �t roused Georgette.
She ra�sed her head a l�ttle, l�fted her f�nger, l�stened, then sa�d,—
"Boom!"



The no�se ceased, and s�lence returned aga�n. Georgette put her
head back on Gros-Ala�n, and fell asleep aga�n.

BOOK IV.

THE MOTHER.

I.

DEATH PASSES.

That even�ng the mother, whom we have seen wander�ng onward
w�th no settled plan, had walked all day long. Th�s was, to be sure, a
matter of every-day occurrence. She kept on her way w�thout pause
or rest; for the sleep of exhaust�on �n some chance corner could no
more be called rest than could the stray crumbs that she p�cked up
here and there l�ke the b�rds be cons�dered nour�shment. She ate
and slept just enough to keep her al�ve.
She had spent the prev�ous n�ght �n a forsaken barn,—a wreck such
as c�v�l wars leave beh�nd them. In a deserted f�eld she had found
four walls, an open door, a l�ttle straw, and the rema�ns of a roof, and
on th�s straw beneath the roof she threw herself down, feel�ng the
rats gl�de under as she lay there, and watch�ng the stars r�se through
the roof. She slept several hours; then wak�ng �n the m�ddle of the
n�ght, she resumed her journey, so as to get over as much ground as
poss�ble before the excess�ve heat of the day came on. For the
summer pedestr�an m�dn�ght �s more favorable than noon.



She followed as best she could the br�ef d�rect�ons g�ven her by the
Vautortes peasant, and kept as far as poss�ble toward the west. Had
there been any one near, he m�ght have heard her �ncessantly
mutter�ng half aloud, "La Tourgue." She seemed to know no other
word, save the names of her ch�ldren.
And as she walked she dreamed. She thought of the adventures that
had befallen her, of all she had suffered and endured, of the
encounters, the �nd�gn�t�es, the cond�t�ons �mposed, the barga�ns
offered and accepted, now for a shelter, now for a b�t of bread, or
s�mply to be d�rected on her way. A wretched woman �s more
unfortunate than a wretched man, �nasmuch as she �s the �nstrument
of pleasure. Terr�ble �ndeed was th�s wander�ng journey! But all th�s
would count for noth�ng �f she could but f�nd her ch�ldren.
On that day her f�rst adventure was �n a v�llage through wh�ch her
route lay; the dawn was barely break�ng, and the dusk of n�ght st�ll
shrouded all the surround�ng objects; but �n the pr�nc�pal v�llage
street a few doors were half open, and cur�ous faces peeped out of
the w�ndows. The �nhab�tants seemed restless l�ke a startled h�ve of
bees,—a d�sturbance due to the no�se of wheels and the clank�ng of
�ron, wh�ch had reached the�r ears.
On the square �n front of the church, a fr�ghtened group was star�ng
at some object that was descend�ng the h�ll towards the v�llage. It
was a four-wheeled wagon drawn by f�ve horses, whose harness
was composed of cha�ns, and upon wh�ch could be seen someth�ng
that looked l�ke a p�le of long jo�sts, �n the m�ddle of wh�ch lay an
object whose vague outl�nes were h�dden by a large canvas
resembl�ng a pall. Ten horsemen rode �n front of the wagon, and ten
beh�nd. They wore three-cornered hats, and above the�r shoulders
rose what seemed l�ke the po�nts of naked sabres. The whole
process�on advanced slowly, �ts dark outl�nes sharply def�ned aga�nst
the hor�zon; everyth�ng looked black,—the wagon, the harness, and
the r�ders. On enter�ng the v�llage they approached the square w�th
the pale gl�mmer of the dawn beh�nd them.
It had grown somewhat l�ghter wh�le the wagon was descend�ng the
h�ll, and now the escort was pla�nly to be seen,—a process�on of



ghosts to a�l �ntents, for no man uttered a word.
The horsemen were gendarmes; they really were carry�ng drawn
sabres, and the canvas that covered the wagon was black.
The wretched wander�ng mother, enter�ng the v�llage from the
oppos�te d�rect�on, just as the wagon and the gendarmes reached
the square, approached the crowd of peasants and heard vo�ces
wh�sper�ng the follow�ng quest�ons and answers,—
"What �s that?"
"It's the gu�llot�ne."
"Where does �t come from?"
"From Fougères."
"Where �s �t go�ng?"
"I don't know. They say �t �s go�ng to some castle near Par�gné."
"Par�gné!"
"Let �t go wherever �t w�ll, so that �t does not stop here."
There was someth�ng ghostl�ke �n the comb�nat�on of th�s great
wagon w�th �ts shrouded burden, the gendarmes, the clank�ng cha�ns
of the team, and the s�lent men, �n the early dawn.
The group crossed the square and passed out from the v�llage,
wh�ch lay �n a hollow between two h�lls. In a quarter of an hour the
peasants who had stood there l�ke men petr�f�ed saw the funereal
process�on reappear on the summ�t of the western h�ll. The great
wheels jolted �n the ruts, the cha�ns of the harness rattled as they
were shaken by the early morn�ng w�nd, the sabres shone; the sun
was r�s�ng, and at a bend of the road all van�shed from the s�ght.
It was at th�s very moment that Georgette woke up �n the l�brary
bes�de her st�ll sleep�ng brothers, and w�shed her rosy feet good-
morn�ng.



II.

DEATH SPEAKS.

The mother had watched th�s dark object as �t passed by, but she
ne�ther understood nor tr�ed to understand �t, absorbed as she was �n
the v�s�on that p�ctured her ch�ldren lost �n the darkness.
She too left the v�llage soon after the process�on wh�ch had just
passed, and followed the same road at some d�stance beh�nd the
second squad of gendarmes. Suddenly the word "gu�llot�ne" came
back to her, and she repeated �t to herself; now, th�s untaught
peasant woman, M�chelle Fléchard, had no �dea of �ts mean�ng, but
her �nst�nct warned her; she shuddered �nvoluntar�ly, and �t seemed
dreadful to her to be walk�ng beh�nd �t,—so she turned to the left,
qu�tt�ng the h�ghway, and entered a wood, wh�ch was the Forest of
Fougères.
After roam�ng about for some t�me she sp�ed a belfry and the roofs of
houses,—ev�dently a v�llage on the edge of the forest; and she went
towards �t, for she was hungry.
It was one of those hamlets where the Republ�cans had establ�shed
a m�l�tary outpost.
She went as far as the square �n front of the mayoralty-house.
Here, too, there was ag�tat�on and anx�ety. A crowd had gathered �n
front of the fl�ght of steps lead�ng to the hall, and here, stand�ng on
one of these steps was a man accompan�ed by sold�ers, who held �n
h�s hand a large unfolded placard. A drummer stood on h�s r�ght, and
on h�s left a b�ll-st�cker, w�th h�s brush and paste-pot. Upon the
balcony, over the door, stood the mayor, wear�ng a tr�colored scarf
over h�s peasant's dress.

The man w�th the placard was a publ�c cr�er.



He wore a shoulder-belt from wh�ch hung a small wallet, �n token that
he was go�ng from v�llage to v�llage procla�m�ng certa�n news
throughout the d�str�ct.
Just as M�chelle Fléchard arr�ved, he had unfolded the placard and
was beg�nn�ng to read �n a loud vo�ce,—

"THE FRENCH REPUBLIC ONE AND INDIVISIBLE."

The drum beat. There was a st�r �n the crowd. A few took off the�r
caps, others jammed the�r hats more f�rmly on the�r heads; �n those
t�mes one could almost recogn�ze a man's pol�t�cal v�ews, throughout
that d�str�ct, by the fash�on of h�s head-gear; hats were worn by
Royal�sts, caps by Republ�cans. The confused murmur of vo�ces
ceased, and all l�stened as the cr�er proceeded to read:—

"By v�rtue of the orders g�ven to as, and of the author�ty
vested �n us by the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety,—"

Aga�n the drum beat, and aga�n the cr�er cont�nued:—

"—and �n execut�on of the decree of the Nat�onal
Convent�on, that outlaws all rebels taken w�th arms �n the�r
hands, and declares that cap�tal pun�shment shall be
�nfl�cted on any man who harbors them or a�ds and abets
�n the�r escape,—"

One peasant wh�spered to h�s ne�ghbor,—
"What does cap�tal pun�shment mean?"
"I don't know," the ne�ghbor repl�ed.
The cr�er waved the placard:—

"—�n accordance w�th Art�cle 17 of the law of the 30th of
Apr�l, that g�ves to the delegates and sub-delegates full
author�ty over the rebels,—"

Here he made a pause, then resumed:—



"—the �nd�v�duals des�gnated under the follow�ng names
and surnames are declared outlawed:—"

The aud�ence l�stened w�th a close attent�on.
The vo�ce of the cr�er sounded l�ke thunder:—

"—Lantenac, br�gand,—"

"That's Monse�gneur," muttered a peasant.
And the wh�sper ran through the crowd, "It's Monse�gneur."
And the cr�er pursued,—

"—Lantenac, c�-devant Marqu�s, br�gand; the Imânus,
br�gand;—"

Two peasants looked askance at each other.
"That's Gouge-le-Bruant."
"Yes; that's Br�se-Bleu."
The cr�er went on read�ng the l�st:—

"Grand-Francoeur, br�gand;—"

A murmur-ran through the crowd.
"He's a pr�est."
"Yes,—the Abbé Turmeau."
"I know; he �s a curé somewhere near the forest of La Chapelle."
"And a br�gand," added a man �n a cap.
The cr�er went on:—

"—Bo�snouveau, br�gand; the two brothers P�que-en-bo�s,
br�gands; Houzard, br�gand;—"

"That's Mons�eur de Quélen," sa�d a peasant.



"—Pan�er, br�gand;—"

"That's Mons�eur Sepher."

"—Place-Nette, br�gand;—"

"That's Mons�eur Jamo�s."
Pay�ng no heed to these remarks, the cr�er cont�nued:—

"—Gu�no�seau, br�gand; Chatenay, called Rob�, br�gand;
—"

One peasant wh�spered, "Gu�no�seau �s the same person we call Le
Blond; Chatenay comes from Sa�nt-Ouen."

"—Ho�snard, br�gand;—" cont�nued the cr�er.

"He �s from Ru�llé," some one �n the crowd was heard to say.
"Yes, that's Branche-d'Or."
"H�s brother was k�lled at the attack of Pontorson."
"Yes, Ho�snard-Malonn�ère."
"A f�ne-look�ng fellow of n�neteen."
"Attent�on!" called out the cr�er; "here �s the end of the l�st:—

"—Belle-V�gne, br�gand; La Musette, br�gand; Sabre-tout,
br�gand; Br�n-d'Amour, br�gand;—"

Here a lad jogged the elbow of a young g�rl; she sm�led.
The cr�er cont�nued,—

"—Chante-en-h�ver, br�gand; Le Chat, br�gand—"

"That's Moulard," sa�d a peasant.

"—Tabouze, br�gand.—"



"That's Gauffre," sa�d another.
"There are two of the Gauffres," added some woman.
"Good fellows, both of them," muttered a lad.
The cr�er waved the placard, the drum beat to command s�lence, and
then he resumed the read�ng:

"—And the above-named, wheresoever they may be
taken, as soon as the�r �dent�ty �s proved, w�ll be put to
death upon the spot;—"

There was a movement �n the crowd.
The cr�er pursued,—

"—and any man who protects them, or a�ds them to
escape, w�ll be brought before a court-mart�al and
forthw�th put to death. S�gned—"

The s�lence grew �ntense.

"—S�gned: Delegate of the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety,
"CIMOURDAIN."

"A pr�est," sa�d a peasant.
"The former curé of Par�gné," remarked another.
"Turmeau and C�mourda�n," added a townsman,—"a Wh�te pr�est
and a Blue one."
"And both of them black," remarked another townsman.
The mayor, who stood on the balcony, l�fted h�s hat as he cr�ed,—
"Long l�ve the Republ�c!"
A roll of the drum made �t known that the cr�er had not yet f�n�shed.
He waved h�s hand.
"L�sten," he sa�d, "to the last four l�nes of the Government
proclamat�on. They are s�gned by the ch�ef of the explor�ng column



of the Côtes-du-Nord, Commander Gauva�n."
"L�sten," cr�ed vo�ces �n the crowd.
The cr�er read,—

"Under penalty of death,—"

All were s�lent.

"—�t �s forb�dden, �n pursuance w�th the above, to lend a�d
or succor to the n�neteen rebels here�n named, who are at
present shut up and bes�eged �n the Tourgue."

"What's that?" cr�ed a vo�ce.
It was a woman's vo�ce,—the vo�ce of the mother.

III.

MUTTERINGS AMONG THE PEASANTS.

M�chelle Fléchard had m�ngled w�th the crowd. She had not l�stened,
but some th�ngs one may hear w�thout l�sten�ng. She had heard the
word "Tourgue," and ra�sed her head.
"What's that? D�d he say La Tourgue?"
People looked at her. The ragged woman seemed l�ke one dazed.
Vo�ces were heard to murmur, "She looks l�ke a br�gand."
A peasant woman, carry�ng a basket of buckwheat cakes, went up to
her and wh�spered,—
"Keep st�ll."
M�chelle Fléchard stared stup�dly; aga�n she had lost all power of
comprehens�on. That name, "La Tourgue" passed l�ke a flash of



l�ghtn�ng, and n�ght closed once more. Had she no r�ght to ask for
�nformat�on? What made the people look at her so strangely?
Meanwh�le the drum had beaten for the last t�me, the b�ll-poster
pasted up the not�ce, the mayor went back �nto the house, the cr�er
started for some other v�llage, and the crowd d�spensed.
One group was st�ll stand�ng �n front of the not�ce. M�chelle Fléchard
drew near.
They were comment�ng on the names of the outlaws.
Both peasants and townsmen were there; that �s to say, both Wh�tes
and Blues.
"After all, they have not caught everybody," sa�d a peasant.
"N�neteen �s just n�neteen, and no more. They have not got R�ou, nor
Benjam�n Moul�ns, nor Goup�l from the par�sh of Andou�llé."
"Nor Lor�eul, of Monjean," remarked another.
And thus they went on:—
"Nor Br�ce-Denys."
"Nor Franço�s Dudouet."
"Yes, they have the one from Laval."
"Nor Huet, from Launey-V�ll�ers."
"Nor Grég�s."
"Nor P�lon."
"Nor F�lleul."
"Nor Mén�cent."
"Nor Guéharrée."
"Nor the three brothers Logera�s."
"Nor Mons�eur Lechandell�er de P�errev�lle."
"Id�ots!" excla�med a stern-look�ng, wh�te-ha�red man. "They have
them all, �f they have Lantenac."



"They have not got h�m yet," muttered one of the young fellows.
"Lantenac once captured, the soul �s gone. The death of Lantenac
means death to the Vendée," sa�d the old man.
"Who �s th�s Lantenac?" asked a townsman.
"He �s a c�-devant," repl�ed another.
And another added,—
"He �s one of those who shoot women."
M�chelle Fléchard heard th�s, and sa�d,—
"That's true."
When people turned to look at her she added,—
"Because he shot me."
It was an odd th�ng to say; as �f a l�v�ng woman were to call herself
dead. People looked at her susp�c�ously.
And truly she was a startl�ng object, trembl�ng at every sound, w�ld-
look�ng, sh�ver�ng, w�th an an�mal-l�ke fear; so terr�f�ed was she that
she fr�ghtened other people. There �s a certa�n weakness �n the
despa�r of a woman that �s dreadful to w�tness. It �s l�ke look�ng upon
a be�ng aga�nst whom dest�ny has done �ts worst. But peasants are
not analyt�cal; they see noth�ng below the surface. One of them
muttered, "She m�ght be a spy."
"Keep st�ll and go away," wh�spered the k�nd-hearted woman who
had spoken to her before.
"I am do�ng no harm," repl�ed M�chelle Fléchard; "I am only look�ng
for my ch�ldren."
The k�nd woman w�nked at those who were starr�ng at M�chelle
Fléchard, and touch�ng her forehead w�th her f�nger, sa�d,—
"She �s a s�mpleton."
Then draw�ng her as�de, she gave her a buckwheat cake.
W�thout even stopp�ng to thank her, M�chelle Fléchard began to
devour the cake l�ke one ravenous for food.



"You see, she eats just l�ke an an�mal: she must be a s�mpleton;" and
one by one the crowd gradually d�spersed.
After she had eaten, M�chelle Fléchard sa�d to the peasant woman,
—
"Well, I have f�n�shed my cake; now, where �s the Tourgue?"
"There she �s at �t aga�n!" cr�ed the peasant woman.
"I must go the Tourgue. Show me the road to La Tourgue."
"Never!" cr�ed the peasant woman. "You would l�ke to be k�lled, I
suppose; but whether you would or not, I don't know the way myself.
You must surely be �nsane. L�sten to me, my poor woman. You look
t�red; w�ll you come to my house and rest?"
"I never test," repl�ed the mother.
"And her feet are all torn," muttered the peasant woman.
"D�dn't you hear me tell�ng you that my ch�ldren were stolen from me,
one l�ttle g�rl and two l�ttle boys? I came from the carn�chot �n the
forest. You can ask Tellmarch le Ca�mand about me, and also the
man I met �n the f�eld down yonder. The Ca�mand cared me. It
seems I had someth�ng broken. All those th�ngs really happened.
Bes�des, there �s Sergeant Radoub; you may ask h�m; he w�ll tell
you, for �t was he who met us �n the forest. Three,—I tell you there
were three ch�ldren, and the oldest one's name was René-Jean: I
can prove �t to you; and Gros-Ala�n and Georgette were the two
others. My husband �s dead; they k�lled h�m. He was a farmer at
S�sco�gnard. You look l�ke a k�nd woman. Show me the way. I am not
mad, I am a mother. I have lost my ch�ldren, and am look�ng for
them. I do not know exactly where I came from. I slept last n�ght on
the straw �n a barn. I am go�ng to the Tourgue. I am not a th�ef. You
can't help see�ng that I am tell�ng you the truth. You ought to help me
to f�nd my ch�ldren. I don't belong to th�s ne�ghborhood. I have been
shot, but I do not know where �t happened."
The peasant woman shook her head, say�ng,—
"L�sten, traveller; �n t�mes of revolut�on you must not say th�ngs that
cannot be understood, for you m�ght be arrested."



"But the Tourgue," cr�ed the mother; "madam, for the love of the
Infant Jesus and of the Blessed V�rg�n �n Parad�se I pray you, I beg
of you, I beseech you, madam, tell me how I can f�nd the road to the
Tourgue!"
Then the peasant woman grew angry.
"I don't know! And �f I d�d, I would not tell you! It �s a bad place.
People don't go there."
"But I am go�ng there," sa�d the mother.
And once more she started on her way.
The woman, as she watched her depart, muttered to herself:—
"She must have someth�ng to eat, whatever she does;" and runn�ng
after M�chelle Fléchard, she put a dark-look�ng cake �n her hand,
say�ng,—
"There �s someth�ng for your supper."
M�chelle Fléchard took the buckwheat-cake, but she ne�ther turned
nor made reply as she pursued her way.
She went forth from the v�llage, and just as she reached the last
houses she met three l�ttle ragged and barefooted ch�ldren trott�ng
along. She went up to them and sa�d,—
"Here are two boys and a g�rl;" and when she saw them look�ng at
her bread, she gave �t to them.
The ch�ldren took the bread, but they were ev�dently fr�ghtened.
She entered the forest.

IV.

A MISTAKE.



Meanwh�le, on th�s very day, before dawn, am�d the d�m shadows of
the forest, the follow�ng scene took place on the b�t of road that leads
from Javené to Lécousse.
All the roads of the Bocage are shut �n between h�gh banks, and
those enclos�ng the one that runs from Javené to Par�gné by way of
Lécousse are even h�gher than usual; �ndeed the road, w�nd�ng as �t
does, m�ght well be called a rav�ne. It leads from V�tré, and has had
the honor of jolt�ng Madame de Sév�gné's carr�age. Shut �n as �t �s by
hedges on the r�ght and on the left, no better spot for an ambush
could well be found.
That morn�ng, one hour before M�chelle Fléchard, start�ng from a
d�fferent part of the forest, had reached the f�rst v�llage, where she
beheld the funereal appar�t�on of the wagon escorted by the
gendarmes, a crowd of unseen men, concealed by the branches,
crouched �n the th�ckets through wh�ch the road from Javené runs
after �t crosses the br�dge over the Couesnon. They were, peasants
dressed �n coats of sk�n, such as were worn by the k�ngs of Br�ttany
�n the s�xteenth century and by the peasants �n the e�ghteenth. Some
were armed w�th muskets, others w�th axes. Those who had axes
had just bu�lt �n a glade a k�nd of funeral p�le of dry fagots and logs,
wh�ch was only wa�t�ng to be set on f�re. Those who had muskets
were posted on both s�des of the road, �n the att�tude of expectancy.
Could one have seen through the leaves, he m�ght have d�scovered
on every s�de f�ngers rest�ng on tr�ggers and guns a�med through the
open�ngs made by the �nterlac�ng of the branches. These men were
ly�ng �n wa�t. All the muskets converged towards the road, wh�ch had
begun to wh�ten �n the r�s�ng dawn.
Am�d th�s tw�l�ght low vo�ces were carry�ng on a d�alogue:—
"Are you sure of th�s?"
"Well, that's what they say."
"She �s about to go by?"
"They say she �s �n th�s ne�ghborhood."
"She must not leave �t."



"She must be burned."
"We three v�llages have come out for that very purpose."
"And how about the escort?"
"It �s to be k�lled."
"But w�ll she come by th�s road?"
"So they say."
"Then she �s com�ng from V�tré."
"And why shouldn't she?"
"Because they sa�d she was com�ng from Fougères."
"Whether she comes from Fougères or from V�tré, she certa�nly
comes from the dev�l."
"That �s true."
"And she must go back to h�m."
"I agree to that."
"Then she �s go�ng to Par�gné?"
"So �t seems."
"She w�ll not get there."
"No."
"No, no, no!"
"Attent�on!"
It was the part of prudence to be s�lent now, s�nce �t was grow�ng
qu�te l�ght.
Suddenly these men lurk�ng �n ambush held the�r breath, as they
heard the sound of wheels and horses' feet. Peer�ng through the
branches, they caught an �nd�st�nct gl�mpse of a long wagon, a
mounted escort, and someth�ng on the top of the wagon, all of wh�ch
was com�ng towards them along the hollow road.
"There she �s," cr�ed the one who appeared to be the leader.



"Yes, and the escort too," sa�d one of the men who lay �n wa�t.
"How many are there?"
"Twelve."
"It was sa�d that there were to be twenty."
"Twelve or twenty, let us k�ll them all."
"Wa�t t�ll they are w�th�n our reach."



A l�ttle later and the wagon w�th �ts escort appeared at a turn of the
road.
"Long l�ve the K�ng!" cr�ed the peasant leader; and as he spoke, a
hundred muskets were f�red at the same �nstant. When the smoke
scattered, the escort was scattered l�kew�se. Seven horsemen had
fallen, and the other f�ve had made the�r escape. The peasants
rushed to the wagon. "Hallo! th�s �s not the gu�llot�ne," cr�ed the
leader; "�t's a ladder."
In fact, there was noth�ng whatever �n the wagon but a long ladder.
The two wounded horses had fallen, and the dr�ver had been k�lled
by acc�dent.
"There �s someth�ng susp�c�ous about a ladder w�th an escort, all the
same," sa�d the leader. "It was go�ng �n the d�rect�on of Par�gné. No
doubt �t was �ntended for scal�ng the Tourgue."
"Let us burn the ladder," cr�ed the peasants.
As to the funereal wagon for wh�ch they were watch�ng, �t had taken
another road, and was already two m�les farther away, �n the v�llage
where M�chelle Fléchard had seen �t pass at sunr�se.

V.

VOX IN DESERTO.

After leav�ng the three ch�ldren to whom she had g�ven her bread,
M�chelle Fléchard started at random through the woods.
S�nce no one would show her the way, she must f�nd �t w�thout help.
From t�me to t�me she paused, and sat down to rest; then up and
away aga�n. She was overcome by that �ntense wear�ness wh�ch one
feels f�rst �n the muscles, then �n the bones,—l�ke the fat�gue of a



slave. And a slave �ndeed she was,—the slave of her lost ch�ldren.
They must be found; each pass�ng moment m�ght be fatal to them. A
duty l�ke th�s debars one from the r�ght to breathe freely; yet she was
very weary. When one has reached th�s stage of fat�gue �t becomes
a quest�on whether another step can be taken. Could she do �t? She
had been walk�ng s�nce morn�ng w�thout f�nd�ng e�ther a v�llage or a
house. When she f�rst started she had followed the r�ght path, but
soon wandered �nto the wrong one, and at last qu�te lost her way
among the th�ck branches, where one tree looked just l�ke another.
Was she draw�ng near her goal? Were her suffer�ngs almost over?
She was follow�ng the way of the Cross, and felt all the languor and
exhaust�on of the f�nal stat�on. Was she doomed to fall dead on the
road? At one t�me �t seemed to her �mposs�ble to take another step:
the sun was low, the forest dark, the paths no longer v�s�ble �n the
grass, and God only knew what was to become of her. She began to
call, but there was no reply.
Look�ng around, she perce�ved an open�ng among the branches, and
no sooner had she started �n that d�rect�on than she found herself out
of the wood.
Before her lay a valley no w�der than a trench, across whose stony
bottom flowed a slender stream of clear water. Then she real�zed
that she was excess�vely th�rsty, and approach�ng �t knelt to dr�nk;
and wh�le thus kneel�ng she thought she would say her prayers.
When she rose she tr�ed to get her bear�ngs, and crossed the brook.
As far as the eye could reach on the farther s�de of the l�ttle valley
stretched a l�m�tless pla�n overgrown w�th a stubbly underbrush,
wh�ch rose from the brook l�ke an �ncl�ned plane, occupy�ng the
ent�re hor�zon. If the forest were a sol�tude, th�s plateau m�ght be
called a desert. In the forest there was a chance that one m�ght
encounter a human be�ng beh�nd any bush; but across the plateau
not an object could be descr�ed w�th�n reach of human v�s�on. A few
b�rds were fly�ng across the heather, as �f mak�ng an effort to escape.
Then, �n the presence of th�s utter desolat�on, feel�ng her knees g�ve
way beneath her, the poor bew�ldered mother cr�ed out am�d the
sol�tude, l�ke one suddenly gone mad,—



"Is there no one here?"
She paused for an answer, and the answer came.
A deep and muffled vo�ce burst forth from the d�stant hor�zon, caught
and repeated by echo upon echo. It was l�ke a thunderbolt; but �t
m�ght have been the f�r�ng of a cannon, or a vo�ce answer�ng the
mother's quest�on, and reply�ng, "Yes."
Then s�lence re�gned once more.
The mother rose w�th renewed energy. She felt reassured by a
sense of compan�onsh�p. Hav�ng quenched her th�rst and sa�d her
prayers, her strength returned, and she began to cl�mb the plateau �n
the d�rect�on from whence the vo�ce of d�stant thunder had reached
her ears. Suddenly she caught s�ght of a lofty tower loom�ng up
aga�nst the far-away hor�zon. It stood alone am�d th�s w�ld landscape,
and a ray of the sett�ng sun cast a cr�mson glow across �t. It was
more than a league away. Beyond �t stretched the forest of
Fougères, �ts vast expanse of verdure half h�dden by the m�st.
Could �t have been th�s tower that made the no�se?—for �t seemed to
her to stand on the very spot whence came the thunder�ng sound
that had rung �n her ears l�ke a call.
M�chelle Fléchard had now reached the summ�t of the plateau, and
the pla�n alone lay before her.

VI.

THE SITUATION.

The moment had f�nally come when C�mourda�n held Lantenac �n h�s
grasp. The �nexorable had conquered the p�t�less. The old rebel
Royal�st was caught �n h�s own la�r, w�th no poss�ble chance of
escape; and C�mourda�n had determ�ned to behead the Marqu�s �n
the home of h�s ancestors, on h�s own estate, upon h�s very



hearthstone, so to speak, that the feudal mans�on m�ght look upon
the downfall of �ts feudal lord, and thus present an example not soon
to be forgotten.
For th�s reason he sent to Fougères for the gu�llot�ne, wh�ch we saw
on �ts way.
To k�ll Lantenac was to k�ll the Vendée; the death of the Vendée
meant safety for France. C�mourda�n was a man utterly calm �n the
performance of duty, however feroc�ous �t m�ght be, and not for a
moment d�d he hes�tate.

In regard to the ru�n of the Marqu�s he felt qu�te at ease; but he had
another cause for anx�ety. The struggle would no doubt be a fearful
one; Gauva�n would d�rect the assault, and perhaps take part �n �t.
Th�s young ch�ef had all the f�re of a sold�er; he was the very man to
throw h�mself headlong �nto th�s hand-to-hand encounter. And what �f
he were k�lled,—Gauva�n, h�s ch�ld, the only be�ng on earth whom he
loved! Gauva�n had been fortunate thus far; but fortune somet�mes
grows weary. C�mourda�n trembled. Strange enough was h�s dest�ny,
thus placed between these two Gauva�ns, long�ng for the death of
the one, and pray�ng for the l�fe of the other.
The cannon that had started Georgette �n her cradle and summoned
the mother from the depths of the woods, d�d more than that.
Whether by acc�dent or �ntent�onally on the part of the man who
po�nted the gun, the ball, though �ntended only as a warn�ng, struck,
broke, and partly wrenched away the �ron bars that defended and
closed the great loop-hole on the f�rst floor of the tower, and the
bes�eged had had no t�me to repa�r th�s damage.
The truth was that, �n sp�te of the�r loud boast�ng, the�r ammun�t�on
was nearly exhausted; and the�r s�tuat�on, let �t be remembered, was
more cr�t�cal than the bes�egers suspected. The�r dream had been to
blow up the Tourgue when the enemy was once fa�rly w�th�n the
walls; but the�r store of powder was runn�ng low,—not more than
th�rty rounds left for each man. They had plenty of muskets,



blunderbusses, and p�stols, but few cartr�dges. All the guns were
loaded, that they m�ght keep up a steady f�re. But how long could th�s
last? To keep up the f�r�ng and econom�ze the�r resources at one and
the same t�me would be a somewhat d�ff�cult comb�nat�on.
Fortunately (a gloomy k�nd of fortune) �t would be for the most part a
hand-to-hand encounter, �n wh�ch the cold steel of sabre and dagger
would take the place of f�rearms. They would have a chance to hack
the enemy �n p�eces, and there�n lay the�r ch�ef hope.
The �nter�or of the tower seemed �mpregnable. In the low hall where
the breach had been made the entrance was defended by that
barr�cade so sk�lfully constructed by Lantenac, called that ret�rade.
Beh�nd �t stood a long table covered w�th loaded weapons,
blunderbusses, carb�nes, muskets, sabres, hatchets, and daggers.
Hav�ng been unable to make use of the oubl�ette pr�son
commun�cat�ng w�th the lower hall, for the purpose of blow�ng up the
tower, the Marqu�s had ordered the door of th�s dungeon to be
closed. Above the hall was the round chamber of the f�rst story,
wh�ch could only be reached by a very narrow sp�ral sta�rcase. Th�s
room, prov�ded l�ke the lower hall w�th a table covered w�th weapons
ready for use, was l�ghted by the w�de embrasure whose grat�ng had
just been crushed by a cannon-ball. Below th�s room the sp�ral
sta�rcase led to the round chamber on the second story, from wh�ch
the �ron door opened �nto the br�dge-castle. Th�s room on the second
floor was called �nd�scr�m�nately "the room w�th the �ron door," or "the
m�rror room", on account of the numerous l�ttle m�rrors hung from
rusty old na�ls aga�nst the naked stone walls,—an odd medley of
elegance and barbar�sm. As there were no means by wh�ch the
upper rooms could be successfully defended, th�s m�rror-room was
what Manesson-Mallet, the author�ty on fort�f�cat�ons, calls "the last
post where the bes�eged may cap�tulate." The object was, as we
have already stated, to prevent the bes�egers from reach�ng �t.
Th�s round chamber on the second floor was l�ghted by embrasures,
but a torch was burn�ng there also. Th�s torch, stuck �n an �ron torch-
holder, l�ke the one �n the lower hall, had been l�ghted by the Imânus
and placed qu�te near the end of the sulphur-match. Appall�ng
sol�c�tude.



At the end of the hall, on a long board ra�sed on trestles, food had
been placed as �n a Homer�c cavern; great d�shes of r�ce, a porr�dge
of some k�nd of dark gra�n, hashed veal, a bo�led pudd�ng made of
flour and fru�t, and jugs of c�der. Whoever w�shed to eat and dr�nk
could do so.
The cannon had set them all on the alert, and now they had but half
an hour of repose before them.
From the top of the tower the Imânus kept watch of the enemy's
approach. Lantenac had g�ven orders that the bes�egers should be
allowed to advance unmolested.
"They are four thousand f�ve hundred," he sa�d; "�t would be useless
to k�ll them outs�de. Wa�t t�ll they are w�th�n the walls, where we shall
be equal to them." And he added, laugh�ng, "Equal�ty, Fratern�ty."
It had been agreed that when the enemy began to advance, the
Imânus should g�ve warn�ng on h�s horn.
Posted beh�nd the ret�rade and on the steps of the sta�rcase, they
wa�ted �n s�lence, w�th a musket �n one hand and a rosary �n the
other.
The s�tuat�on m�ght be summed up as follows:—
On one s�de of the bes�egers a breach to scale, a barr�cade to carry,
three rooms �n success�on, one above the other, to be taken by ma�n
force, two sp�ral sta�rcases to be cl�mbed, step by step, under a
shower of bullets; the bes�eged meanwh�le stand�ng face to face w�th
death.

VII.

PRELIMINARIES.



Gauva�n on h�s s�de was prepar�ng for the attack. He had g�ven h�s
last �nstruct�ons to C�mourda�n, who, �t w�ll be remembered, was to
guard the plateau, tak�ng no part �n the act�on, as well as to
Guéchamp, who w�th the ma�n body of the army was to be stat�oned
�n the forest camp. It was agreed that ne�ther the lower battery of the
wood nor the h�gher one of the plateau was to f�re, unless a sort�e or
an attempt to escape were made. Gauva�n reserved for h�mself the
command of the storm�ng column, and th�s �t was that troubled
C�mourda�n.
The sun had just set.
A tower �n the open country �s l�ke a sh�p �n m�d-ocean, and must be
attacked �n the same way. It �s more l�ke board�ng than assault�ng.
Cannon �s of no ava�l, for of what use would �t be to cannonade walls
f�fteen feet th�ck? A port-hole through wh�ch men struggle to force a
way, wh�le others defend the entrance w�th axes, kn�ves, p�stols,
f�sts, and teeth,—th�s was the k�nd of combat that m�ght be expected,
and Gauva�n knew that by no other means could the Tourgue be
taken. Noth�ng can be more deadly than an attack where the
combatants can look �nto one another's eyes. He was fam�l�ar w�th
the form�dable �nter�or of the tower, hav�ng l�ved there as a ch�ld.
He stood wrapped �n deep thought.
A few paces from h�m, h�s l�eutenant, Guéchamp, w�th a spy-glass �n
h�s hand, was scann�ng the hor�zon �n the d�rect�on of Par�gné.
Suddenly he cr�ed,—
"Ah! At last!"
Th�s exclamat�on roused Gauva�n from h�s rever�e.
"What �s �t, Guéchamp?"
"The ladder �s com�ng, commander."
"The escape-ladder?"
"Yes."
"Is �t poss�ble that �t has not arr�ved t�ll now?"



"No, commander; and I felt anx�ous about �t. The cour�er whom I sent
to Javené returned."
"I am aware of that."
"He reported that he had found �n a carpenter-shop at Javené a
ladder of the requ�red d�mens�ons, that he had taken possess�on of
�t, and hav�ng had �t put on a wagon, demanded an escort of twelve
horsemen; that he had wa�ted to see them set out for Par�gné,—the
wagon, the escort, and the ladder,—and had then started for home
at full speed."
"And reported the same to us, add�ng that the team was a good one
and had started about two o'clock �n the morn�ng, and would
therefore be here before sunset. Yes, I know all that. What else?"
"Well, commander, the sun has just set and the wagon that �s to
br�ng the ladder has not yet arr�ved."
"Is �t poss�ble? But we must beg�n the attack. The hour has come. If
we are late, the bes�eged w�ll th�nk that we have retreated."
"We can attack, commander."
"But we must have the escape-ladder."
"Certa�nly."
"But we have not got �t"
"Yes, we have."
"How �s that?"
"That's what made me say, 'Ah! at last!' As the wagon had not
arr�ved, I took my spy-glass and have been watch�ng the road from
Par�gné to the Tourgue, and now I am content; for the wagon and the
escort are yonder descend�ng the h�ll. You can see them."
Gauva�n took the spy-glass and looked.
"Yes, there �t �s. It �s hardly l�ght enough to see �t all d�st�nctly, but I
can d�st�ngu�sh the escort; �t �s certa�nly that. Only �t seems to me
larger than you sa�d, Guéchamp?"



"Yes, �t does."
"They are about a quarter of a league d�stant."
"The escape-ladder w�ll be here �n a quarter of an hour, commander."
"Then we can attack."
It was �ndeed a wagon approach�ng, but not the one they supposed �t
to be.
As he turned, Gauva�n saw beh�nd h�m Sergeant Radoub stand�ng
w�th downcast eyes, �n the att�tude of m�l�tary salute.
"What �s �t, Sergeant Radoub?"
"C�t�zen commander, we, the men of the battal�on of the Bonnet-
Rouge, have a favor to ask of you."
"What �s �t?"
"To be k�lled."
"Ah!" excla�med Gauva�n.
"W�ll you grant us th�s favor?"
"Well, that depends," sa�d Gauva�n.
"It �s just th�s, commander. S�nce the affa�r at Dol, you have been too
careful of us. There are twelve of us st�ll."
"Well?"
"It hum�l�ates us."
"You are the reserved force."
"We would rather be �n the vanguard."
"I need you to �nsure success at the close of the engagement. That
�s why I keep you back."
"There �s too much of th�s keep�ng back."
"It �s all the same. You are �n the column. You march."
"In the rear. Par�s has a r�ght to march at the head."



"I w�ll cons�der the matter, Sergeant Radoub."
"Cons�der �t to-day, commander. The occas�on �s at hand. Hard
knocks w�ll be g�ven on both s�des; �t w�ll be l�vely work. He who lays
a f�nger on the Tourgue w�ll get h�mself burned; we request the favor
of be�ng �n the th�ck of �t."
The sergeant paused, tw�sted h�s moustache, and cont�nued �n a
changed vo�ce:—
"And then you know, commander, our l�ttle ones are �n th�s tower.
Our ch�ldren are there,—the ch�ldren of the battal�on, our three
ch�ldren. That abom�nable wretch Br�se-Bleu, called the Imânus, that
Gouge-le-Bruand, Bouge-le-Gruand, Fouge-le-Truand, that
thunder�ng dev�l of a man, threatens our ch�ldren,—our ch�ldren, our
puppets, commander! No harm must come to them, whatever
convuls�on shakes the Tourgue. Do you understand that,
commander? We w�ll not endure �t. Just now I took advantage of the
truce, and cl�mb�ng up the plateau, I looked at them through the
w�ndow. Yes, they are certa�nly there,—you can see them from the
edge of the rav�ne; I saw them, and fr�ghtened the darl�ngs.
Commander, �f a s�ngle ha�r falls from the heads of those l�ttle
cherubs,—I swear �t by the thousand names of all that �s sacred,—I,
Sergeant Radoub, w�ll demand an account of God Alm�ghty! And th�s
�s what the battal�on says: we want the bab�es to be saved, or else
we all want to be k�lled. We have a r�ght to ask �t. Yes, that every
man of us be k�lled! And now I salute you, and present my respects."
Gauva�n held out h�s hand to Radoub as he excla�med:—
"You are brave fellows! You w�ll jo�n the attack�ng column. I shall
d�v�de you �nto two part�es; s�x of you I shall place �n the vanguard to
�nsure the advance, and s�x �n the rear-guard to prevent a retreat."
"And am I st�ll to command the twelve?"
"Of course."
"Thank you, commander. In that case, I jo�n the vanguard."
Radoub made the m�l�tary salute, and returned to the ranks. Gauva�n
drew out h�s watch, wh�spered a few words to Guéchamp, and the



attack�ng column began to form.

VIII.

THE SPEECH AND THE ROAR.

Meanwh�le, C�mourda�n who had not yet taken h�s pos�t�on on the
plateau, and who stood bes�de Gauva�n, approached a trumpeter.
"Sound the trumpet!" he sa�d to h�m.
The clar�on sounded, the horn repl�ed.
Aga�n the clar�on and the trumpet exchanged calls.
"What does that mean?" asked Gauva�n of Guéchamp. "What does
C�mourda�n want?"
C�mourda�n, w�th a wh�te handkerch�ef �n h�s hand, approached the
tower; and as he drew near, he cr�ed aloud,—
"You men �n the tower, do you know me?"
And the vo�ce of the Imânus made answer from the he�ghts,—
"We do."
These two vo�ces were now heard exchang�ng quest�on and reply as
follows:—
"I am the ambassador of the Republ�c,'
"You are the former curé of Par�gné."
"I am a delegate of the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety."
"You are a pr�est."
"I am a representat�ve of the law."
"You are a renegade."



"I am a comm�ss�oner of the Revolut�on."
"You are an apostate."
"I am C�mourda�n."
"You are a demon."
"Do you know me?"
"We abom�nate you."
"Would you l�ke to have me �n your power?"
"There are e�ghteen of us here who would g�ve our heads to have
yours."
"Well, then, I have come to g�ve myself up to you."
A burst of savage laughter rang out from the top of the tower, w�th
the der�s�ve cry,—
"Come!"
A deep s�lence of expectancy re�gned �n the camp.
C�mourda�n cont�nued,—
"On one cond�t�on."
"What �s that?"
"L�sten."
"Speak."
"You hate me?"
"Yes."
"And I love you; I am your brother."
The vo�ce from above repl�ed,—
"Yes—our brother Ca�n."
C�mourda�n went on, w�th a pecul�ar �nflect�on of vo�ce,—soft, but
penetrat�ng:—



"Insult me, �f you w�ll, but l�sten to my words. I come here protected
by a flag of truce. Poor m�sgu�ded men, you are �n very truth my
brothers, and I am your fr�end. I am the l�ght, try�ng to �llum�ne your
�gnorance. L�ght �s the essence of brotherhood. Moreover, have we
not all one common mother,—our nat�ve land? Then l�sten to me.
Sooner or later, you—or at least your ch�ldren or grandch�ldren—w�ll
know that every event of th�s present t�me �s the result of the h�gher
law, and that th�s revolut�on �s the work of God h�mself. But wh�le we
wa�t for the t�me when, to the �nner sense of every man, even unto
yours, all these th�ngs w�ll be made pla�n, and when all fanat�c�sms,
�nclud�ng our own, w�ll van�sh before the powerful l�ght that �s to
dawn, �s there none to take p�ty on your �gnorance? Behold, I come
to you, and I offer you my head; more than th�s, I hold out my hand. I
beg of you to take my l�fe and spare your own. All power �s vested �n
me, and what I prom�se I can fulf�l. I make one f�nal effort �n th�s
dec�s�ve moment. He who speaks to you �s both c�t�zen and pr�est.
The c�t�zen contends w�th you, but the pr�est �mplores you. I beseech
you to hear me. Many among you have w�ves and ch�ldren. It �s �n
the�r behalf that I entreat you. Oh, my brothers—"
"Go on w�th your preach�ng!" sneered the Imânus.
C�mourda�n cont�nued:—
"My brethren, avert th�s fatal hour. There w�ll be fr�ghtful slaughter
here. Many of us who stand before you w�ll not see to-morrow's sun;
yes, many �ndeed w�ll per�sh, and you,—you w�ll all d�e. Have mercy
on yourselves. Why shed all th�s blood to no ava�l? Why k�ll so many
men when two would suff�ce?"
"Two?" asked the Imânus.
"Yes, two."
"Who are they?"
"Lantenac and myself."
Here C�mourda�n ra�sed h�s vo�ce.
"We are the two men whose deaths would be most pleas�ng to our
respect�ve part�es. Th�s �s my offer; accept �t and you are saved.



G�ve Lantenac to us and take me �n h�s place; he w�ll be gu�llot�ned,
and w�th me you may do what you w�ll."
"Pr�est," howled the Imânus, "�f we but had you, we would roast you
over a slow f�re."
"So be �t," sa�d C�mourda�n; and he went on:—

"You, the condemned who are �n th�s tower, �n one hour may all be
safe and free. I offer you salvat�on. W�ll you accept?"
The Imânus burst out:—
"You are a fool as well as a v�lla�n. Why do you �nterfere w�th us?
Who �nv�ted you to come here w�th your speeches? You expect us to
del�ver up Monse�gneur, do you? What do you want to do w�th h�m?"
"I want h�s head, and I offer you—"
"Your sk�n, for we would flay you l�ke a dog, curé; but no, your sk�n �s
not worth h�s head. Begone!"
"The slaughter w�ll be terr�ble. Once more I beseech you to reflect."
N�ght had come on dur�ng the progress of th�s gloomy conference,
wh�ch had been heard both w�th�n and w�thout the tower. The
Marqu�s de Lantenac l�stened �n s�lence, lett�ng the affa�r take �ts
course; leaders somet�mes exh�b�t th�s self-absorbed �nd�fference, as
a k�nd of prerogat�ve of respons�b�l�ty.
The Imânus ra�sed h�s vo�ce above that of C�mourda�n, excla�m�ng:—
"You men who are about to attack us, we have declared our
�ntent�ons. You have heard our offers; we shall make no change �n
them, and woe be unto you �f you refuse them. But �f you consent,
we w�ll g�ve you back the three ch�ldren whom we now hold, on
cond�t�on that each one of us �s allowed to depart �n safety."
"You may all go free, save one," repl�ed C�mourda�n.
"Who �s that?"



"Lantenac."
"Monse�gneur! Del�ver Monse�gneur! Never!"
"We must have Lantenac."
"Never!"
"We can treat w�th you on no other cond�t�on."
"Then you had better beg�n the attack."
S�lence ensued.
The Imânus hav�ng g�ven the s�gnal on h�s horn, came down, the
Marqu�s grasped h�s sword, the n�neteen bes�eged s�lently gathered
�n the lower hall beh�nd the ret�rade, and fell upon the�r knees; they
heard the measured tread of the attack�ng column as �t advanced
towards the tower, draw�ng nearer and nearer �n the darkness, unt�l
suddenly the sound was close upon them, at the very mouth of the
breach. Then every man knelt and adjusted h�s musket or
blunderbuss �n an open�ng of the ret�rade, wh�le one of the�r number,
Grand-Francoeur, the former pr�est Turmeau, rose, and hold�ng �n h�s
r�ght hand a drawn sabre, and �n h�s left a cruc�f�x, solemnly uttered
the bless�ng.
"In the name of the Father, of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost!"
All f�red at once, and the confl�ct began.

IX.

TITANS AGAINST GIANTS.

It was �ndeed a fearful scene.



Th�s hand-to-hand struggle surpassed all concept�on.
To f�nd �ts parallel one must have recourse to the great duels of
Æschylus, or to the butcher�es of old feudal t�mes; to those "attacks
w�th short arms" that cont�nued �n vogue unt�l the seventeenth
century, when men penetrated �nto fort�f�ed places by way of
concealed breaches; trag�c assaults, where, says an old sergeant of
the prov�nce of Alentejo, "the m�nes hav�ng done the�r work, the
bes�egers w�ll now advance, carry�ng boards covered w�th sheets of
t�n, armed w�th round sh�elds and bucklers, and suppl�ed w�th an
abundance of grenades; and as they force those who hold the
�ntrenchments and ret�rades to g�ve way, they w�ll take possess�on of
them, v�gorously expell�ng the bes�eged."
The scene of the attack was terr�ble; �t was one of those breaches
techn�cally termed "a covered breach," and was, �t must be
remembered, not a w�de breach opened to dayl�ght, but a mere
crack, travers�ng the wall from s�de to s�de. The powder had worked
l�ke an auger. The effect of the explos�on had been so tremendous
that the tower was cracked for more than forty feet above the
chamber of the m�ne; but �t was only a f�ssure, and the pract�cable
rent that served as a breach and afforded an entrance �nto the lower
hall, had the effect of hav�ng been p�erced by the thrust of a lance
rather than cleft by a blow from an axe.
It was a puncture �n the s�de of the tower, a long, deep cut, not unl�ke
a well, hor�zontal w�th the ground, a narrow passage tw�st�ng and
turn�ng l�ke an �ntest�ne through a wall f�fteen feet th�ck, a shapeless
cyl�nder, abound�ng �n obstacles, p�tfalls, and all the débr�s of past
explos�ons, where a man, bl�nded by the darkness and stumbl�ng
over the rubb�sh beneath h�s feet, would surely dash h�s head
aga�nst the gran�te rock.
Before the assa�lants yawned th�s black portal, l�ke a cavernous
mouth, whose upper and lower jaws, closely set w�th jagged rocks,
r�valled a shark's mouth �n the number of �ts teeth. Th�s cav�ty was
the only means of entrance or ex�t, and wh�le the grape-shot was
ra�n�ng w�th�n, on the other s�de—that �s to say, �n the lower hall of
the ground-floor—rose the ret�rade.



The feroc�ty of the encounter can only be compared w�th the
encounters of sappers �n underground passages when a counter-
m�ne has just cut across a m�ne, or w�th the cutlass butcher�es that
take place when �n a naval battle a man-of-war �s boarded. F�ght�ng
�n the depths of a grave reaches the very cl�max of all that �s
dreadful. The fact that a ce�l�ng �s overhead seems to �ncrease the
horror of human slaughter. Just as the f�rst of the assa�lants came
surg�ng �n, the ret�rade was wrapped �n a sheet of l�ghtn�ng, and �t
seemed l�ke the burst�ng of a subterranean thunder-clap, report
answer�ng report as the bes�egers returned the thunder of the
ambuscade. Above the uproar rose the vo�ce of Gauva�n, shout�ng,
"Break them �n!" then Lantenac's cry, "Stand f�rm aga�nst the
enemy!" then the cry of the Imânus, "Stand by me, men of Ma�ne!"
then the clang of sabres clash�ng one aga�nst the other, and terr�ble
d�scharges follow�ng �n sw�ft success�on, deal�ng death on every
hand. The torch fastened to the wall but d�mly l�ghted th�s scene of
horror. A lur�d glare enveloped all objects, am�d wh�ch noth�ng could
be clearly d�st�ngu�shed; and those who entered were stra�ghtway
struck deaf and bl�nd,—deafened by the uproar, bl�nded by the
smoke. The d�sabled lay here and there among the rubb�sh; wh�le
the combatants trampled upon the corpses, crush�ng the wounds
and bru�s�ng the broken l�mbs of the �njured men, who groaned aloud
�n the�r w�ld agony, and somet�mes set the�r teeth �n the feet of those
who were tortur�ng them. Now and then a s�lence more appall�ng
than sound would settle over all. Men se�zed each other by the
throat, and then were heard f�erce pant�ngs, followed by gnash�ngs
of teeth, death-rattles and �mprecat�ons, and d�rectly all the d�n
returned aga�n. A stream of blood flowed through the breach �n the
tower, and spread�ng �n the gloom, formed a dark, smok�ng pool
outs�de upon the grass.

One m�ght have sa�d that the tower herself was bleed�ng l�ke a
wounded g�antess.
Surpr�s�ng to relate, all th�s tumult was hardly aud�ble on the outs�de.
The n�ght was very dark, and around the bes�eged fortress an almost



funereal sense of peace rested on forest and pla�n. Hell was w�th�n, a
sepulchre w�thout. Th�s l�fe-and-death struggle �n the darkness, these
volleys of musketry, th�s clamor and fury,—all th�s tumult and
confus�on was subdued by the mass�ve walls and arches. There was
not a�r enough for reverberat�on, and a sense of suffocat�on was
added to the carnage. Outs�de the tower the no�se was scarcely
aud�ble; and meanwh�le the three l�ttle ch�ldren st�ll slumbered.
The fury of the combat deepened; the ret�rade held �ts own.
There �s noth�ng more d�ff�cult to force than th�s k�nd of barr�cade,
w�th a re-enter�ng angle. If the bes�eged were at a d�sadvantage �n
numbers, the�r pos�t�on was �n the�r favor. The attack�ng column had
suffered ser�ous loss of men. Formed �n a long l�ne outs�de the tower,
�t gradually worked �ts way through the breach, shorten�ng as �t
d�sappeared, l�ke a snake tw�st�ng �tself �nto �ts hole.
Gauva�n, w�th the rashness pecul�ar to a youthful leader, was �n the
lower hall, �n the th�ckest of the mêlée, w�th the bullets fly�ng �n all
d�rect�ons. Let us add, however, that he felt all the conf�dence of a
man who had never been wounded.
As he turned to g�ve an order, the flash from a volley of musketry
l�ghted up a face close bes�de h�m.
"C�mourda�n!" he-cr�ed, "why are you here?"
"I came to be near you," repl�ed the man, who was �ndeed
C�mourda�n.
"But you w�ll be k�lled."
"What of that? Are you not �n the same danger?"
"But I am needed here, and you are not."
"S�nce you are here, my place �s by your s�de."
"No, my master."
"Yes, my ch�ld."
And C�mourda�n rema�ned near Gauva�n.



The dead lay �n heaps on the pavement of the lower hall. Although
the ret�rade had not as yet been carr�ed, the major�ty would sooner
or later ga�n the day. The assa�lants, �t �s true, were not protected,
wh�le the assa�led were under cover; and ten of the bes�egers fell to
one of the bes�eged; but the latter were constantly replaced.
In proport�on as the bes�eged d�m�n�shed the bes�egers �ncreased.
The n�neteen bes�eged were collected beh�nd the ret�rade, s�nce that
was the centre of attack; and among them were the�r dead and
wounded; not more than f�fteen of them were �n f�ght�ng cond�t�on.
One of the f�ercest, Chante-en-h�ver, had been fr�ght-fully mut�lated.
He was a th�ck-set Breton, w�th curl�ng ha�r, and short of stature, but
full of l�fe and energy. Although h�s jaw was broken and one of h�s
eyes blown out, he could st�ll walk, and he dragged h�mself up the
w�nd�ng sta�rcase �nto the room on the f�rst story, hop�ng there to be
able to say h�s prayers and d�e.
He leaned aga�nst the wall near the loop-hole try�ng to get a breath
of a�r.
The butchery down below �n front of the ret�rade had grown more
and more horr�ble. Once when there was a pause between two
volleys C�mourda�n ra�sed h�s vo�ce.
"Bes�eged," he cr�ed, "why cont�nue th�s bloodshed? You are
conquered. Surrender! Remember we are four thousand f�ve
hundred aga�nst n�neteen, wh�ch �s over two hundred to one.
Surrender!"
"Let us put an end to that �dle babble," repl�ed the Marqu�s de
Lantenac.
And twenty balls responded to C�mourda�n's appeal.
The ret�rade d�d not reach as h�gh as the vaulted ce�l�ng, thus the
bes�eged were enabled to f�re over �t; but at the same t�me �t
presented to the bes�egers an opportun�ty for an escalade.
"An assault on the ret�rade!" cr�ed Gauva�n. "Is there a man among
you who w�ll volunteer to scale �t?"
"I," repl�ed Sergeant Radoub.



X.

RADOUB.

A sudden stupor fell upon the assa�lants. Radoub had been the s�xth
to enter the breach at the head of the attack�ng column, and of these
s�x men of the Par�s�an battal�on four had already fallen. After
utter�ng the exclamat�on "I," he was seen to draw back �nstead of
advanc�ng, and bend�ng over, �n a crouch�ng att�tude, he crawled
between the legs of the combatants, unt�l, reach�ng the open�ng of
the breach, he rushed out. Was th�s fl�ght? Was �t poss�ble for such a
man to flee? What could �t mean?
Hav�ng escaped from the breach, Radoub, st�ll bl�nded by the smoke,
rubbed h�s eyes, as though to d�spel the horror and gloom of the
n�ght, and by the fa�nt gl�mmer of the stars began to scrut�n�ze the
wall of the tower. He nodded w�th an a�r of sat�sfact�on, as much as
to say, "So I was not m�staken."
Radoub had not�ced that the deep f�ssure caused by the explos�on of
the m�ne extended from the breach to that loop-hole on the f�rst story
whose �ron grat�ng had been shattered and part�ally torn off by a
cannon-ball, and thus hang�ng, the network of broken bars left just
room enough for a man to pass through,—prov�ded he could cl�mb
up to �t; and that was the quest�on. Poss�bly �t m�ght be done by
follow�ng the crack, suppos�ng the man to be a cat; and Radoub was
prec�sely l�ke a cat. He was of the race wh�ch P�ndar calls "the ag�le
athletes." Although a man may be an old sold�er, �t by no means
follows that he �s no longer young. Radoub, who had been �n the
French Guards, was not yet forty years of age, and he was as act�ve
as Hercules.
Lay�ng h�s musket on the ground, he removed h�s shoulder-belt,
threw off h�s coat and wa�stcoat, keep�ng only h�s two p�stols, wh�ch
he stuck �n the belt of h�s trousers, and h�s drawn sabre, wh�ch he
held between h�s teeth. The butts of h�s p�stols projected from above
h�s belt.



Thus burdened by no unnecessary we�ght, and followed �n the
darkness by the eyes of all those of the attack�ng column who had
not as yet entered the breach, he began the ascent, cl�mb�ng the
stones of the cracked wall as though they had been the steps of a
sta�rcase. It was an advantage to h�m that he wore no shoes; there �s
noth�ng l�ke a naked foot for cl�ng�ng, and he tw�sted h�s toes �nto the
holes between the stones. Wh�le ho�st�ng h�mself by means of h�s
f�sts, he used h�s knees for support. It was a hard pull, not unl�ke
cl�mb�ng up the teeth of a saw. "Luck�ly," he thought to h�mself, "there
�s no one �n the room on the f�rst story; for �f there were, I should
never have been allowed to cl�mb up �n th�s way."
He had about forty feet to cl�mb after th�s fash�on, and, as he
advanced, somewhat �nconven�enced by the project�ng butts of h�s
p�stols, the crack grew narrower and the ascent more and more
d�ff�cult. The �ncreas�ng depth of the prec�p�ce beneath h�s feet added
constantly to the danger of a fall; but at last he reached the edge of
the loop-hole, and on push�ng as�de the tw�sted and broken grat�ng
he found that he had ample room to pass through. Then ra�s�ng
h�mself by a powerful effort, he braced h�s knees aga�nst the
corn�ces of the ledge, caught hold of a fragment of the grat�ng on
e�ther hand, and hold�ng h�s sabre between h�s teeth, he drew
h�mself up as h�gh as h�s wa�st �n front of the embrasure of the loop-
hole; there, w�th h�s ent�re we�ght rest�ng on h�s two f�sts, he hung
suspended over the abyss.
Now, w�th a s�ngle bound, he had but to leap �nto the hall of the f�rst
story.
Suddenly he beheld �n the gloom a horr�ble object; a face appeared
�n the embrasure, l�ke a bleed�ng mask w�th �ts jaw crushed and one
eye torn out, and th�s one-eyed mask was gaz�ng stead�ly at h�m.
The two hands belong�ng to th�s mask were seen to reach forth from
the darkness �n the d�rect�on of Radoub; one of them �nstantly caught
the p�stols from h�s belt, and the other pulled the sabre from h�s
teeth, and thus Radoub was d�sarmed.
He felt h�s knee sl�pp�ng from the slop�ng corn�ce, the grasp of h�s
hands on fragments of the grat�ng barely suff�ced to support h�m,



wh�le beh�nd h�m yawned an abyss of forty feet.
That mask and those hands belonged to Chante-en-h�ver.
Suffocated by the smoke that rose from below, Chante-en-h�ver had
made h�s way �nto the embrasure of th�s loop-hole, where the out-
door a�r had rev�ved h�m, the freshness of the n�ght had checked the
bleed�ng of h�s wounds, and he had begun to feel somewhat
stronger, when suddenly �n the open�ng before h�m appeared the
form of Radoub; then, wh�le the latter hung there, cl�ng�ng w�th both
hands to the ra�l�ng, w�th no cho�ce but to drop or suffer h�mself to be
d�sarmed, Chante-en-h�ver, w�th an awful calmness, snatched the
two p�stols from b�g belt and the sabre from h�s teeth.
Whereupon ensued a duel between the unarmed and the wounded,
—a duel w�thout a parallel.
There could be no doubt that the dy�ng man would come off
v�ctor�ous; one shot would be enough to hurl Radoub �nto the
yawn�ng gulf below.
Luck�ly for Radoub, Chante-en-h�ver, �n consequence of hold�ng the
two p�stols �n one hand, was unable to f�re e�ther, and was forced to
use the sabre, w�th wh�ch he gave Radoub a thrust �n the shoulder,—
a blow wh�ch wounded h�m and at the same t�me saved h�s l�fe.
Although unarmed, Radoub, �n full possess�on of h�s strength and
heedless of h�s �njury, wh�ch was s�mply a flesh-wound, suddenly
swung h�mself forward, and releas�ng h�s hold on the bars, leaped
�nto the embrasure, where he found h�mself face to face w�th
Chante-en-h�ver, who had thrown the sabre beh�nd h�m, as he knelt
clutch�ng a p�stol �n e�ther hand.
As he took a�m at Radoub, the muzzle of h�s p�stol was so close as
nearly to touch h�m; but h�s enfeebled arm trembled, and a m�nute
passed before he could f�re.
Radoub ava�led h�mself of th�s resp�te to burst out laugh�ng.
"Look here, you h�deous object!" he cr�ed, "do you th�nk you can
fr�ghten me w�th your jaw l�ke beef à la mode? Sapr�st�! how they
have spo�led your face for you."



Chante-en-h�ver was a�m�ng at h�m.
"I suppose �t �s rather rude to say so," cont�nued Radoub, "but the
grape-shot has made a pretty ragged p�ece of work of your head.
Bellona spo�led your beauty, my poor fellow. Come, come, sp�t out
your l�ttle p�stol-shot, my fr�end."
The p�stol went off, and the ball, graz�ng Radoub's head, tore away
half h�s ear. Chante-en-h�ver, st�ll grasp�ng the second p�stol, ra�sed
h�s other arm, but Radoub gave h�m no t�me to take a�m.
"It's qu�te enough to lose one ear," he cr�ed. "You have wounded me
tw�ce, and now my turn has come."
Throw�ng h�mself on Chante-en-h�ver, he gave h�s arm so powerful a
blow that the p�stol went off �n the a�r; then se�z�ng h�m by h�s
wounded jaw, he tw�sted �t unt�l Chante-en-h�ver uttered a howl of
agony and fa�nted.
Radoub stepped over h�s prostrate form and left h�m ly�ng �n the
embrasure.
"Now that I have made known to you my ult�matum, don't you dare to
st�r," he sa�d. "L�e there, base rept�le that you are! You may be very
sure that I shall not amuse myself at present by k�ll�ng you. Crawl at
your le�sure over the ground, under my feet You w�ll have to d�e,
anyhow. And then you w�ll f�nd out what nonsense your curé has
been tell�ng you. Away w�th you �nto the great mystery, peasant!"
And he sprang �nto the hall of the lower story.
"One can't see h�s hand before h�m," he grumbled.
Chante-en-h�ver was convuls�vely wr�th�ng and moan�ng �n h�s agony.
Radoub looked back.
"S�lence! W�ll you please to keep st�ll, c�t�zen w�thout know�ng �t? I
have noth�ng more to do w�th you; for I should scorn to put an end to
your l�fe. Now, leave me �n peace."
And as he stood watch�ng Chante-en-h�ver, he plunged h�s hands
restlessly �nto h�s ha�r.



"What am I to do? Th�s �s all very well, but here I am d�sarmed. I had
two shots to f�re, and you have wasted them, an�mal that you are.
And bes�des, the smoke �s so th�ck that �t makes my eyes water;"
and acc�dentally touch�ng h�s tom ear, he cr�ed out w�th pa�n.
"You have not ga�ned much by gett�ng my ear," he cont�nued; "�n
fact, I would rather lose that than any other member; �t's only an
ornament, any way. You have scratched my shoulder, too, but that's
of no consequence. You may d�e �n peace, rust�c; I forg�ve you."
He l�stened. The no�se �n the lower hall was fr�ghtful. The f�ght was
rag�ng more w�ldly than ever.
"Th�ngs are progress�ng downsta�rs. Hear them yell�ng 'Long l�ve the
K�ng!' It must be acknowledged that they d�e nobly."
He stumbled over h�s sabre that lay on the floor, and as he p�cked �t
up, he sa�d to Chante-en-h�ver, who had ceased to moan, and who
m�ght very poss�bly be dead:—
"You see, man of the woods, my sabre �s not of the sl�ghtest use for
what I �ntended to do. However, I take �t as a keepsake from you. But
I needed my p�stols. Dev�l take you, savage! What am I to do here? I
am of no use at all."
As he advanced �nto the hall, t�d�ng to see where he was and to get
h�s bear�ngs, he suddenly d�scovered �n the shadow beh�nd the
central p�llar a long table, and upon th�s table someth�ng fa�ntly
gleam�ng. He felt of the objects. They were muskets, p�stols, and
carb�nes, a whole row of f�re-arms arranged �n order and apparently
only wa�t�ng for hands to se�ze them. Th�s was the reserve prepared
by the bes�eged for the second stage of the assault; �ndeed, �t was a
complete arsenal.
"Th�s �s a treasure �ndeed!" excla�med Radoub; and half dazed w�th
joy he flung h�mself upon them.



Then �t was that he became form�dable.
Near the table covered w�th f�re-arms could be seen the w�de-open
door of the sta�rcase lead�ng to the upper and lower stor�es. Radoub
dropped h�s sabre, se�zed a double-barrelled p�stol �n each hand,
and �nstantly f�red at random through the door lead�ng to the sp�ral
sta�rcase; then he grasped a blunderbuss, f�r�ng that also, and
d�rectly afterwards a gun loaded w�th buckshot, whose f�fteen balls
made as much no�se as a volley of grape-shot. After wh�ch, paus�ng
to take breath, he shouted �n thunder�ng tones down the sta�rcase,
"Long l�ve Par�s!"
Se�z�ng another blunderbuss b�gger than the f�rst he a�med �t towards
the vault of the w�nd�ng sta�rcase and paused aga�n.
The uproar that ensued �n the lower hall baffles descr�pt�on.
Res�stance �s shattered by such unlooked for surpr�ses.
Two of the balls of Radoub's tr�ple d�scharge had taken effect, k�ll�ng
the older of the brothers P�que-en-bo�s and Houzard, who was M. de
Quélen.
"They are upsta�rs," cr�ed the Marqu�s.
At th�s exclamat�on; the men determ�ned to abandon the ret�rade and
no flock of b�rds could have surpassed the rap�d�ty of the�r fl�ght, as
they rushed pell-mell towards the sta�rcase, the Marqu�s urg�ng them
onward.
"Make haste!" he cr�ed; "now we must show our courage by fl�ght.
Let us all go up to the second floor and there beg�n anew!"
He h�mself was the last man to leave the ret�rade, and to th�s act of
bravery he owed h�s l�fe.
Radoub, w�th h�s f�nger on the tr�gger, was concealed on the f�rst
land�ng of the sta�rcase, watch�ng the rout. The f�rst men who
appeared at the turn of the sta�rcase rece�ved the d�scharge full �n
the�r faces and fell, and �f the Marqu�s had been among them he
would have been a dead man. Before Radoub had t�me to se�ze



another weapon they had all passed, and the Marqu�s, mov�ng more
del�berately than the others, brought up the rear. Suppos�ng as they
d�d that the room on the f�rst story was f�lled w�th the bes�egers, they
never paused unt�l they reached the m�rror room on the second
story,—the room w�th the �ron door and the sulphur match, where
they must e�ther cap�tulate or d�e.
Gauva�n, qu�te as much surpr�sed as any one of the bes�eged at the
sound of the shots from the sta�rcase, and hav�ng no �dea of the
source of th�s unexpected ass�stance, but ava�l�ng h�mself of �t
w�thout try�ng to understand, had leaped over the ret�rade, followed
by h�s men, and, sword �n hand, had dr�ven the fug�t�ves to the f�rst
story. There he found Radoub, who, w�th a m�l�tary salute, sa�d to
h�m,—
"One moment, commander. It was I who d�d that. I had not forgotten
Dol, so I followed your example, and took the enemy between two
f�res."
"You are a clever scholar," repl�ed Gauva�n w�th a sm�le.
One's eyes, l�ke those of n�ght b�rds, grow accustomed to a d�m l�ght
after a certa�n t�me, and Gauva�n d�scovered that Radoub was
covered w�th blood.
"But you are wounded, comrade!"
"Oh, that �s noth�ng, commander. What �s an ear more or less? I got
a sabre-thrust, too, but I don't m�nd �t. When one breaks a pane of
glass, of course one gets a few cuts; �t �s only a quest�on of a l�ttle
blood."
In the room �n the f�rst story conquered by Radoub the men halted. A
lantern was brought, and C�mourda�n rejo�ned Gauva�n; whereupon
they both took counsel together, and well they m�ght. The bes�egers
were not �n the conf�dence of the bes�eged; they had no means of
know�ng the�r scarc�ty of ammun�t�on nor the�r want of powder; the
second story was the�r very last �ntrenchment, and the assa�lants
thought �t not unl�kely that the sta�rcase m�ght be m�ned.
One th�ng was certa�n,—the enemy could not escape. Those who
were not k�lled, were l�ke men locked �n a pr�son. Lantenac was



caught �n the trap.
Rest�ng upon th�s assurance, they felt that �t would be well to devote
a short t�me to cons�der�ng the matter of br�ng�ng the affa�r to a cr�s�s.
Many of the�r men had already been k�lled. They must take
measures to prevent too great a loss of l�fe �n the f�nal assault.
There would be ser�ous danger �n th�s last attack. At the f�rst onset
they would no doubt f�nd themselves exposed to a heavy f�re.
Host�l�t�es had ceased. The bes�egers �n possess�on of the ground-
floor and the f�rst story wa�ted for orders from the�r ch�ef to renew the
f�ght. Wh�le Gauva�n and C�mourda�n held counsel together, Radoub
l�stened �n s�lence to the�r del�berat�ons.
At last he t�m�dly ventured another m�l�tary salute.
"Commander!"
"What �s �t, Radoub?"
"Have I earned a small reward?"
"Certa�nly. Ask what you w�ll."
"Then I ask to be the f�rst one to go up."
It was �mposs�ble to refuse h�m; bes�des, he would have gone
w�thout perm�ss�on.

XI.

THE DESPERATE.

Wh�le these del�berat�ons were �n progress on the f�rst floor, a
barr�cade was go�ng up overhead. If success �nsp�res fury, defeat f�lls
men w�th rage. The two stor�es were about to clash �n w�ld frenzy.
There �s a sense of �ntox�cat�on �n the assurance of v�ctory. The
assa�lants below were buoyed up by hope, that most powerful
�ncent�ve to human effort when �t �s not counteracted by despa�r. All



the despa�r was above,—calm, cold, and gloomy despa�r. When they
reached th�s hall of refuge, the�r last resource, they proceeded f�rst of
all to bar the entrance, and �n order to accompl�sh th�s object they
dec�ded that the blockad�ng of the sta�rcase would be more effectual
than barr�ng the door. Under such c�rcumstances an obstacle
through wh�ch one can both see what �s go�ng on and f�ght at the
same t�me �s a better defence than a closed door.
All the l�ght they had, came from the torch wh�ch Imânus had stuck �n
the holder on the wall near the sulphur match.
One of those great heavy oaken chests such as formerly served the
purpose of hold�ng cloth�ng and l�nen, before the �nvent�on of chests
of drawers, stood �n the hall, and th�s trunk they dragged out, and set
up on end �n the doorway of the sta�rcase.
It f�tted so closely �nto the space that �t blocked up the entrance,
leav�ng just room enough for the passage of a s�ngle man, thus
afford�ng them an excellent chance to k�ll the�r assa�lants one by one.
It seemed somewhat doubtful whether any of them would attempt to
enter.
Meanwh�le, the obstructed entrance gave them a resp�te, dur�ng
wh�ch they counted the men.
Of the or�g�nal n�neteen, but seven rema�ned, �nclud�ng the Imânus;
and he and the Marqu�s were the only ones who had not been
wounded.
The f�ve wounded men, who were st�ll act�ve,—for �n the exc�tement
of battle no man would succumb to anyth�ng less than a mortal
wound,—- were Chatenay, called Rob�, Gu�no�seau, Ho�snard,
Branche-d'Or, Br�n-d'Amour, and Grand-Francoeur. All the others
were dead.
The�r ammun�t�on was exhausted, and the�r cartr�dge-boxes were
empty. On count�ng the cartr�dges, they found that there were just
four rounds ap�ece among the seven men.
Death was now the�r only resource. Beh�nd them yawned the
dreadful prec�p�ce. They could hardly have been nearer to the edge.



Meanwh�le, the attack had just begun aga�n,—slowly, �t �s true, but
none the less determ�ned. As the assa�lants advanced, they could
hear the butt-end of the�r muskets str�ke on each sta�r by way of
test�ng �ts secur�ty.
All means of escape were cut off. By way of the l�brary? S�x guns
stood on the plateau, w�th matches l�ghted. Through the rooms
overhead? To what ava�l? Open�ng on to the platform as they d�d,
they s�mply offered an opportun�ty to hurl themselves from the
summ�t of the tower �nto the depths below.
And now the seven surv�vors of th�s ep�c band real�zed the
hopelessness of the�r pos�t�on; w�th�n that sol�d wall, wh�ch, though
protect�ng for the moment, would �n the end betray, they were
pract�cally pr�soners, although not as yet really captured.
The vo�ce of the Marqu�s broke the s�lence.
"My fr�ends, all �s over," he sa�d.
Then, after a pause, he added,—
"Grand-Francoeur w�ll for the t�me be�ng resume the dut�es of the
Abbé Turmeau."
All knelt, rosary �n hand. The sounds of the butt-ends of the
bes�egers' guns came nearer and nearer.
Grand-Francoeur, bleed�ng from a gunshot wound wh�ch had grazed
h�s skull and torn away h�s ha�ry leathern cap, ra�sed a cruc�f�x �n h�s
r�ght hand; the Marqu�s, a thorough scept�c, knelt on one knee.
"Let each one confess h�s s�ns aloud. Speak, Monse�gneur."
And the Marqu�s repl�ed, "I have k�lled my fellow-men."
"And I the same," sa�d Ho�snard.
"And I," sa�d Gu�no�seau.
"And I," sa�d Br�n-d'Amour.
"And I," sa�d Chatenay.
"And I," sa�d the Imânus.



Then Grand-Francoeur repeated: "In the name of the Most Holy
Tr�n�ty I absolve you. May your souls depart �n peace."
"Amen!" repl�ed all the vo�ces.
The Marqu�s rose.
"Now let us d�e," he sa�d.
"And k�ll, as well," sa�d the Imânus.
The blows from the butt-ends of the muskets already shook the
chest that stood w�th�n the door, barr�ng the entrance.
"Turn your thoughts to God," sa�d the pr�est; "earth no longer ex�sts
for you."
"Yes," rejo�ned the Marqu�s, "we are �n the tomb."
All bowed the�r heads and smote the�r breasts. The pr�est and the
Marqu�s alone rema�ned stand�ng. All eyes were f�xed on the ground,
—the pr�est and the peasants absorbed �n prayer, the Marqu�s bur�ed
�n h�s own thoughts. The chest, under the hammer-l�ke strokes of the
guns, sent forth �ts d�smal reverberat�ons.
At that moment a powerful, resonant vo�ce suddenly rang out beh�nd
them, excla�m�ng,—
"I told you so, Monse�gneur!"
All the heads turned �n amazement.
A hole had just opened �n the wall.
A stone, f�tt�ng perfectly w�th the others, but left w�thout cement and
prov�ded w�th a p�vot above and below, had revolved on �tself l�ke a
turnst�le, and, as �t turned, had opened the wall. In revolv�ng on �ts
ax�s �t opened a double passage to the r�ght and left,—narrow, �t �s
true, yet w�de enough to allow a man to pass; and through th�s
unexpected door could be seen the f�rst steps of a sp�ral sta�rcase. A
man's face appeared �n the open�ng, and the Marqu�s recogn�zed
Halmalo.



XII.

THE DELIVERER.

"Is that you, Halmalo?"
"It �s I, Monse�gneur. You see I was r�ght about the turn�ng stones,
and that there �s a way of escape. I have come just �n t�me. But you
must make haste; ten m�nutes more, and you w�ll be �n the heart of
the forest."
"God �s great!" sa�d the pr�est.
"Save yourself, Monse�gneur!" cr�ed the men.
"Not unt�l I have seen every one of you �n safety," sa�d the Marqu�s.
"But you must lead the way, Monse�gneur," sa�d the Abbé Turmeau.
"Not so," repl�ed the Marqu�s; "I shall be the last man to leave."
And �n a severe tone he cont�nued:—
"Let there be no str�fe �n th�s matter of generos�ty. We have no t�me
for a d�splay of magnan�m�ty; your only chance for l�fe �s �n escape.
You hear my commands: make haste now, and take advantage of
th�s outlet,—for wh�ch I thank you, Halmalo."
"Are we, then, to separate, Mons�eur le Marqu�s?" asked the Abbé
Turmeau.
"Certa�nly, after we have left the tower; otherw�se, there would be
small chance for escape."
"W�ll Monse�gneur appo�nt some place of rendez-vous?"
"Yes; a glade �n the forest,—the P�erre-Gauva�ne. Do you know the
spot?"
"We all know �t."
"All those who are able to walk w�ll f�nd me there to-morrow at
noonday."



"Every man w�ll be on the spot."
"And then we w�ll beg�n the war over aga�n," sa�d the Marqu�s.
Meanwh�le Halmalo, br�ng�ng all h�s strength to bear on the turn�ng
stone, found that �t would not st�r, and therefore the open�ng could
not be closed.
"Let us make haste, Monse�gneur," he cr�ed; "the stone w�ll not
move. I managed to open the passage, but now I cannot close �t."
In fact, the stone, from a long d�suse, had st�ffened, so to speak, �n
�ts groove, and �t was �mposs�ble to start �t aga�n.
"Monse�gneur," sa�d Halmalo, "I hoped to close the passage, so that
when the Blues came �n and found no one here they would not know
what to make of �t, and m�ght �mag�ne that you had all van�shed �n
smoke. But the stone �s not to be moved, and the enemy w�ll f�nd the
outlet and probably pursue us; so let us lose not a m�nute, but reach
the sta�rcase as qu�ckly as we can."
The Imânus la�d h�s hand on Halmalo's shoulder.
"Comrade," he sa�d, "how long w�ll �t take to go through th�s passage
and reach the woods �n safety?"
"Are any of the men ser�ously wounded?" asked Halmalo.
"None," they answered.
"In that case, a quarter of an hour w�ll be suff�c�ent."
"So �f the enemy does not get �n here for a quarter of an hour—"
rejo�ned the Imânus.
"He m�ght pursue, but he could not overtake us."
"But they w�ll be upon us �n f�ve m�nutes," sa�d the Marqu�s; "that old
chest cannot keep them out much longer. A few blows from the�r
muskets w�ll settle the affa�r. A quarter of an hour! Who could hold
them at bay for a quarter of an hour?"
"I," sa�d the Imânus.
"You, Gouge-le-Bruant?"



"Yes, I, Monse�gneur. L�sten. Out of s�x men f�ve of us are wounded. I
have not even a scratch."
"Nor I e�ther," sa�d the Marqu�s.
"Yes, but you are the ch�ef, Monse�gneur. I am a sold�er. The ch�ef
and the sold�er are two d�fferent persons."
"Our dut�es are not al�ke, �t �s true."
"Monse�gneur, at th�s moment we have but one duty between us,
and that �s to save your l�fe."
The Imânus turned to h�s compan�ons.
"Comrades," he sa�d, "we must hold the enemy �n check and delay
pursu�t unt�l the last moment. L�sten. I have not lost a drop of blood;
not hav�ng been wounded, I am as strong as ever, and can hold out
longer than any of the others. Go now, but leave me your weapons,
and I prom�se to make good use of them. I w�ll undertake to keep the
enemy at bay a good half-hour. How many loaded p�stols are there?"
"Four."
"Put them down on the floor."
They d�d as he requ�red.
"That �s well. I rema�n here, and they w�ll f�nd some one to enterta�n
them. Now, get away as fast as you can."
In moments of �mm�nent per�l grat�tude f�nds but br�ef express�on.
Hardly had they t�me to press h�s hand.
"We shall soon meet aga�n," sa�d the Marqu�s.
"I hope not, Monse�gneur,—not qu�te at once, for I am about to d�e."
One by one they made the�r way down the narrow sta�rcase, the
wounded �n advance; and as they went, the Marqu�s drew a penc�l
from h�s note-book and wrote a few words on the stone that, refus�ng
to turn, had thus left an open passage-way.
"Come, Monse�gneur, you are the only one left," sa�d Halmalo, as he
went down.



The Marqu�s followed h�m, and Imânus rema�ned alone.

XIII.

THE EXECUTIONER.

Upon the flagstones wh�ch formed the only floor of the hall the four
p�stols had been placed, and the Imânus, tak�ng two of them, one �n
each hand, advanced stealth�ly towards the entrance of the
sta�rcase, obstructed and concealed by the chest.
The assa�lants ev�dently suspected a snare. They m�ght be on the
verge of one of those dec�s�ve explos�ons that overwhelm both
conquerer and conquered �n one common ru�n. In proport�on as the
f�rst attack had been �mpetuous, the last was caut�ous and
del�berate. They could not, or perhaps d�d not care to batter down
the chest by ma�n force; they had destroyed the bottom of �t w�th the
butts of the�r muskets and p�erced �ts l�d w�th the�r bayonets; and now
through these holes they attempted to see the �nter�or of the hall
before ventur�ng w�th�n �t.
The gl�mmer of the lanterns, by means of wh�ch the sta�rcase was
l�ghted, fell through these ch�nks, and the Imânus, catch�ng s�ght of
an eye peer�ng through one of them, �nstantly adjusted the barrel of
h�s p�stol to the spot and pulled the tr�gger. No sooner had he f�red
than to h�s great joy he heard a terr�ble cry. The ball passed through
the head by way of the eye, and the sold�er, �nterrupted �n h�s gaz�ng,
fell backward down the sta�rcase. The assa�lants had broken open
the lower part of the l�d �n two places, form�ng someth�ng not unl�ke
loop-holes; and the Imânus, ava�l�ng h�mself of one of these
apertures, thrust h�s arm �n �t and f�red h�s second p�stol at random
among the mass of the bes�egers. The ball probably rebounded, for
several cr�es were heard, as though three or four had been k�lled or
wounded, and a great tumult ensued as the men, los�ng the�r foot�ng,
fell back �n confus�on. The Imânus threw down the two p�stols wh�ch



he had d�scharged, and caught up the rema�n�ng ones; grasp�ng one
�n each hand, he peered through the holes �n the chest and beheld
the result of h�s f�rst assault.
The bes�egers had retreated down the sta�rs and the dy�ng lay
wr�th�ng �n agony upon the steps; the form of the sp�ral sta�rcase
prevented h�m from see�ng beyond three or four steps.
He paused.
"So much t�me ga�ned," he thought to h�mself.
Meanwh�le, he saw a man crawl�ng up the steps flat on h�s stomach,
and just at that moment, a l�ttle farther down, the head of a sold�er
emerged from beh�nd the central p�llar of the w�nd�ng sta�rs. The
Imânus a�med at th�s head and f�red. The sold�er fell back w�th a cry,
and as the Imânus was transferr�ng h�s last p�stol from h�s left hand
�nto h�s r�ght, he h�mself felt a horr�ble pa�n, and �n h�s turn uttered a
yell of agony. Some tone had thrust a sabre �nto h�s v�tals, and �t was
the very man whom he had seen crawl�ng along the sta�r, whose
hand, enter�ng the other hole �n the bottom of the chest, had plunged
a sabre �nto the body of the Imânus.
The wound was fr�ghtful. The abdomen was p�erced through and
through.
The Imânus d�d not fall. He ground h�s teeth as he muttered, "That �s
good!"
Then, totter�ng, and w�th great effort, he dragged h�mself back to the
torch st�ll burn�ng near the �ron door; th�s he se�zed, after putt�ng
down h�s p�stol, and then, support�ng w�th h�s left hand the protrud�ng
�ntest�nes, w�th h�s r�ght he lowered the torch unt�l �t touched the
sulphur-match, wh�ch caught f�re, and the w�ck blazed up �n an
�nstant.
Dropp�ng the st�ll burn�ng torch upon the ground, he grasped h�s
p�stol, and although he had fallen on the flags, he l�fted h�mself and
used the scanty breath that was left h�m to fan the flame, wh�ch,
start�ng, ran along unt�l �t passed under the �ron door and reached
the br�dge-castle.



When he beheld the tr�umph of h�s v�llanous scheme, tak�ng to
h�mself more cred�t for th�s cr�me than for h�s self-sacr�f�ce, the man
who had acted the part of a hero and who now degraded h�mself to
the level of an assass�n sm�led as he was about to d�e, and
muttered:—
"They w�ll remember me. I take vengeance on the�r l�ttle ones, �n
behalf of our own l�ttle k�ng shut up �n the Temple."

XIV.

THE IMÂNUS ALSO ESCAPES.

At that moment a loud vo�ce was heard, and the chest, v�olently
hurled as�de, was shattered �nto fragments,—g�v�ng passage to a
man, who, sabre �n hand, rushed �nto the hall.
"It �s I, Radoub!" he cr�ed. "Who wants to f�ght me? I am bored to
death w�th wa�t�ng, and I must run the r�sk. I don't care what
happens; at all events, I have d�sembowelled one of you, and now I
come to attack you all. Follow me or not, as you l�ke; but here I am.
How many are you?"
It was �ndeed Radoub h�mself, and he alone. After the slaughter that
the Imânus had made on the sta�rcase, Gauva�n, suspect�ng some
h�dden m�ne, had w�thdrawn h�s men and was tak�ng counsel w�th
C�mourda�n.
Am�d the darkness, where the exp�r�ng torch cast but a feeble
gl�mmer, Radoub, sabre �n hand, stood on the threshold and
repeated h�s quest�on,—
"I am alone. How many are you?"



Rece�v�ng no reply, he advanced. Just then one of those sudden
flashes, em�tted from t�me to t�me by a dy�ng f�re,—a k�nd of
throbb�ng l�ght, wh�ch m�ght be compared w�th a human sob,—burst
from the torch and �llum�nated the ent�re hall.
Radoub caught s�ght of one of the l�ttle m�rrors hung on the wall, and
approach�ng �t, �nspected h�s bloody face and lacerated ear, say�ng
as he d�d so,—
"What a horr�ble mut�lat�on!"
Then he turned, surpr�sed to see the hall empty, and cr�ed,—
"No one here! not a soul!"
H�s eyes l�ghted on the revolv�ng stone, the passage, and the
sta�rcase.
"Ah, I understand! they have taken to the�r heels! Come on,
comrades! come on! They have all run away; they have gone,
evaporated, d�ssolved, van�shed. There was a crack �n th�s old jug of
a tower; there �s the hole through wh�ch they got out, the rascals!
How are we ever to get the better of P�tt and Coburg, when men play
tr�cks l�ke these? The Dev�l h�mself must have come to the�r a�d.
There �s no one here!"
A p�stol-shot was f�red, and a ball, graz�ng h�s elbow, flattened �tself
aga�nst the wall.
"Ah! some one �s here, then! To whom do I owe th�s del�cate
attent�on?"
"To me," repl�ed a vo�ce.
Radoub, peer�ng through the shadows, at last descr�ed the form of
Imânus.
"Aha!" he cr�ed, "I have got one of you! The others have escaped,
but you w�ll not get off."
"Is that your op�n�on?" repl�ed the Imânus. Radoub made one step
forward and paused.
"Hey I who are you, ly�ng on the ground there?"



"I am a man on the ground, who laughs at those who are on the
feet."
"What �s that �n your r�ght hand?"
"A p�stol."
"And �n your left hand?"
"My �ntest�nes."
"I take you pr�soner."
"I defy you to do �t."
And the Imânus, stoop�ng over the burn�ng w�ck, blew feebly upon �ts
flame, and w�th that breath exp�red.
A few moments later, Gauva�n and C�mourda�n, followed by the
others, entered the hall. They all saw the open�ng, and after
search�ng every corner and explor�ng the sta�rcase wh�ch led down
�nto the rav�ne, they felt very sure that the enemy had escaped. They
shook the Imânus, but he was dead. Gauva�n, w�th lantern �n hand,
exam�ned the stone wh�ch had furn�shed the fug�t�ves w�th a means
of escape. He had heard of th�s revolv�ng stone, but he too had
always regarded �t as a fable. Wh�le he was exam�n�ng the stone he
not�ced certa�n words wr�tten w�th a penc�l; and hold�ng the lantern
nearer, he read as follows:—

"Au revo�r, Mons�eur le V�comte.
"LANTENAC."

Guéchamp had jo�ned Gauva�n. Pursu�t was man�festly out of the
quest�on; the escape had been successful; everyth�ng was �n favor of
the fug�t�ves,—the ent�re country, the underbrush, the rav�nes, the
copses, and even the �nhab�tants themselves. No doubt they were
far enough away by th�s t�me; there was no poss�b�l�ty of f�nd�ng
them, and the ent�re forest of Fougères was one vast h�d�ng-place.
What was to be done? They saw themselves forced to beg�n the
whole affa�r over aga�n. Gauva�n and Guéchamp exchanged the�r
regrets and conjectures.



C�mourda�n l�stened gravely w�thout utter�ng a word.
"By the way, Guéchamp, how was �t about the ladder?"
"It has not come, commander."
"But we saw a wagon w�th an escort of gendarmes."
"It was not br�ng�ng the ladder," repl�ed Guéchamp.
"What, then, was �t br�ng�ng?"
"The gu�llot�ne," sa�d C�mourda�n.

XV.

NEVER PUT A WATCH AND KEY IN THE SAME POCKET.

The Marqu�s de Lantenac was not so far away as they supposed,
although he was �n perfect safety, and beyond the�r reach.
He had followed Halmalo.
The sta�rcase by wh�ch they had descended, follow�ng the other
fug�t�ves, ended �n a narrow passage qu�te near the rav�ne and the
arches of the br�dge. Th�s passage led �nto a deep natural f�ssure �n
the ground wh�ch formed a connect�ng l�nk between the rav�ne and
the forest. In th�s f�ssure, tw�st�ng and turn�ng as �t d�d through
�mpenetrable th�ckets and utterly h�dden from the human eye, no
man could ever have been captured; he had but to follow the
example of a snake, and h�s safety was assured. The entrance to
th�s secret passage was so overgrown w�th brambles, that �ts
constructors had deemed �t unnecessary to prov�de �t w�th any other
screen.
The Marqu�s had now no further need even to cons�der the matter of
d�sgu�se. S�nce h�s arr�val �n Br�ttany he had cont�nued to wear the
peasant dress, feel�ng h�mself to be more truly a grand se�gneur



when thus att�red. He had contented h�mself w�th tak�ng off h�s
sword, unfasten�ng and throw�ng as�de the belt.
When Halmalo and the Marqu�s emerged from the passage �nto the
f�ssure, noth�ng was to be seen of the f�ve others,—Gu�no�seau,
Ho�snard Branche-d'Or, Br�n d'Amour, Chatenay, and the Abbé
Turmeau.
"They have lost no t�me," sa�d Halmalo.
"Follow the�r example," repl�ed the Marqu�s.
"Does Monse�gneur w�sh me to leave h�m?"
"Of course; I have told you so already. A man who �s try�ng to escape
must rema�n alone �f he would �nsure success; one man can often
pass where two would f�nd �t �mposs�ble. Were we together, we
should attract attent�on and �mper�l each other."
"Does Monse�gneur know the ne�ghborhood?"
"Yes."
"And the rendez-vous �s st�ll to be the same,—at the P�erre-
Gauva�ne?"
"To-morrow at noon."
"I w�ll be there. We shall all be there."
Halmalo paused.
"Ah, Monse�gneur, when I remember the t�me we were alone
together on the open sea, when I wanted to k�ll you, you who were
my lord and master and m�ght have told me, but d�d not! What a man
you are!"
The sole reply of the Marqu�s was, "England �s our only resource. In
f�fteen days the Engl�sh must be �n France."
"I have a great many th�ngs to tell Monse�gneur. I have g�ven all h�s
messages."
"We w�ll attend to all that to-morrow."
"Farewell t�ll then, Monse�gneur."



"By the way, are you hungry?"
"Perhaps I am, Monse�gneur. I was �n such a hurry to get here, that I
have forgotten whether I had anyth�ng to eat to-day or not."
The Marqu�s drew from h�s pocket a cake of chocolate, broke �t �n
two, and g�v�ng one half to Halmalo, he began to eat the other
h�mself.
"Monse�gneur," sa�d Halmalo, "you w�ll f�nd the rav�ne on your r�ght,
and the forest on your left."
"Very well. Leave me now. Go your own way."
Halmalo obeyed, and was at once lost �n the darkness. At f�rst there
was a rustl�ng of the underbrush soon followed by s�lence, and �n a
few moments every trace of h�s passage had d�sappeared. Th�s land
of the Bocage, br�stl�ng w�th forests and labyr�nths, was the fug�t�ves'
best ally. Men van�shed before one's very eyes. It was th�s fac�l�ty for
rap�d d�sappearance that made our arm�es pause before th�s ever-
retreat�ng Vendée, and rendered �ts combatants so form�dable �n
the�r fl�ght.

The Marqu�s stood mot�onless. Although he was a man who kept h�s
feel�ngs under perfect control, he was not �nsens�ble to the joy of
breath�ng the fresh a�r, after hav�ng l�ved so long �n an atmosphere of
blood and carnage. To be rescued at a moment when all seemed
utterly lost, to f�nd one's self �n safety after gaz�ng �nto one's own
grave, to be snatched from death to l�fe, �s a severe shock even for
such a man as Lantenac; and although th�s was by no means h�s
only exper�ence of the k�nd, he could not at once subdue h�s
ag�tat�on. For a moment he adm�tted to h�mself h�s own sat�sfact�on,
but stra�ghtway suppressed an emot�on that was ak�n to joy.
Draw�ng out h�s watch he struck the hour. He wondered what t�me �t
m�ght be, and to h�s great surpr�se d�scovered that �t was but ten
o'clock.



When one has just passed through some terr�ble cr�s�s where�n l�fe
and death have hung �n the balance �t �s always aston�sh�ng to
d�scover that those m�nutes so crowded w�th act�on were no longer
than any others. The warn�ng cannon had been f�red shortly before
sunset, and half an hour later, just at dusk, between seven and e�ght
o'clock, the assault on the Tourgue began; hence th�s tremendous
combat beg�nn�ng at e�ght and end�ng at ten, th�s ep�c, as one m�ght
call �t, had consumed just one hundred and twenty m�nutes.
Catastrophes often descend l�ke a flash of l�ghtn�ng, and events are
marvellously fore-shortened, and when one pauses to reflect, �t
would be surpr�s�ng were �t otherw�se; two hours' res�stance offered
by so small a band aga�nst a force vastly super�or to �tself was
extraord�nary, and th�s struggle of n�neteen aga�nst four thousand
could not be called a br�ef one.
But �t was t�me to go. Halmalo must by th�s t�me be far away, and the
Marqu�s felt that prudence no longer requ�red h�m to rema�n there.
He put h�s watch back �nto h�s wa�stcoat pocket, but not �nto the one
from wh�ch he had taken �t, for he not�ced that �n that one �t came �n
contact w�th the key of the �ron door wh�ch the Imânus had brought
h�m, and there was danger of break�ng the crystal. Just as he was on
the po�nt of tak�ng the left-hand turn�ng towards the forest, he fanc�ed
he saw a fe�nt ray of l�ght.
He turned, and through the underbrush wh�ch all at once stood out
aga�nst a red background, thus reveal�ng �ts m�nutest deta�ls w�th
absolute d�st�nctness, he beheld a br�ght glare along the rav�ne very
near the spot where he was stand�ng. At f�rst, he turned �n that
d�rect�on, then changed h�s m�nd as the folly of expos�ng h�mself to
that l�ght occurred to h�m; whatever �t m�ght be, �t was really no affa�r
of h�s �n any event. Once more he started to follow Halmalo's
d�rect�ons, and advanced several steps towards the forest.
All at once, bur�ed and h�dden by the brambles as he was, he heard
above h�s head a terr�ble cry; �t seemed to come from the very edge
of the plateau, above the rav�ne. The Marqu�s ra�sed h�s eyes and
paused.



BOOK V.

IN DÆMONE DEUS.

I.

FOUND, BUT LOST.

When M�chelle Fléchard f�rst perce�ved the tower reddened by the
rays of the sett�ng sun, �t was more than a league away; and th�s
woman, noth�ng daunted by the d�stance, though scarcely able to put
one foot before the other, kept bravely on her way. Women may be
weak, but mothers are strong.
The sun had set: tw�l�ght came on, followed by the darkness of n�ght;
as she walked along, far away �n the d�stance, from some �nv�s�ble
belfry, probably that of Par�gné, she heard the clock str�ke e�ght, then
n�ne. From t�me to t�me she paused to l�sten to someth�ng that
sounded l�ke heavy blows; but �t m�ght have been only the uncerta�n
no�ses pecul�ar to the n�ght.
She walked stra�ght onward, crush�ng the furze and pr�ckly heather
beneath her bleed�ng feet. She was gu�ded by a fa�nt l�ght �ssu�ng
from the d�stant keep, wh�ch bathed the tower �n a myster�ous glow
wh�le �t def�ned �ts outl�nes aga�nst the surround�ng gloom. Th�s l�ght
changed �n measure as the sounds grew loud or fa�nt.
The vast plateau across wh�ch M�chelle Fléchard made her way was
completely covered w�th grass and heather; ne�ther house nor tree
was to be seen. Its r�se was almost �mpercept�ble, and as far as the
eye could reach, �ts long l�ne was clearly def�ned aga�nst the dark
hor�zon dotted w�th stars. She was supported, as she cl�mbed, by the



s�ght of the tower constantly before her eyes, and as she drew
nearer, �t gradually �ncreased �n s�ze.
As we have just remarked, the muffled reports and the pall�d gleams
of l�ght that �ssued from the tower were �nterm�ttent; dy�ng away and
then return�ng as they d�d, �t seemed to the wretched mother �n her
d�stress l�ke some agon�z�ng en�gma.
Suddenly they ceased, and w�th the sound, the l�ght too d�ed away;
there was a moment of absolute s�lence, an appall�ng tranqu�ll�ty, and
then �t was that M�chelle Fléchard reached the edge of the plateau.
She saw beneath her feet a rav�ne, whose depths were h�dden by
the d�m shadows of n�ght; at a short d�stance, on the top of the
plateau, the confused mass of wheels, slopes; and embrasures
wh�ch formed the battery; and before her, �nd�st�nctly l�ghted by the
burn�ng matches of the guns, an enormous ed�f�ce that seemed bu�lt
of shadows blacker than those that surrounded �t.
Th�s bu�ld�ng cons�sted of a br�dge, whose arches rested �n the
rav�ne, together w�th a k�nd of castle erected on the br�dge, both
castle and br�dge supported by a round and lofty mass of masonry;
th�s was the tower wh�ch had been that mother's d�stant goal. One
could see the l�ghts mov�ng to and fro beh�nd the loop-holes of the
tower, and �t was ev�dent, from the no�se �ssu�ng therefrom, that �t
was crowded w�th men, whose shadows were projected even as
h�gh as platform.
M�chelle Fléchard could d�st�ngu�sh the vedettes of the camp near
the battery, but the darkness and the underbrush concealed her from
the�r v�ew.
She had reached the edge of the plateau, and was so close to the
br�dge that �t seemed as �f she could almost touch �t w�th her hand.
The deep rav�ne alone separated her from �t. She could d�st�ngu�sh
even �n the darkness the three stor�es of the br�dge-castle.
She knew not how long she had been stand�ng there, hav�ng lost all
consc�ousness of t�me, absorbed �n a s�lent contemplat�on of that
yawn�ng chasm and the gloomy bu�ld�ng. What was �t that was go�ng
on w�th�n. Was th�s the Tourgue? She felt that restless sense of



expectat�on pecul�ar to travellers who have e�ther just arr�ved or are
on the eve of departure. As she stood l�sten�ng and gaz�ng around,
she tr�ed to th�nk why she was there. Suddenly all objects van�shed
before her eyes.
A ve�l of smoke had suddenly obscured the object she was watch�ng.
A sharp pa�n forced her to close her eyes; but she had no sooner
done so, than a l�ght flashed upon them so �ntensely br�ll�ant that her
eyel�ds seemed transparent, and when she opened them aga�n, the
n�ght had changed �nto day, but the l�ght of that day, dreadful to look
upon, was born of f�re. What she saw was the outburst of a
conflagrat�on.
The smoke had changed from black to scarlet, from wh�ch at t�mes a
m�ghty flame leaped forth, w�th those f�erce contort�ons pecul�ar to
the l�ghtn�ng and the serpent. It darted forth l�ke a tongue from some
monstrous jaw; but �t was really a w�ndow f�lled w�th f�re, whose �ron
bars were already red hot,—a casement �n the lower story of the
br�dge-castle, and the only part of the ent�re bu�ld�ng that could now
be seen. Even the plateau was shrouded �n the smoke, and the edge
of the rav�ne alone could be d�st�ngu�shed aga�nst the cr�mson
flames.
M�chelle Fléchard looked on �n amazement. Smoke �s a cloud;
dreams come from the clouds; hardly real�z�ng what she saw, she
knew not what to do. Should she stay, or try to make her escape?
She almost felt herself transported beyond the actual world.
There came a gust of w�nd, that rent the curta�n of smoke and
revealed through th�s gap the trag�c Bast�le, �n all �ts grandeur, w�th
�ts keep, �ts br�dge, and �ts castle, dazzl�ng and terr�ble, magn�f�cently
g�lded by the l�ght of the flames wh�ch were reflected upon �t from
summ�t to base. M�chelle Fléchard could see everyth�ng by the awful
glare of the flames.
Only the lower story of the br�dge-castle was as yet burn�ng.
Above �t could be seen the two other stor�es, st�ll �ntact, though
rest�ng as �t were upon a bed of flames. From the edge of the
plateau where she stood, through the smoke and f�re, M�chelle



Fléchard caught an occas�onal gl�mpse of the �nter�or. All the
w�ndows were open. Through those of the second story, wh�ch were
very large, she could see cases along the walls, wh�ch seemed to
her to be f�lled w�th books; and �n front of one of the w�ndows, ly�ng
on the floor �n the shadow, she not�ced a l�ttle group whose outl�ne
had no def�n�te form; �t lay �n a heap, l�ke a nest or brood of young
b�rds, and from t�me to t�me she thought she saw �t st�r.
She watched �t.
What could th�s l�ttle group of shadows be?
Somet�mes she fanc�ed �t was composed of l�v�ng forms. She was
fever�sh and exhausted, for she had not eaten a mouthful s�nce
morn�ng, had walked �ncessantly, and she felt as �f she were the
v�ct�m of some sort of halluc�nat�on wh�ch she �nst�nct�vely
m�strusted. But her eyes were now r�veted upon th�s dark group of
objects, whatsoever they m�ght be; doubtless �t was someth�ng
�nan�mate ly�ng there upon the floor �n the hall d�rectly over the
conflagrat�on.
Suddenly, as though �nsp�red by a w�ll of �ts own, the f�re flung forth a
jet of flame upon the dead �vy that mantled the very wall on wh�ch
M�chelle Fléchard stood gaz�ng. It was as �f �t had just d�scovered
th�s network of w�thered branches; a spark greed�ly se�zed upon �t,
and the f�re began to r�se from tw�g to tw�g w�th the fr�ghtful rap�d�ty of
a powder-tra�n. In the tw�nkl�ng of an eye the flame reached the
second story, and from thence a l�ght was thrown �nto the one below.
A v�v�d glare brought �nto �nstantaneous rel�ef three l�ttle sleep�ng
ch�ldren.
It was a charm�ng group, the�r l�ttle legs and arms �ntertw�ned, the�r
eyel�ds closed, the�r faces sweetly sm�l�ng.
The mother knew her ch�ldren.
She uttered a terr�ble cry.
That cry of �nexpress�ble angu�sh �s g�ven only to mothers. No sound
can be more savage and yet pathet�c. Uttered by a woman, �t �s l�ke
the cry of a she-wolf; and when one hears �t from a wolf �t m�ght well
come from a woman.



Th�s cry of M�chelle Fléchard was a howl. Hecuba howled, Homer
tells us.
And th�s was the cry just heard by the Marqu�s de Lantenac.
We saw h�m pause to l�sten.
He was between the outlet of the passage through wh�ch Halmalo
had gu�ded h�m �n h�s escape, and the rav�ne. Through the tangled
w�ldwood about h�m he saw the burn�ng br�dge, and the Tourgue
reddened by the reflect�on; he pushed as�de the branches, and
d�scovered on the oppos�te s�de, above h�s head, on the edge of the
plateau, �n front of the burn�ng castle, and �n the full l�ght of the
conflagrat�on, the haggard and woful face of a woman bend�ng over
the rav�ne.
Th�s face was no longer the face of M�chelle Fléchard; �t was a
Medusa. There �s someth�ng form�dable �n �ntense agony. Th�s
peasant woman had changed �nto one of the Eumen�des. The
unknown rust�c, low, �gnorant, stup�d, had suddenly taken on the ep�c
proport�ons of despa�r. Great sorrows expand the soul to g�gant�c
proport�ons. Th�s mother was the embod�ment of matern�ty. A
summary of human�ty r�ses to the superhuman; she stood tower�ng
above the edge of the rav�ne, w�th�n s�ght of the conflagrat�on, �n
presence of that cr�me l�ke a power from beyond the grave. Moan�ng
l�ke a w�ld beast, she stood �n the att�tude of a goddess, w�th a
countenance l�ke a flam�ng mask, hurl�ng forth �mprecat�ons. Noth�ng
could have been more �mper�ous than the l�ghtn�ng that flashed from
those eyes drowned �n tears; her look was l�ke a thunderbolt hurled
aga�nst the conflagrat�on.
The Marqu�s l�stened. These reproaches fell upon h�s head; he heard
her �nart�culate, heart-rend�ng cr�es, more l�ke sobs than words:—
"My ch�ldren, oh, my Lord! They are my ch�ldren! Help! F�re! F�re!
F�re! You must be br�gands! Is there no one here? But my ch�ldren
w�ll be burned to death! Such do�ngs! Georgette! My ch�ldren! Gros-
Ala�n! René-Jean! What can th�s mean? Who put my ch�ldren there?
They are sleep�ng. I am mad! Oh, th�s �s �mposs�ble! Help!"



Meanwh�le, a great commot�on was go�ng on �n the Tourgue and on
the plateau. The whole camp had rushed to the f�re, wh�ch had just
broken out. The bes�egers, after encounter�ng the grape-shot, had
now to struggle aga�nst the f�re. Gauva�n, C�mourda�n, and
Guéchamp were g�v�ng orders. What could be done? A few buckets
of water m�ght poss�bly be drawn from the slender stream �n the
rav�ne. The edge of the plateau was covered w�th terr�f�ed faces,
gaz�ng at the s�ght w�th ever-�ncreas�ng d�stress; and �t was an awful
scene.



There they stood look�ng on, but none could lend a help�ng hand.
By way of the �vy the flames had r�sen to the upper story, and f�nd�ng
there a granary f�lled w�th straw had rushed upon �t; and that ent�re
granary was now on f�re, the flames merr�ly danc�ng. A dreadful s�ght
�s the glee of a f�re! It was l�ke the breath of f�ends fann�ng a funereal
p�le. One could fancy that the terr�ble Imânus was �n person there,
metamorphosed �nto a wh�rlw�nd of sparks, l�v�ng �n th�s cruel l�fe of
flame, and that h�s horr�ble soul had been transformed �nto a
conflagrat�on. The flames had not yet reached the l�brary story; �ts
lofty ce�l�ng and mass�ve walls had retarded the fatal moment that
was now draw�ng near. The flames, l�ke tongues of f�re, darted
upward from the story below; wh�le the flames from above touched
the stones, as �f carress�ng them w�th the dread k�ss of death.
Beneath �t lay a cave of lava, above an arch of f�ery coals. Were the
floor to cave �n, all would be prec�p�tated �nto a bed of red-hot ashes;
were the ce�l�ng to g�ve way, they would be bur�ed beneath the
glow�ng coals. René-Jean, Gros-Ala�n, and Georgette had not yet
waked; they were sleep�ng the sound and �nnocent sleep of
ch�ldhood; and through the sheets of flame and smoke wh�ch now
h�d, now revealed the w�ndows, they could be seen �n th�s f�ery grotto
aga�nst a background of meteor�c l�ght, calm, graceful, and
mot�onless, l�ke three heavenly cherubs conf�d�ngly slumber�ng �n
hell. A t�ger m�ght have wept to see such blossoms �n that furnace,—
the�r cradles �n the grave.

Meanwh�le the mother wrung her hands:—
"F�re! F�re! I am cry�ng f�re! Are they all deaf, that no one comes?
They arc burn�ng up my ch�ldren! Come, you men over yonder! To
th�nk of the days and days I have walked, and to f�nd them l�ke th�s!
F�re! Help! They are angels, noth�ng short of angels! What have
those �nnocents done? They shot me, and now they are burn�ng
them! Who does such th�ngs as these? Help! Save my ch�ldren!



Don't you hear me? If I were a dog, you would have p�ty on me! My
ch�ldren! They are asleep! Ah, Georgette, I see her dear l�ttle body!
René-Jean! Gros-Ala�n! Those are the�r names. You can see well
enough that I am the�r mother. Such abom�nable do�ngs go on �n
these days! I have walked for days and n�ghts. Why, I talked about
them th�s very morn�ng to a woman. Help! Help! F�re! They must be
monsters! Th�s �s horr�ble! The oldest one �s not f�ve years old and
the baby not two. I can see the�r l�ttle naked legs. They are asleep.
Holy V�rg�n! Heaven g�ves them to me and Hell snatches them back
aga�n. Just th�nk how far I have walked! The ch�ldren that I fed w�th
my m�lk,—I who felt so wretched because I couldn't f�nd them! Have
p�ty on me! I want my ch�ldren; I must have them! And to th�nk of
them there �n the f�re! See my poor bleed�ng feet. Help! It cannot be
that there are men on earth who would let those poor l�ttle creatures
d�e l�ke that! Help! Murder! Who ever saw the l�ke? Ah, the br�gands!
What �s that dreadful house? They stole them from me to murder
them. Merc�ful Jesus! I want my ch�ldren. Oh, I don't know what to
do! They must not d�e! Help! Help! Help! Oh, I shall curse Heaven �f
they d�e l�ke that!"
S�multaneously w�th the mother's entreaty other vo�ces rang out on
the plateau and the rav�ne.
"A ladder!"
"There �s none."
"Water!"
"None to be had!"
"Up �n the tower there, �n the second story, there �s a door."
"It �s �ron."
"Break �t �n!"
"Imposs�ble."
Here the mother redoubled her desperate appeals.
"F�re! Help! Make haste, or k�ll me at once! My ch�ldren! My ch�ldren!
Oh, that terr�ble f�re! Throw me �nto the f�re, but save the�r l�ves!"



In the �ntervals between her cr�es could be heard the constant
crackl�ng of the flames.
The Marqu�s felt �n h�s pocket and h�s hand met the key to the �ron
door. Then stoop�ng below the arch, through wh�ch he had just
escaped, he re-entered the passage from wh�ch he had so lately
emerged.

II.

FROM THE DOOR OF STONE TO THAT OF IRON.

A whole army dr�ven half w�ld by �ts enforced �nact�on �n the
presence of danger; four thousand men unable to save three
ch�ldren,—such was the s�tuat�on.
In po�nt of fact, they had no ladder; the one sent from Javené had
not arr�ved; the flames spread as from a yawn�ng crater; �t was
s�mply absurd to attempt to ext�ngu�sh them w�th the water from the
half-dr�ed brook �n the rav�ne; one m�ght as well empty a glass of
water �nto a volcano.
C�mourda�n, Guéchamp, and Radoub had gone down �nto the rav�ne.
Gauva�n had returned to the hall on the second story of the Tourgue,
where the turn�ng stone, the secret passage, and the �ron door of the
l�brary were to be found; �t was there that the sulphur match had
been l�ghted by the Imânus, and there the f�re had or�g�nated.
Gauva�n had brought w�th h�m twenty sappers. The�r last resource
was to force open the �ron door. Its fasten�ngs were terr�bly strong.
They went at �t w�th the�r axes, deal�ng v�olent blows. The axes
broke. One of the sappers excla�med,—
"Steel sh�vers l�ke glass aga�nst that �ron."



In fact, the door was composed of double sheets of wrought-�ron
bolted together, each sheet three �nches th�ck.
Then they took �ron bars and tr�ed to pry the door open from below.
The �ron bars broke.
"One would th�nk they were matches," sa�d the sapper.
"Noth�ng less than a cannon-ball could open that door," muttered
Gauva�n, gloom�ly. "We should have to mount a f�eld-p�ece up here."
"But even then—" repl�ed the sapper.
For a moment they stood �n despa�r, and the�r arms fell helpless by
the�r s�des. W�th a sense of defeat, these men stood �n speechless
d�smay, gaz�ng upon that door so awful �n �ts �mmob�l�ty. They caught
a gl�mpse of the red reflect�on from beneath �t. Beh�nd them, the f�re
was spread�ng.
The fr�ghtful body of the Imânus was there, dread v�ctor that he was.
But a few m�nutes more, and the ent�re bu�ld�ng m�ght fall �nto ru�ns.
What could they do? The last ray of hope was gone.
Gauva�n, whose eyes were r�veted on the revolv�ng stone and the
open�ng through wh�ch the escape had been made, cr�ed �n the
b�tterness of h�s exasperat�on,—
"And yet the Marqu�s de Lantenac escaped through that door!"
"And returns," sa�d a vo�ce.
Aga�nst the stone sett�ng of the secret passage appeared a wh�te
head.
It was the Marqu�s.
It was many a year s�nce Gauva�n had seen h�m so close at hand.
He drew back.
Every man present stood as �f petr�f�ed.
The Marqu�s held a large key �n h�s hand; w�th one haughty glance
he compelled the sappers who stood �n h�s path to make way for



h�m, walked at once to the �ron door, stooped beneath the arch, and
put the key �nto the lock.
It creaked �n the lock, the door opened, they saw the f�ery gulf; the
Marqu�s entered �t.
W�th head erect and steady step he strode forward. And those who
looked on shuddered as the�r eyes followed h�s reced�ng form.
He had barely taken a few steps �n the burn�ng hall, before the �nla�d
floor, underm�ned by the f�re and shaken by h�s tread, gave way
beh�nd h�m, sett�ng a chasm between h�m and the door. The Marqu�s
pursued h�s way, never once turn�ng h�s head, and van�shed �n the
smoke.
Noth�ng more was seen.
Had he succeeded �n mak�ng h�s way; or had another f�ery chasm
opened under h�s feet; or had he but ended h�s own l�fe? No one
could tell. A wall of smoke and flames rose before them. Whether
dead or al�ve, the Marqu�s was on the other s�de.

III.

WHERE THE SLEEPING CHILDREN WAKE.

Meanwh�le, the l�ttle ones had at last opened the�r eyes.
The f�re, although �t had not yet reached the l�brary, cast a red
reflect�on on the ce�l�ng. It was not the k�nd of dawn the ch�ldren
knew. They were gaz�ng at �t,—Georgette utterly absorbed.
The conflagrat�on showed forth all �ts glor�es; the black hydra and the
scarlet dragon appeared am�d the smoke-wreaths �n all the�r sombre
and verm�l�on hues. Great sparks shot out �nto the d�stance, l�ght�ng
up the gloom l�ke contend�ng comets pursu�ng one another. F�re �s a
prod�gal; �ts furnaces abound �n jewels wh�ch they scatter to the
w�nds; and �t �s to some purpose that charcoal �s �dent�cal w�th the



d�amond. From the f�ssures opened �n the wall of the th�rd story, the
embers were shower�ng down �nto the rav�ne l�ke cascades of
jewels; the heaps of straw and oats burn�ng �n the granary began to
pour �n a stream through the w�ndows l�ke avalanches of gold-dust,
—the oats chang�ng to amethysts, and the straw to carbuncles.
"Pretty!" cr�ed Georgette.
All three were now s�tt�ng up.
"Ah!" cr�ed the mother, "they are awake!"
When René-Jean rose, then Gros-Ala�n rose also, and Georgette
followed.
René-Jean stretched h�mself, and go�ng towards the w�ndow,
excla�med, "I am hot!"
"Me hot!" repeated Georgette.
The mother called them.
"Ch�ldren! René! Ala�n! Georgette!"
The ch�ldren looked round. They were try�ng to f�nd out what �t all
meant. Where men feel terr�f�ed, ch�ldren are s�mply cur�ous; he who
�s open to surpr�se �s not eas�ly alarmed; �gnorance �s closely all�ed
to �ntrep�d�ty. Ch�ldren have so l�ttle cla�m upon hell, that were they to
behold �t, �t would but exc�te the�r adm�rat�on.
The mother kept repeat�ng,—
"René! Ala�n! Georgette!"
René-Jean turned; that vo�ce roused h�m from h�s rever�e. Ch�ldren
have short memor�es, but the�r recollect�ons are sw�ft; the ent�re past
�s for them but as yesterday. When René-Jean saw h�s mother, �t
seemed to h�m the most natural th�ng that could happen, surrounded
as he was by strange th�ngs; and w�th a d�m consc�ousness of
need�ng support, he called, "Mamma!"
"Mamma!" sa�d Gros-Ala�n.
"M'ma!" repeated Georgette.



And she stretched out her l�ttle arms.
The mother shr�eked, "My ch�ldren!"
The three ch�ldren came to the w�ndow-ledge; fortunately, the
conflagrat�on was not on th�s s�de.
"I am too warm," sa�d René-Jean; then added, "�t burns"! and he
looked for h�s mother.
"Why don't you come, mamma?" he sa�d.
"Tum, m'ma," repeated Georgette.
The mother, w�th her ha�r stream�ng, torn and bleed�ng as she was,
let herself roll from bush to bush, down �nto the rav�ne. There stood
C�mourda�n and Guéchamp, as powerless �n the�r pos�t�on as
Gauva�n was �n h�s. The sold�ers, �n despa�r at the�r helplessness,
were swarm�ng around them. The heat would have seemed
unbearable, had any one not�ced �t. They were d�scuss�ng the
escarpment of the br�dge, the he�ght of the arches and of the
d�fferent stor�es, the �naccess�ble w�ndows, and the necess�ty for
speedy act�on. Three stor�es to cl�mb, w�th no means of access.
Radoub, wounded by a sabre-thrust �n the shoulder, h�s ear
lacerated, dr�pp�ng w�th sweat and blood, had appeared upon the
scene. He saw M�chelle Fléchard.
"What have we here,—the woman who was shot come to l�fe aga�n?"
"My ch�ldren!" cr�ed the mother.
"You are r�ght!" repl�ed Radoub; "th�s �s no t�me to �nqu�re about
ghosts." And he started to scale the br�dge,—a useless attempt. He
dug h�s na�ls �nto the stone, clung thus for a few seconds, but the
smooth layers of stone offered ne�ther cleft nor project�on; they were
as accurately f�tted one upon the other as �f the wall had just been
bu�lt, and Radoub fell back. The f�re was st�ll �ncreas�ng, terr�ble to
behold. They could see the three fa�r heads framed �n the w�ndow
l�ghted by the glow�ng flames. Then Radoub shook h�s f�st towards
Heaven as though he beheld some one, and excla�med,—
"Has Alm�ghty God no mercy?"



The mother, kneel�ng, clasped her arms around one of the p�ers of
the br�dge, cry�ng, "Mercy!"
The hollow sound of crash�ng t�mbers m�ngled w�th the crackl�ng of
the flames. The glass doors of the bookcases �n the l�brary cracked
and fell w�th a crash. There could be no doubt that the woodwork
was g�v�ng way. Human strength was of no ava�l. One moment, and
the ent�re bu�ld�ng would be swallowed up �n the abyss. They were
only wa�t�ng for the f�nal catastrophe. The l�ttle vo�ces could be heard
repeat�ng, "Mamma, mamma!" They were �n paroxysms of terror.
Suddenly aga�nst the cr�mson background of the flames a tall f�gure
came �nto v�ew stand�ng �n the w�ndow next to the one where the
ch�ldren stood.
All heads were ra�sed, all eyes were r�veted upon the spot. A man up
there, �n the hall of the l�brary,—a man �n that furnace! H�s face
looked black aga�nst the flames, but h�s ha�r was wh�te. They
recogn�zed the Marqu�s de Lantenac.
He van�shed, but only to appear aga�n.

Th�s appall�ng old man stood �n the w�ndow, manag�ng an enormous
ladder. It was the escape-ladder, wh�ch had been ly�ng along the
l�brary wall, and wh�ch he had dragged to the w�ndow. He se�zed one
end of �t, and w�th the masterly ag�l�ty of an athlete he let �t sl�p out of
the w�ndow over the outer ledge down �nto the depths of the rav�ne.
Radoub, stand�ng below, w�ld w�th exc�tement, rece�ved the ladder �n
h�s outstretched arms, and clasp�ng �t to h�s breast, cr�ed,—
"Long l�ve the Republ�c!"
"Long l�ve the K�ng!" repl�ed the Marqu�s.
"You may cry what you please," muttered Radoub, "and talk all the
nonsense you l�ke; you are a very angel of mercy."
The ladder was f�rmly planted, and commun�cat�on thereby
establ�shed between the burn�ng hall and the ground. Twenty men,
led by Radoub, rushed forward, and �n the tw�nkl�ng of an eye



grouped themselves on the ladder from top to bottom, lean�ng back
aga�nst the rungs, l�ke masons carry�ng stones up and down, thus
form�ng a human ladder over the wooden one. Radoub, stand�ng on
the uppermost rung, fac�ng towards the f�re, was just on a level w�th
the w�ndow.
The l�ttle army, d�spersed across the heath and along the slopes,
overcome by contend�ng emot�ons, hastened towards the plateau
down �nto the rav�ne and up to the platform of the tower. Aga�n they
lost s�ght of the Marqu�s, but he reappeared, carry�ng a ch�ld �n h�s
arms.
The applause was tremendous.
He had caught up the f�rst ch�ld that came w�th�n h�s reach, and �t
chanced to be Gros-Ala�n, who cr�ed out,—
"I am fr�ghtened!"
The Marqu�s handed h�m to Radoub, who passed h�m on to a sold�er
stand�ng just beh�nd h�m, a l�ttle farther down, who �n h�s turn
del�vered h�m to the next one; and wh�le Gros-Ala�n, scream�ng w�th
terror, was thus transferred from hand to hand unt�l he reached the
bottom of the ladder, the Marqu�s, d�sappear�ng for a moment,
returned to the w�ndow w�th René-Jean, who, struggl�ng and cry�ng,
slapped Radoub just as the Marqu�s handed h�m to the sergeant.
Aga�n the Marqu�s went back �nto the burn�ng room. Georgette was
the only one left. She sm�led, and th�s man of gran�te felt the tears
spr�ng to h�s eyes. "What �s your name?" he asked.
"'Orgette," she sa�d.
He took her st�ll sm�l�ng �n h�s arms, and as he gave her to Radoub
h�s consc�ence, austerely pure, albe�t darkened, succumbed to the
overpower�ng charm of �nnocence, and the old man k�ssed the ch�ld.
"It �s the l�ttle m�dget!" excla�med the sold�ers; and so Georgette �n
her turn, am�d the cr�es of adm�rat�on, was also passed from hand to
hand t�ll she reached the ground. The sold�ers clapped the�r hands
and stamped the�r feet. The old grenad�ers sobbed aloud as she
sm�led upon them.



The mother stood at the foot of the ladder, pant�ng, frant�c,
�ntox�cated by th�s sudden trans�t�on from hell to parad�se. Excess of
joy tears the heart �n a fash�on of �ts own. She held out her arms, f�rst
rece�v�ng Gros-Ala�n, then René-Jean, then Georgette. She covered
them w�th frenz�ed k�sses; then burst�ng �nto a laugh she fell
swoon�ng to the ground.
Then rose a loud cry,—
"All are saved!"
And so �ndeed they were, except the old man.
But no one thought of h�m, not even he h�mself perhaps. For several
�nstants he stood dream�ly near the w�ndow-ledge, as though he
would g�ve the f�ery abyss t�me to make up �ts m�nd; then
del�berately, slowly, and proudly he stepped over the w�ndow-s�ll, and
w�thout turn�ng, hold�ng h�mself upr�ght and perfectly erect, w�th h�s
back towards the rungs, the conflagrat�on beh�nd and the prec�p�ce
before and beneath h�m, w�th all the majesty of a supernatural be�ng
he proceeded to descend the ladder �n s�lence. Those who were on
the ladder rushed down; a thr�ll ran through the w�tnesses, and they
drew back �n holy horror before th�s man who was approach�ng them
l�ke a v�s�on. But stately and grave he cont�nued h�s descent �nto the
darkness before h�m, draw�ng nearer and nearer as they reco�led
before h�s approach. H�s marble pallor revealed not a wr�nkle; h�s
ghost-l�ke eyes, cold as steel, ne�ther gl�ttered nor flashed. As he
drew near these men, whose startled eyes were f�xed upon h�m �n
the darkness, he seemed to grow at every step; the ladder shook
and echoed beneath h�s om�nous tread; he m�ght have been
compared to the statue of the commander return�ng to h�s tomb.
When he reached the bottom and had stepped from the last rung of
the ladder to the ground, a hand se�zed h�m by the collar. He turned.
"I arrest you," sa�d C�mourda�n.
"I approve," repl�ed Lantenac.



BOOK VI.

AFTER VICTORY, STRUGGLE BEGINS.

I.

LANTENAC TAKEN.

The Marqu�s had �ndeed descended �nto h�s tomb.
They led h�m away.
The oubl�ette dungeon on the ground-floor of the Tourgue was
forthw�th reopened under C�mourda�n's severe super�ntendence; a
lamp was placed there, a jug of water, and a loaf of sold�er's bread; a
bundle of straw was flung �n; and �n less than a quarter of an hour
from the �nstant when the pr�est's hand had se�zed upon h�m, the
dungeon door closed upon Lantenac.
Th�s done, C�mourda�n jo�ned Gauva�n; at that moment the clock
from the d�stant church of Par�gné struck eleven: C�mourda�n sa�d to
Gauva�n:—
"I am about to summon a court-mart�al. You w�ll not jo�n �t; you are a
Gauva�n as well as Lantenac. You are too nearly related to be a
judge; and I do not approve of Égal�té s�tt�ng �n judgment upon
Capet. The court-mart�al w�ll cons�st of three judges,—one off�cer,
Capta�n Guéchamp, one non-comm�ss�oned off�cer, Sergeant
Radoub, and myself, who w�ll pres�de. You need have no further
concern �n the matter. We shall be governed by the decree of the
Convent�on; all we have to do �s s�mply to prove the �dent�ty of the c�-
devant Marqu�s de Lantenac. To-morrow the court-mart�al, the day
after to-morrow the gu�llot�ne. The Vendée �s dead."



Gauva�n made no reply; and C�mourda�n, preoccup�ed w�th the
�mportant bus�ness that lay before h�m, departed. He now had to
appo�nt the hour and select the place. L�ke Lequ�n�o at Granv�lle,
Tal�en at Bordeaux, Châl�er at Lyons, and Sa�nt-Just at Strasbourg,
he had made a pract�ce of super�ntend�ng execut�ons �n person. It
was regarded as an excellent example, th�s superv�s�on on the part
of the judge of the execut�oner's work,—a custom borrowed by the
Terror of '93 from the parl�aments of France and the Span�sh
Inqu�s�t�on.
Gauva�n h�mself was preoccup�ed.
A cold w�nd blew from the forest. He left Guéchamp to g�ve the
necessary orders, went �nto h�s tent, wh�ch was �n the meadow on
the outsk�rts of the wood at the foot of the Tourgue, and tak�ng h�s
hooded cloak wrapped h�mself �n �t. Th�s cloak was tr�mmed w�th that
s�mple galoon wh�ch �n accordance w�th the republ�can fash�on,
averse to decorat�on, des�gnated the commander-�n-ch�ef. He began
to pace up and down th�s bloody f�eld where the assault was begun.
There he was alone. The f�re, though scarcely heeded, had not yet
ceased to bum. Radoub was w�th the mother and ch�ldren, almost as
motherly as she herself; the br�dge-castle was nearly consumed, the
sappers complet�ng the work of the flames; they dug d�tches, bur�ed
the dead, cared for the wounded, demol�shed the ret�rade, and
removed the dead bod�es from the rooms and the sta�rcases; the
men were at work pur�fy�ng the scene of carnage, sweep�ng away
the mass of horr�ble f�lth, and sett�ng matters �n order after the battle
w�th m�l�tary rap�d�ty. Gauva�n took no note of all th�s act�v�ty.
Absorbed �n h�s own thoughts, he hardly glanced at the sentr�es
guard�ng the breach, doubled by the order of C�mourda�n.
He could d�st�ngu�sh th�s breach am�d the darkness, about two
hundred paces from that part of the f�eld �n wh�ch he had found
refuge. He saw that black open�ng. There the attack began three
hours ago; th�s was the breach through wh�ch Gauva�n had made h�s
way �nto the tower; there was the ground-floor, w�th the ret�rade; the
Marqu�s's dungeon-door opened on to that floor. The sentr�es posted
near the breach guarded the dungeon.



Wh�le thus he gazed absently upon �t, these words returned
confusedly to h�s ears, l�ke the toll�ng of a funeral knell: "The court-
mart�al to-morrow; the gu�llot�ne the day after to-morrow."
The f�re, wh�ch had been �solated, and upon wh�ch the sappers had
dashed all the water that they could obta�n, st�ll res�sted the�r efforts
to ext�ngu�sh �t, and cont�nued to shoot forth occas�onal jets of flame.
Now and then was heard the crack�ng of the ce�l�ngs and the
crash�ng of the stor�es as they fell one upon another; then showers
of sparks flew about as from a wh�rl�ng torch, reveal�ng l�ke a flash of
l�ghtn�ng the extreme l�m�t of the hor�zon; and the shadow cast by the
Tourgue would grow to colossal s�ze, extend�ng to the very edge of
the forest.
Gauva�n walked slowly back and forth �n th�s shadow �n front of the
breach. Now and then he clasped both h�s hands beh�nd h�s head,
covered by h�s m�l�tary hood. He was th�nk�ng.

II.

GAUVAIN MEDITATING.

H�s rever�e was fathomless.
An unheard of change had taken place.
The Marqu�s de Lantenac had been transf�gured, and Gauva�n had
seen �t w�th h�s own eyes.
He would never have bel�eved �t poss�ble that such a state of th�ngs
could have come to pass from any compl�cat�on of events
whatsoever. Even �n a dream he could not have �mag�ned such a
cond�t�on of affa�rs.
The Unforeseen, that �nexpl�cable force that makes a man the
playth�ng of �ts capr�c�ous w�ll, had se�zed Gauva�n and held h�m fast.



Before h�s eyes he beheld the real�zat�on of the �mposs�ble,—v�s�ble,
palpable, �nev�table, �nexorable.
And what d�d he th�nk of �t? Th�s was no t�me for evas�on; he must
make up h�s m�nd. A quest�on had been presented to h�m; he must
meet �t fa�rly.
Who had asked th�s quest�on?
It had come to h�m �n the course of events, but not through events
alone.
For when events, wh�ch are ever chang�ng, ask us a quest�on,
�mmutable just�ce summons us to answer.
Beh�nd the cloud that casts the shadow �s the star that sheds the
l�ght.
We can no more escape the l�ght than the shadow.
Gauva�n was undergo�ng an �nterrogatory.
He had been arra�gned before a judge.
An awe-�nsp�r�ng presence.
H�s own consc�ence.
H�s ent�re be�ng was vac�llat�ng w�th�n h�m; h�s f�rmest resolut�ons, h�s
most solemn prom�ses, h�s most �rrevocable determ�nat�ons, were all
shaken to the�r foundat�ons. The soul has �ts earthquakes.
The more he reflected upon what he had just w�tnessed, the more
confused he grew.
Gauva�n, Republ�can as he was, bel�eved h�mself to be and was just;
but a super�or law had been revealed.
Human law takes a h�gher stand than the law of revolut�ons. Th�s
affa�r now �n progress could not be evaded; �t was a ser�ous matter,
and Gauva�n formed a part of �t; he was �nvolved �n �t, and could not
extr�cate h�mself; and however much C�mourda�n m�ght say, "Th�s
matter no longer concerns you," he felt all the sensat�ons of a tree
torn up by �ts roots.



Every man has a bas�s; a shock to th�s bas�s produces a ser�ous
d�sturbance; and th�s was what Gauva�n now felt. He pressed h�s
head between h�s hands, as �f to express from �t the truth. It was no
easy task to ga�n a clear �dea of a s�tuat�on l�ke h�s: noth�ng could be
more uncomfortable; he saw before h�m a form�dable array of
c�phers to be added up. To add up the columns of human dest�ny!
The bare thought made h�m d�zzy. And yet he was endeavor�ng to do
th�s; he was try�ng to expla�n matters to h�mself, to collect h�s �deas,
to subdue the res�stance that he felt w�th�n h�m, and to rev�ew the
facts. He revolved them aga�n and aga�n �n h�s m�nd.
Is there one among us who has not been called upon to cons�der
some �mportant subject �n all �ts bear�ngs, or has not asked h�mself
at a ser�ous cr�s�s wh�ch road to follow,—whether to advance or to
retreat?
Gauva�n had been w�tness to a m�racle.
Wh�le the earthly combat was st�ll �n progress, a celest�al one had
begun.
A contest between good and ev�l.
A merc�less heart had just been conquered.
In the man before h�m, w�th all the ev�l �nherent to h�s nature,
v�olence, error, bl�ndness, an unwholesome obst�nacy, self�shness,
and pr�de, Gauva�n had w�tnessed a m�racle. A v�ctory won by
human�ty over the man.
The human v�ctor�ous over the �nhuman.
And by what means? How was �t ach�eved? How had �t overthrown a
colossus of anger and hatred? What weapons had �t used? What
mach�nery of warfare? S�mply the cradle.
To Gauva�n �t was pos�t�vely bew�lder�ng. To the very m�dst of c�v�l
war, at the cl�max of host�l�ty and vengeance, �n the darkest and
f�ercest moment of the tumult, when cr�me lent all �ts f�res, and hatred
all �ts blackness, at the very cr�s�s of the struggle when anyth�ng may
serve for a m�ss�le, when the mêlée �s so d�reful that man �s lost to
every sense of just�ce, honesty, and truth, suddenly from the



Unknown, that myster�ous mon�tor of the human soul, overpower�ng
all the l�ghts and shadows of human�ty, came one broad flash of the
everlast�ng l�ght.
Above that fatal duel between falsehood and comparat�ve truth, the
face of absolute truth had suddenly r�sen from the depths.
The strength of the weak had suddenly �ntervened.
The tr�umph of three poor l�ttle be�ngs, but lately born �nto the world,
unconsc�ous of wrong, orphans, forsaken, and alone, l�sp�ng and
sm�l�ng, w�th all the Gorgons of c�v�l war, retal�at�on, the terr�ble log�c
of repr�sals, murder, carnage, fratr�c�de, wrath, and mal�ce, had just
been w�tnessed, together w�th the fa�lure and defeat of an �nfamous
conflagrat�on k�ndled w�th cr�m�nal �ntent; cruelty had been frustrated
and baffled; anc�ent feudal feroc�ty, �nexorable d�sda�n, the professed
exper�ence of the necess�t�es of war, reasons of State, all the
arrogant resolves of savage old age van�shed before the �nnocent
blue eyes of �nfant l�fe; and what could be more s�mple? The �nfant
whose l�ttle l�fe has just begun, has done no ev�l; �t �s the
embod�ment of just�ce, truth, and �nnocence; the h�ghest angels of
heaven dwell �n l�ttle ch�ldren.
And truly �t was an ed�fy�ng s�ght; these frenz�ed combatants �n a
merc�less war had, �n the face of all the�r ev�l deeds, the�r cr�mes,
fanat�c�sm, and murder, vengeance fann�ng the funeral p�les, death
advanc�ng torch �n hand, suddenly seen Innocence r�se �n �ts
omn�potence above th�s countless leg�on of cr�mes.
And Innocence had won the day.
One m�ght well say, No; c�v�l war has no ex�stence; there are no such
ev�ls as barbar�sm, hatred, or cr�me; there �s no darkness; the d�v�ne
dawn of �nfancy has but to r�se, and all these spectres w�ll
stra�ghtway van�sh.
Never �n any struggle had the presence of Satan and of Alm�ghty
God been more pla�nly v�s�ble.
A consc�ence had furn�shed the arena for th�s combat. It was the
consc�ence of Lantenac.



And aga�n �t was renewed, more desperate, and poss�bly more
dec�s�vely than ever, �n another consc�ence,—�n the consc�ence of
Gauva�n.
What a battle-f�eld �s the m�nd of man!
Our thoughts, l�ke gods, monsters, or g�ants, hold us �n the�r power.
Somet�mes those terr�ble wrestlers trample our very soul beneath
the�r feet.
Gauva�n was th�nk�ng.
The Marqu�s de Lantenac, hemmed �n, blockaded, condemned,
outlawed, conf�ned l�ke a w�ld beast �n a c�rcus, held l�ke a na�l �n a
v�ce, �mmured �n h�s own home that had changed �nto a pr�son,
encompassed on every s�de by a wall of �ron and f�re, had eluded h�s
enem�es and stolen away. He had effected a m�raculous escape. He
had ach�eved a masterp�ece,—the most d�ff�cult of all
accompl�shments �n a war l�ke th�s,—fl�ght. He had rega�ned
possess�on of the forest to �ntrench h�mself there�n, of the d�str�ct
where he would renew the combat, and of the �mpenetrable shadows
among wh�ch he m�ght van�sh from s�ght. Once more he had become
form�dable, ever on the w�ng, a kn�ght-errant whose presence boded
ev�l; the capta�n of �nv�s�ble forces, the leader of men who dwell
beneath the ground, the master of the woods. Gauva�n was
v�ctor�ous, but Lantenac was free. Henceforth Lantenac was safe, h�s
career unfettered, asylums w�thout number from wh�ch to choose. He
was �ntang�ble, unapproachable, �naccess�ble. Th�s l�on, caught �n a
snare, had forced h�s way out, and now behold he had come back to
�t.
The Marqu�s de Lantenac had voluntar�ly, �mpelled only by h�s free
w�ll, left the shades of the forest, where safety and freedom awa�ted
h�m, to return to the most fr�ghtful danger; f�rst, Gauva�n had seen �t
h�mself, rush�ng w�th fearless sp�r�t �nto the flames that threatened to
engulf h�m, and aga�n descend�ng that ladder that was to del�ver h�m
�nto the hands of h�s enem�es,—the same ladder that offered escape
to others, but to h�m absolute ru�n.
And why had he done th�s?



To save three ch�ldren.
And what were they now about to do w�th th�s man?
Gu�llot�ne h�m.
And so, th�s man, for the sake of three ch�ldren,—h�s own? No; of h�s
k�n perhaps? Not at all; belong�ng to h�s own rank �n l�fe? By no
means; for three l�ttle beggars, chance ch�ldren, foundl�ngs, unknown
to h�m, ragged and barefooted, th�s nobleman, th�s pr�nce, th�s old
man, who had made h�s escape, who was both a free man and a
v�ctor, for escape �s a tr�umph �n �tself,—had r�sked everyth�ng,
comprom�sed h�s own safety, �mper�lled the cause, and wh�le
restor�ng the ch�ldren, he offered up h�s own head, th�s head h�therto
terr�ble, but now august.
And what were they about to do w�th �t?
To accept �t.
The Marqu�s de Lantenac had had the opportun�ty to choose
between the l�fe of others and h�s own; and when th�s splend�d opt�on
lay before h�m, he chose h�s death.
And �t was to be granted h�m.
They would put h�m to death.
What a reward for hero�sm!—To return a generous act�on by a deed
of barbar�ty!
To cast th�s reproach upon the Revolut�on!
Thus to hum�l�ate the Republ�c!
Wh�le he, a man st�ll �n the bondage of prejud�ces and slavery,
suddenly assumed another form and re-entered the l�sts of human�ty,
they, the champ�ons of del�verance and freedom, would st�ll rema�n
plunged �n c�v�l war, w�th �ts rout�ne of blood and fratr�c�de!
And they who fought on the s�de of error respected the supreme law
of d�v�ne forg�veness, of abnegat�on, of redempt�on, and of sacr�f�ce,
wh�le for the sold�ers of truth �t had apparently ceased to ex�st!



What! Was there to be no r�valry �n magnan�m�ty? Were they, who
were now �n the ascendant, to res�gn themselves to defeat, to
acknowledge the�r weakness, to take advantage of the�r v�ctory, to
comm�t murder, and to allow men to say that wh�le the defenders of
monarchy save l�ttle ch�ldren, Republ�cans k�ll old men!
Th�s grand sold�er, th�s powerful octogenar�an, th�s d�sarmed warr�or,
betrayed rather than captured, se�zed �n the very act of do�ng a good
deed, bound by h�s own consent, w�th the mo�sture of a superb
devot�on st�ll upon h�s brow, would be seen mount�ng the steps of the
scaffold as �f borne upward �n an apotheos�s; and they would offer to
the kn�fe that head round wh�ch the three souls of the l�ttle angels he
had saved would hover �n suppl�cat�on! And stand�ng face to face
w�th a death so �nfamous for the execut�oners, a sm�le would be
seen on the face of that man, wh�le a blush of shame would
overspread that of the Republ�c!
And that was to take place �n the presence of Gauva�n, the ch�ef!
And he, possess�ng the power to prevent th�s,—was he to hold h�s
peace? Was he to content h�mself w�th that haughty d�sm�ssal, "You
have no further concern �n th�s matter," and not to real�ze that �n a
case l�ke th�s, abd�cat�on of author�ty was equ�valent to compl�c�ty?
And could he not see that �n a deed so outrageous, the coward who
allows the act �s worse than the man who comm�ts �t? But had he not
prom�sed that th�s death should take place? Had not he, Gauva�n the
merc�ful, declared that Lantenac was to be excluded from mercy, and
that he would del�ver h�m to C�mourda�n?
Th�s head was a debt wh�ch he owed, and he pa�d �t That was all.
But was th�s �ndeed the same head?
H�therto Gauva�n had seen �n Lantenac noth�ng but a barbarous
warr�or, enslaved by the fanat�c�sms of royalty and feudal�ty, the
murderer of pr�soners, an assass�n let loose by war, a man of blood,
—and of that man he felt no fear; th�s proscr�ber of others he would
h�mself proscr�be; th�s relentless man would f�nd h�m relentless also.
Noth�ng could be more s�mple; the road was already mapped out
and terr�bly pla�n to follow; all had been ant�c�pated; he who had



k�lled others was now to suffer the same fate; they were �n the d�rect
path of the horr�ble. Suddenly th�s stra�ght l�ne changed; an unlooked
for turn revealed a new hor�zon, a transformat�on had been effected.
Lantenac had appeared on the scene �n an unexpected character. A
hero had come forth from the monster; yea, one greater than a hero,
—a man. Someth�ng h�gher than a m�nd,—a heart. He stood before
Gauva�n no longer a murderer, but a sav�our. Gauva�n was
overwhelmed by a flood of celest�al l�ght. Lantenac had felled h�m to
the ground by a thunderbolt of v�rtue.
And had not th�s transf�gured Lantenac �n h�s turn the power to
transf�gure Gauva�n? What! Was th�s flood of l�ght to meet w�th no
respons�ve flash? Was the man of the past to lead the van of
progress, and the man of the future to fall back to the rear? Was the
man of barbar�sm and superst�t�on suddenly to spread h�s w�ngs and
soar upward, all the wh�le gaz�ng down at the man w�th the lofty
�deal, grop�ng below h�m �n the m�re am�d the murky shadows of the
n�ght? Gauva�n would l�e prostrate �n the savage old rut, wh�le
Lantenac soared h�gher and h�gher �n h�s new career!
And another th�ng must be cons�dered,—the fam�ly!
Th�s blood that he was about to shed,—for to allow �ts shedd�ng
amounted to the same as shedd�ng �t h�mself,—was not th�s h�s own
blood? H�s grandfather was dead, �t �s true, but h�s great-uncle st�ll
l�ved �n the person of the Marqu�s de Lantenac. Would not he, who
already rested �n the grave, r�se to bar the entrance aga�nst h�s
brother? Would he not lay h�s command upon h�s grandson
henceforth to pay the same venerat�on to that crown of wh�te ha�r as
to h�s own halo? Would not the �nd�gnant glance of a departed sp�r�t
r�se between Gauva�n and Lantenac?
Was �t then the object of Revolut�on to destroy the natural affect�ons,
to sever all fam�ly t�es, and to st�fle every sense of human�ty? Far
from �t. The dawn of '89 came to aff�rm those h�gher truths, and not
to deny them. The destruct�on of bast�lles s�gn�f�ed the del�verance of
human�ty; the overthrow of feudal�sm was the s�gnal for the bu�ld�ng
up of the fam�ly. S�nce author�ty takes r�se from and �s centred �n �ts
author, there can be no real author�ty save �n fatherhood; thus we



see the leg�t�macy of the queen-bee who g�ves b�rth to her subjects
and comb�nes the mother w�th the queen; and also the absurd�ty of
the k�ng-man, who not be�ng the father, has no r�ght to be the
master; hence the suppress�on of the k�ng, and the r�se of the
Republ�c. And what �s the mean�ng of all th�s? It �s fam�ly, human�ty,
revolut�on. Revolut�on �s the access�on of the people, and �n real�ty
The People �s Man.
It had now become �mportant to ascerta�n whether, s�nce Lantenac
had returned to human�ty, Gauva�n would return to the fam�ly.
The quest�on was whether the uncle and the nephew would meet
aga�n �n the h�gher l�ght, or whether the decl�ne of the nephew would
correspond to the progress of the uncle.
In th�s pathet�c struggle between Gauva�n and h�s consc�ence the
quest�on thus presented �tself, and the answer seemed �nst�nct�ve,—
Lantenac must be saved.
Yes—but France?
Here the puzzl�ng problem suddenly assumed a d�fferent aspect.
What! France, at the last extrem�ty, betrayed, exposed to attack on
all s�des, d�smantled! Her moat was gone; Germany could cross the
Rh�ne: her walls were overthrown; Italy m�ght leap over the Alps, and
Spa�n over the Pyrenees. All that was left to her was the ocean,
whose �nf�n�te abyss was on her s�de. She could lean aga�nst �t, and,
g�antess as she was, supported by the expanse of the sea, f�ght the
whole world,—an �nv�nc�ble pos�t�on one m�ght well call �t. But no:
she was on the po�nt of los�ng th�s pos�t�on. The ocean was no longer
her own: England lay �n th�s sea, though she knew not how to cross
�t. Well, there stood a man ready to throw a br�dge across, to lend
her a help�ng hand,—a man who was about to say to P�tt, to
Cornwall�s, to Dundas, to the p�rates, "Come!" a man who would cry
out, "England, come over and se�ze upon France!" and th�s man was
the Marqu�s de Lantenac, whom they now held �n the�r grasp.
After three months of an eager, pass�onate chase they had f�nally
se�zed h�m. The hand of Revolut�on had swooped down upon the
accursed one, the clenched f�st of '93 grasped the Royal�st murderer



by the collar; and by one of those myster�ous d�spensat�ons of
Prov�dence wh�ch enter �nto human affa�rs, �t was �n h�s own fam�ly
dungeon that the parr�c�de now awa�ted h�s pun�shment,—the feudal
lord lay �n the feudal oubl�ette; the stones of h�s own castle had r�sen
and closed upon h�m. Thus he who would have betrayed h�s country
was h�mself betrayed by h�s own castle. God had v�s�bly orda�ned all
th�s; the hour of doom had struck, and Revolut�on had turned the key
upon the publ�c enemy. He could no longer f�ght, ne�ther could he
struggle nor work further harm. Of that Vendée, where there was no
lack of arms, h�s alone was the bra�n: h�s death would be the s�gnal
for the close of the war,—trag�c cl�max ardently des�red. After all the
massacre and carnage he had caused, the murderer was �n the�r
power, and doomed �n h�s turn to d�e.
And was there a man who could w�sh to save h�m?
C�mourda�n �n the person of '93 held Lantenac, or, as one m�ght call
h�m, the sp�r�t of monarchy; and could a man be found to snatch that
prey from these brazen talons? Lantenac, around whose name was
bound that sheaf of scourges wh�ch men call the past, the Marqu�s
de Lantenac, was �n the tomb; the heavy door of etern�ty had closed
upon h�m, and would one appear from w�thout to draw back the bolt?
Th�s soc�al malefactor was dead, and w�th h�m had per�shed revolt,
the fratr�c�dal struggle, the brutal war; and conce�ve of a man who
would br�ng h�m back to l�fe!
Oh, how that death's-head would laugh!
The spectre would excla�m, "Good! I am st�ll al�ve, you fools."
W�th what zeal he would beg�n h�s h�deous work all over aga�n! W�th
what �mplacable rejo�c�ng would he plunge aga�n �nto the abyss of
hatred and war! Not a day would pass before houses would be �n
flames, pr�soners massacred, the wounded sla�n, women shot.
And, after all, was �t not poss�ble that Gauva�n exaggerated the deed
that so fasc�nated h�s �mag�nat�on?
Three ch�ldren were �n danger of death: Lantenac had saved them.
But who had �mper�lled the�r l�ves?



Was �t not Lantenac?
Who had put the�r cradles �n the f�re?
Was �t not the Imânus?
Who was the Imânus?
The l�eutenant of the Marqu�s.
It �s the ch�ef who bears the respons�b�l�ty.
Hence Lantenac was both the �ncend�ary and the assass�n.
Why then was h�s deed so adm�rable?
He had s�mply des�sted from ev�l,—noth�ng more.
Hav�ng conce�ved the cr�me, he had reco�led before �ts presence; he
was horr�f�ed at h�mself. The mother's shr�ek had st�rred w�th�n h�m
the dregs of human p�ty,—the depos�t of un�versal l�fe wh�ch ex�sts �n
every soul, even �n the most cruel. At th�s cry he had retraced h�s
steps; from the darkness towards wh�ch he was plung�ng he had
turned back towards the l�ght. Hav�ng comm�tted the cr�me, he made
haste to retr�eve �t. He had not cont�nued a monster to the very end;
here�n lay all h�s mer�t.
And �n return for so small a th�ng was all to be restored to h�m,—h�s
l�berty, the f�elds and pla�ns, the open a�r, dayl�ght, the forest, wh�ch
he would use for br�gandage; h�s own freedom, that he m�ght use �t
to plunge others �nto slavery; h�s own l�fe, wh�ch he would devote to
the death of h�s fellow-men?
As for try�ng to come to an understand�ng w�th h�m, as for attempt�ng
to treat w�th th�s arrogant soul, offer�ng to save h�s l�fe under
cond�t�ons, to ask h�m whether he would agree, prov�ded h�s l�fe were
spared, to absta�n henceforth from host�l�ty and revolt,—what a
m�stake would such an offer be, what an advantage �t would g�ve
h�m, w�th what scorn would he greet the proposal, how he would
scourge the quest�on by the answer! Hear h�m excla�m: "Keep such
�nd�gn�t�es for yourselves! For my part, g�ve me death!"
Noth�ng could be done w�th such a man; he must e�ther be set free
or put to death. H�s was a rugged, �naccess�ble nature; ready for



fl�ght, ready for sacr�f�ce,—�t mattered not wh�ch. H�s strange soul
d�splayed the character�st�cs of the eagle as well as of the prec�p�ce.
To k�ll h�m? Dreadful to contemplate! To set h�m free? What a
respons�b�l�ty!
Suppose Lantenac were saved, �t would s�mply be a return to the
beg�nn�ng of the Vendée, l�ke a struggle w�th a hydra, whose head �s
not yet severed. In the tw�nkl�ng of an eye, l�ke the flash of a meteor,
all the flames wh�ch exp�red when th�s man van�shed, would be
rek�ndled. Lantenac would never rest unt�l he had effected h�s
detestable plan,—to establ�sh Monarchy l�ke the l�d of a tomb over
the Republ�c, and to g�ve England control over France! He who
would save Lantenac must sacr�f�ce France; Lantenac's l�fe would be
death to a mult�tude of �nnocent creatures,—men, women, and
ch�ldren,—who would aga�n become the prey of c�v�l war; �t meant
the land�ng of the Engl�sh, the Revolut�on retarded, the c�t�es sacked,
the �nhab�tants d�stracted, Br�ttany tom and bleed�ng; �n short, �t
would be l�ke toss�ng back h�s prey to the t�ger's claws. And Gauva�n,
am�d all th�s uncerta�n gl�mmer�ng of cross-l�ghts,—Gauva�n, �n-h�s
rever�e, caught a vague gl�mpse of the problem as �t gradually took
form �n h�s m�nd: the sett�ng at l�berty of a t�ger.
And then the quest�on resumed �ts former aspect; the stone of
S�syphus, wh�ch �s noth�ng less than the confl�ct of man w�th h�s own
consc�ence, reco�led upon h�m. Was Lantenac then a t�ger?
Once he may have been; but was he a t�ger st�ll? Gauva�n grew
d�zzy w�th confl�ct�ng thoughts,—thoughts wh�ch co�led themselves
around one another after the fash�on of a snake. Could one, after
mature cons�derat�on, really deny the devot�on of Lantenac, h�s
sto�cal self-abnegat�on, h�s subl�me d�s�nterestedness? What! after
he had shown h�s human�ty �n the very jaws of c�v�l war? What! when
�n the confl�ct between �nfer�or truths he had shown forth the truth
that stands above all others? What! when he had proved that the
deep tenderness of human nature, the protect�on that strength owes
to weakness, the duty wh�ch b�nds every man who �s saved to lend a
help�ng hand to h�s per�sh�ng brother, the fatherhood wh�ch every old
man owes to every l�ttle ch�ld, are above all pr�nc�pal�t�es and



revolut�ons, above all earthly quest�ons whatsoever,—when he had
proved the truth of all these grand th�ngs, and proved �t by the g�ft of
h�s own head? What! general as he was, to have renounced
strategy, battle, and revenge? What! he, be�ng a Royal�st, had taken
the scales, and plac�ng �n one end the K�ng of France, the monarchy
f�fteen centur�es old, the restorat�on of anc�ent laws and the re-
establ�shment of an old soc�ety, and �n the other, three l�ttle unknown
peasants, and had found the k�ng, the throne, the sceptre, and the
f�fteen centur�es of monarchy out-we�ghed by those �nnocent
creatures?
Could �t be poss�ble that all th�s was to count for noth�ng? Was he
who had done th�s to rema�n a t�ger and be treated l�ke a w�ld beast?
No, no, no! He was no monster, the man whose d�v�ne act�on had
just �llum�ned the abyss of c�v�l war! The sword-bearer had been
transformed �nto a messenger of l�ght. The �nfernal Satan had
become once more the heavenly Luc�fer. Lantenac had exp�ated all
h�s cruel deeds by one act of sacr�f�ce; h�s moral salvat�on had been
atta�ned by way of h�s mater�al ru�n; he had returned to a state of
�nnocence; he had s�gned h�s own pardon. Does Hot the r�ght of self-
forg�veness ex�st? Henceforth he was an object for venerat�on.
Lantenac had just proved h�mself a remarkable man. It was now
Gauva�n's turn to make f�tt�ng response.
The struggle between the pass�ons of good and ev�l was fast
convert�ng the world �nto chaos; Lantenac, dom�nat�ng th�s same
chaos, had set human�ty free, and now �t was left for Gauva�n to
assert the r�ghts of the fam�ly.
What was he about to do?
Was he to betray God's trust?
No. And he muttered to h�mself: Lantenac must be saved.
Well, then, go your way; conn�ve w�th the Engl�sh, desert your
country, ally yourself w�th her enemy! Save Lantenac and betray
France!
Here he shuddered.



Dreamer that thou art, th�s �s no solut�on! and Gauva�n fanc�ed he
saw �n the shadow the baleful sm�le of the sph�nx.
Th�s comb�nat�on of c�rcumstances was l�ke a platform whereon
confl�ct�ng truths had taken the�r stand, ready for the encounter, and
where the three loft�est pr�nc�ples of mank�nd—human�ty, fam�ly, and
country—stood face to face.
Each of these vo�ces spoke �n turn, and each one spoke the truth.
How was a man to choose? Each one by turns seemed to have
d�scovered the po�nt of un�on between just�ce and w�sdom, and sa�d,
"Act thus." Must he obey th�s vo�ce? Yes. No. Reason suggested one
th�ng, sent�ment another; and the�r counsels were d�ametr�cally
opposed. Log�c �s noth�ng more than reason; sent�ment �s often the
vo�ce of the consc�ence: the one comes from man, the other from
above.
Hence the percept�ons of sent�ment are less clear, but w�eld a
stronger �nfluence.
But what a power dwells �n stern reason!
Gauva�n hes�tated.
Tortur�ng perplex�t�es!
Two abysses opened before Gauva�n,—to destroy the Marqu�s, or to
save h�m? Into one or the other he must needs plunge. Towards
wh�ch of these two d�d duty call h�m?

III

THE COMMANDER'S HOOD.

The quest�on had �ndeed resolved �tself �n a matter of duty.
Duty arose stem-v�saged and �mmutable before the sp�r�t of
C�mourda�n, and terr�ble before that of Gauva�n.



S�mple to the one; complex, many-s�ded, dev�ous, to the other.
The hour of m�dn�ght sounded; then one o'clock.
W�thout real�z�ng where he was go�ng, Gauva�n had unconsc�ously
approached the entrance of the breach.
The l�ght of the exp�r�ng f�re cast now but a d�m reflect�on. The
plateau on the other s�de of the tower caught the l�ght and became
v�s�ble for an �nstant only, to van�sh as the clouds of smoke obscured
the flames. Th�s l�ght, w�th �ts unexpected flashes and sudden
darken�ng shadows, exaggerated the surround�ng objects and gave
to the sent�nels of the camp the effect of phantoms. Gauva�n, lost �n
thought, unconsc�ously watched the alternat�ons of smoke and
flame. There seemed to h�m a strange analogy between these
changes of l�ght and shade and the var�ed phases of truth �n h�s own
m�nd.
Suddenly, between two clouds of smoke, a flame burst forth from the
bed of dy�ng coals, threw a br�ll�ant l�ght on the summ�t of the
plateau, and revealed the red outl�nes of a wagon. Gauva�n gazed
upon �t. It was surrounded by horsemen wear�ng the hats of
gendarmes. He concluded that th�s must be the same one that he
had seen through Guéchamp's spy-glass aga�nst the hor�zon a few
hours before, just as the sun was sett�ng. There were men on the
wagon who appeared to be unload�ng �t. The object wh�ch they were
remov�ng seemed heavy, and at t�mes the clank�ng of �ron could be
heard; �t would have been d�ff�cult to say what �t was. It seemed to be
wood-work; two of the men lowered from the wagon and placed on
the ground a case, wh�ch, judg�ng from �ts shape, m�ght conta�n
some tr�angular object. The flame d�ed out, and everyth�ng was dark
aga�n; Gauva�n, wrapped �n thought, gazed stead�ly before h�m upon
that object now h�dden by the darkness.
Lanterns were l�ghted, and men could be seen mov�ng to and fro on
the plateau; but the outl�nes were �nd�st�nct, and moreover, Gauva�n,
stand�ng as he d�d, and on the oppos�te s�de of the rav�ne, could only
d�scern those objects wh�ch were close to the edge.



He could hear the vo�ces, but not the words. Now and then he
caught the echo of hammer�ng upon the wood. He could also hear a
gr�nd�ng, metall�c sound, l�ke the sharpen�ng of a scythe.
It struck two.
Slowly, and l�ke one who would from cho�ce take two steps forward
and three back, Gauva�n advanced towards the breach. On h�s
approach, the sent�nel, recogn�z�ng �n the dusk the commander's
cloak and bra�ded hood, presented arms. Gauva�n entered the hall
on the lower floor, wh�ch had been transformed �nto a guard-room. A
lantern hung from the ce�l�ng, and cast just l�ght enough so that one
could cross the hall w�thout tread�ng on the men, most of whom lay
upon the straw, sound asleep.
There they lay, on the spot where but a few hours s�nce they had
been f�ght�ng. The grape-shot, from the careless sweep�ng, st�ll lay
scattered about beneath them, and was not very comfortable to
sleep on; but weary as they were, they could sleep �n sp�te of �t Th�s
hall had been the terr�ble spot: here the assault had been made;
yonder men had roared, howled, gnashed the�r teeth, g�ven blow for
blow, struck down the enemy, and �n the�r turn exp�red; many of the�r
men had fallen dead upon th�s floor where they were now
slumber�ng; the same straw on wh�ch they slept had been drenched
w�th the blood of the�r comrades. Now all was ended; all the blood
was stanched and the sabres dr�ed, the dead were dead, peacefully
slumber�ng. Such �s war; and �t may be no longer than to-morrow
before every man among them w�ll sleep the same sleep. On
Gauva�n's entrance some of the sleepers rose, among them the
off�cer �n command. Po�nt�ng to the door of the dungeon, Gauva�n
sa�d to h�m,—
"Open �t."
The bolts were drawn, and the door opened.
Gauva�n entered the dungeon.
The door closed beh�nd h�m.



BOOK VII.

FEUDALITY AND REVOLUTION.

I.

THE ANCESTOR.

A lamp stood on the flags of the dungeon, bes�de the square a�r-hole
of the oubl�ette.
There was also to be seen a jug of water, a loaf of army bread, and a
truss of straw. As the dungeon was cut out of sol�d rock, any pr�soner
who conce�ved the �dea of sett�ng the straw on f�re would have had
h�s labor for h�s pa�ns,—no r�sk of a conflagrat�on for the pr�son, and
certa�n suffocat�on for the pr�soner.
When the door turned on �ts h�nges, the Marqu�s was walk�ng up and
down �n h�s pr�son, w�th that mechan�cal pac�ng to and fro pecul�ar to
caged w�ld an�mals.
At the sound of the open�ng and clos�ng door, he looked up, and the
l�ght from the lamp that stood on the floor between Gauva�n and
h�mself struck full upon the faces of both men.
They looked at each other w�th such an express�on that each stood
there as �f transf�xed.
The Marqu�s burst out laugh�ng and excla�med:
"Good-even�ng, s�r. Many years have passed s�nce I have had the
pleasure of meet�ng you. You honor me by your v�s�t. I thank you.
Noth�ng could please me more than a l�ttle conversat�on, for I was
beg�nn�ng, to be bored. Your fr�ends are wast�ng the�r t�me,—proofs



of �dent�ty, court-mart�als, all those ceremon�es are ted�ous. Were �t
my affa�r I should proceed more rap�dly. I am at home here. W�ll you
be good enough to come �n. Well, what do you th�nk of the present
state of affa�rs? It �s or�g�nal, �s �t not? Once upon a t�me there was a
k�ng and queen �n France; the k�ng was the k�ng; France herself was
the queen. They have cut off the k�ng's head and marr�ed the queen
to Robesp�erre; and to th�s pa�r a daughter has been born,—they call
her Gu�llot�ne, and �t seems that I am to make her acqua�ntance to-
morrow morn�ng. I shall be as pleased to meet her as I am to meet
you. Is that perchance the object of your v�s�t? Have you been
promoted? Shall you off�c�ate as headsman? But �f th�s be s�mply a
v�s�t of fr�endsh�p, I feel grateful. You may perhaps have forgotten,
V�scount, what a nobleman �s? Allow me to present you to one.
Behold me; �t has become a rare spec�men; �t bel�eves �n God, �n
trad�t�on, and �n the fam�ly; �t bel�eves �n �ts ancestors, �n the example
of �ts father, �n f�del�ty, �n loyalty, �n �ts duty towards �ts pr�nces, �n
reverence for anc�ent laws, �n v�rtue and �n just�ce; and �t would order
you to be shot w�th much pleasure. W�ll you do me the favor to take
a seat? I must ask you to s�t upon the floor, s�nce there �s no arm-
cha�r �n th�s salon; but he who dwells �n the m�re may well s�t upon
the ground. I do not say th�s to offend you, for that wh�ch �s m�re �n
our esteem, represents the nat�on �n your eyes. You w�ll not, of
course, requ�re me to shout for L�berty, Equal�ty, and Fratern�ty? Th�s
�s an old room �n my house, where �n former t�mes the lords used to
�mpr�son the�r peasants; nowadays, �t �s the peasants who �mpr�son
the lords. And these foll�es men call revolut�on! It seems that my
head �s to be cut off �n th�rty-s�x hours. I have no object�on to offer;
st�ll, had they been well-bred they would have sent me my snuff-box,
wh�ch �s upsta�rs �n the m�rror-chamber, where you used to play
when you were a ch�ld, and where I have dandled you on my knee.
S�r, let me tell you one th�ng: your name �s Gauva�n, and strange as �t
may seem, you have noble blood �n your ve�ns,—yes, pard�eu! the
very same blood that flows �n m�ne; and th�s blood wh�ch has made a
man of honor of me, has made of you a scoundrel. Such are the
�d�osyncras�es of the human race! You w�ll tell me that �t �s not your
fault. Nor �s �t m�ne. Parbleu! one may be a rascal unconsc�ously. It
depends upon the a�r one breathes. In t�mes l�ke ours, no man �s



respons�ble for what he does; revolut�on �s the scapegoat for all
mank�nd, for your great cr�m�nals are supreme �nnocents. What
blockheads! To beg�n w�th yourself. Allow me to adm�re you. Yes, I
adm�re a youth l�ke yourself, who, well-born, w�th an excellent
pos�t�on �n State affa�rs, possess�ng noble blood f�t to be shed �n a
noble cause, V�scount of th�s Tower-Gauva�n, Pr�nce of Br�ttany, a
duke �n h�s own r�ght, belong�ng to the hered�tary peerage of France,
—wh�ch �s about all that a sens�ble man can des�re here below,—a
youth who, be�ng such as he �s, amuses h�mself by play�ng a part
l�ke yours, unt�l h�s enem�es bel�eve h�m a scoundrel, and h�s fr�ends
regard h�m as an �d�ot! By the way, g�ve my regards to the Abbé
C�mourda�n."
Perfectly at h�s ease, the Marqu�s spoke slowly and calmly, w�thout
emphas�s, �n h�s soc�ety vo�ce, h�s eyes clear and tranqu�l, and w�th
both hands �n h�s wa�stcoat pockets. He paused, took a long breath,
and then cont�nued:—
"I do not conceal from you that I have done all �n my power to k�ll
you. As I stand before you, I have three t�mes �n person a�med a
cannon at you. A d�scourteous proceed�ng, I confess, but �t would be
rely�ng upon a false max�m d�d we allow ourselves to fancy that �n
t�me of war the enemy proposes to make h�mself agreeable. For we
are �n a state of war, nephew. Everyth�ng �s put to f�re and sword,
and they have k�lled the k�ng bes�des. A f�ne century!"
He paused aga�n, then cont�nued:—
"And when one th�nks that none of these th�ngs would have
happened �f they had hung Volta�re and sent Rousseau to the
galleys! Ah, those men of �ntellect! What a scourge they were! For
what cr�me d�d you reproach the Monarchy? The Abbé Pucelle was
sent to h�s Abbey of Corb�gny, �t �s true, allow�ng h�m the cho�ce of
conveyance and as much t�me as he requ�red �n the journey; and as
for your Mons�eur T�ton, who was—begg�ng your pardon—a
wretched l�bert�ne, who v�s�ted abandoned women before go�ng to
the m�racles of Deacon Pâr�s, he was transferred from V�ncennes to
the fortress of Ham �n P�cardy, wh�ch �s, I adm�t, rather a
d�sagreeable place. Those are your gr�evances; I remember them,



for I too �nve�ghed aga�nst them �n my day. I have been as stup�d as
you."
The Marqu�s fumbled �n h�s pocket as though he expected to f�nd h�s
snuff-box; then he cont�nued:
"But not so w�cked. We talked for the sake of talk�ng. There was,
moreover, the mut�ny of demands and pet�t�ons; and then those
gentlemen the ph�losophers appeared upon the scene, whose works
they burned,—they would have done better had they burned the
authors: Court �ntr�gues were m�xed up �n the affa�r. Then came all
the dunces, Turgot, Quesnay, Malesherbes, the phys�ocrat�sts, and
so forth, and the wrangl�ng began. All th�s was the work of scr�bblers
and rhymsters. The Encyclopæd�a! D�derot! D'Alembert! Ah! the
mal�c�ous scamps! Fancy a well-born man l�ke the K�ng of Pruss�a
jo�n�ng hands w�th them! I would have made short work w�th all those
paper-scr�bblers. Ah! we know how to adm�n�ster just�ce; you can
see here, on th�s wall, the mark of the quarter�ng-wheels. There was
no jest�ng �n the matter. No, no; let us abol�sh scr�bblers! So long as
there are Arouets there w�ll be Marats. So long as there are men
who scr�bble, there w�ll be wretches who murder; wh�le there �s �nk,
there w�ll be black sta�ns; so long as men's claws can hold a goose-
qu�ll, fr�volous nonsense w�ll engender atroc�ous foll�es. Books are
the authors of cr�me. The word 'ch�mera' has a double s�gn�f�cat�on,
—�t means a dream and �t means a monster. What a pr�ce one pays
for all th�s �dle nonsense! What �s �t you keep repeat�ng to us about
your r�ghts,—the r�ghts of man, the r�ghts of the people! Has �t any
sense whatever? Could anyth�ng be more stup�d, utterly �mag�nary,
and devo�d of mean�ng! When I state the fact that Havo�se, the s�ster
of Conan II., brought the Comté of Bretagne to Hoël, Count of
Nantes and of Cornwall, from whom the estate descended to Ala�n
Fergant, the uncle of that Bertha who marr�ed Ala�n le No�r, lord of
Roche-sur-Yon, and bore unto h�m Conan le Pet�t, grandfather of
Guy or Gauva�n de Thouars our ancestor,—I make a pla�n
statement, and cla�m my r�ghts. But the knaves, the rascals, the
scoundrels of your party, what r�ghts do they cla�m? De�c�de and
reg�c�de. Is �t not fr�ghtful? Ah! the ragamuff�ns! I am sorry for you,
s�r; st�ll, you come of that proud Breton blood; you and I have a



Gauva�n de Thouars for our grandfather, and furthermore we have
an ancestor �n that famous Duke de Montbazon, a peer of France
and decorated w�th the Grand Collar, who attacked the Faubourg de
Tours and was wounded at the battle of Arques, and who d�ed
Grand-veneur of France �n h�s house of Couz�ères �n Toura�ne at the
age of e�ghty-s�x. I could tell you of the Duke of Lauduno�s, son of
the Lady de la Garnache, of Claude de Lorra�ne, of the Duke de
Chevreuse, of Henr� do Lenoncourt, and of Franço�se de Laval-
Bo�sdauph�n. But to what purpose? Mons�eur has the honor of be�ng
an �d�ot, and he del�ghts to lower h�mself to the level of my groom.
Learn th�s: I was already an old man when you were st�ll a nurs�ng
�nfant. I watched you, and I would watch you st�ll. As you grew up
you succeeded �n degrad�ng yourself. S�nce we ceased to meet,
each of us has followed h�s �ncl�nat�ons; m�ne have led me �n the
d�rect�on of honesty, wh�le your course has been the very reverse.
Ah! I know not how all th�s w�ll end; but your fr�ends are consummate
v�lla�ns. Oh, yes, I acknowledge �t �s all very f�ne, the progress �s
marvellous; they have done away �n the army w�th the pun�shment of
the p�nt of water, �nfl�cted for three days �n success�on, on drunken
sold�ers; they have the max�mum, the Convent�on, B�shop Gobel,
Mons�eur Chaumette, and Mons�eur Hébert; there has been a
wholesale exterm�nat�on of the past, from the Bast�lle to the calendar.
The sa�nts are replaced by vegetables. Very well, c�t�zens; be our
masters �f you w�ll, re�gn over us, take your ease, act your good
pleasure, stand upon no ceremony. All that w�ll not prevent rel�g�on
from be�ng rel�g�on, nor alter the fact that royalty has occup�ed f�fteen
hundred years of our h�story, and that the old French nob�l�ty, even
though beheaded, stands h�gher than you. And as to your soph�str�es
concern�ng the h�stor�cal r�ght of royal races, what care we for that
matter? Ch�lpér�c was really noth�ng but a monk by the name of
Dan�el; �t was Ra�nfro� who �nvented Ch�lpér�c to annoy Charles
Martel,—we know that as well as you. That �s not the quest�on. The
quest�on �s th�s: that there shall be a great k�ngdom, old France, a
well-regulated country, where men cons�der f�rst the sacred person
of the monarchs, absolute rulers of the State, then the pr�nces, then
the off�cers of the crown, naval and m�l�tary, as well as the controllers
of f�nance. Then there are the off�cers of just�ce of the d�fferent



grades, followed by those of the salt-tax and the general rece�pts,
and f�nally the pol�ce of the k�ngdom �n �ts three orders. All th�s was
f�ne and well-regulated; you have destroyed �t. You have destroyed
the prov�nces, w�thout even understand�ng—so great was your
�gnorance,—what the prov�nces were. The gen�us of France was
made up from that of the ent�re cont�nent, and each of �ts prov�nces
represents a spec�al v�rtue of Europe; the frankness of Germany �s to
be found �n P�cardy, the generos�ty of Sweden �n Champagne, the
�ndustry of Holland �n Burgundy, the act�v�ty of Poland �n Languedoc,
the grave d�gn�ty of Spa�n �n Gascony, the w�sdom of Italy �n
Provence, the subtlety of Greece �n Normandy, the f�del�ty of
Sw�tzerland �n Dauph�ny. You knew noth�ng of all th�s; you have
broken, shattered, crushed, demol�shed, behav�ng l�ke stup�d beasts
of the f�eld. So you w�sh to have no more nobles? Very well, you
shall have none. Prepare your mourn�ng. Your palad�ns and heroes
have departed. B�d farewell to all the anc�ent glor�es. F�nd me a
D'Assas at the present t�me, �f you can! You are all trembl�ng for your
sk�ns. You w�ll have no more Cheval�ers de Fontenoy who saluted
the enemy before k�ll�ng h�m; you w�ll have no more combatants �n
s�lk stock�ngs l�ke those at the s�ege of Lér�da; you w�ll have no more
of those days of m�l�tary glory when plumes flashed by l�ke meteors;
your days are numbered; the outrage of �nvas�on w�ll descend upon
you. If Ala�n II. were to return, he would no longer f�nd a Clov�s to
confront h�m; �f Abdérame were to come back, he would encounter
no such foe as Charles Martel; ne�ther would the Saxons f�nd a
Pép�n wa�t�ng for them. You w�ll have no Agnadel, Rocroy, Lens,
Staffarde, Nerw�nde, Ste�nkerque, La Marsa�lle, Raucoux, Lawfeld,
Mahon; you w�ll never have another Mar�gnan w�th Franc�s I.; nor a
Bouv�nes w�th Ph�l�p-Augustus, who took Renaud, Count of
Boulogne, pr�soner w�th one hand, wh�le w�th the other he held
Ferrand, Count of Flanders. You w�ll have Ag�ncourt, but you w�ll not
have the great standard-bearer, the S�eur de Bacquev�lle, wrapp�ng
h�mself �n h�s banner to d�e. Go on, go on, accompl�sh your work! Be
the new men. Dwarf yourselves!"
Here the Marqu�s paused a moment; then he cont�nued:—



"But leave to us our greatness. K�ll the k�ngs, k�ll nobles and pr�ests,
�f you w�ll; sow broadcast over the land destruct�on, ru�n, and death;
trample all th�ngs under foot; set your heel upon the anc�ent laws,
overthrow the throne, stamp upon the altar of your God, and dance
over the ru�ns. All rests w�th you, cowards and tra�tors as you are,
�ncapable of self-devot�on and sacr�f�ce. I have sa�d all that I have to
say. Now have me gu�llot�ned, Mons�eur le V�comte. I have the honor
to be your most humble servant."
Then he added,—
"It �s but the truth. What d�fference can �t make to me? I am dead."
"You are free," sa�d Gauva�n.
And he advanced towards the Marqu�s, unfastened h�s
commander's-cloak, and throw�ng �t over the shoulders of the latter,
he drew the hood down over h�s eyes. Both men were of the same
he�ght.
"What �s th�s that you are do�ng?" sa�d the Marqu�s.
Gauva�n ra�sed h�s vo�ce and called out,—
"L�eutenant, open to me!"
The door was opened.
Gauva�n cr�ed,—
"You w�ll be careful to close the door beh�nd me."
And he pushed the aston�shed Marqu�s across the threshold.
It must be remembered that the low hall wh�ch had been turned �nto
a guard-room was l�ghted by a horn lantern, whose d�m rays served
only to deepen the shadows; �t threw an uncerta�n gl�mmer on the
surround�ng objects, and �n th�s �nd�st�nct l�ght those of the sold�ers
who were not sleep�ng saw a tall man walk past them towards the
entrance, wrapped �n the cloak and bra�ded hood of the commander-
�n-ch�ef. The sold�ers saluted h�m as he passed out.
The Marqu�s slowly crossed the guard-room and the breach,—not
w�thout h�tt�ng h�s head more than once,—and went out. The



sent�nel, suppos�ng that �t was Gauva�n whom he saw, presented
arms.
Once outs�de, w�th�n two hundred steps of the forest, feel�ng the turf
beneath h�s feet, and space, the protect�ng n�ght, l�berty, and l�fe
before h�m, he paused and stood for a moment mot�onless, l�ke a
man who has allowed h�mself to be �nfluenced, has been overcome
by surpr�se, and who, hav�ng taken advantage of an open door, asks
h�mself whether he has acted nobly or �gnobly, and hes�tates before
go�ng on,—g�v�ng ear, as �t were, to an afterthought. After some
moments of deep rever�e, he ra�sed h�s r�ght hand, and snapp�ng h�s
thumb and f�nger, cr�ed,—
"Fa�th!"
And he went on.
The door of the pr�son had closed aga�n, and th�s t�me �t was upon
Gauva�n.

II.

THE COURT-MARTIAL.

Nearly all the court-mart�als of th�s per�od were arb�trary tr�bunals. In
the Leg�slat�ve Assembly, Dumas had drawn up a rough plan of
m�l�tary leg�slat�on, afterwards �mproved by Talbot �n the Counc�l of
the F�ve Hundred, but the f�nal code of counc�ls of war was not
drawn up unt�l the t�me of the Emp�re. From that t�me also, be �t
ment�oned by way of parenthes�s, dates the law �mposed on m�l�tary
tr�bunals �n regard to the tak�ng of votes, that of beg�nn�ng w�th the
lower grade. Th�s law was not �n ex�stence dur�ng the Revolut�on.
In 1793, the pres�dent of a m�l�tary tr�bunal m�ght almost be sa�d to
person�fy the tr�bunal �tself; he elected the members, arranged the
order of the ranks and regulated the method of vot�ng; he was
master as well as judge.



C�mourda�n had selected the �dent�cal room on the ground-floor
where the ret�rade had been, and where the guard was now posted,
for the judgment-hall of the court-mart�al. He was anx�ous to shorten
everyth�ng,—the road from the pr�son to the tr�bunal, and the
passage from the tr�bunal to the scaffold.
In accordance w�th h�s orders, the court opened �ts sess�on at noon
w�th no more d�splay of ceremon�al than three straw cha�rs, a p�ne
table, two l�ghted cand�es, and a stool placed �n front of the table.
The cha�rs were for the judges and the stool was for the pr�soner. At
each end of the table stood another stool, one for the comm�ss�oner-
aud�tor, who was a quartermaster, and the other for the clerk, who
was a corporal.
On the table there was a st�ck of red seal�ng-wax, a copper seal of
the Republ�c, two �nkstands, bundles of wh�te paper, and two pr�nted
placards, spread w�de open,—one conta�n�ng the sentence of
outlawry, the other, the decree of the Convent�on.
The m�ddle cha�r was pushed back aga�nst a group of tr�colored
flags; �n those t�mes of rude s�mpl�c�ty, decorat�ons were qu�ckly
arranged, and but l�ttle t�me was needed to change a guard-hall �nto
a court of just�ce. The m�ddle cha�r, �ntended for the pres�dent, faced
the pr�son door.
The aud�ence was composed of sold�ers.
Two gendarmes stood on guard bes�de the stool.
C�mourda�n was seated �n the m�ddle cha�r, w�th Capta�n Guéchamp,
the f�rst judge, on h�s r�ght, and Sergeant Radoub, the second, on h�s
left.
He wore a hat w�th tr�colored plumes, a sabre by h�s s�de, and two
p�stols on h�s belt. H�s scar, of a v�v�d red, �ncreased the feroc�ty of
h�s appearance.
Radoub had at last consented to allow h�s wounds to be dressed. He
wore a handkerch�ef t�ed round h�s head, on wh�ch a blood-sta�n was
gradually extend�ng.



At noon, before the Court opened, a messenger stood bes�de the
table of the tr�bunal, wh�le h�s horse �mpat�ently pawed the ground
outs�de. C�mourda�n was wr�t�ng; and th�s was what he wrote:—
"C�t�zen members of the Com. of Publ�c Safety:"
"Lantenac �s taken. He w�ll be executed to-morrow."
After dat�ng and s�gn�ng the despatch he folded and sealed �t, and
then handed �t to the messenger, who took h�s leave.
Whereupon C�mourda�n sa�d �n a loud vo�ce,—
"Open the dungeon."
Two gendarmes drew back the bolts, opened the dungeon, and went
�n.
C�mourda�n ra�sed h�s head, crossed h�s arms, glanced at the door,
and excla�med:—
"Br�ng forth the pr�soner!"
Beneath the archway of the open door appeared a man between the
two gendarmes.
It was Gauva�n.
C�mourda�n started.
"Gauva�n!" he cr�ed
Then cont�nued:—
"I demand the pr�soner."
"It �s I," sa�d Gauva�n.
"Thou?"
"I."
"And Lantenac?"
"He �s free."
"Free?"
"Yes."



"Escaped?"
"Escaped."
C�mourda�n trembled as he murmured:—
"True, �t �s h�s own castle, he �s fam�l�ar w�th all �ts outlets; the crypt
perhaps commun�cates w�th one of them. I ought to have thought of
th�s; he probably found means of escape; he would need no help."
"He has been helped," sa�d Gauva�n.
"To escape?"
"To escape."
"Who helped h�m?"
"I."
"Thou?"
"I."
"Thou art dream�ng."
"I went �nto the dungeon, I was alone w�th the pr�soner, I took off my
cloak and wrapped �t about h�m, I drew the hood over h�s face; he
went out �n my stead, wh�le I rema�ned �n h�s. Here I am."
"Thou hast not done th�s?"
"I have."
"It �s �mposs�ble."
"It �s true."
"Br�ng me Lantenac."
"He �s no longer here. The sold�ers, see�ng the commander's-cloak,
took h�m for me and allowed h�m to pass. It was st�ll dark."
"Thou art mad."
"I tell you what happened."
A s�lence ensued. C�mourda�n stammered:—



"Then thou deservest—"
"Death," sa�d Gauva�n.
C�mourda�n was as pale as a corpse, and as mot�onless as a man
who has been struck by l�ghtn�ng. He seemed to have lost the power
of breath�ng. A great drop of sweat formed upon h�s forehead.
He controlled h�s vo�ce, forc�ng h�mself to speak f�rmly as he sa�d:—
"Gendarmes, seat the accused."
Gauva�n took h�s seat on the stool.
C�mourda�n cont�nued:—
"Gendarmes, draw your sabres."
Th�s was the usual formula when the accused was under sentence
of death.
The gendarmes bared the�r sabres.
C�mourda�n's vo�ce rega�ned �ts ord�nary tone.
"Accused," he sa�d, "r�se."
He no longer used the fam�l�ar "thee" and "thou."

III.

THE VOTES.

Gauva�n rose.
"What �s your name?" asked C�mourda�n.
"Gauva�n," was the reply.
C�mourda�n went on w�th the �nterrogatory:—
"Who are you?"



"I am commander-�n-ch�ef of the exped�t�onary column of the Côtes-
du-Nord."
"Are you a k�nsman or connect�on of the man who has escaped?"
"I am h�s great-nephew."
"Are you acqua�nted w�th the decree of the Convent�on?"
"I see the placard on your table."
"What have you to say �n regard to th�s decree?"
"That I have counters�gned �t, and have ordered �ts execut�on; that �t
was I who had that placard wr�tten, to wh�ch my name �s aff�xed."
"Choose your defender."
"I w�ll defend myself."
"You may speak."
C�mourda�n had become �mpass�ble. Only h�s �mpass�b�l�ty was more
l�ke the calmness of a rock than that of a man.
For a moment Gauva�n rema�ned s�lent and thoughtful.
C�mourda�n cont�nued:—
"What have you to say �n your defence?"
Gauva�n slowly ra�sed h�s head, and w�thout look�ng at any one,
repl�ed:—
"Th�s: one th�ng has prevented me from see�ng another. A good
deed, v�ewed too near at hand, h�d from my s�ght hundreds of
cr�m�nal act�ons; on the one s�de, an aged man, on the other,
ch�ldren,—all th�s �nterfered between me and my duty. I forgot the
burn�ng v�llages, the ravaged f�elds, the massacred pr�soners, the
wounded cruelly put to death, the women shot; I forgot France
betrayed to England: I have set at l�berty the country's murderer. I
am gu�lty. When I speak thus I seem to speak aga�nst myself, but �t �s
not so; I am speak�ng �n my own behalf. When he who �s gu�lty
acknowledges h�s fault, he saves the only th�ng worth sav�ng—
honor."



"Is th�s all you have to say �n your defence?" returned C�mourda�n.
"I w�ll add, that be�ng the commander I should have set an example,
and that you �n turn as judges must offer one."
"What example do you requ�re of us?"
"My death."
"You th�nk �t just?"
"And necessary."
"Take your seat."
The quartermaster, who was comm�ss�oner-aud�tor, rose and read,
f�rst the decree pronounc�ng the sentence of outlawry aga�nst the c�-
devant Marqu�s de Lantenac; second, that of the Convent�on
sentenc�ng to death any one whomsoever who should a�d or abet the
escape of a rebel pr�soner. He ended w�th the few l�nes pr�nted at the
bottom of the placard, forb�dd�ng men to "a�d or abet" the rebel
aforesa�d, "under penalty of death," and s�gned: "Commander-�n-
ch�ef of the exped�t�onary column, GAUVAIN." The read�ng ended, the
aud�tor-comm�ss�oner aga�n took h�s scat.
C�mourda�n, cross�ng h�s arms, sa�d:—
"Attent�on, accused, and let the publ�c l�sten, look on, and keep
s�lence. The law l�es before you. It w�ll be put to vote. The sentence
w�ll be determ�ned by the vote of the major�ty. Each judge w�ll �n turn
pronounce h�s dec�s�on aloud, �n the presence of the accused; for
just�ce has noth�ng to conceal."
C�mourda�n cont�nued,—
"Let the f�rst judge cast h�s vote. Speak, Capta�n Guéchamp."
Capta�n Guéchamp seemed unconsc�ous of the presence e�ther of
Gauva�n or C�mourda�n. H�s eyes, r�veted upon the placard of the
decree, as �f he were absorbed �n the contemplat�on of an abyss,
were h�dden by h�s downcast l�ds. He sa�d:—
"The law �s clearly def�ned. The judge �s more and less than a man,
—less than a man, �nasmuch as he has no heart; more than a man,



�n that he w�elds the sword. In the year 414 of the bu�ld�ng of the c�ty
of Rome, Manl�us put h�s son to death because he ga�ned a v�ctory
w�thout wa�t�ng for orders. That �nfract�on of d�sc�pl�ne requ�red an
exp�at�on. Here, the law has been v�olated; and the law stands h�gher
than d�sc�pl�ne. A man has been overcome by the emot�on of p�ty,
and the country �s once more endangered. P�ty may r�se to the level
of a cr�me. Commander Gauva�n has conn�ved at the escape of the
rebel Lantenac. Gauva�n �s gu�lty. I vote for death."
"Wr�te �t down, clerk," sa�d C�mourda�n.
The clerk wrote, "Capta�n Guéchamp: death."
Gauva�n sa�d �n a f�rm vo�ce,—
"Guéchamp, you have voted well; I thank you."
C�mourda�n cont�nued,—
"It �s the turn of the second judge. Speak, Sergeant Radoub."
Radoub rose, and turn�ng towards Gauva�n, he made the m�l�tary
salute, excla�m�ng,—
"If that �s the way th�ngs are go�ng, then gu�llot�ne me; for upon my
most sacred word of honor, I would l�ke to have done, f�rst, what the
old man d�d, and then what my commander d�d. When I beheld that
man of e�ghty rush�ng �nto the flames to save the three m�dgets, I
sa�d to myself, 'Good man, you are a brave fellow!' And s�nce I hear
that �t was my commander who saved th�s old man from your beastly
gu�llot�ne, by all that �s holy, I say, 'Commander, you ought to be the
general; and you are a true man; and by thunder, I would g�ve you
the Cross of Sa�nt-Lou�s �f there were any crosses or sa�nts or
Lou�ses left!' Are we go�ng to make �d�ots of ourselves, for p�ty's
sake? I should say so, �f th�s �s to be the result of w�nn�ng the battles
of Jemmapes, Valmy, Fleurus, and Watt�gn�es. What! here �s
Commander Gauva�n, who for these four months past has been
dr�v�ng those donkeys of Royal�sts to the sound of the drum, who
saves the Republ�c by h�s sword, and who d�d someth�ng at Dol that
needed bra�ns to accompl�sh �t; and when you have a man l�ke that,
you try to get r�d of h�m, and �nstead of mak�ng h�m your general you
propose to cut h�s throat! I say that �t �s enough to make one throw



one's self head-foremost from the Pont-Neuf! and �f you, c�t�zen
Gauva�n, were only a corporal �nstead of be�ng my commander, I
would tell you that you talked a heap of nonsense just now. The old
man d�d well when he saved the ch�ldren, you d�d well to save the
old man; and �f men are to be gu�llot�ned for the�r good act�ons, then
we m�ght as well go to the deuce; and I am sure I don't know what �t
all means. There �s noth�ng to depend upon. Th�s must be a sort of
dream, �sn't �t? I p�nch myself to see �f I am really awake. I don't
understand. So the old man ought to have let the m�dgets burn al�ve,
and my commander d�d wrong to save the old man's head? See
here! gu�llot�ne me; I w�sh you would! Suppose the m�dgets had d�ed;
then the battal�on of the Bonnet-Rouge would have been d�shonored.
Is that what they wanted? If that �s the case, then let us destroy one
another. I know as much about pol�t�cs as you do, for I belonged to
the Club of the Sect�on of the P�kes. Sapr�st�! we are gett�ng to be no
better than the brutes! In a word, th�s �s the way I look at �t. I don't
l�ke such an upsett�ng state of affa�rs. Why the dev�l do we r�sk our
l�ves? So that our ch�ef may be put to death. None of that, L�sette! I
want my ch�ef; I must have my ch�ef. I love h�m better to-day than I
d�d yesterday. You make me laugh when you say that he �s to be
gu�llot�ned. We'll have noth�ng of the sort. I have l�stened. You may
say what you please; but let me tell you �n the f�rst place, �t �s
�mposs�ble."
And Radoub took h�s seat. H�s wound had reopened. A th�n stream
of blood oozed from under the bandage, from the place where h�s
ear had been, and ran along h�s neck.
C�mourda�n turned towards Radoub.
"You vote that the accused be acqu�tted?"
"I vote to have h�m made general," repl�ed Radoub.
"I ask you whether you vote for h�s acqu�ttal."

"I vote that he be made the head of the Republ�c."



"Sergeant Radoub, do you, or do you not, vote for Capta�n Gauva�n's
acqu�ttal? Yes, or no?"
"I vote that you behead me �n h�s place."
"Acqu�ttal," sa�d C�mourda�n. "Wr�te �t down, clerk."
Then the clerk announced,—
"One vote for death, one for acqu�ttal: a t�e."
It was C�mourda�n's turn to vote.
He rose, took off h�s hat, and placed �t on the table. He was no
longer pale or l�v�d; h�s face was the color of clay.
Had every man present been ly�ng �n h�s shroud, the s�lence could
not have been more profound.
In solemn, measured tones C�mourda�n sa�d,—
"Gauva�n, the accused, your case has been heard. The court-
mart�al, �n the name of the Republ�c, by a major�ty of two aga�nst one
—"
He broke off; he seemed to pause. Was he st�ll doubtful whether to
vote for death or for l�fe? The aud�ence was breathless. C�mourda�n
went on,—
"—condemns you to the penalty of death."
H�s face revealed the torture of an awful tr�umph. When Jacob �n the
darkness forced a bless�ng from the angel whom he had overthrown,
he must have worn the same terr�ble sm�le.
It passed l�ke a flash, however, and C�mourda�n aga�n became
marble. He took h�s seat, replaced h�s hat on h�s head, and added,—
"Gauva�n, you w�ll be executed to-morrow at sunr�se."
Gauva�n rose, bowed, and sa�d,—
"I thank the court."
"Remove the pr�soner," sa�d C�mourda�n; and at a s�gn from h�m the
door of the dungeon was reopened, Gauva�n entered, and �t closed



beh�nd h�m. Two gendarmes w�th drawn sabres were stat�oned on
each s�de of the door.
Radoub, who had just fallen senseless, was carr�ed away.

IV.

AFTER CIMOURDAIN THE JUDGE, CIMOURDAIN THE MASTER.

A camp �s a wasps nest, espec�ally �n t�me of revolut�on. The c�v�c
st�ng wh�ch ex�sts �n the sold�er darts forth at a moments not�ce, and
after dr�v�ng out the enemy, w�ll often turn w�thout ceremony upon �ts
own ch�ef. The brave army wh�ch had taken the Tourgue was al�ve
w�th confl�ct�ng rumors. When f�rst the escape of Lantenac was
d�scovered, �t was all aga�nst Gauva�n; but when the latter was seen
com�ng out of the dungeon where they had supposed Lantenac to be
�mpr�soned, �t was l�ke the transm�ss�on of an electr�c spark, and �n
less than a m�nute the whole army knew of �t. A murmur broke forth
from the l�ttle band; at f�rst �t ran: "They are gett�ng ready to try
Gauva�n. But �t �s all a farce. He �s a fool who trusts these c�-devants
and calot�ns! We have just seen a V�scount save a Marqu�s, and
presently we shall see a pr�est acqu�t a noble!"
When the condemnat�on of Gauva�n became known, there was a
second murmur: "That �s an outrage! Our ch�ef, our brave ch�ef, our
young commander, a hero! He �s a V�scount, to be sure, but so much
more to h�s cred�t that he �s also a Republ�can! What, he, the
l�berator of Pontorson, of V�lled�eu, of Pont-au-Beau: the conqueror
of Dol and of the Tourgue! the man who has made us �nv�nc�ble! the
sword of the Republ�c �n the Vendée,—he who for f�ve months holds
h�s own aga�nst the Chouans, and corrects all the blunders of
Léchelle and others! And C�mourda�n dares to condemn h�m!
Wherefore? Because he saved an old man who had rescued three
ch�ldren! Does �t become a pr�est to put a sold�er to death?"



Thus murmured the v�ctor�ous and d�ssat�sf�ed camp. On every s�de
a dull sense of anger preva�led aga�nst C�mourda�n. Four thousand
men aga�nst one m�ght be supposed to const�tute a power; but �t
does not. These four thousand men were noth�ng more than a
crowd; C�mourda�n was a w�ll. They all knew that h�s frown was
eas�ly provoked, and th�s knowledge suff�ced to hold the army �n
awe. In those t�mes �t needed but the shadow of the Comm�ttee of
Publ�c Safety beh�nd a man to make h�m form�dable, and to convert
an �mprecat�on �nto a wh�sper, and that wh�sper �nto s�lence. Before,
as well as after the�r murmur�ng, C�mourda�n was absolute master of
the fate of all, as well as of that of Gauva�n. They knew that �t would
be va�n to entreat h�m; that he would l�sten only to h�s consc�ence,—
that superhuman vo�ce aud�ble to h�mself alone. Everyth�ng
depended upon h�m. What he had done s�mply �n h�s capac�ty of
m�l�tary judge, he could undo as c�v�l delegate. He alone could
pardon; there were no l�m�ts to h�s author�ty; �t needed but a s�gn
from h�m to set Gauva�n at l�berty; l�fe and death were �n h�s hands;
the gu�llot�ne was at h�s command. In th�s trag�c moment he held
supreme author�ty.
There was no resource but to wa�t.
The n�ght came.

V.

THE DUNGEON.

Once more the hall of just�ce was changed �nto a guard-room; and
as on the prev�ous even�ng, the sent�nels were doubled, two of
whom guarded the door of the closed dungeon.
Toward m�dn�ght, a man, bear�ng a lantern �n h�s hand, crossed the
guard-room, where he made h�mself known, and ordered the
dungeon to be opened. It was C�mourda�n. He entered, leav�ng the
door half open beh�nd h�m. The dungeon was dark and s�lent. Tak�ng



one step forward �n the gloom, he placed the lantern on the ground
and stood st�ll. The even breath�ng of a sleep�ng man could be heard
through the darkness. C�mourda�n stood dream�ly l�sten�ng to th�s
peaceful sound.
On the truss of straw at the farther end of the dungeon lay Gauva�n
sound asleep. It was h�s breath�ng that he heard.
C�mourda�n moved as no�selessly as poss�ble, and when he had
drawn near, he f�xed h�s eyes upon Gauva�n; no mother gaz�ng upon
her sleep�ng �nfant could have worn a look more unutterably tender.
The express�on was probably beyond h�s control; he pressed h�s
clenched hands aga�nst h�s eyes as ch�ldren somet�mes do, and for
a moment stood perfectly st�ll. Then he knelt, gently l�fted Gauva�n's
hand, and carr�ed �t to h�s l�ps.
Gauva�n st�rred. He opened h�s eyes, w�th the vague surpr�se of
sudden wak�ng. The feeble gl�mmer of a lantern d�mly l�ghted the
dungeon. He recogn�zed C�mourda�n.
"Ah, �s that you, master?" he sa�d.
Then he added,—
"I dreamed that Death was k�ss�ng my hand."
A sudden �nflux of thoughts w�ll now and then startle a man, and so �t
was w�th C�mourda�n; at t�mes th�s wave rolls �n so tumultuously that
�t threatens to submerge the soul. But C�mourda�n's deep soul gave
forth no s�gn; he could but utter the word "Gauva�n!"
And the two men stood gaz�ng at each other—C�mourda�n's eyes
al�ght w�th flames that scorched h�s tears, Gauva�n w�th h�s sweetest
sm�le.
Gauva�n ra�sed h�mself on one elbow, and sa�d:—
"That scar I see on your face �s the sabre-cut you rece�ved �n my
stead. It was but yesterday you stood bes�de me �n the mêlée, and
all for my sake. If Prov�dence had not placed you by my cradle,
where should I be to-day? In �gnorance. If I have any sense of duty, �t
�s to you that I owe �t. I was born �n fetters,—I mean the bonds of
prejud�ce,—wh�ch you have loosened; you promoted my free



development, and from the mummy you have created a ch�ld. You
have �mplanted a consc�ence �n a be�ng who bade fa�r to prove an
abort�on. W�thout you my growth would have been cramped; �t �s
through your �nfluence that I l�ve. I was but a lord, you have made of
me a c�t�zen; I was only a c�t�zen, you have made of me a m�nd; you
have f�tted me to lead the l�fe of a man upon the earth, and have
shown my soul the way to heaven. It �s you who placed �n my hands
the key of truth that unlocks the doma�n where�n we f�nd the real�t�es
of human l�fe, and the key of l�ght to the realms above. I thank you,
my master! To you I owe my l�fe."
C�mourda�n, seat�ng h�mself on the straw bes�de Gauva�n, sa�d,—
"I have come to sup w�th you."
Gauva�n broke the black bread and offered �t to h�m. After
C�mourda�n had taken a p�ece, Gauva�n handed h�m the jug of water.
"Dr�nk f�rst yourself," sa�d C�mourda�n.
Gauva�n drank, and then passed the jug to C�mourda�n, who drank
after h�m.
Gauva�n had taken but a swallow.
C�mourda�n took deep draughts.
Dur�ng th�s supper Gauva�n ate, and C�mourda�n drank,—a proof of
the calmness of the one, and of the burn�ng fever of the other.
A certa�n awful tranqu�ll�ty pervaded th�s dungeon. The two men
conversed.
"Gauva�n was say�ng,—
"Grand events are tak�ng form. No one can comprehend the
myster�ous work�ngs of revolut�on at the present t�me. Beh�nd the
v�s�ble ach�evement rests the �nv�s�ble, the one conceal�ng the other.
The v�s�ble work seems cruel; the �nv�s�ble �s subl�me. At th�s
moment I can see �t all very clearly. It �s strange and beaut�ful. We
have been forced to use the mater�als of the Past. Hence th�s
wonderful '93. Beneath a scaffold�ng of barbar�sm we are bu�ld�ng
the temple of c�v�l�zat�on.



"Yes," repl�ed C�mourda�n, "these temporary exped�ents pave the
way for the f�nal adjustment, where�n just�ce and duty stand s�de by
s�de, where taxat�on w�ll be proport�onate and progress�ve, and
m�l�tary serv�ce compulsory; where there �s to be absolute equal�ty �n
rank; and where, above all th�ngs else, the stra�ght l�ne of the Law �s
to be ma�nta�ned,—the republ�c of the absolute."
"I prefer the republ�c of the �deal," sa�d Gauva�n.
He broke off, then cont�nued:—
"But, oh, my master, where �n the p�cture you have just drawn �n
words do you place devot�on, sacr�f�ce, abnegat�on, the sweet
�nterm�ngl�ng of k�ndl�ness and love? An accurate adjustment of
proport�ons �s a good th�ng, but harmony �s st�ll better. The lyre
stands h�gher than the scales. Your republ�c deals w�th the mater�al
�nterest of man; m�ne transports h�m to the sk�es: �t �s l�ke the
d�fference between a theorem and an eagle."
"You are lost �n the clouds."
"And you �n your calculat�ons."
"There �s an element of dream�ness �n harmony."
"So there �s �n algebra."
"I would have man fash�oned accord�ng to Eucl�d."
"And I l�ke h�m better as descr�bed by Homer."
The stern sm�le of C�mourda�n rested on Gauva�n as though to stay
the fl�ght of h�s soul.

"Poetry. Beware of poets!"
"Yes; that �s a fam�l�ar warn�ng: beware zephyrs, beware of
sunbeams, beware of perfumes, beware of flowers, beware of the
stars."
"That sort of th�ng can never supply us w�th food."



"How can you tell? There �s mental nour�shment: a man f�nds food �n
thought."
"Let us �ndulge �n no abstract�ons! The republ�c �s l�ke two and two �n
mathemat�cs: two and two make four. When I have g�ven to each
man h�s due—"
"Then your duty �s to g�ve h�m what does not revert to h�m as a r�ght."
"What do you mean by that?"
"I mean those mutual concess�ons wh�ch each man owes h�s
ne�ghbor, and wh�ch go to make up the sum of soc�al l�fe."
"There �s noth�ng beyond the just l�m�ts of the law."
"Ah, but there �s—everyth�ng!"
"I see noth�ng but just�ce."
"I look h�gher."
"What stands h�gher than just�ce?"
"Equ�ty."
Now and then both paused, as though a sudden l�ght had flashed
across the�r m�nds.
C�mourda�n cont�nued,—
"Expla�n your assert�on. I challenge you to do �t."
"Very well, then. You demand compulsory m�l�tary serv�ce. Aga�nst
whom? Aga�nst mank�nd. I object to m�l�tary serv�ce; I would have
peace. You des�re to help the wretched; what I w�sh �s the abol�t�on
of the�r m�sery. You demand proport�onate taxat�on; I would have no
taxes whatsoever. I would have the publ�c expenses reduced to the
lowest level, and pa�d for by the soc�al surplus."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Th�s: In the f�rst place, �t �s for you to suppress sycophancy,—that of
the pr�est, the sold�er, and the judge. Then, use your wealth to the
best advantage; d�str�bute over your furrows all that fert�l�z�ng matter
wh�ch �s now thrown �nto your sewers. Three quarters of the so�l l�es



fallow; plough �t up; redeem the waste pastures; d�v�de the
communal lands; let each man have a farm, and each farm a man.
You w�ll �ncrease a hundredfold the soc�al product. At the present
t�me, France affords her peasants meat but four t�mes a year; well
cult�vated, she could feed three m�ll�ons of men, all Europe. Ut�l�ze
nature, that g�gant�c aux�l�ary; enl�st every breeze, every waterfall,
every magnet�c current, �n your serv�ce. Th�s globe has a
subterranean network of ve�ns, through wh�ch flows a marvellous
c�rculat�on of water, o�l, and f�re; p�erce th�s ve�n of the globe, and let
the water feed your founta�ns, the o�l your lamps, and the f�re your
hearths. Cons�der the act�on of the waves,—the ebb and flow of the
t�des. What �s the ocean? A prod�g�ous force wasted. How stup�d �s
the earth, to make no use of the ocean!"
"There you go, �n full career w�th your dreams!"
"You mean w�th my real�t�es."
Gauva�n cont�nued,—
"And woman,—how do you d�spose of her?"
C�mourda�n repl�ed,—
"Leave her as she �s,—the servant of man."
"Yes, under one cond�t�on."
"What �s that?"
"That man shall be the servant of woman."
"What are you th�nk�ng of?" excla�med C�mourda�n. "Man a servant?
Never! Man �s the master. I adm�t but one k�ngdom,—that of the f�re-
s�de. Man �s k�ng �n h�s own home."
"Yes, on one cond�t�on."
"What �s that?"
"That woman shall be �ts queen."
"You mean that you demand for both man and woman—"
"Equal�ty."



"'Equal�ty'! Can you dream of such a th�ng? The two be�ngs are so
ent�rely unl�ke!"
"I sa�d equal�ty, not �dent�ty."
There was another pause, a sort of truce as �t were, between these
two m�nds exchang�ng the�r l�ghtn�ng flashes. C�mourda�n broke �t.
"And the ch�ld? To whose care would you �ntrust that?"
"F�rst to the father who begets, then to the mother who g�ves h�m
b�rth, later to the master who educates, and to the c�ty that makes a
man of h�m, then to the country wh�ch �s h�s supreme mother, and
lastly to human�ty wh�ch �s h�s great ancestress."
"You have not ment�oned God."
"Each step—father, mother, master, c�ty, country, human�ty—�s but a
rung �n the ladder that leads to God."
C�mourda�n was s�lent, wh�le Gauva�n cont�nued:
"When one cl�mbs to the top of the ladder one has reached God.
God �s revealed, and one has but to enter �nto heaven."
C�mourda�n made the gesture of one who calls another back:
"Gauva�n, return to earth. We want to real�ze the poss�ble."
"Do not beg�n then by mak�ng �t �mposs�ble."
"The poss�ble may always be real�zed."
"Not always. Rough usage destroys Utop�a. Noth�ng �s more
defenceless than the egg."
"St�ll, Utop�a must be se�zed and forced to wear the yoke of real�ty;
she must be c�rcumscr�bed by a system of actual facts. The abstract
must be resolved �nto the concrete: what �t loses �n beauty �t ga�ns �n
usefulness; although contracted, �t �s �mproved. Just�ce must enter
�nto law; and when just�ce has become law, �t �s absolute. That �s
what I call the poss�ble."
"The poss�ble �ncludes more than that."
"Ah, there you go aga�n, soar�ng away �nto the land of dreams!"



"The poss�ble �s a myster�ous b�rd, always hover�ng above the head
of man."
"We must catch �t."
"And take �t al�ve too."
Gauva�n cont�nued:—
"My �dea �s th�s: Ever onward. If God had �ntended that man should
go backwards He would have g�ven h�m an eye �n the back of h�s
head. Let us look always towards the dawn, the blossom-t�me, the
hour of b�rth. Those th�ngs wh�ch are fall�ng to decay encourage the
new spr�ng�ng l�fe. In the spl�tt�ng of the old tree may be heard a
summons to the new one. Each century w�ll do �ts work,—c�v�c, to-
day; humane, to-morrow: to-day, the quest�on of just�ce; to-morrow,
that of compensat�on. Wages and Just�ce are �n po�nt of fact
synonymous terms. Man's l�fe �s not to be spent w�thout a su�table
compensat�on. When He bestows l�fe, God contracts thereby a debt:
just�ce �s the �nherent compensat�on; remunerat�on �s the
acqu�rement thereof."
Gauva�n spoke w�th the calm seren�ty of a prophet; C�mourda�n
l�stened. The parts were changed, and now �t seemed as �f �t were
the pup�l who had become the master.
C�mourda�n murmured,—
"You go at a rap�d rate."
"Perhaps because I have no t�me to lose," repl�ed Gauva�n w�th a
sm�le.
He cont�nued:—
"Ah, master, here �s the d�fference between our two utop�as. You
would have m�l�tary serv�ce obl�gatory; I demand the same for
educat�on. You dream of man the sold�er; I, of man the c�t�zen. You
w�sh h�m to str�ke terror; I would have h�m thoughtful. You establ�sh a
republ�c of swords, wh�le I des�re to found—"
He broke off.
"I should l�ke to establ�sh a republ�c of m�nds."



C�mourda�n looked down on the flag-stones of the dungeon.
"And �n the mean t�me what would you have?" he asked.
"The ex�st�ng cond�t�on of th�ngs."
"Then you absolve the present moment."
"Yes."
"Why?"
"Because �t �s a tempest. A tempest always knows what �t �s about.
For every oak that �s struck by l�ghtn�ng, how many forests are
pur�f�ed! C�v�l�zat�on has a plague; a strong w�nd �s sent to expel �t
from the land. It may not choose �ts methods w�sely, perhaps, but
can �t do otherw�se? Its task �s no l�ght one. V�ew�ng the horror of the
m�asma, I can understand the fury of the w�nd."
Gauva�n went on:—
"But what matters the storm to me, �f I have a compass; and what
power can events ga�n over me, �f I have my consc�ence?"
And he added �n that undertone wh�ch produces so solemn an effect:
—
"There �s One to whose w�ll we must always y�eld."
"Who �s that?" asked C�mourda�n.
Gauva�n po�nted upwards. C�mourda�n looked �n the d�rect�on of the
upl�fted f�nger, and �t seemed to h�m that he could see the starry sky
through the dungeon vault.
Once more they relapsed �nto s�lence.
C�mourda�n cont�nued:—
"A supernatural state of soc�ety; I tell you �t �s no longer poss�ble,—�t
�s a mere dream."
"It �s a goal; otherw�se, of what use �s soc�ety? Better rema�n �n a
state of nature; be l�ke the savages. Otahe�te �s a parad�se, only �n
that parad�se no one th�nks. Better an �ntell�gent hell than a stup�d
heaven. But, no,—we w�ll have no hell whatever. Let us be a human



soc�ety. Super-natural? Yes. But �f you are to add noth�ng to Nature,
why leave her? In that case you may as well content yourself w�th
work l�ke the ant, and w�th honey l�ke the bee. Rest content among
the labor�ng classes, �nstead of r�s�ng to the ranks of super�or
�ntell�gence. If you add anyth�ng to Nature, you must of necess�ty r�se
above her: to add �s to augment; to augment �s to �ncrease. Soc�ety
�s the exaltat�on of Nature. I would have what bee-h�ves and ant-h�lls
lack,—monuments, arts, poetry, heroes, men of gen�us. To bear
eternal burdens �s no f�t law for man. No, no, no! let us have no more
par�ahs, no more slaves, no more conv�cts, no more lost souls! I
would have every attr�bute of man a symbol of c�v�l�zat�on and an
example of progress; I would present l�berty to the �ntellect, equal�ty
to the heart, fratern�ty to the soul. Away w�th the yoke! Man �s not
made for dragg�ng cha�ns, but that he may spread h�s w�ngs. Let us
have no more of the rept�le. Let the larva turn �nto a butterfly; let the
grub change �nto a l�v�ng flower and fly away. I w�sh—"
He broke off. H�s eyes shone, h�s l�ps moved, he sa�d no more.
The door had rema�ned open. Sounds from w�thout penetrated �nto
the dungeon. The d�stant echo of a trumpet reached the�r ears,—
probably the réve�lle; then, when the guard was rel�eved, they heard
the butt-ends of the sent�nels' muskets str�k�ng the ground; aga�n,
apparently qu�te near the tower, so far as the darkness allowed one
to judge, a no�se l�ke the mov�ng of planks and beams, accompan�ed
by muffled and �nterm�ttent sounds resembl�ng the blows of a
hammer. C�mourda�n turned pale as he l�stened. Gauva�n heard
noth�ng. Deeper and deeper grew h�s rever�e. Hardly d�d he seem to
breathe, so absorbed was he �n the v�s�ons of h�s bra�n. Now and
then he moved, l�ke one sl�ghtly startled. A gather�ng br�ghtness
shone �n h�s eyes, l�ke the l�ght of dawn.
Some t�me passed thus.
"Of what are you th�nk�ng?" asked C�mourda�n.
"Of the future," repl�ed Gauva�n.
And he fell back aga�n �nto h�s med�tat�on. Unobserved by the latter,
C�mourda�n rose from the bed of straw whereon they had both been



s�tt�ng. H�s eyes rested yearn�ngly upon the young dreamer, wh�le he
slowly moved backward towards the door. He went out. The
dungeon was aga�n closed.



VI.

STILL THE SUN RISES

It was not long before day began to dawn on the hor�zon; and
together w�th the day there sprang to l�ght upon the plateau of the
Tourgue, above the forest of Fougères, a strange, stat�onary, and
wonderful object, unfam�l�ar to the b�rds of heaven.
It had been placed there dur�ng the n�ght,—set up rather than bu�lt.
From a d�stance, aga�nst the hor�zon, �t presented a prof�le
composed of stra�ght and r�g�d l�nes, resembl�ng a Hebrew letter, or
one of those Egypt�an h�eroglyph�cs wh�ch formed part of the
alphabet of the anc�ent en�gma.
The f�rst thought that entered the m�nd at the s�ght of th�s object was
�ts uselessness. There �t stood, among the blossom�ng heather. Then
came the quest�on, could �t be used; and for what purpose? Then
came a shudder. It was a sort of trestle-work, supported by four
posts. At one end were two long upr�ght beams, un�ted at the top by
a cross-beam, from wh�ch hung a tr�angle that looked black aga�nst
the pale blue of the morn�ng sky. At the other end of th�s trestle stood
a ladder. Between these two beams, beneath the tr�angle, could be
d�st�ngu�shed a sort of panel composed of two movable sect�ons,
wh�ch, f�tt�ng �nto one another, offered to the eye a round hole about
the s�ze of a man's neck. The upper sect�on of the panel ran �n a
groove, by means of wh�ch �t could be ra�sed or lowered. For the
moment the two sem�c�rcles that formed the collar were drawn apart.
At the foot of the two p�llars support�ng the tr�angle was seen a plank
that moved on h�nges l�ke a see-saw. Bes�de the plank stood a long
basket, and �n front, between the two posts at the end of the stag�ng,
a square one. Th�s object was pa�nted red, and made ent�rely of
wood, except the tr�angle, wh�ch was of �ron. One m�ght know that �t
was bu�lt by men, so ugly, sord�d, and contempt�ble d�d �t look; and



yet so form�dable was �t that �t m�ght well have been transported
h�ther by gen��.
Th�s shapeless structure was the gu�llot�ne.
In front of �t, a few paces off, �n the rav�ne, was another monster, La
Tourgue,—a stone monster, compan�on-p�ece to the monster of
wood. And let us add, that after wood and stone have been
man�pulated by man they lose someth�ng of the�r or�g�nal substance,
tak�ng on a certa�n s�m�l�tude to man h�mself. A bu�ld�ng �s a dogma;
a mach�ne �s an �dea.
The Tourgue was that fatal product of the past called �n Par�s the
Bast�lle, �n England the Tower of London, �n Germany the Fortress of
Sp�elberg, �n Spa�n the Escur�al, �n Moscow the Kreml�n, and �n
Rome the Castle of Sa�nt-Angelo.
The Tourgue was the condensat�on of f�fteen hundred years,—the
per�od of the M�ddle Ages, w�th �ts vassalage, �ts serv�tude, and �ts
feudal�ty. The gu�llot�ne showed forth but one year,—'93; but these
twelve months were a f�tt�ng counterpo�se for those f�fteen centur�es.
The Tourgue was the person�f�cat�on of monarchy; the gu�llot�ne, of
revolut�on.
A trag�c encounter.
On the one hand, the debt; on the other, the requ�rement thereof. All
the hopeless entanglement of the Goth�c per�od—the serf, the lord,
the slave, the master, the plebe�an, the nob�l�ty, a complex code w�th
all the ram�f�cat�ons of pract�ce, the coal�t�on of judge and pr�est, the
�nf�n�te var�ety of shackles, f�scal dut�es, the salt-tax, the mortma�n,
the poll-tax, the except�on, the prerogat�ves, the prejud�ces, the
fanat�c�sms, the royal pr�v�lege of bankruptcy, the sceptre, the throne,
the arb�trary w�ll, the d�v�ne r�ght—opposed to that s�mple th�ng, a
kn�fe.
On one s�de, a knot; on the other, the axe.
For many a year the Tourgue had stood alone �n th�s desert, and
from �ts battlements had ra�ned the bo�l�ng o�l, the burn�ng p�tch, and
the melted lead; there �t stood, w�th �ts dungeons paved w�th human



bones, �ts torture-chamber al�ve w�th memor�es of �ts trag�c past. For
f�fteen centur�es of savage tranqu�ll�ty �ts gloomy front had towered
above the shades of the forest; �t had been the only power �n the
land,—the one th�ng respected and feared; �ts re�gn had been
supreme, w�thout a r�val �n �ts w�ld barbar�ty, when �t suddenly saw
r�s�ng before �t, w�th an aspect of host�l�ty, a th�ng,—nay, more than a
th�ng; a creature as h�deous as �tself,—the gu�llot�ne.
Stone seems at t�mes endowed w�th the sense of s�ght. A statue
observes, a tower watches, the front of a bu�ld�ng contemplates. The
Tourgue seemed to be exam�n�ng the gu�llot�ne.
It was as �f quest�on�ng �tself,—
"What can th�s object be?"
One m�ght fancy �t to have sprung from the so�l.
And so, �ndeed, �t had.
L�ke a po�sonous tree �t had sprouted from a fatal so�l. From that so�l
so plent�fully watered by human sweat, by tears, and by blood, from
the so�l where�n men had dug countless graves, tombs, caves, and
ambushes, from the same so�l where�n had rotted the �nnumerable
v�ct�ms of every k�nd of tyranny, from that so�l cover�ng so great a
mult�tude of cr�mes, bur�ed l�ke fr�ghtful germs �n the depths below,
had sprung forth, on the appo�nted day, th�s stranger, th�s aveng�ng
goddess, th�s f�erce sword-bear�ng �nstrument; and '93 cr�ed out to
the Old World,—
"Behold me!"
The gu�llot�ne had a r�ght to say to the dungeon: "I am thy daughter."
And yet at the same t�me the keep—for these fatal objects l�ve a
certa�n obscure l�fe—recogn�zed �ts own death-warrant.
At the s�ght of th�s form�dable appar�t�on the Tourgue seemed
bew�ldered. One m�ght have called �t terror. The �mmense mass of
gran�te was both majest�c and �nfamous; that plank w�th �ts tr�angle
was st�ll more dreadful. Deposed omn�potence felt a horror of the
r�s�ng power. It was cr�m�nal h�story study�ng jud�c�al h�story. The
v�olence of former days was compar�ng �tself w�th the v�olence of the



present t�me; the anc�ent fortress, both the pr�son and the dwell�ng of
the lords, where the tortured v�ct�ms had shr�eked aloud, th�s
structure devoted to war and murder, now useless and defenceless,
v�olated, d�smantled, d�scrowned, a p�le of stones no better than a
heap of c�nders, h�deous to look upon, magn�f�cent �n death, d�zzy
w�th the vert�go of those terr�ble centur�es, stood watch�ng the
passage of the awful l�v�ng hour. Yesterday shuddered �n the
presence of To-day. The old feroc�ty beheld and d�d homage to the
new terror, and that wh�ch was mere Noth�ngness unclosed �ts
spectral eyes before the Terror, and the phantom gazed upon the
ghost. Nature �s p�t�less; she never w�thholds her flowers, her
melod�es, her perfumes, her sunbeams, from human abom�nat�ons.
She overwhelms man by the contrast between d�v�ne beauty and
soc�al ugl�ness; she spares h�m noth�ng, ne�ther the w�ng of butterfly,
nor song of b�rd; on the verge of murder, �n the act of vengeance or
barbar�ty, she br�ngs h�m face to face w�th those holy th�ngs;
nowhere can he escape the eternal reproach of un�versal
benevolence and the �mplacable seren�ty of the sky. Human law �n all
�ts h�deous deform�ty must stand forth naked �n the presence of the
eternal rad�ance. Man breaks and crushes, lays waste, destroys; but
the summer, the l�ly, and the star rema�n ever the same.
Never had the fa�r sky of early dawn seemed lovel�er than on that
morn�ng. A soft breeze st�rred the heather, the m�st floated l�ghtly
among the branches, the forest of Fougères, suffused w�th the
breath of runn�ng brooks, smoked �n the dawn l�ke a g�gant�c censer
f�lled w�th �ncense; the blue sky, the snowy clouds, the clear
transparency of the streams, the verdure, w�th �ts harmon�ous scale
of color, from the aqua-mar�ne to the emerald, the soc�al groups of
trees, the grassy glades, the far-reach�ng pla�ns,—all revealed that
pur�ty wh�ch �s Nature's eternal precept unto man. In the m�dst of all
th�s appeared the awful deprav�ty of man; there stood the fortress
and the scaffold, war and pun�shment, the two representat�ves of th�s
sangu�nary epoch and moment, the screech-owl of the gloomy n�ght
of the Past and the bat of the tw�l�ght of the Future. In the presence
of a world all flowery and fragrant, tender and charm�ng, the glor�ous
sky bathed both the Tourgue and the gu�llot�ne w�th the l�ght of dawn,
as though �t sa�d to man: "Behold my work, and yours."



The sun w�elds a form�dable weapon �n �ts l�ght.
Th�s spectacle had �ts spectators.
The four thousand men of the exped�t�onary army were drawn up on
the plateau �n battle array. They surrounded the gu�llot�ne on three
s�des, form�ng themselves around �t after a geometr�cal fash�on �n the
shape of the letter E; the battery placed aga�nst the centre of the
longest l�ne made the notch of the E. The red mach�ne was, �f we
may so express �t, shut �n by these three battle fronts, a wall of
sold�ers, extend�ng �n a sort of co�l and spread�ng as far as the edge
of the escarpment of the plateau; the fourth s�de, left open, was the
rav�ne �tself, wh�ch looked upon the Tourgue.
Th�s formed an oblong square, �n the centre of wh�ch stood the
scaffold. The shadow cast upon the grass by the gu�llot�ne lessened
as the sun rose. The gunners w�th l�ghted matches stood by the�r
p�eces. A fa�nt blue smoke curled upward from the rav�ne,—the last
breath of the dy�ng f�re on the br�dge.
Th�s smoke obscured w�thout ve�l�ng the Tourgue, whose lofty
platform overlooked the ent�re hor�zon. Only the w�dth of the rav�ne
separated the platform from the gu�llot�ne, and vo�ces could eas�ly
have been heard between them.
The table of the tr�bunal and the cha�r shaded by the tr�colored flags
had been conveyed to th�s platform. The sun r�s�ng beh�nd the
Tourgue brought �nto rel�ef the black mass of the fortress, and upon
�ts summ�t, seated on the cha�r of the tr�bunal, beneath the group of
flags, the f�gure of a man, mot�onless, h�s arms crossed upon h�s
breast.
Th�s man was C�mourda�n. He wore, as on the prev�ous even�ng, h�s
c�v�l delegate's un�form, a hat w�th the tr�colored cockade upon h�s
head, a sabre by h�s s�de, and p�stols �n h�s belt.
He was s�lent. The ent�re assembly was s�lent l�kew�se. The sold�ers,
the�r eyes downcast, stood at order-arms. They touched elbows, but
no one spoke. They were th�nk�ng vaguely about th�s war,—the
numerous battles, the hedge fus�llades so val�antly faced, of the
hosts of fur�ous peasants scattered by the�r prowess, the c�tadels



conquered, the engagements won, the v�ctor�es; and now �t seemed
as though all th�s glory were turned to the�r shame. A gloomy
expectat�on oppressed every breast. They could see the execut�oner
walk�ng up and down the platform of the gu�llot�ne. The grow�ng l�ght
of day deepened unt�l �t f�lled the sky w�th �ts majest�c presence.
Suddenly was heard that muffled sound pecul�ar to crape-covered
drums; nearer and nearer came the�r funereal roll; the ranks opened,
and the process�on, enter�ng the square, moved towards the
scaffold.
F�rst came the black' drums, then a company of grenad�ers w�th
lowered muskets, then a platoon of gendarmes w�th drawn sabres,
then the pr�soner, Gauva�n.
Gauva�n walked w�thout constra�nt. Ne�ther hands nor feet were
bound. He was �n undress un�form, and wore h�s sword.
Beh�nd h�m marched another platoon of gendarmes.
The same pens�ve joy that had l�ghted h�s face when he sa�d to
C�mourda�n, "I am th�nk�ng of the future," st�ll rested upon �t. Noth�ng
could be more subl�me and touch�ng than th�s cont�nued sm�le.
When he reached the fatal spot, h�s f�rst glance was turned to the
summ�t of the tower. He d�sda�ned the gu�llot�ne. He knew that
C�mourda�n would feel �t h�s duty to be present at the execut�on; h�s
eyes sought h�m on the platform and found h�m there.
C�mourda�n was ghastly pale and cold. Even those who stood
nearest heard no sound of h�s breath�ng.
When he caught s�ght of Gauva�n not a qu�ver passed over h�s face;
and yet he knew that every step brought h�m nearer to the scaffold.
As he advanced, Gauva�n looked at C�mourda�n, and C�mourda�n
looked at h�m. It seemed as though C�mourda�n found support �n that
glance.
Gauva�n reached the foot of the scaffold. He ascended �t, followed
by% the off�cer �n command of the grenad�ers. He unbelted h�s
sword and handed �t to th�s off�cer; then he loosened h�s cravat and
gave �t to the headsman. He was l�ke a v�s�on. Never had he looked



more beaut�ful: h�s brown locks floated �n the w�nd (at that t�me they
d�d not cut the ha�r of those about to be executed); h�s fa�r throat
rem�nded one of a woman's; h�s hero�c and command�ng express�on
gave the �dea of an arch-angel. He stood upon the scaffold, lost �n
rever�e. There, too, was a he�ght. Gauva�n stood upon �t stately and
calm. The sun streamed about h�m, crown�ng h�m, as �t were, w�th a
halo. St�ll, the pr�soner must be bound. Rope �n hand, the
execut�oner advanced.
At that moment, when the sold�ers saw the�r young leader so near
the kn�fe, they could no longer restra�n themselves; the hearts of
those warr�ors burst forth. Then was heard a startl�ng sound,—the
sobs of an ent�re army. A clamor arose: "Mercy! mercy!" Some fell on
the�r knees, others threw down the�r muskets, stretch�ng the�r arms
towards the platform where C�mourda�n stood. One grenad�er,
po�nt�ng to the gu�llot�ne, cr�ed, "Here I am; w�ll you not take me as a
subst�tute?" All repeated frant�cally, "Mercy! mercy!" The very l�ons
would have been moved or terr�f�ed; for the tears of sold�ers are
terr�ble.
The headsman paused, uncerta�n what to do.
Then a vo�ce, qu�ck and low, and yet �n �ts om�nous sever�ty d�st�nctly
heard by all, cr�ed from the top of the tower,—
"Execute the law!"
They recogn�zed the �nexorable tone. C�mourda�n had spoken. The
army shuddered.
The execut�oner hes�tated no longer. He moved forward, hold�ng out
the cord.
"Wa�t," sa�d Gauva�n.
And turn�ng towards C�mourda�n, he waved h�s free r�ght hand �n
token of farewell; then he allowed h�mself to be bound.
When he was t�ed he sa�d to the execut�oner,—
"Pardon,—one moment more. Long l�ve the Republ�c!" he cr�ed.



He was la�d upon the plank. The �nfamous collar clasped that
charm�ng and noble head. The execut�oner gently l�fted h�s ha�r, then
pressed the spr�ng; the tr�angle detached �tself, gl�d�ng f�rst slowly,
then rap�dly: a fr�ghtful blow was heard.
At the same �nstant another report sounded; the stroke of the axe
was answered by a p�stol-shot. C�mourda�n had just se�zed one of
the p�stols that he wore �n h�s belt; and as Gauva�n's head rolled �nto
the basket, C�mourda�n sent a bullet through h�s own heart. A stream
of blood gushed from h�s mouth, and he fell dead.
Thus these tw�n souls, un�ted �n the trag�c death, rose together,—the
shadow of the one blend�ng w�th the rad�ance of the other.
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