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MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

CHAPTER |

Ty ONSIEURBERGERET was seated

gl

at table taking his frugal evening
} meal. Riquet lay at his feet on
a tapestry cushion. Riquet had a
' M religious soul; he rendered divine
honours to mankind. He regarded his master
as very good and very great. But it was chiefly
when he saw him at table that he realized the
sovereign greatness and goodness of Monsieur
Bergeret

If, to Riquet, all things pertaining to food
were precious and impressive, those pertaining
to the food of man were sacred He venerated
the dining-room as a temple, the table as an
altar. During meals he kept his place at his
master's feet, in slence and immobility.

"It's a spring chicken," said old Angelique
as she placed the dish upon the table.

" Good. Be kind enough to carve it, then,"
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sad Monsieur Bergeret, who was a poor hand with
wegpons and quite hopeless as a carver.

"Willingly," sad Angelique, " but carving
isn't woman's work, it's the gentlemen who ought
to carve poultry.”

" | don't know how to carve."

" Monsieur ought to know."

This diadogue was by no means new. Ange-
lique and her master exchanged similar remarks
every time that game or poultry came to the
table. It was not flippantly, it wes certainly not
to save herself trouble, that the old servant
persisted in offering her master the carving-knife
as a token of the respect which was due to him.
In the peasant dass from which she had sprung
and dso in the little middle-class households
where she had been in service, it was a tradition
that it was the master's duty to carve. The
faithful old soul's respect for tradition was pro-
found. She did not think it right that Monsieur
Bergeret should fall short of it, that he should
delegate to her the performance of so authoritative
a function, that he should fail to carve at his
own table, snce he was not grand enough to
employ a butler to do it for him, like the
Breces, the Bonmonts and other such folk in
town or country. She knew the obligations which
honour imposes on a citizen who dines a home,



MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS 3

and e never faled to impress them upon
Monsieur Bergeret.

" The knife hasjust been sharpened ; Monsieur
can essly cut off a wing. It's not difficult to
find thejoint when the chicken is tender."

" Angeique, be s0 good as to cave this
chicken."

Reluctantly she obeyed, and, slightly crest-
fallen, she carved the chicken on a corner of the
sideboard. "With regard to human food she had
idess which were more accurate but no less
respectful than those of Riquet.

Meanwhile Monsieur Bergeret revolved within
himself the reasons of the prejudice which had
induced the worthy woman to believe that the
right of wielding the carving-knife belonged to
the master of the house adone. He did not look
to find them in any gracious and kindly feeling
on the man's pat that he should reserve to
himself a tedious and unattractive task. It is,
as a matter of fact, to be observed that throughout
the ages the more laborious and distasteful house-
hold tasks have, by the common consent of all
nations, been assigned to women. On the contrary,
he attributed the tradition cherished by old
Angilique to the ancient idea that the flesh of
animals, prepared for the sustenance of man, is a
thing so precious that the master done may and
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should apportion and distribute it. And he
caled to mind the godlike swine-herd Eumaeus
receiving Ulysses in his pig-sty. He did not
recognize him, but honoured him as a guest
sent by Zeus :

"Eumaeus rose to divide the portions among
his guests, for he had an equitable mind. He
made seven portions, whereof he dedicated one to
the Nymphs and to Hermes, son of Maia, and
of the rest he gave one portion to each of his
table companions, but to honour his guest
Ulysses he offered him the whole chine of the pig.
And the subtle Ulysses rgoiced thereat and said
to Eumeeus: ' Eumaeus, mayst thou remain for
ever dear to our father Zeus for that thou hast
honoured me, such as | am, by giving me the
best portion! ™

Thus Monsieur Bergeret, when in the company
of his old servant, daughter of Mother Earth,
felt himself carried back to the days of antiquity.

"Will Monsieur help himself to a little
more ?'

But he had not, like the divine Ulysses and
the kings of Homer, an heroic appetite ; and, as
he ate, he read his paper, which lay open upon the
table. This was another habit of which the servant
did not approve.
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" Would you like a bit of chicken, Riquet ?"
aked Monsieur Bergeret. " It isvery good."

Riquet made no reply. He never asked for
food as long as he lay under the table How-
ever good the dishes might smdl he did not
cdaim his share of them, and, what is more, he
dared not touch anything that was offered him.
He refused to eat in a human dining-room.
Monsieur Bergeret, an affectionate and kindly
man, would have liked to share his meds with
his comrade At firs he had tried to smugge
down to him a few little sraps  He had gpoken
to him gently, but not without that arrogance
which s0 often accompanies bendficence He had
sid:

" Lazarus, recdve the cumbs of the good
rich man, snce for you, at all events | am the
good rich man."

But Riquet had always refused. The majesy
of the place over-awed him ; and perhaps in his
former condition he had receved a leson that
taught him to respect the mage's food.

One day Monseur Bergeret had been more
pressng than usual. For a long while he had
hed a ddidous piece of meat under his friend's
ns  Riquet had averted his head, and, emerging
from beneasth the table-cloth, had gazed at his
mader with his beautiful, humble eyes full of
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gentleness and reproach ; eyes that said : " Master,
wherefore dogt thou tempt me ?"

And with drooping tail and crouching legs
he had dragged himsdf upon his bdly as a sgn
of humility, and had gone dgectedly to the door,
where he st upon his haunches He had re-
mained there throughout the meal. And Monsieur
Bergeret had marveled at the saintly patience of
hislittle black friend.

He knew, then, what Riquet's fedings were,
and that iswhy he did not inggt on this occason.
Moreover, he knew that Riquet, after the dinner
at which he was a reverential spectator, would
presently go to the kitchen and greedily devour his
owvn mes under the kitchen snk, shuffling and
blowing, entirdly at his ee2 His mind at res
on this point, he resumed the thread of his
thoughts.

" The heoes" he relected, " ussd to make a
great busness of eating and drinking. Homer does
not forget to tell us that in the paace of the
fair-haired Mendaus, Eteonteus, the son of Boe
thus, was wont to carve the meats and distribute
the portions. A king was worthy of praise when,
at his table, every man received his due portion
of the roaged ox. Mendaus knew the cugoms
of his times. With the aid of he servants the,
white-armed Helen sw to the cooking and the
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great Eteonteus carved the meats The pride of
0 noble a function still shines upon the smooth
faces of our butlers and mdtres d'hote!. We are
desp-rooted in the pag. But | am not a hungry
man: | am only a snal eater, and Angilique
Borniche, primitive woman that she is makes that
too a grievance agang me. She would think
fiur more of me had | the appetite of a sn
of Atreus or a Bourbon."

Monsieur Bergeret had just reached this dage
in his reflections when Riquet got up from his
cushion and ran barking to the door.

This action was remarkable because it was un-
usual. Riquet never left his cushion until his
made roxe from table He had ben barking
for some moments when old Angeique, putting
a bewildered face in at the door, announced that
" thoseyoung ladies” had arrived.

Monsieur Bergeret undersood he to allude
to his sge Zoe and his daughter Pauline, whom
he had not expected so soon. He knew that his
gda Zoe was brusgue and sudden in her actions.
He rose from the table; but Riquet, at the sound
of footseps, which were now heard in the passage
outdde, uttered terrible cries of warning; his
aboriginal caution, unconquered by aliberal educa
tion, leading him to bdieve that every dranger
mug of necessty be an enemy. He sented a



8 MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

great danger, a hideous invason of the dining-
room, with the menace of ruin and desolation.

Pauline flung her arms around her father's
neck. Napkin in hand, he kissed her, and then
good back to gaze at this young girl, a mysterious
being, like all young girls, whom, after a year's
absnce he hardly recognized. She was at once
very near and amog a dranger to him. She
was his by virtue of the obscure sourcss of life,
but she duded him in the dazzling energy of
youth.

" How do you do, papa ? "

Her very voice had changed; it was lower
and less uneven.

" How you have grown, my child ! "

He thought her pretty, with her dainty nos
intelligent eyes and quizzicak mouth. But this
feding was at once marred by the reflection that
there is little peace in this world of ours, and
that young people seeking for happines are
entering upon a difficult and uncertain enterprise.

He gave Zoe a hagy kiss upon ether chesk.

" You have not altered, Zoe, my dear. | did
not expect you to-day, but | am very glad to se
you both again.”

Riquet could not undersand why his mager
gave s0 warm a welcome to drange folk. Had
he violently driven them forth, he could have
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understood. However, he was used to not under-
standing all the ways of men. Suffering Monsieur
Bergeret to do as he would, he continued to
perform his duty, barking furiously to scare the
evil-doers. Then, from the depths of his throat,
he drew growls of hatred and anger; and a fright-
ful contraction of his lips uncovered his white
teeth. Backing away from his enemies, he hurled
threats at them.

" Is that your dog, papa ?"

"You were to have come on Saturday," re-
marked Monsieur Bergeret.

" Didn't you get my letter ?" inquired Zoe.

" Yes," replied Monsieur Bergeret.

" No, | mean the other one"

" | received only one."

" One cannot hear onesdlf speak here ! ™

It is true that Riquet was barking at the top
of his voice.

"Your ddeboard is dusty,” remarked Zoe,
putting her muff on it. "Doesn't your servant
ever do any dusting ? "

Riquet could not bear anyone to lay hold of
the sdeboard like that. Either he had conceived
a 9pecial aversion for Mademoiselle Zoe or he
judged her the more important of the two, for it
was to her that he addressed his loudest barks
and growls. When he saw her place a hand upon

B
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the receptade in which the human nutriment was
dored he barked s0 shrilly that the dlasses upon
the table rang again. Mademoisdle Zoe, turning
upon him suddenly, inquired ironically:

" Areyou going to eat me up ?"

Riquet fled in terror.

" Isyour dog vicious, papa ?"

" No, heisintelligent; he isn't vicious"

"1 don't think hés particularly intelligent,”
said Zoe.

"Yes, he is" sid Monseur Bergeret. "He
does not undergand all our ideas, but we don't
undergand all his No one can enter into the
mind of another."

"You, Lucien, are no judge of persons” said
Zoe.

Monsieur Bergeret turned to Pauline.

"Come, let me have a look at you. | can
hardly recognize you."

A bright idea gruck Riquet. He made up
his mind to go to the kitchen, to the kindly
Angdique, and to warn her, if possble of the
disurbance taking place in the dining-room. She
was his las hope for the restoration of order and
the expulson of the intruders.

" What have you done with Father's portrait ?"
inquired Mademoisdlle Zoe.

"Sit down and have something to eat,” sad
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Monseur Bergeret. "There is some chicken and
various other things."

" Papa, is it really true that we are going to live
in Paris ?

" Next month, my child. Areyou glad ?"

"Yes, but | should be just as happy in the
country if I could have a garden."

She sopped eating her chicken and said :

"1 do admire you, papa. |1'm proud of you.
You areagreat man."

" That is what my little dog Riquet thinks too,"
replied Monsieur Bergeret.



CHAPTER I

gINDER the supervison of Made-
i moisdle Zoe, the profesr's fur-
' niture was packed and taken to the
Byl railway gation.
: During the days of the removal
Riquet roamed sadly through the devagated rooms.
He regarded Zoe and Pauline with suspicion, as
their arrival had been dosdy followed by the
complete upheaval of his formerly peaceful home.
The tears of old Angdique, who wept all day long
in her Kitchen, increased his depresson. His mogt
cherished habits were st at naught; the strange
ill-clad, fierce and insulting men troubled his
repose; they even went 0 far as to enter the
kitchen and kick away his plate of food and bowl
of fresh water. Chairs were taken from him as
oon as he lay upon them, and carpes were
abruptly dragged from beneath his persecuted
body, 0 that in his own home he no longer knew
where to lay his head.

To his honour be it sad that at firs he had
sought to ress. When the water-tank was
12
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removed he had barked furioudy at the enemy,
but no one hesded the alarm. No one gave him
any encouragement; nay, he was, indeed, actually
opposd, "Be quiet,” rapped out Mademoisdle
Zoe, and Pauline had added, "Riquet, you are
perfectly absurd!"

Thenceforth he decided not to wade his time
in giving warnings that fell on deaf ears or to
labour unaided for the common good, and he
grieved dglently over the ruined house and
wandered from room to room vainly seeking a
little peace When the pantechnicon men entered
the room in which he had taken refuge he would
prudently hide benesth some table or Sdeboard
which had not yet bemn taken away. But this
precaution was more harmful than helpful to him,
for presently the piece of furniture tottered above
him, rose, and fell again, creaking ominoudy and
threatening to crush him.  With bristling coat and
haggard festures he took to his heds only to sk
another place of refuge as precarious as the lag.

But thee material inconveniences, nay, these
perils, were trifling matters in comparison with the
pain that filled his heart. It was his moral, so to
oeak, that was mog affected.

To him the artides of furniture were not
inanimate objects but living and kindly bengs
favourable genii whose departure was a presage of
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dire misfortune. Dishes and fiying-pans, sauogpans
and sugar-basns all the divinities of the kitchen;
arm-chairs, carpes cushions, all the fetishes of the
firesde, his Lares and his household gods had
dissppeared. He did not bdieve that so great a
disager could ever be made good, and his little soul
grieved over it to the very limit of its capadty.
Happily, like the human soul, it wes easly dis
tracted and quick to forget its woes During the
lengthy absenoes of the thirsty removers, when
old Angeique's broom girred up the andent dust
upon the floor, Riquet scented the smdl of mice,
or watched a scurrying spider, and his fickle fancy
was diverted awhile; but he soon rdapsed into
meanchaly.

On the day of departure, sedng that matters
were growing worse from hour to hour, he was
utterly misrable It seamed to him a peculiarly
ominousthing that they should thrust the linen into
dismal-looking chets Pauline was packing her
own boxes with joyful esgerness  He turned from
her as though she were doing an evil thing, and
huddled againg thewall. " The wors has come”
he thought. " Thisisthe end of all things 1"

Whether he bdieved that things ceassd to exist
when he saw them no longer, or whether he was
only anxious to avoid a painful ectade, he was
careful not to look in Paulings direction. As she
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went to and fro she chancad to notice Riquet's
attitude, and its meancholy sruck her as comical.
Laughing, she called him : " Here, Riquet, here! "
But hewould nether gir from his corner nor turn
his head. He hadn't at that moment the heart to
caress his young migdress, and a ssoret indtinct, a
kind of foreboding, warned him not to go too near
to the gaping trunk. Pauline called him severa
times, and as he did not repond she went over to
him and picked him up in her arms

" How misrable we are!" e said. " How
much to be pitied | "

Her tone was ironical; Riquet did not under-
gand irony. He lay motionless and dgected
in her arms, fegning to se nothing, to hear
nothing.

" Look at me, Riquet | " she demanded. Three
times she bade him look at her, but in vain. Then,
smulating violent anger, she threw him into the
trunk, crying, " In you go, stupid !" and banged
the lid on him. At that moment her aunt called
her, and she went out of the room, leaving Riquet
in the trunk.

He felt exceadingly uneasy, for it never entered
his head that Pauline had put him there for fun,
and merdy to tease him. Judging that his postion
was quite bad enough already, he endeavoured not
to aggravate it by thoughtless behaviour. For
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ome moments, therefore, he remained motionless
Without even drawing a breath. Then, feding that
no fresh dissster threatened him, he thought he had
better explore his gloomy prison. He pawed the
petticoats and chemises upon which he had been 0
cruely precipitated, seeking some outlet by which
he might exape He had bean busy for two or three
minutes when Monsieur Bergeret, who was getting
ready to go out, called him :

" Riquet! Riquet! Here! weregoingto the
bookshop to sy good-bye to Paillot! Herel
Where are you 7

Monsieur Bergeret's voice comforted Riquet
greatly. He replied to it by a degperate sratching
at the wicker ddes of the trunk.

" Where is the dog ?' inquired Monseur
Bergeret of Pauline, who at that moment returned,
carrying a pile of linen.

" In my trunk, papa."

"Why in the trunk ?"

"Because | put him there"

Monsieur Bergeret went up to the trunk, and
remarked :

"1t was thus that the child Comatas who
played upon the flute as he kept his mager's
goats, was imprisoned in a ches, where he was
fed on honey by the bess of the Muses. But
not so with you, Riquet; you would have died
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of hunger in this trunk, for you are not dear to
theimmortal Muses."

Having spoken, Monsieur Bergeret freed his
little friend, who with wagging tail followed him
as far as the hall. Then a thought appeared
to dsrike him. He returned to Paulin€s room
ran to her and jumped up againg her skirt, and
only when he had riotoudy embraced her as a
ggn of his adoration did he rgoin his maser on
the gairs.  He would have felt that he was lacking
in wisdom and piety had he faled to betow
thexe tokens of affection on a being whose power
had plunged him into the depths of a trunk.

Monseur Bergeret thought Paillot's shop a
dismal, ugly place Paillot and his assgant were
busy " calling over" the list of goods supplied to
the Communal School. This task prevented him
from prolonging his farewel to the profesor. He
had never had very much to sy for himsdf and
as he grew older he was gradually losng the
habit of gpeech. He was weary of sdling books ;
he saw that it was all over with the trade and
was longing for the time to cgpie when he could
give up his busnes and retire to his place in
the country, where he aways spent his Sundays.

As was his wont, Monsieur Bergeret made
for the corner where the old books were kept
and took down volume XXXVIII of The Worlds
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Exdaes The book opened as usual at pages 212
and 213, and once more he perused these un-
inspiring lines :

" ... towards a northerly pasage ' It was
owing to this check,’ said he, ' that we were able
to revist the Sandwich Idands and enrich our
voyage by a discovery which, although the lag,
sEms in many respects to be the mog important
which has yet been made by Europeans in the
whole extent of the Padfic Ocean. The happy
anticipations which these words appeared to
announce were, unhappily, not realized. ..."

These lines, which he was reading for the
hundredth time, and which reminded him of so
many hours of his commonplace and laborious
exigence, which was embedlished, nevertheess
by the fruitful labours of the mind ; these lines,
for whoe meaning he had never sought, filled
him, on this occason, with meancholy and dis-
couragement, as though they contained a symbol
of the emptiness of all human hopes an expresson
of the universal void. He dosad the book,
which he had opened s0 often and was never to
open again, and dgectedly left the shop.

In the Place Saint-Exupire he cagd a las
gance at the house of Queen Marguerite. The
rays of the setting sun gleamed upon its higoric
beams and in the violent contrag of light and
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shade the escutcheon of Philippe Tricouillard
proudly displayed the outlines of its gorgeous
coat of arms, placed there as an eloquent example
and a reproach to the barren city.

Having reentered the empty house, Riquet
pawed his master's legs, looking up at him with
his beautiful sorrowing eyes, that said: " You,
formerly sorich and powerful, have you, O master,
become poor ? Have you grown powerless?
You suffr men clad in filthy rags to invade
your study, your bedroom and your dining-
room, to fall upon your furniture and drag it
out of doors. They drag your deep arm-chair
down the stairs, your chair and mine, in which
we sat to rest every evening, and often in the
morning, sde by sde In the clutch of these
ragged men | heard it groan, that chair which is
so great a fetish and so benevolent a spirit. And
you never resisted these invaders. If you have
lost all the genii that used to fill your housg,
even to the little divinities, that you used to put
on your feet every morning when you got out
of bed, those dippers which | used to worry in
my play, if you are poor and miserable, O my
master, what will become of me ? "

" Lucien, we have no time to lose" said Zoe.
"The train goes at eight and we have had no
dinner. Let usgo and dine at the station.”
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" To-morrow you will be in Paris" sad
Monsieur Beigeret to Riqutt. "Paris is a
famous and a generous city. To be honed,
however, | mus point out that this generosty
is not vouchsafed alike to ail its inhabitants. On
the contrary, it is confined to a very gmall
number of its citizens But a whole city,
a whole nation reddes in the few who think
more forcefully and more justly than the rest.
The others do not count. What we call the
irit of a race attains condousness only in
imperceptible minorities.  Minds which are suffi-
ciently free to rid themsdves of vulgar terrors
and discover for themsdves the veiled truths
arerarein any place! "



CHAPTER 11

PON Monseur Bergeret's arrival in
Paris, with his daughter Pauline
W /R B} and his sster Zoe, he had lodged in
RS O 2 house which wes soon to be pulled
BRI PY down, and which he begn to like
as oon as he knew that he could not remain in it
He was unaware of the feet that in any cae he
would have left it at the same time. Mademoisdle
Bergeret had made up her mind as to that. She
had taken these rooms only to give hersdf time to
find better, and was opposed to the spending of any
money upon the place
It was a house in the Rue de Sane, a hundred
years old at leas. Never beautiful, it had grown
uglier with age. The porte cochkrt opened humbly
on a damp courtyard between a shoemaker's shop
and a carrier's office Monsieur Bergeret's rooms
were on the ssoond floor, and on the same floor
lived a pictureresorer through whose open door
glimpsss could be caught of little unframed canvasss
st about an earthenware dove, landscapes old
portraits, and an amber-skinned woman adegp in a
21

A
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dark wood under a green sky. The darcae was
fairly wel lighted. Caobwebs hung in the corners,
and at the turns the wooden gairs were embelished
with tiles. Stray lettuceleaves, dropped from some
housawifes gring bag, were to be found there of a
mor ning.

SQuch things had no charm for Monseur Bergeret,
but he could not hedp feding sad at the thought
that he would become oblivious of these things as
he had of so many others which, though they were
not of any value, had made up the course of his
life.

Every day, when his work was done, he went
house-hunting.  He thought of living for preference
on the left bank of the Sane, where his father had
dwet before him, where it ssamed to him one
bresthed an atmosphere of quiet life and peaceful
sudy. What made his sarch more difficult was
the date of the roads broken with degp trenches
and covered with mounds of earth. There were
a0 the impassable and eternally disfigured quays

It will, of coursg, be remembered that, in the
year 1899, the surface of Paris underwent a complete
upheaval, ether because the new conditions of life
necesstated the execution of a great number of
municipal undertakings, or because the approach of
a huge international exhibition gave rise on every
gde to an exaggerated activity and a sudden ardour
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of enterprise. Monseur Bergeret was grieved to
$e the town upsgt, for he did not sufficently
undergand the necessty of such a proceeding, but,
as hewas awise man, he endeavoured to console
himsdf, to reassure himsdf by meditation. When
he passd along his beautiful Quai Malaquais, s
cruely ravaged by merdless engineers, he pitied the
uprooted trees and the banished keepers of book-
dalls, and he reflected, not without a certain depth
of feeling:

" | have log my friends, and now all that gave
me delight in this city, her peace her grace and
her beauty, her old-time degance and her noble
higorical vigas, is being violently svept away. It
is always right and fitting, however, that reason
should prevail over sentiment. We mus not dally
with vain regrets for the pad, nor commiserate
with oursdves over the changes that thrust them-
sves upon us, dnce change is the very condition
of life.  Perhaps thee upheavals are necessry ; it
is needful that this city should lose some of her
traditional beauty, o that the lives of the greater
number of her inhabitants may become less painful
and lesshard."

And, in the company of idle errand-boys and
indolent policesergeants, Monsieur Bergeret would
watch the nawies digging desp into the soil of the
famous quay, and once again he would tell himself:
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" Here | seavison of the city of the future,
whose noblest buildings are as yet indicated only by
desp excavations, which would sugged, to a shallow
mind, that the labourers who are toiling to rear
the city which we shall never behold are merey
excavating abysmal pits, when in reality they may
be laying the foundations of a progperous home,
the abode of j oy and peace”

Thus did Monsieur Bergeret, who was a man
of goodwill, look with a favouring eye upon the
building of the ideal city ; but he was much less at
home amid the building operations of the real city,
saing that at every sep he risked falling, through
absence of mind, into a pit.

Nevertheless he continued to go house-hunting,
but he did so in a whimsgcal fashion. Old houses
pleessd him, in that their sones had for him a
tongue. The Rue Git-leCoeur had a particular
attraction for him, and whenever he saw besde the
keystone of a gateway or on a door which had once
been flanked by a wrought-iron railing a natice to
the dfect that there was a flat to let, he would
mount the dairs accompanied by a sordid concierge,
in an atmogphere that reeked of countless genera-
tions of rats, which was aggravated from floor to
floor by the smdl of cooking from poverty-stricken
kitchens. The workshops of bookbinders or box-
makers enriched it at times with the horrible odour
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of sour glue, and Monsieur Bergeret would depart
filled with sadness and discouragement.

Home again, he would tell his dger and
daughter, at the dinner-table, of the unfavourable
results of his inquiries; Mademoisdle Zoe would
ligen calmly to his sory. She had made up her
mind to sk and to find a house hersdf. She
regarded her brother as a superior person, but as
one quite incapable of reasonable ideas concerning
the practical affairs of life.

" | went over a flat to-day on the Quai Conti.
| don't know what you two would think of it. It
looks out on a courtyard with a well, some ivy, and
a datue of Flora, moss-grown, mutilated, and head-
less perpetually weaving a garland of flowers. |
adso sw a gnal flat in the Rue de la Chaise
That looks out on a garden with a great lime-tree,
one branch of which, when the leaves have grown,
would enter my study. There is a big room that
Pauline could have ; she would make it charming
with a few yards of coloured cretonne.”

"What about my room?" demanded Made-
moisdle Zoe. " You never think of my room.
Besdes— "

She did not finish her sentence as she took
no particular notice of her brother's reports.

"We may be obliged to move into a new
house" sad Monseur Bergeret, for he was a

c
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sengble nun accusomed to subject his dedres
to reason.

"1'm afraid s, papa,’ <sad Pauline, " But
never mind, we will find you a tree reaching up
to your window, | promise you."

She followed her father's invettigations with
perfect good nature, but without much personal
interest, as a young girl undismayed by change, who
vaguely feds that her fate is not yet determined,
and livesthe whilein a gpedes of anticipation.

"The new houss are better fitted up than
the old ones" continued Monsieur Bergeret, " but
| do not like them, perhaps because | am more
constious in the midst of a luxury that one can
measure, of the vulgarity of a draitened life. Not
that the mediocrity of my fortune digressss me, even
on your account. It is the banal and commonplace
that | detest. . . . But you will think me absurd."

" Oh no, papa."

"What | didike in new houses is the predse
sameness of their arrangement.  The sructure of the
apartment isonly too visble from the outsde. For
along while dwelers in cities have been accugomed
to live one above another, and as your aunt
won't hear of a small house in the suburbs | am
quite wiling to put up with a third or fourth-
dory flat, and that is precisdy why J cannot but
regret giving up the idea of an old house. The
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irregularity of old houses makes the piling of flat
upon flat more endurable When | walk down
a nev dregt | find mysdf thinking that this
superpogtion of households in modern  buildings
is, in its uniformity, ridiculous. The small dining-
rooms perched one above the other with the
same little windows and the sdf-same coppe
gadier lighted every evening at exactly the same
time; the same tiny kitchens with larders looking
on the yard, the same extremey dirty maidservants;
the same drawingrooms, with ther piancs one
over the other. To my mind, the precison of
modern housss reveals the daily functions of the
creatures endosed in them as plainly as though
the floors and calings were of glass And all
these people who dine one above another, play the
piano one above another, and go to bed one
above ancther, in a perfectly symmetrical fashion
—when one thinks of it, they offer a gectade both
comical and humiliating.”

"The tenants themsdves would hardly think
0," sad Mademoisdle Zoe, who had quite decided
to settlein a new house

"It is true” sad Pauline thoughtfully, " it
istrue, it is comical."

" Of course here and there, | s rooms that
| .like," continued Monseur Bcrgerct. " But the
rent is always too high. And that makes me doubt
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the truth of a principle laid down by the admirable
Fourier, which asures us that our tades are 0
diverse that if only we lived in harmony with one
another hovels would be as much in demand as
palaces. It is quite true that we do not live in
harmony; or we should all poses prehendle
tails, s0 that we could hang suspended from the
trees. Fourier has expredy said 0.  Ancther
man of equal merit, the gentle Prince Kropotkin,
has asured us more recently that some day we
shall live rent-free in the mansons on the great
avenues, for their owners will abandon them when
they can no longer procure servants to keep them
up. In those days says the benevolent prince,
they will be ddighted to hand them over to the
worthy women of the working-dassss who will
not object to a kitchen in the bassment. In the
meanwhile, the question of a house is both arduous
and difficult. Zoe, pleese come with me to se
that suite of rooms on the Quai Conti of which
| told you. It is rather dilapidated, having
srved for thirty years as a chemical warehouse
The landlord won't do any repairs as he expeds
to let the place as a Warehouse The windows
are oval dormer-windows, but from them you s
an ivy-covered wall, a mossgrown well and a
heedless gatue of Flora which still ssams to sm|le.
Such things are not easly found in Paris."



CHAPTER IV

is to let,” sid Mademoisdle
Zoe, as they gopped before the
,( gate " It is to let, but we will
\ #| not take it. It is too big.
:A'} JC‘ Besdes—"
"“No, we will not take it, but will you look
MMre it ? | should be interested to s it again,”
sid Monseur Bergeret timidly.

They hestated a moment. It ssemed to them
that in entering the degp dark vaulted way they
were entering the region of the shades

Scouring the dregts in sarch of a flat, they
had chanced to aross the narrow Rue des Grands
Augugtins, which has presrved its old-world
agpedt, and whose greasy pavements are never dry.
They remembered that they had passd dx years
of their childhood in one of the houss in this
dregt. Their father, a profesor at the University,
had <tled there in 1856, after having led for
four years a wandering and precarious exisgence,
osHedy hunted from town to town by an
inimical Minister of Ingtruction. And, aswitnessd

29
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the battered notice-board, the very flat in Which
Lucien and Zoe had firs sen the light of day,
and taged the savour of life, was now to let

As they passd down the path which led under
the masive forefront of the building, they ex-
perienced an inexplicable feding of meancholy and
reverence. The damp courtyard was hemmed in
by walls which snce the minority of Louis X1V
had dowly been crumbling in the rains and the
fogs rising from the Seine.  On the right as they
entered was a gsnall building, which sarved as
a porter's lodge. There, on the window-sll, a
magpie hopped about in a cage and in the lodge,
behind a flowering plant, a woman sat sewing.

" Is the ssoond floor on the courtyard to let ?"

" Yes, do you wish to se it ?"

" Yes, we should like to se it."

Key in hand, the concierge led the way. They
followed her in dslence The gloomy antiquity of
the house causad the memories which the blackened
gdones evoked for the brother and sger to recede
into an unfathomable pas. They dimbed the
done dairs in a date of sorrowful eagerness and
when the conderge opened the door of the flat they
remained mationless upon the landing, afraid to
enter the rooms that ssemed to be haunted by the
hogt of their childish memories, like so many little
ghosts.
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"Youcangoin; theflatis empty.

At first they could find nothing of the pag in
the wide empty rooms, freshly papered. They were
amazed to find that they had become drangers to
thingswhich had formerly been so familiar.

" Hereisthekitchen," sad the conderge " and
here are the dining-room and the drawing-room."

A voicecried from the courtyard :

"M'ameFalempin!"

The oconderge looked out of the window,
apologized, and grumbling to hersdf went down
the dairs with fecble geps groaning. Then the
brother and sger began to remember. Memories of
inimitable hours, of the long days of childhood,
began to return to them.

"Here is the dining-room,” said Zoe. "The
sSdeboard usad to be there, againg the wall."

" Themahogany Sdeboard, battered by itslong
wanderings' as our father used to say, when he
and his family and his furniture were ceasdedy
hunted from north to south and from eas to west
by the Minister of the 2nd of December. It
remained here a few years, however, maimed and
crippled.”

" Thereisthe porcdain sove in its old corner,"

" Theflueisdifferent.”

" Do you think s0?"

"Yes, Zoe. Ours had a head of Jupiter
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Trophonius upon it. In those far-off days it was
the custom of the stove-makers in the Cour du
Dragon to decorate porcelain flues with a head of
Jupiter Trophonius."

" Are you sure ?'

"Sure. Don't you remember a crowned head
with a pointed beard ?"

" No."

" Oh, well that is not surprising; you were
adways indifferent to the shgpes of things. You
don't look at anything."

"1 am more observant than you, my poor
Lucien ; it is you who never notice things. The
other day, when Pauline had waved her hair, you
didn't noticeit. If it were not for me——"

She did not finish her sentence, but peered
about the empty room with her green eyes and
sharp nose.

"Over there in that corner near the window,
Mademoiselle Verpie used to sit with her feet on
her foot-warmer.  Saturday was the sewing-woman's
day, and Mademoiselle Verpie never missed a
Saturday."

" Mademoiselle Verpie," sad Lucien with a
sigh: "how old would she be to-day ? She was
getting on in life when we were children. She
used to tell a story about a box of maiches. | have
aways remembered that story and can repegt it now
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word for word just as she used to tell it. ' It was
when they were placing the gatues on the Font des
Saints-Pires. It was so cold that my fingers were
quite numb. Coming back from doing my
marketing, | was watching the workmen. There
was a whole crowd of people waiting to sse how
they would lift such heavy datues | had my
basket on my arm. A wel-dressad gentleman said
to me, " Mademoisdle, you are on fire" Then
| sndt a smedl of sulphur and saw smoke pouring
out of my basket. My thregpenny box of matches
had caught fire* That was how Mademoisdle
Verpie related the adventure" added Monseur
Bergeret. "She often usd to tell us of it.
Probably it was the greates adventure of her life."
"You've forgotten an important part of the
gory, Lucien. These were Mademoisdle Verpie's
exact words: ' A wdl-dressed gentleman said to
me," Mademoisdle, you are on fire" | answered

" Go away and leave me aone" " Jugt as you
like, Mademoisdle” Then | andt a smdl of
sulphur.'™

" You arequiteright, Zoe. | wasmutilatingthe
text and omitted an important passsge By her
reply, Mademoisdle Verpie, who was hump-backed,
showed that she was a virtuous woman. It is a
point that one should bear in mind. | sem to
recollect, too, that she was very eadly shocked.”
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" Our poor mother," said Zoe, "had a mania
for maiding. What an amount of darning used to
be done !"

" Yes, she was fond of her needle. But what |
thought so charming was that before she sat down
to her sawing she always placed a pot of wallflowers
or daiges or adish of fruit and green leaves on the
table before her just where the light caught it. She
usd to say that rosy apples were as pretty as roses
| never met anyone who appredated as she did the
beauty of a peach or a bunch of grapes When she
went to s the Chardins at the Louvre, she knew
by ingtinct that they were good pictures, but she
could not help feding that she preferred her own
groups  With what conviction she would sy to
me: ' Look, Lucien, have you ever ssn anything
90 beautiful as this feather from a pigeon's wing ?
| think no one ever loved nature more smply and
frankly than she"

"Poor Mother," dghed Zoe, "and in spite of
that her tade in dres was dreadful. One day
e choe a blue dress for me at the Petit-Saint-
Thomas. It was caled dectric blue, and it was
terrible. That frock was the burden of my childish
days"

"Y ou were never fond of dress, you."

" You think s, do you? Well, you are
mistaken. | should have loved to have pretty
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dressss but the dder sser had to go short because
little Lucien nesded tunics. It couldn't be helped.’

They pased into a narrow room, more like a
passage

" This was Father's sudy." said Zoe,

" Hasn't it been cut in two by a partition ? |
thought it was much larger than this."

" No, it was aways the same asit isnow. His
writing-dek was there, and above it hung the
portrait of Monsieur Victor Leclerc. Why haven't
you kept that engraving, Lucien ?"

" What! doyou mean to sy that this narrow
room held his motley crowd of books and contained
whole nations of poets orators and historians?
When | was a child 1 usd to lisen to the slent
doquence that filled my ears with a buzz of glory.
No doubt the presence of such an assambly pressed
back the walls | certainly remember it as a
gpadous room."

"1t was very overcrowded. He would never
let us tidy anything in his study."

" S0 it was here that our father usad to work,
saated in his old red arm-chair with his cat Zobeide
on a cushion at his feet Here it was that he used
to look at us with the same dow smile that he never
logt all through his illness, even up to the very lag.
| ssaw him gmile gently at death itsdlf, as he had
gmiled at life."
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"You are migaken in that, Lucicn. Father
did not know he was going to die."

Monseur Bergeret did not gpesk for a moment,
then he said:

" Itisdrange | can see him now, in memory,
not worn out and white with age, but still young as
he waswhen | was quite a little child. | can see his
dight, supple figure and his long black wind-tossed
hair. Such mops of hair, that ssemed as though
whipped up by a gust of wind, crowned many of
the enthusagic heads of the men of 1830 and '48.
| know it was only a trick of the brush that
arranged their hair like that, but it made them
look as though they lived upon the heights and
in the sorm. Their thoughts were loftier and
more generous than ours. Our father beieved in
the advent of soda justice and universal peace
He announcad the triumph of the Republic and
the harmonious formation of the United Sates of
Europe. He would be crudly dissppointed were
he to come back among us."

He was sill speaking although Mademoisdle
Bergeret was no longer in the sudy. He followed
her into the empty drawing-room. There they
both recalled the arm-chairs and sofa of green
velvet, which as children, in their games they usd
to turn into walls and dtades

" Oh, thetaking of Damietta!" cried Monsieur
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Bergeret. " Do you remember it, Zoe? Mother,
who allowed nothing to be wasted, usad to collect
all the slver paper round the bars of chocolate, and
one day she gave me a pile which pleassd me as
much as if it had been a magnificent present |
gummed it to the leaves of an old atlas and made it
into hemets and cuirassss  One day when Cousin
Paul came to dinner | gave him one of thee ss of
armour, a Saracen's and put the other on mysalf: it
was the armour of St. Louis. |If one goes into the
matter, neither Saracens nor Christian knights wore
such armour in the thirteenth century, but such
a ocondderation did not trouble us, and | took
Damietta.

" That recollection reminds me of the cruelest
humiliation of my life. As soon as | had made
mysdf mager of Damietta, | took Cousn Paul
prisoner and tied him up with skipping-ropes, then
1 pushed him with such enthusasn that he fell on
his nosg, uttering piercing shrieks in spite of his
courage  Mother came running in when she heard
the noise, and when she saw Cousin Paul bound and
prograte on the floor she picked him up, kissed
him and said : ' You ought to be ashamed of your-
«f, Lucien, to hit a child so much smaller than
yoursdf. And asa matter of fact Cousin Paul, who
never grew very big, was then very small. | did
not sy that it had happened in the wars | said
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nothing at all, and remained covered with confuson.
My shame was increased by the magnanimity of
Cousin Paul who said, between his sobs® | haven't

hurt mysdf!
"Ah, our beautiful drawing-room,” dghed
Monsieur Bergeret. " | hardly know it with this

new paper. How | loved the ugly old paper with
its green boughs What a gentle shade what a
ddicious warmth dwelt in the folds of the hideous
claret-coloured rep curtains ! Sartacus with folded
arms usad to look at us indignantly from the top of
the dock on the mantdpiece. His chaing which |
usd idly to play with, came off one day in my
hand. Our beautiful drawing-roomJ Mother
would sometimes call us in there when she wes
entertaining old friends. We usad to come here to
kiss Mademoisdle Lalouette. She was over eghty
years of age; her cheskswere covered with a mossy
growth and her chin was bearded. Onelong yelow
tooth protruded from her lips. They were sotted
with black. What magic makes the memory of
that horrible little old woman full of an attractive
charm for me now ? What force compds me to
recall details of her quex far-away personality ?
Mademoisdle Lalouette and her four cats lived
on an annuity of fifteen hundred francs, one half
of which e sent in printing pamphlets on
Louis XVII. She aways had about a dozen of
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them in he hand-bag. The good lady's mania
Wes to prove that the Dauphin exaped from the
Temple in a wooden horse Do you remember
the day she gave us lunch in her room in the Rue
de Verneuil, Zoe? There, under layers of ancient
filth, lay myserious riches, boxes full of gold and
embroideries”

" Yes" sid Zoe, " she showed us some lace
that had belonged to M arie Antoinette.”

" Mademosdle Lalouette's manners were ex-
cdlent,” continued Monsieur Bergeret. " She poke
the purest French and adhered to the old pronunci-
ation. Sheusd to sy ' unsegret, un fi/, une do';
she made me fed as though | were living in the
reign of Louis XV 1. Mother used to snd for us
a0 to ek to Monsieur Mathatene who was not
0 old as Mademoisdle Lalouette; but he had a
hideous face Never did a gentler soul reveal itself
in a more frightful shape He was an inhibited
priest whom my father had met in the dubsin 1848
and whom he etesmed for his Republican opinions.
Poorer than Mademoisdle Lalouette, Monsieur
Mathalinewould go without food in order, like her,
to print his pamphlets, but his went to prove
that the sun and the moon move round the earth
and arein reality no bigger than chee=s  That, by
the way, was the opinion of Pierrot, but Monsieur
Mathalene arrived at his conduson only after thirty
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years of meditation and calculation. Onestill comes
upon one of his pamphlets occadonaly on the old
bookgalls Monsieur Mathalene was full of zeal
for the happiness of mankind, whom he terrified by
his dreadful uglines The only exceptions to his
universal love were the adronomers, whom he
ugpected of the blackes desgns on himsdf. He
imagined that they wanted to poison him, and
ingsed on preparing his own food as much out of
prudence as on account of his poverty."

Thus in the empty rooms like Ulysss in the
land of the Cimmerii, did Monsieur Bergeret evoke
the hades For a moment he remained sunk in
thought; then he sad :

" Zoe, it must be one of two things; ether in
the days of our childhood there were more maniacs
about than there are now, or our father befriended
more than his fair share | think he mug have
liked them. Pity probably drew him to them, or
maybe he found them less tedious than other people ;
anyhow, he had a great following of them,"

Mademoisdle Bergeret shook her head.

" Our parents usd to recave very sngble and
deserving people | should sy rather that the
harmless peculiarities of some old people impressd
you, and that you have retained a vivid memory of
them.”

" Zoe, make no mistake; we were both brought
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up among people who did not think in a common
or usua fashion. Mademoisdle Lalouette, Abbe
Mathaline and Monsieur Grille were wanting in
ordinary common snsg that is certain. Do you
remember Monsieur Grille? Hewastall and stout,
with a red face and a dosedipped white beard.
He had logt both his sons in an Alpine accdent in
Switzerland, and ever snce summer and winter
alike, he had worn garments made of bed-ticking.
Our father conddered him an exquiste Hellenist
He had a ddicate feding for the poetry of the
Greek lyrics He touched with a light and sure
hand the hackneyed text of Theocritus. It was his
happy mania never to beieve in the certain death of
his two sons and while with crazy confidence he
awaited ther return he lived, dad in the raiment of
a carnival clown, in loving intimacy with Alcsausand
Sappho.”

" He usd to give us caramds” said Mademoi-
sdleBergeret.

" His remarks were always wise, well-expressed
and beautiful," went on Monsieur Bergeret, " and
that usad to frighten us Logic is what alarms us
mog in a madman.”

"On Sunday nights the drawing-room was
ours" said Mademoisdle Bergeret.

" Yes" sad Mongdeur Bergeret. " It wasthere
we usd to play games lafter dinner. We usad to

D
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write verses and draw pictures, and mother would
play forfeitswith us  Oh, the candour and smpli-
city of those bygone days 1  The smple pleasures,
the charm of the old-world manners|  We used to
play charades we ransacked your wardrobes, Zoe,
in search of thingsto dressup in."

" Oneday you pulled the white curtains off my
bed."

"That was to make robes for the Druids in
the migtletoe soeng, Zoe. The word we chose was
guimauve. We were very good at charades and
Father was such a splendid audience. He did not
ligen to a word, but he smiled at us | think |
should have been quite a good actor, butthegrown-
ups never gave me a chance; they aways wanted
todo all the talking."

" Don't labour under any ddusions, Lucien ;
you wer e incapable of playing your part in a charade.
You are too absent-minded. | am the first to
recognize your intellect and your talents but you
never had the gift of improvisation. You must
not try to go outsde your books and manu-
sripts”

" | amjust to mysdf, Zoe, and | know | am
not eloquent; but when Jules Guinaut and Uncle
Maurice played with us one could not get a word
in."

" Jules Guinaut had areal talent for comedy,”
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said Mademoisele Bergeret, " and an ungquenchable
spirit."

" He was studying medicing” said Monsieur
Bergeret. " A good-looking fellow ! "

" So people usd to say.”

" | think hewas in love with you."

" | don't think <"

" He paid you a great deal of attention.”

" That'squite a different matter."

" Then, quite suddenly, he disappeared.”

" Ves”

" Don't you know what became of him ? "

" No. Come, Lucien, let usgo."

" Yes, let usgo, Zoe; here we are the prey of
the shades”

And, without tur ning their heads, the brother and
gdea depped over the threshold of ther childhood's
old home and went dlently down the sone dair-
a2 When they found themsdves again in the
Rue des Grands-Augustins, amid the cabsand drays,
the housawives and the artisans the noise and
movement of the outer world bewildered them as
though they had just emerged from a long period of
solitude.



CHAPTER V

A BARGE had prominent eyes and a
y shdlow mind. But his skin was
W < siny that you could not hep
thinking that his mind mus of
necessty be of a fatty nature. His whole being
was eoquent of arrogance, brusgueness and a pride
that apparently had no fear of being importunate.
Monsieur Bergeret guessed that the man had come
to ak a favour of him.

They had known one another in the country.
The professor, taking a walk besde the duggish
river, had often noted, on a green hillsde, the
dated roof of the chateau inhabited by Monseur
de La Barge and hisfamily. Monsieur deLaBarge
himself he saw less frequently, for the latter was on
vigting terms with the arigocracy of the country-
gde, without being aufficiently grand himsdf to
receive the humbler folk. In the country he knew
Monsieur Bergeret only on those critical days when
one or another of his sonswas going in for some

44
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examination; but now, in Paris, he wished to be
friendly, and he made an €effort to be 0.

"Dear Monseur Bergeret, | mug first of all
congr atulate you."

"Please do not trouble” replied Monsieur
Bergeret, with a little gesture of refusal that
Monsieur de La Barge quite wrongly interpreted
as ingpired by modesty.

"l bey your pardon, Monseur Bergeret, a
profesorship at the Sorbonne is a much-coveted
position, and one that you well deserve”

"How is your sn Adhemar?" inquired
Monseur Bergeret, renembering the name as that
of a candidate for the bachdor's degree who had
interested in his incompeence the authorities of
civil, military and ecdesadical society.

" Adhimar ? He is doing wdll, very well; a
little wild perhaps but what would you have ?
He has nothing to do. In some ways it might
be better for him to have some settled occupa-
tion. However, he isvery young ; thereis plenty
of time; he takes after me; he will stle down
once he has found his vocation."

"Didn't he do a little demondrating at
Auteuil ?" asked Monseur Bergeret gently.

"For the army, for the army,” answered
Monsieur de La Barge, " and | must confess that
| could not find it in my heart to blame him; It
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can't be heped, | am connected with the army
through my father-in-law, the general, my brothers-
in-law, and my cousn, the commandant.”

He was too modes to mention his father, the
eddes of the Panneton brothers, who was aso
connected with the army through the supply
department, and who, in 1872, as the result of an
annoying charge in the police courts, was given a
light sentence, for having supplied to the Army of
the East, which was marching through the show,
shoes with cardboard soles.

He died ten years later, in his chateau of La
Barge, rich and honoured.

"1 was brought up to venerate the army,"
continued Monsieur Panneton de La Barge
" When quite a child | worshipped a uniform. It
is a family tradition. | do not attempt to hide the
fact that | hold by the old syle of things. | can't
help it, it isin my blood. | am a Monarchist and
authoritarian by temperament. | am a Royalist
Now the army is all that is left us of the Monarchy ;
all that is left of a glorious past It consoles us
for the presnt and fills us with hope for the
future.”

Monsieur Bergeret might have interposed with
ome observations of higorical interest; but he did
not do s, and Monsieur de La Barge continued:

"That is why | regard those who attack the
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army as criminals, and those who would dare to
interfere with it as fools"

" When Napoleon wished to praise one of the
plays of Luce de Lancival," replied the professor,
" he called it a headquarters tragedy. May | sy
that your philosophy is that of a General Staff?
However, ssang that we live under the rule of
liberty, it may perhaps be as well to conform
to its cugsoms. When one lives with men who
have the habit of pesch one mus accugom onesdf
to hear anything. Do not hope that the right to
disuss any subject will ever again be denied in
France. Condgder, too, that the army is by no
means immutable; nothing in the world is that
I ngtitutions can exist only by ceesdess modifications
The army has undergone such trangformations in
the course of its exigence that it will probably
undergo even greater changes in the future, and it
is concavable that in twenty yerss time it will be
quite another thing than what it is to-day."

" | prefer to tell you at once™ replied Monseur
Panneton de La Barge, " that where the army is
concerned | admit of no discusson. | repesat, it
mugt not be interfered with. It represents as it
were, the battleaxe, and as such it mug not be
touched. During the lag sedon of the Consal
General of which | have the honour to be presdent,
the Radical-Sodalig minority put forward avotein
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favour of two yerss service | protested againg
S0 unpatriotic a suggestion. | had no difficulty in
proving a two years service would mean the end of
the army. You cannot make an infantryman in
two years much less a cavalryman. Perhaps you
will gyle those who damour for the two years
svice rformers. | call them wreckers  And it
is the same with all other reforms. They are
machinations directed againg the army. If only
the Sodaids would sy that their dedre is to
replace the army by a vag national guard, they
would at leas be honest"

"The Soddids" replied Monseur Bergerd,
" areagaing all attemptsat territorial conquest; they
propoxe to organize militia solely for purposss of
home defence They do not hide their views, they
gread them broadcag. And possbly therr views
are worth some examination. You nesd not fear
that their desres will be too quickly realized. All
progress is dow and uncertain, and is followed,
more often than not, by retrograde movements
The advance toward a better order of things is
vague and indeterminate. The profound and
innumerable forces which chain man to the pas
caue him to cherish its erors superditions,
preudices and crudties as precious symbals of his
security.  Salutary innovation terrifies him, Prud-
ence makes him imitative, and he dare not quit the
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tumble-down shdter that protected his fathers and
which is about to fall in upon him. Do you not
agree with me, Monsieur Panneton ?" inquired
Monsieur Bergeret, with a charming smile.

Monsieur Panneton de La Barges reply was
that he defended the army. He represented it
as misunderstood, persecuted and menaced, and in
rising tones he continued :

"This campaign in favour of the Traitor,
obginate and enthudsadic as it is whatever may
be the intentions of its leaders has a certain
visble and undeniable effect. It weakens the
army and injuresits chiefs"

"l am going to tell you some very smple
fats" replied Monseur Bergeret. " If the army
is attacked in the person of certain of its chiefs,
that is not the fault of those who have asked
for judtce; it is the fault of those who have so
long refusad it. It is not the fault of those who
demanded an explanation, but of those who have
obgtinately avoided onewith extraordinary stupidity
and abominable wickedness. After all, if crimes
have been committed the evil is not that they
have been made known but that they have
been committed. They have conceadled them-
sHves in all their enormity and in all their de-
formity. They were not recognizable, they
passd over the cowds like dark douds. Did
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you imagine they would never burg ? Did you
think the sun would never shine again upon the
dassc land of Judice upon the country that
taught the Law to Europe and the world ?"

" Don't let us ek of the Affair,” replied
Monseur de La Barge "I know nothing of
it. 1 wish to know nothing. | did not read a
word of the Inquiry. Commandant de La Barge,
my cousin, asured me that Dreyfus was guilty.
That affirmation was enough for me. | came
dear Monseur Bergerd, to ak your advice about
my son Adhemar, whose progpeds in life are
now engaging my attention. A year of military
svice is a long time for a young felow of
good family. Three years would be nothing
short of disader. It is essntid to find a means
of exemption. | had thought of letting him
take his degree in literature, but |I'm afraid it
is too difficult. Adhemar is intdligent, but he
has no tage for literature."

"Well," sad Monsieur Bergeret, "try the
Schod of Higher Commercia Studies; or the
Commercia Ingtitute, or the Schod of Commerce
I do not know if the Watchmakers College at
Clusss would till furnish means of exemption.
It used not to be difficult, 1've besn told, to
obtain the certificate”

" But AdMmar cannat very well make watches”
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replied Monsieur de La Barge with a certain
modesty.

" Then try the Schod of Oriental Languages,”
said Monsieur Bergeret obligingly. " It was an
excdlent institution to begin with."

"1t has gone down dnce" dghed Monsieur
delLaBarge

"1t gill has its good points.  What about
Tamil, for ingance ?"

" Tamil, do you think ?"

" Or Malagasy."

" Malagasy, perhaps”

"There is a2 a certain Polynesan language
which was spoken, at the beginning of this
century, by only one old ydlow woman. She
died, leaving behind her a parrot. A German
sholar collected a few words of the language
from the parrot, and from these he compiled a
dictionary. Perhaps this language is till taught
at the School of Oriental Languages. | should
advise your son to find out.”

Upon this advice, Monsieur Panneton de La
Barge made his adieux and thoughtfully took his
departure.



CHAPTER VI

: VENTS followed their due course
"'* Monsieur Bergeret continued to

look for a flat; it was his sger
who found one. Thus the postive
mind has the advantage over the
soeculative mind. It must be admitted that
Mademoisdle Bergeret made an excdlent choice.
She was lacking neither in expeience of life
nor in common sne Having been a governess
she had lived in Russa, and had travelled about
Europe. She had obsarved the manne's and
cugoms of the different nations She knew the
world, and that heped her to know Paris.

"That's it,” she said to her brother, stopping
before a new house overlooking the Luxembourg
garden.

"The dairs look decent enough,” said Mon-
sSeur Bergeret, " but it's rather a giff climb."

"Nonsense, Lucien. You are quite young
enough to go up five short flights of gairs with-
out getting exhausted."

52
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" Doyou really think s0?" said Lucien, flattered.

She was careful to point out that the air-
carpet ran right to the top of the house, and he
smilingly accusad her of being susceptible to trifling
vanities.

"But it is possble" he added, "that I my-
sf should fed dightly offended were the carpet
to dop short at the floor bdow ours. We
profess to be wise, but we ill have our weak
points. That reminds me of what | noticed
yeserday, after lunch, as | was passng a church.
The outer geps were covered with a red carpet
which had been trodden, after the ceremony, by
the guests at some great wedding. A working-
dass couple with their party were waiting for the
las of the wealthy company to leave <0 that
they might enter the church. They were laugh-
ing at the idea of climbing the seps upon this
unexpected splendour.  The little brides white
fet were already on the edge of the carpet when
the beadle waved her away. The men in charge
of the trappings of the wealthy wedding dowly
rolled up the carpe of honour, and only when
it foomed a huge cylinder did they allow the
humble wedding party to mount the bare geps
| sood for a moment and watched the worthy
folk, who ssmed greatly amusad by the incident.
Humblefolk surrender with admirable equanimity
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to soda ineguality, and Lamennais was quite
right to say 'that the whole sodal order reds
on the resgnation of the poor.' "

"Hereweare" said Mademoisdle Bergeret.

"I'm out of breath,” remarked Monseur
Bergeret.

" Because you would talk," replied Mademoisdle
Bergeret. " You shouldn't tell anecdotes while you
are going upgairs.”

" After all," said Monsieur Bergeret, " it is the
common degtiny of men of learning to live dose
under the roof. Sdence and meditation are often
hidden away in garrets, and when we come to think
of it, no marble hall is worth an attic filled with
beautiful thoughts."

"This room," replied Mademoisdle Bergeret,
"is not a garret It is lighted by a big window
and is to be your study."

On hearing this, Monsieur Bergeret looked at
the four wallsin alarm, like a man on the brink of
a precipice.

"What isthe matter ?" asked hissger uneagly.

But he did not reply. The little square room,
hung with light paper, ssemed to him dark with the
unknown future. He entered with a dow and
fearful gep as though he were entering upon a
hidden destiny. Then, measuring on the floor the
position of his work-table, he said :
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"1 shal gt there. It is a migake to be too
sentimental over the pag and the future. They are
nothing but abgract ideas, which were not originally
posesd by primitive man ; he acquired them only
after long effort, to his great misfortune. The
thought of the pas in itself is sufficiently painful.
| do not think anyone would be willing to begin
life again if he had to go over precisdy the same
ground. That there are delightful hours and ex-
quisite moments | do not deny, but they are pearls
and precious gones parsdy sprinkled on the harsh
and dismal web of life. The course of the years is,
for all its brevity, of tedious downess and if it be
ometimes swedt to remember it is because we are
able to make our minds dwell upon certain mo-
ments. And even then the swedness is pale and
melancholy. As for the future, we dare not look it
in the face s0 threateningis its gloomy countenance.
And when you told me a moment snce, Zoe, that
this was to be my study, | ssaw mysdf in the future,
and | could not bear the sight | am not without
courage, | think, but I am given to reflection, and
reflection and fearlesness are not the bex of
friends”

"The mog difficult thing of all,” put in Zoe,
" was to find three bedrooms”

"It is certain,” rgoined Monseur Bergeret,
"that humanity, in its youth, did not conceive of
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the future and the pag aswe do. Now thes ideas
that devour us have no reality outsde oursdves
We know nothing.of life, and the theory of its
devedlopment through time is pure illuson. It is
by some infirmity of our snses that we do not s
tomorrow realized as we se yederday. We can
very well conceve of beings S0 organized as to be
capable of the smultaneous perception of phenomena
which to us appear to be sparated from one ancther
by an appredable interval of time. We oursdves
do not perceive light and sound in the order of
time. We oursdves take in at a sngle glance
when we raise our eyes to the sky, ageds which
are by no means contemporaneous.  The beams of
light from the qars ssam indistinguishable to our
gyes, yet they mingle in them, in a fraction of a
seoond, centuries and thousands of centuriess With
ingruments other than those we now possss we
might s oursdves lying dead in the very midgt of
our own life.  For, as time does not in reality exi,
and as the sucocesson of fads is only an appearance,
all facts are realized smultaneoudy and there is no
ch thing as the future. The future has already
been ; we merdy discover it Now, perhaps you
have some idea, Zoe, why | sopped short at the door
of the room where | am tolive. Time is a pure
idea, and ace is no more real than time."

" That may be" remarked Zoe, "but itisVery
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expensive in Paris at any rate. You must have
noticed that while you were house-hunting. |
don't expect you care to se my room ; come,
Pauline's will interest you more."

" Let usgo and se them both," said Monsieur
Bergeret, as he obediently promenaded his animal
mechanism through the little square rooms hung
with flowered paper, pursuing the course of his
reflections the while.

" The savages" he said, " make no distinction
between past, present and future. Languages,
which are undoubtedly the oldest monuments of
the human race, permit us to go back to the days
when our ancestors had not yet accomplished this
metaphysical operation. Monsieur Michel Breal,
who has just published an admirable essay on the
subject, shows that the verb, so rich to-day in its
resources for marking the priority of an action, had
originally no means of expressng the past, and in
order to perform this function forms were em-
ployed which implied a double affirmation of the
present.”

As he spoke, he returned to the room which
was to be his study, which had at first sight seemed,
in its emptiness, to be filled with the shadows of the
ineffable future.

Mademoiselle Bergeret opened the window.

"Look, Lucien."
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And, seeing the bare tops of the trees, Monsieur
Bergeret smiled.

"These black boughs,” he said, "will assume,
in the timid April sunlight, the purple hue of their
buds; then they will bresk forth into soft green
foliage. That will be delightful. It will, indeed,
be charming. Zoe, you ae full of wisdom and
kindness, a worthy steward and a most endearing
Sster. Let mekissyou."”

Monsieur Bergeret kissed his sister, repesting :

" You aeagood creature, Zoe."

And Mademoiselle Bergeret's reply was:

" Our father and mother were both good."

Monsieur Bergeret would have embraced her a
second time, but she protested :

"You'll makemy hair untidy, Lucien, and that
| can't bear."

Monsieur Bergeret stretched out his hand as he
stood by the open window.

"Look, Zoe, to theright. On the site of those
ugly buildings used to be the Pepiniere. There,
our edes have told me, was a maze of paths
bordered by green trelliswork windows among the
shrubs. Our father used to walk there when he
was ayoung man. He used to read the philosophy
of Kant and the novels of George Sand, seated on a
bench behind the statue of Vellida. A dreaming
Vellida, with hands folded over her mygic sckle,
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and aosed legs who was the object of much
generous and youthful adoration. The gudents
used to gt at her feet discussng love, justice and
liberty. They did not enlist in those days in the
party of untruth, injustice and tyranny.

" The Empire destroyed the Pepiniere. It was
an evil deed, for there is a soul even in inanimate
things. The noble ideas of many young men
perished with the gardens How many beautiful
dreems and dupendous hopes have taken shape
under the shadow of Maindron'sromantic Vellida!
To-day our sudents have palaces with a bug of the
Presdent of the Republic over the mantepiece in
the principal room. Who will resore to them the
winding alleys of the Pepiniere, where they were
wont to disuss the etablishment of peace and
happiness and the liberty of theworld ? Who will
give bak to them the garden where, amid the
joyous songs of the birds, they repested the
generous syings of ther mages Quinet and
Michelet?"

" No doubt they were enthusagic enough,” said
Mademoisdle Bergeret,” but in theend they became
doctors and lawyers in their own provinces One
mugt resgn onesdf to the mediocrity of life. Y ou
know well enough, it is very difficult to live, and one
must not expect too much of ones felow-creatures.
Anyhow, do you like the rooms ?"
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"Yes, and I'm sure Pauline will be delighted.
She has a charming room."

" She has but young girls are never delighted
with anything."

" Pauline is not unhappy with us"

" No, indeed. She is very happy, but she does
not redlizeit."

"l am going to the Rue Saint-Jacques” an-
nounced Monsieur Bergeret, "to ak Roupart to
put up some shdvesin my study."



CHAPTER VII

] liking and eseam for craftsmen. As
4 he did not indulge in any daborate
appointments, he rardy employed
wor kmen, but, when he did employ
one, he tried to enter into conversation with him,
being sure of hearing something worth listening to.

So he extended a gracious welcome to Roupart,
the carpenter, who came one morning to put up
ome book-shdves in his sudy,

Riquet, as was his cusom, lay in the depths of
his mager's arm-chair, peacefully dumbering. But
the immemorial recollection of the perils which
surrounded his wild forbears in the forets makes
the domedtic dog desp lightly. It should further
be said that this hereditary readiness to awaken
promptly was fodered in Riquet by the snse of
duty. Riquet regarded himsdf as a watch-dog.
Firmly convinced that his misson in life was to
guacd the house, he was proud and happy in his
vocation.

61
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Unfortunately, however, he thought of all
housss as being what they are in the country or the
fables of La Fontaine, sanding betwixt courtyard
and garden, of which a dog could make the circuit,
iffing a il redolent of the odours of cattle and
manure. He had formed no idea of the plan of the
flat occupied by his mager on the fifth sory of a
great block of buildings. So, unacquainted with the
limits of his domain, hewas not quite dear as to
what he had to guard. And he was a ferodous
guardian. Suppodng that the appesrance of this
dranger dad in patched blue trousers, smdling of
perspiration and carrying his load of planks, weas
imperilling the housg, he leaped from his chair and
procesded to bark at the man, retreating before him
with heroic deiberation. Monseur Bergeret bade
him be dlent, and he regretfully obeyed, sad and
urprised to s= his devotion usdess and his Sgnals
digegarded. His earnet gaze, turned upon his
mader, ssemed to say:

" So you alow this anarchig to enter, dragging
his infernal machine behind him.  Well, come what
may, |'ve done my duty."

Then hewent back to his chair and dept again.
Monseur Bergeret, abandoning the sthdiads of
Virgil, entered into conversation with the carpenter.
First he quegtioned him as to the purchasng, cutting
and polishing of different woods and thejoining of
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the planks. He loved to obtain fresh information
and he realized the excdlence of the vulgar tongue.

His face to the wall, Roupart ansvered him
between intervals of long dlence, during which he
took measurements It was then that he discussd
pandling and the making of joints.

" A tenon and morticejoint nesds no glue if the
work is properly done"

"Is there not a0 such a thing as a dove-tail
joint 2" inquired Monsieur Bergeret.

"It's an od-fashioned affair; they don't make
‘cm now,” replied the carpenter.

Thus the professr learned something by listen-
ing totheartisan. Having made sufficient headway
with his work, the carpenter turned to Monseur
Bergeret. Hissunken, large-featured face, his brown
complexion, his hair matted over his forehead, and
his little goatee, grey with dust, gave him the look
of a bronze figure. His smile, which was gentle,
but came with difficulty, showed his white teeth and
gave him a youthful look.

" | know you, Monsieur Bergeret.”

" Doyou really ?

" Ohyes | know you. That was something a
bit out of the common what you did, and no
migake. You don't mind my mentioning it, |
hope?"

" Not in theleast"
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" Well, then, you did something quite out of the
common. You cut your own dass refused to have
any trupk with the brass hats and sy pilots."

"1 hate forgers, my friend," replied Monseur
Bergeret. " Surely that is pemissble in a philo-
logist. | have made no ssoret of my opinions, but
| have not gone out of my way to sread them.
How did you get to know of them ?"

"1 will tell you. One sses all sorts of people
at the workshop in the Rue Saint-Jacques. All
orts and conditions, big and little. One day | was
planing some wood, and | heard Pierre sy : ' That
low-down cur of a Bergeret.! And Paul aks him,
" Won't somebody smach his jaw for him ?  And
then | redlized that you were on the right sdein
the Affair. There aren't many like you in this part
of Paris;'

" And what do your friends sy ?'

"There aren't many Sodaligs hereabouts, and
the few there are don't agree Last Saturday at
the dub there was a lot of tagrag and bobtail
and the whole lot of us darted quarrdling. Old
Flechier, who fought in 1870, a Communard, who
was deported—hes a man, he is—he got up on
the platform and said : ' Citizens, kegp your hair
on! The intdlectual bourgeois are no less bour-
geois than the military bourgeois Let the capi-
taligs sratch each other's eyes out. Fold your
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ams and keep your eyes on the anti-Semites
At preent they are drilling with sham guns and
wooden swords but when the time comes to ex-
propriate the capitaligs | don't s why we shouldn't
make a gart with the Jews'

"That pretty well brought the house down.
But, | ak you, should an old Communard, a good
revolutionary, talk in that way ? | am not educated
like old Flichier, who has read Marx, but | could
$e well enough that his arguments were all wrong.
It ssams to me that Sodaligm, which gands for
truth, should dso gand for judtice and kindliness,
that everything just and kindly mug come from
it as naturally as the apple comes from the apple-
tree. | take it that when we fight againg in-
jugice we are fighting for oursdves for the
working-dasses, because it's on us that all injustice
lies s0 heavy. In my opinion, everything that is
equitable is a beginning of Sodalisn. Like Jauris,
| beieve that to take ddes with the upholders of
violence and falsehood is to turn onés badk upon
the soda revolution. | know nothing of Jews
or Chrigians. | recognize only men—and there
again the only diginction I make is between the
just and the unjust Jewns or Chridians it is
difficult for the rich to bejust; but when the laws
arejust, men will be just too. Even now the
Collectiviss and Anarchigs are preparing for the
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future by fighting againg tyranny and inspiring
the people with hatred of war and love for ther
fdlow-itien. Even now we can do something.
It'll keep us from dying desperate with the bitter-
ness of rage in our hearts. For sure enough we
shan't s& the triumph of our ideas and when
Callectiviam is etablished all over the world | shall
have been carried fest foremogt from my garret a
long while before.  But there! 1'm jawing and the
timeésgoing"

He pulled out his watch, and sseng that it was
deven odock he put on his waiscoat, picked up
his tools, and ramming his cap on the back of his
head, said, without turning round :

" It's a ure thing that the middle dasss are
rotten. The Dreyfus cae showed that plainly
enough.”

With that, he went off to his dinner.

Then, with wide-open mouth, bristling hair
and flaming eyes Riquet rushed at Roupart's
departing heds pursuing them with frantic barks.
It may have been that a bad dream had troubled
his light dumber and caused him to take advantage
of the enamy's retreat, or, as his mager fgned to
believe, that his anger had been aroused by the
name which had just been pronounced.

Alone with Riquet, Monseur Bergeret ad-
dressed him gently in these sorrowful words:
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"You, too, poor little blackamoor, so feeble
in gspite of your sharp teeth and your degp bark,
the apparent strength of which renders your weak-
ness ridiculous and your cowardice amusing—you,
too, worship the pomps of the flesh. You bow
to the old iniquities and worship injustice out of
repect for the sodal order that gives you food and
a roof over your head. You, too, would uphold
an illegal judgment obtained by fraud and untruth;
you, too, are the plaything of appearances and
allow yoursdf to be ssduosed by lies. You have
been brought up on cumsy falsshoods and your
darkened mind fesds on the works of darkness
You decdve and are decaved with ddightful
thoroughness and you, too, have your racal
hatreds, your crud prgudices and your contempt
for the unfortunate.”

And as Riquet gazed at his mager with a look
of infinite innocence Monsieur Bergeret continued
still more gently:

"Yes, | know: you have a vague goodness
the goodness of a Caliban. You are a pious dog;
you have your theology and your morality, and you
try to do well. But then you know nothing.
You keep watch over the house guarding it even
againg its friends and those who would make it
more beautiful. The workman whom you wanted
to drive out of the house has in his smple fashion,
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some admirable ideas But you did not listen
to him.

" Your shaggy ears are turned not to him whose
words are wisss but to him who makes the most
noise; and the natural fear which in the days of
the cave-dwdlers was the wise counsdlor of your
ancegors and of mine—the fear that created the
gods and crime—makes you turn from the un-
fortunate and deprives you of pity. And you do
not even want to be just The white face of the
new goddess Judice is drange to you, and you
prodrate yoursef before the old gods black like
yoursdlf with fear and violence. You admire brute
force thinking it the sovereign power, because you
do not know that it dedroys itsdf. You do not
know that all chains mug fall beforeajust idea.

" You do not know that true grength lies in
wisdom and that through wisdom alone the nations
ri|f to greatness  You do not know that that
which makes the glory of the nations is not the
sndHess damour raised in public places but the
noble thought concealed in some garret, which,
greading one day over the whole world, will
change itsface  You do not know that those who
have suffered imprisonment, outrage and exile, for
justice sake, have honoured their country in the
act. You do not undergand.”



CHAPTER VIII

A <udy chatting with his pupil, M on-
PJ seur Goubin.
’ "| found to-day," he said" in a
J friend's library, a little book which
is extremely rare and perhaps unique. Whether he
is ignorant of its exigence, or thinks it of little
value, Brunet does not mention it in his Manual.
It is alittle duodecimo entitled: Les characthres et
pourtraicturestracisd apreslesmodellesanticques. I t
wes printed in the year 1538 in the learned Rue
Saint-Jacques”

" Do you know the author ?* inquired Mon-
seur Goubin.

" The author isa certain Magter Nicole Lange-
lier, a Parisan,” replied Monsieur Bergeret. " His
dyle is not S0 pleasant as that of Amyot, but it is
dear and full of meaning. | enjoyed reading his
book, and copied out a chapter that sruck me as
veryjeurious. Would you care to hear it 7"

" Very much,” replied Monsieur Goubin.

69
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Monsieur Bergeret took some papers from the
table and read the heading :

" Concerning the Trublions which arose in the
time of the Republick."

Monsieur Goubin inquired who these Trublions
were. Monsieur Bergeret replied that he would no
doubt discover that from what followed, and that it
was a good plan to read a text before commenting
onit. Andheread asfollows:

" In those days there appeared in the city folk
that uttered loud cries and were named Trublions,
inasmuch as they served a chief named Trublion,
who was of high lineage but small understanding
and full of the arrogance of youth. And the
Trublions aso had another chief named Tintin-
nabule who made excellent speeches and marvellous
ongs and had been cagt forth from the republick
by the law and usage of ostracism. In truth the
said Tintinnabule wes adverse to Trublion; when
the one pulled up stream the other pulled down.
But the Trublions cared nothing for that, being so
crazy that they did not know whither they were
steering.

" At that time there lived in the mountains a
villager named Robin Honcyman, who had already
a hoary head, like a shock of hay or straw; a person
full of guile and subtlety, and very expert in the art
of feigning, who believed that he could govern the
State by means of these Trublions, and he flattered
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them to draw them about him, whistling to them as
sweetly as a flute, after the guise of the fowler
piping to little birds. And the good Tintinnabule
fell into great amazement and affliction by resson
of this piping and had a great fear lest Robin
Honeyman should entice his goslings.

"Under Trublion, Tintinnabule and Robin
Honeyman there held command over the Trublion
troops:

" Four pamers of exceeding sourness.

" Twenty-one baptized Jews.

" Twenty-five worthy begging friars.

" Eight makers of amanacks.

" Forty demagogues, misoxenes, xenophobes
xenoctones and xenophages; and six bushels of
noblemen professing devotion to the beauteous lady
of Bourdes in Navarre.

" In this fashion did sundry and contrary chiefs
govern the Trublions. They were a right un-
mannerly race, and even as the Harpies, as Virgil
reports, s& upon trees and shrieked horribly, and
spoiled all that lay benesth them, in like fashion
these froward Trublions climbed upon the cornices
and pinnacles of the churches and houses, thence to
do despite to the courteous citizens, to drop filth
upon them and to piss upon them.

"And they diligently chose an old colontl
named Gelgopole, who was the most inept in war
that could be found, an enemy of justice and a
disdainer of the laws, and made of him their idol
and eparagon, and went about the city crying!
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' Long life to the old Colonel!" And the little
schod-urchins likewise squealed at their heds
" Long lifeto theold Colond |I' Then the aforesaid
Trublions gathered together in many assamblies and
conventides in which they cried : Health to the
old Colonel' with such loudness of voice that the
dements themsdves were asounded and the birds
flying above their heads fell to earth benumbed and
dead. In sooth this was a very base madness and a
mog horrible frenzy.

"Then the said Trublions prodaimed that he
who would faithfully serve the city and merit the
cvic crown, which was fashioned of the leaves of
the oak-tree bound with a fillet of wool and naught
besdes and honourable among all crowns, should
utter furious cries and insane discourses, likewise
those that guided the plough, and those that
reaped and gathered the harvest, and led ther
flocks to the pasture and grafted their pear-trees in
this fair land of vine and corn, of green meadows
and fruitful gardens did not srve the Sate
Neither did ther fdlows that hewed the sone and
builded in the dties and villages houses with roofs
of red tiles and fine date, nor the weavers nor the
glassworkers, nor the done-cutters that laboured
within the bowds of Cybde. Nor the wise men
who laboured in their dosad dudies and gpadous
libraries knowing many wondrous sexrds of Nature:
nor the mothers giving milk unto their babes nor
the good old wives spinning with their digaffsin the
chimney-corner, telling tales to the little children.
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But, said they, the Trublions served the State by
braying like asses at a fair. And be it sad for
justice ske that in so doing they thought to do
well, for they had naught but the douds of their
brains and the breath of their mouths for their own,
and they expended their breath with great force for
the public weal and common pr ofit.

"And they cried not only 'Long life to the
old Colond !" but they aso cried without respite
that they loved the Sate In which they
grievoudy offended the other citizens, for thus
they gave men to undergand that those folk
who shouted not did not love their mother the
Sate nor the fair land of ther birth, which was
a manifet imposture and an injury not to be
auffered, for men drink with their mother's milk
this natural love and it is swest to breathe ones
natal air.

"Now there were living at this time in the
city and country many wise and prudent men,
who loved their city and republick with a dearer
and purer love than ever the Trublions bare
them.

"For the said wise men desred that their
city should remain wise and virtuous as them-
sves blooming with graces and virtues, bearing
fitly in her right hand the golden rod of justice,
and that their city should be glad, careful and
free, and not (as the Trublions contrary-wise
desred) bearing in her hands a great club where-
with to beabour the good citizens and a blessd

F
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duplet to mutter Aves and filthify and miserably
ubject to the old Colond Gegopole and the
sid Tintinnabule. For in sooth thee latter
wished her subject to monks, hypocrites, bigots
canting rogues and impogors; lousy, filthy, frocked
and hooded, shaven and barefoot; for devourers
of crudfixes bleaters of requiems, beggars de
frauders and cozeners of tetaments swarmed in
those days and had aready by soret means
acquired in houses and woods, fields and meadows
well-nigh one third part of the land of France.
And they diligently laboured (these Trublions)
to render the city yet more rude and uncomely.
For they concaved a great averson to meditation
and philosophy and all arguments deduced from
upright feding and drewnd reasoning, and, all
aubtle thoughts, and condemned everything save
force, only egeeming this latter because it was
wholly brutish. Thus did the Trublions love
their State and the country of ther birth."

As he read this old French text, Monseur
Bergaret was careful to sound all the letters
with which it was brigtling after the fashion of
the Renaissance He had a feding for the beauty
of his native language. He paid no attention to
orthography, conddering it a negligible thing:
but he'had, on the other hand, the greatest respect
for the old pronunciation, so light and fluent,
which in our days unfortunately, is becoming
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heavier and more cdumsy. Monsieur Bergeret
read histext according to the traditional pronuncia-
tion, and in so doing restored their youth and
novety to the old words. Their meaning emerged
dear and limpid, causng Monsieur Goubin to
remark:

"What | like about that passage is the style;
it is s0 naive"

" Doyou think so ?" said Monsieur Bergeret.

And he continued:

" And the Trublions sad that they would
defend the cdonds and oldiers of the State and
republick, which was mockery and derision, for the
colonds and soldiers, who are armed with guns,
muskets, artillery and other very terrible engines,
are employed to defend and not to be defended
by the unarmed citizens, and it did not seem
possble that there were in the city folk fond
enough to attack their own defenders, and the
prudent men opposad to the Trublions asked only
that the colonds should be honourably subject to
the august and holy laws of the Sate and republick.
But the said Trublions continued to shout and
would hear nothing for that niggardly nature had
deprived them of understanding.

" And the Trublions nourished a great hatred
of foreign nations The names alone of the said
nations and peoples made their eyes sand out of
their heads like those of cray-fish very horrible
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to behold; they waved their arms like the sils
of windmills, so that there was not among them
a notary's cleekk nor a butcher's 'prentice but
wished to send a challenge to a king or queen
or emperor of some great country, and the leagt
hatmaker or taverner made as though he were
ready at any moment to go to the wars, but in
the end he remained in his chamber,

"And as it is true that fools who are ever
greater in number than the wise, march to the
sound of vain cymbals so people of little know-
ledge and underganding (and there are many
such among rich folk as well as among the poor)
joined the company of the Trublions and were
Trublions with them. And there was a horrible
uproar in the State, 0 that the wise maiden
Minerva, dtting in her temple, that she might
not have her ear-drums broken by such bangers
of suogans and infuriated popinjays, filled her
ears with the wax brought her by her well-beloved
bess thus giving her faithful ones wise men,
philosophers and good law-givers of the State,
to undergand that it were wagde of time to enter
into wise dispute and learned argument with these
trublioning and tintinnabulating Trublions. And
ome perons in the realm, and not the least
important, being asounded by this hurly-burly,
percaved that thee crazy loons were on the point
of over-throwing the republick and over-turning the
noble and glorious State, which would have been
a mod lamentable happening. But a day came
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when the Trublions burg asunder, for they were
fall of wind."

His reading finished, Monseur Bergeret re-
placed the pamphlet upon the table.

"These old books" he sad, "amuse and
divert our minds, they make us forget the present
day."

" That istrue,”" replied Monsieur Goubin.

But he amiled ; athing he sddom did.



CHAPTER IX

URI NG the holidays Monsieur
/ d Mazure, a kegpe of departmental
Itf ‘:] W archives came for a few dap to
. SA Paris to canvass the dffices of the
L e Ministry for the Cross of the Legion
of Honour, to make certain higorical ressarches
among the National Archives, and to se the
Moulin-Rouge. Before entering upon his labours,
on the day after his arrival, he called, about sx
O'dock in the evening, upon Monsieur Bergeret,
who wecomed him benevolently.  As the heat of
the day was overwhedming to those who were
detained in the city, under the scorching roofs and
in the dreds filled with acrid dugt, a bright idea
occurred to Monsieur Bergeret Hetook Monsieur
Mazure to the Bois, to a cabaret, where tables were
st out under thetrees, by the brink of a dumbering
shegt of water.

There, in the cool shade and the peace of the
foliage, they enjoyed an excdlent dinner, and
exchanged views upon familiar topics discoursng
in turn upon learning and the divers fashions of

78
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loving. Then, without preconcerted design, they
yielded to an inevitable impulse and spoke of the
Affair.

Monsieur Mazure was greatly perturbed by the
Afiair. Beng both by persuason and temperament
a Jacobin and a patriot, after the manner of Barire
and Saint-Judt, he had joined the Nationalist hods
of his own department, and in company with
Royaligs and derics his betes noires, hehad, in the
uperior interest of his country, uplifted his voice
for the unity and indivisibility of the Republic. He
had even become a member of the league of which
Monsieur Panneton de La Barge was the presdent,
and asthis league had voted an address to the King
it was dowly dawning upon him that it was anti-
republican, and he no longer felt easy in repect of
its principles.  As a matter of fact, being accusomed
to dealing with documents, and quite capable of
bringing his inteligence to bear upon a critical
inquiry of a fairly Smple character, he experienced
me difficulty in upholding a sygem that displayed
an audacity hitherto unexampled in the fabrication
and faldfication of documents intended to ruin an
innocent man.  He fdt that he was surrounded by
imposture, and yet he would not admit the fact that
he had made a misake, such an admisson beng
possble only to minds of unusual quality.

He protested, on the contrary, that hewas right,
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and it is only fair to admit that he was kept in
ignorance, condrained, crushed and compressed by
the compact mass of his felow-citizens. The
knowledge of the inquiry and the discusson of the
documents had not yet reached his little town,
comfortably Stuated on thegreen banks of a duggish
river. There, obgsructing the light, filling public
offices and dgtting on the bench, was that hogt of
politicians and churchmen, whom Monsieur Meine
had formerly sheltered beneath the sKirts of his pro-
vincial frock-coat, waxing progperous in acquiesoent
ignorance of the truth. This dect sodety, which
enliged crime in the interets of patriotism and
religion, made it regectable for all, even for the
Radical-Sodalis chemig Mandar.

The department was all the more safdy protected
againg any revelation of the mog notorious fads in
that it was adminigered by an |sraditish prefect

Monsieur Worms-Clavelin held himself bound,
by the very fact that he was a Jew, to srve the
interegs of the anti-Semites of his administration
with greater zeal than a Catholic prefect would have
digplayed in his place With a prompt and sure
hand he gifled in hisdepartment the growing faction
in favour of revison. He favoured the leagues of
the derical agitators, causng them to prosper o
wonderfully that citizens Francis de Pressnge Jean
Psichari, Octave Mirbeau and Jrierrc Quillard, who
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came to the departmental capital to ek ther
minds as free men, felt asthough they had gepped
draight into a city of the gxteenth century. They
encountered none but idolatrous papigs howling
for their death, who wanted to massacre them. And
as Monsieur Worms-Clavelin, who snce the judg-
ment of 1894 was fully convinced that Dreyfus was
innocent, made no mygery of that conviction after
dinner, as he smoked his cigar, the Nationalists
whos cause he favoured had good reason to count
on a loyal support which was not dependent upon
personal feding.

This firm hold over the department whose
archives he kept profoundly impresssd Monsieur
Mazure, who was an ardent Jacobin and capable of
heroism, but who, like the company of heroes
marched only to the sound of the drum. Monsieur
Mazure was not a brute. Hefet that he owed it
to others and to himself to explain his attitude.

After the soup, as they were waiting for the
trout, he leaned hisarms on the table and remarked :

" My dear Bergeret, | am a patriot and a
republican ; 1 do not know whether Dreyfus is
guilty or innocent. | do not want to know; it's not
my busness. He may be innocent, but there is no
doubt that the Dreyfustes are guilty. They have
been guilty of a great impertinence in subgtituting
their own personal opinion for a decison given by
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republican justice. Beddes, they have stirred up
the whole country. Trade is suffering.”

"There's a pretty woman,” said Monseur
Bergeret, "tall, dtraight and dender as a young
tree”

" Pooh !" said Monseur Mazure. " A mere
doll"

" You sesk very frivoloudly," returned Mon-
seur Bergeret. "A doll, when alive, is a great
forceof Nature."

" | don't trouble my head about that woman or
any other,” sad Monseur Mazure. "Perhaps
because my own wife is a very well-made woman."

So hesaid and did hisbes tobdieve. Thetruth
was he had married the old servant and migress of
his two predecessors  Bourgeois society had kept
aloof from her for ten years but assoon asMonsieur
M azur e joined the Nationalist leagues of the depart-
ment she found hersdf recaved in the bet socety
of the town. General Carrier de Chalmot's wife
went about with her, and the wife of Colond
Despauteres could hardly tear hersdf away from
her.

"The reason why | attach spedal blameto the
Drcyfusites” added Monsieur Mazure, "is that
they have weakened our national defence and
lowered our pregige in the eyes of other nations'

The sun was shedding his lag crimson rays
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between the black tree-trunks. Monsieur Bergeret
felt that he must in honesty reply:

" Just condder, my dear Mazure," he said,
" that if the affars of an obscure captain have
become a matter of national importance the fault is
not ours, but that of the ministers who erected the
support of an erroneous and illogical sentence into
a sydem of government. If the Keeper of the
Seals had done his duty and procesded to the
revison of thetrial as soon as it was clearly proved
to be necessary, no one would have said anything.
It was during this lamentable evason of justice
that protests began to make themsdves heard.
What upsst the whole country, what is calculated
toinjure us abroad and at home, was that those in
authority obgtinately perssed in a mongrous piece
of wickedness which increased day by day under
the covering of lies with which they drove to
hideit"

" What ds=would you expect ?' said Monsieur
Mazure. " lamagood patriot and a republican.”

"Then snce you are a republican,” said
Monsieur Bergeret, "you mug fed an alien, a
solitary, among your felow-citizens. There are few
republicans left in France to-day. The Republic
hersdf has created none.  It's absolute gover nment
that makes republicans. The love of liberty is
sharpened on the grinding-stone of royalty or
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imperialism, but it grows blunt in a country where
people believe they are free People sddom care
much for what they posess Reality as a rule is
not a very pleasant thing. One nesds wisdom to
be content with it. We can safdy say that to-day
Frenchmen under fifty are not republicans.”

" They are not monarchigs”

" No, they are not monarchigs ether, for while
asarule men carelittle for what they have, because
what they have is not usually pleasant, they fear
change because it contains the Unknown. It is the
Unknown that frightens them most; that is the
source and fountain-head of all fear. You se that
in universal suffrage, which would produce an
incalculable effect but for this terror of the Un-
known, which annihilates it. It contains a force
which ought to perform prodigies of good or evil,
but thefear of the change contained in the Unknown
gives it power, and the monger bows his head to
the yoke."

" Would the gentlemen care for a peche au
marasquin ?" inquired the head waiter.

His voice was gentle and persuasive, and none
of the occupied tables exaped his vigilant gaze.
But Monsieur Bergeret did not reply; he was
watching a lady who was advancing along the
sandy path, wearing a Louis X I V " church-lamp”
hat of ricesraw, covered with roses, and a white
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mudlin gown, the body of which was loose and
floating, drawn in at the wag by a pink sash.
Therucheround her neck looked like the collar of
wings enclosng the face of an angd. Monseur
Bergeret recognized Madame de Gromance, whom
he had more than once met, to his ssre agita
tion, in the dull monotony of provincial drees.
He sw that she was accompanied by a very
gnart young man, whose attitude was altogether
too correct for him to appear anything but
bored.

He dopped at the table next to that occupied
by Monsieur Bergeret and his friend, when Madame
de Gromance happened to glance round and s
Monseur Bergeret. An expresson of displeasure
came over he face and she led her companion to
the remotest corner of the lawn, where they sat
down under the shade of a largetree. The sght
of Madame de Gromance filled Monsieur Bergeret
with that bitter-swveet feding of which a pleasure-
loving soul is consdous at the sght of the beauty
of living forms.

He asked the head waiter whether he knew the
lady and gentleman.

" | know them in a kind of way," replied the
waiter. " They often come here, but | don't know
ther names We s s0 many peoplel On
Saturday the place was crowded. There were
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coversall over thegrass and under the trees, asfar
as the hedge that endoses the lawn,”

"Really?*' sad Monsieur Bergeret. "There
were covers under all thosetrees?”

" Yes, and on the terrace as well, and in the
kiosk."

Busly cracking amonds, Monsieur Mazur e had
not noticed the mudin dress. He inquired which
lady they were speaking of. Monseur Bergerd,
however, decided to kegp Madame de Gromances
sore, and made no reply.

Night had fallen. Here and there a lamp
whose radiance was Softened by a shade of white
or pink paper marked the pogtion of a table and
revealed shapes surrounded by faint haloes of light.
Beneath one of thexe discrest lights the little white
plume surmounting a graw hat was drawing doser
and dosr to the gleaming cranium of an ederly
man. At the next table were two youthful laces,
more unsubgantial than the moths that fluttered
around them. Not in vain was the white round
shape of the moon ascending the paling sky.

" | trust you are satidfied, gentlemen,” said the
head waiter.

And without waiting for a reply he directed his
vigilant gepsdsewhere

"Look at those people dining in the kindly
darkness” said Monseur Bergeret with a smile
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" Those little white plumes, and right at the back,
under that great tree, those ross on a Louis
Quatorze draw hat They are eating, drinking
and making love, and to thisman they are nothing
but covers| They have ingincts and desres even
thoughts perhaps and they are covesl What
gsrength of mind and of language! This knight
of the appetite isa great man."

"We have had a very pleasant dinner,” said
Monsieur Mazure, risng. " This regaurant is
frequented by the very smartes people”

" Their smartness” replied Monsieur Bergerdt,
"was possbly not of the highet category. But
some of them, certainly, were graceful and charming
enough. | mug oconfess however, that it gives me
less pleasure to contemplate these fashionable folk
dnce a vile congpiracy has aroused the sSckly
fanaticdism and thoughtless crudty of their poor
little brains. The Affair has revealed the moral
dckness with which our fashionable sodety is
afflicted, just as the vacdne of Koch discovers the
lesons of tuberculoss in an infected organism.
Fortunately the depths of the human ocean lie
beneath this gilded scum.  But when will my
country be ddivered from ignorance and hatred ? "



CHAPTER X

 FVERRY| E Baronne Jules, the widow of the
(‘3} \‘;’};1 great Baron and the mother of the
L 81 k“'“- little Baron, had logt, under circum-
I..I' dances which are familiar to us, her
lover Raoul Marcien.* Shewastoo
tender-hearted to live alone, and it would have bean
a pity had she done 0. It came to pass that one
summer night, between the Bois and the Etoile, she
took unto hersdf a new lover. It is fitting to
record this fact, as it is not unconnected with public
affairs
The Baronne Jules de Bonmont, who had spent
the month of June at Montil, on the banks of the
Loire, was pasing through Paris on her way to
Gmunden. Her house being shut up, she dined
at one of the retaurants in the Bois with her
brother, Baron Wallstein, Monsieur and Madame
de Gromance, Monseur de Teremondre, and
young Lacrisse, who like hersdf were pasing
through Paris.
As they all moved in good socety they were
* Se The Amdhyd Ring.
83
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all Nationalists, Baron Wallstein as much as any
of them. An Austrian Jew, expelled from his
country by the Viennese anti-Semites, he had
settled in France, where he founded a well-known
anti-Semite paper and took refuge in the friend-
ship of the Church and the Army. Monsieur de
Terremondre, a gentleman of the lessy nobility,
and a small landowner, displayed just enough
"deica and military enthusiasm to be able to
identify himself with the superior territorial aristo-
cracy with which he associated. The Gromances
had too much interest in thereturn of the monarchy
not to desire it serioudy. Their financial situation
was very precarious. Madame de Gromance, who
was pretty, well-made, and mistress of her own
actions, had so far kept free of the Affair, but her
husband, who was no longer young, and was fast
approaching the age when a man feds the need
of comfort, security and consideration, sighed for
better days and impatiently awaited the advent of
the King. He was confident that he would be
created a peer of France by the restored Philippe.
He based his right to a seat in the Luxembourg on
his loyalty to the Throne, and entered the ranks of
Monsieur M & ine's republicans, whom the King, if
he wished to secure them, would have to reward.
Young Lacrisse was secretary to the league of the
Royalist youth of the department in which the

G
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Baronne had edates and the Gromances creditors.
Seated at the little table under the trees lit by
candles whoe pink shades were surrounded by
svooping moths, thee five fet that they were
united by a sngle idea, which Jossph Lacrise
happily expressad by saying :

" France mus be saved.”

It was the day of vas projects and Supendous
hopes They had, it is true, lo¢ Presdent Faure
and theMinister MAline, who—the former strutting
in dresscoat and pumps, the latter in a frock-coat
made by a village tailor, taking short geps in his
heavy hob-nailed shoes—were leading the Republic
and Judice to their downfall. Miline had left the
Government and Faure had left the world of the
living at the very height of the banquet. It must also
be recognized that the obsequies of the latter had not
produced all that was expected of them, and that the
coup they had hoped to bring off at the lying-in-state
had proved abortive. It was a0 true that after
smashing Presdent Loubet's hat the gentry of the
cornflower and the white carnation had received
their chagisament at the hands of the Sodaligs
It is true that a Republican Ministry was formed,
and obtained a majority* But in the ranks of the
reactionary party were the clergy, the magistracy,
the army, the landed gentry, industry, commerce,
part of the Chamber, and almogt the whole of the
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Press. And as young Lacrise remarked, if the
Kesper of the Seds had taken it into his head to
order assarch to be made at the headquarters of the
Royalist and Anti-Jewish Committees they would
not have found one police commissary in the whole
of France to sze the compromising documents,

"Anyhow," sad Monseur de Terremondre,
" poor Monsieur Faurewas of great service to us”

"He loved the army,” dghed Madame de
Bonmont.

"Assuredly,” continued Monsieur de Terre-
mondre. " And then by his disgplay he prepared
people for the monarchy. Coming after him, the
King will not ssam to be a burden upon the people;
his establishment will not seam ridiculous.”

Madame de Bonmont was anxious to be assured
that the King would enter Paris in a coach drawn
by sx white horses

"One day lagd summer,” continued Monseur
de Terremondre, " as| was walking down the Rue
Lafayette, 1 found all the traffic stopped, with
groups of police here and there, and the pavements
lined with people | asked a citizen what this
meant, and he solemnly replied that they had been
waiting an hour for the President, who was return-
ing to, the Elyste after a visit to Saint-Denis. |
looked at the respectful idlers and at the well-to-do
people, who, with little parcds in their hands were
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sitting quiet and watchful in their waiting fiacres,
deferentialy losing their trains. | was pleased to
note that all these people adapted themselves so
exdly to the customs of a monarchy, and that
the Parisans were quite ready to welcome their
sovereign.”

" The city of Parisis no longer republican. All
is going well," said Joseph Lacrisse.

"So much the better,” remarked Madame de
Bonmont.

" Does your father share your hopes ?' sad
Monsieur de Gromance of the youthful secretary of
the Young Royalists.

As a matter of fact, the opinion of Maitre
Lacrisse, advocate to the Church authorities, was
not to be despised. Maitre Lacrisse was working
with the Headquarters Staff and preparing for the
Rennes trial. He had to go through the deposi-
tions of the generals and get them to repesat their
evidence. A Nationalist, and one of the leading
lights of the Bar, he was however, suspected
of having little confidence in the issue of the
Monarchist plots. The old man had worked in
former days for the Comte de Chambord and the
Comte de Paris, and he knew from experience that
the Republic would not easily be ousted, and that
she was not so docile as she gppeared. He had no
faith in the Senate, and as he made money at the
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Palais he resgned himsdf willingly enough to
living in France under a kingless monarchy. He
did not share the hopes of his son Joseph, but was
too indulgent to condemn the ardour of enthusagic
youth.

" My father," replied Joseph Lacrisse " has
his own work ; | have mine; but our efforts are
convergent." And leaning towards Madame de
Bonmont he whispered, " We shall strike our blow
during the Rennestrial."

" May God hdp you," said Madame de Gro-
mance, with a pious sigh. " It is time, if we want
to save France"

It wasvery hot and they ate their ices in slence
Then the conversation languidly revived. It pro-
oressad fitfully, congging of commonplace remarks
and private observations Madame de Gromance
and Madame de Bonmont discussad dothes

"There is a hint this year of pleated sKirts
coming into fashion,” said Madame de Gromance,
with inward satidaction as she pictured the plump
proportions of the Baronne in a full skirt.

"You would never guess" sad Gromance
"where 1 went today. | went to the Seate
They were not sitting, and Laprat-Teulet took me
all over the building. | saw everything—the hall,
the gallery of Buds, the library. It is a very fine
building."



94 MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

What he did not tell them wasthat, in the semi-
cdrcde where the pexrs were to st when the King
came to his own once more, he had felt the velvet
chairs and chosn his place in the centre. And
before he went out he had asked Laprat-Teulet
where the treasury was.  This visit to the palace of
the future pexrs had revived his covdousness He
repeated with heartfdt and sncere conviction :

" We mug save France, Monsieur Lacrisse, we
mug save France, and it will only be in the nick of
time."

Lacrise would s to that. He digplayed much
confidence and affeted great discretion.  According
to him, everything was in readiness. They would
no doubt be forced to smash Worms-Clavelin's head
for him and perhaps do the same for two or three
more of the Dreyfustes of the department. And
he added, swallowing a piece of crysallized peach :

" It's bound to come”

Then Baron Wallstein spoke He spoke at
length ; he made them realize his knowledge of
affairs, he gave them advice, and reated a few
dories from Vienna which greatly amused him.
Then, in conclusion:

"It is all very satidactory,” he said, with his
irrepressble German accent; " it is all very stis
factory, but you must admit that your coup at Presi-
dent Faur€s funeral was a failure. 1f | ek like
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this it is because | am your friend. One owes the
truth to onds friends. Do not make a ssoond
mistake, because in that cae you would lose your
following."

He looked at his watch, and seeing that he had
bardy time to get to the Opera before the dose of
the performance, lighted a dgar and rose from the
table.

The pogtion of Josph Lacrisse demanded
discretion ; he was a conspirator.  But he loved to
display his power, to reveal the condderation in
which he was held. He took from his pocke a
blue morocco letter-case, which he carried againgt
his breas, and drew from it a letter which he handed
to Madame de Bonmont, saying with a smile :

" They can search my flat if they like ; | carry
all my documents about me."

Madame de Bonmont took the letter, read it in
a whisper, and, flushing with regpect and emotion,
returned it with a hand that trembled dightly to
Josph Lacrise And when the august letter,
returned to its blue morocco cass once more
reumed its place next the sreary's heart, the
Baronne gazed at his left breas with a lingering
expresson at once tearful and filled with fire. In
her eyes young Lacrise had suddenly become re-
splendent with romantic beauty.

The dinerswho till lingered under the trees of
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the regaurant began to fed the dampness and the
chill of the night. The pink lights gleaming on
the flowers and gass flickered out one by one on
the desrted tables At the request of Madame de
Gromance and the Baronne, Joseph Lacrisse for the
soond time drew the royal letter from his letter-case
and read in alow but diginct voice :

" MY DEAR JOSEPH,

" | am gresatly delighted by the patrictic
enthusasm which our friends are displaying, thanks
to your eforts | have ssn G. D., who ssamed to
me to be excelently well digposed towards us

" Cordially yours,
" PHILIPPE."

After reading the note Lacrisse replaced the
shegt of paper in his blue morocco letter-case againgt
his heart, beneath the white carnation in his button-
hole. Monseur de Gromance murmured a few
words of approval:

" Very nice indeed. Those are the words of a
real leader, atrueking."

" That ismy feding," said Jossph Lacrise. " It
is a pleasure to execute the orders of such a magder.”

" And the style is excdlently condsg™ continued
Monseur deGromance. " TheDued'Orlranscer-
tainly ssams to have inherited the seore of the
Comte de Chambord's epigolary syle. Of course
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you know, medames, that the Comte de Chambord
wrote the mog beautiful lettersimaginable. A mogt
ablewriter. That isredly the truth. He excdled
above all in letter-writing. Thereis a trace of his
grand manner in the note which Monsieur Lacrisse
has just read to us And the Due d'Orldans has
more enthusasm ; he has the fiery energy of youth.
A fine figure of a man, a fine soldierly figure, and
French to the backbonel He has a fastinating
pesonaity. | have ben asured that in the
working-dass didricts of Paris he is amog a
popular favourite ; he is known under the nickname
of 'Gamelle.'*

" His cause has made great progress among the
mases" sad Lacrise " The little brooches with
the King's head, of which we have distributed
enormous quantities, are beginning to show them-
svesin the factories and workshops. T he populace
has more common snse than is commonly supposed.
We are within reach of uccess"

In a benevolent and authoritative tone Monsieur
de Gromance continued:

"With zeal, prudence and devotion such as
yours, Monsieur Lacrisse, any hopes are permissble,
and | am sure you will not have to sacrifice many
victims in order to obtain ucoess  Your opponents
will flock over to you of their own accord.”

* Gamette might be roughly trandated by " Matey,"
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His attitude as a supporter of the Republic,
while not preventing him from expressing a desre
for the regtoration of the monarchy, did not permit
him to express a too open approval of the violent
methods which young Lacrise had indicated at
dessrtt Monsieur de Gromance, who went to balls
given at the Prefecture and was carrying on a
flirtation with Madame Worms-Clavelin, tactfully
remained slent when the young secretary enlarged
upon the necessty of doing for the "sheeny"
prefect; but it was no breach of good tage on his
part to praise the Princes letter as it deserved,
and to give them all to undergand that he was
ready for any sacrifice to save his country.

Monsieur de Terremondre was no less patriotic
and no less appreciative of Philippes epigolary
style; but he was such an enthusiagtic collector of
curios and autographs that all he could think of
was how he could get Lacrise to give him the
Princes letter, either in exchange for something
dseor asa free gift or a so-caled loan. By such
methods he had got hold of several letters written
by people mixed up in the Dreyfus affar and
had formed an interesting collection. Now he was
thinking of writing a pamphlet on the Monarchist
Plot and putting in the Princes letter as the
principal feature. He realized that it would be diffi-
cult to obtain and his mind was full of the matter.
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"Come and s= me, Monsieur Lacrise" he
sid. " Come and s me at Neuilly, where | shall
be for the next few days | will show you some
interesting documents and we will spesk again of
that letter.”

Madame de Gromance had listened with proper
attention to the King's episle.  She was a woman
of the world, and too well versed in its ways not to
know what was due to royalty. She had bowed
her head on hearing the words of Philippe as she
would have bowed to the King's carriage if she had
had the honour of sseing it pass But she was
wanting in enthusasn and had no feding of
veneration. She knew all about princes and had
been as intimate as it is possble to be with a
relation of the Due d'Orlems. This had occurred
in an unobtrugve little house in the Champs
Elystes district, one afternoon. They had sad all
that they had to say, and the occason had not had
a sequd. Monseigneur had been pleasant but not
at all magnificent Of course she felt honoured,
but she had never regarded the honour as ether
very gedal or very extraordinary. She respected
princes ; occasonaly she loved them ; but she did
not dream about them, and the letter left her quite
unmoved. As for young Lacrise, the sympathy
which she felt for him was nether ardent nor
tumultuous. She understood and approved of this
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fair-haired young man. He was small, dender and
agreegble enough, though he was not rich. He
was doing his very utmost to profit by the Affair and
acquire importance. She, too, knew by experience
that it is not essy to live in Society if one is poor.
They were both working to keep their footing in
Society. This was one reason for a good under-
standing between them. They could help one
another now and then. But that was al |!

" | congratulate you, Monsieur Lacrisse,” she
said, " and you have my very best wishes."

How much more chivalrous and tender were the
feelings of Baronne Jules| The gentle Viennese
wes interested heart and soul in this fashionable
plot, of which the white carnation was the emblem.
And ghe too, was so fond of flowers! To be
mixed up in an aristocratic plot in favour of the
King was to her to enter into and luxuriate in the
old French nobility, to be received in the most
exclusive houses, and later on, perhaps, to go to
Court. She wes excited, plessed and agitated.
Being affectionate rather than ambitious, her
susceptible heart was touched by what she was
pleased to consider the poetry of the Prince's letter.
And the innocent woman spoke as she thought:

" Monsieur Lacrisse, that is a poetical letter."

" That is true,” returned Lacrisse.

And along look passed between them.
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After this nothing further memorable wes said
as they st in the summer's night before the flowers
and candles of the little restaurant table.

The time came for them to go. As Monseur
Josph Lacise placed her doask round the
Baronnés plump shoulders she held out her hand
to Monseur de Terremondre, who was saying
good-bye. He was walking to Neuilly, where he
was gtaying for the time being.

" It is quite near, only a quarter of a mile. |
am sure, madame, that you don't know Neuilly.
| have discovered, at Saint-James, the remnant of
an old park, with agroup by Lemoyne in a trdlis-
work arbour. | must show it to you some day."

And dready his tall strongly-built figure was
receding along the path that lay bathed in the blue
moonlight.

The Baronne offered to give the Gromances a
lift in the carriage which her brother Wallstein had
snt for her from the club.

" Get' in with me, there is plenty of room for
three”

But the Gromances were people of discretion.
They hailed a cab which had Sopped outsde the
resaurant gates and got into it before she had time
to gop them. She and Josph Lacrise were left
ganding ajpne by the open door of the carriage.

" Would you like a lift, Monsieur Lacrisse ?"
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" I'mafraid | shall bein your way."

" Not intheleast. Where shall | drop you ?"

"Atthefitoile."

They started along the blue road bordered by
black foliage, in the silent night.

And the drive came to an end.

The Baronne asked as the carriage stopped, in
the voice of one awakening from a dream :

"Whereaewe ? "

" At the Etoile, das ! " replied Joseph Lacrisse.

And when he had |eft her, the Baronne, bowling
along the Avenue Marceau, aone in the now chilly
carriage, held a torn white carnation between her
bare fingers. With haf-closed eyes and parted lips,
ghe still felt the eager yet gentle embrace which,
pressng the royal letter againgt her bosom, had
filled her with the sweetness of love and the pride
of glory. She felt that this letter endowed her
little private adventure with a national grestness
and the mgjesty of the history of France.



CHAPTER XI

i N a house in the Rue de Berri, at the
back of the courtyard, there was a
‘ ( | little entresol which was lit by a
55 &1 trickle of daylight as dismal as the
aj\f_‘__f.’?j sone walls between which it found
its difficult way. Henri de Brece, son of the Due
Jean de Brece, president of the Executive Com-
mittee, was seated at his desk with a sheet of paper
before him on which he was turning a round blot of
ink into a balloon, by the addition of netting, ropes
and a car. On the wall behind him was nailed a
large photograph of the Prince, looking extremely
feeble in his vulgar solemnity and heavy-witted
youth. Tricoloured flags spangled with fleurs de lis
surrounded the portrait. In the corners of the
room banners were displayed on which loyal ladies
had embroidered golden lilies and royalist mottoes.
At the back of the room several cavalry sabres were
fixed to the wainscot, with a cardboard scroll bearing
theinscription : " Vive tarmie! " Below them, held
in place by pins, was a caricature of Josgph Reinach
as a gorilla. A chest for papers, a strong box, a
103
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couch and four chairs and a writing-desk in some
black wood composed the furniture of this room,
which looked both comfortable and business-like.
Propagandist pamphlets were piled in hegps against
the walls,

Joseph Lacrisse, secretary of the Departmental
Committee of Young Royalists, was standing by
the fireplace silently conning the list of affiliated
members. Henri Leon, vice-president of the
Royalist Committees of the South-West, was seated
astride a chair, where, with stony gaze and knitted
brows, he was unfolding his idess. He was con-
Sdered irrelevant and gloomy, a regular skeleton at
the feast, but his inherited financia abilities made
him of value to his asociates He was the son
of that Leon-Leon, the banker of the Spanish
Bourbons, who had come to grief in the smash
of theUnion generale.

" We ae being hemmed in, | don't care what
you say, we are being hemmed in, | fed it. Day by
day the circle is closing upon us. When Miline
was with us we had air and space, as much ece as
we wanted. We were free to do as we liked."

Hejerked his elbows and moved his arms about
as though to demonstrate the eese with which people
manoeuvred in those happy days which were no
more. He continued :

" With Miline we had everything. We Royalists
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held the Government, the army, the magistracy, the
administrations and the police."

" We dtill have all that,"” said Henri de Brece,
" and public opinion is more than ever with us now
that the Government is so unpopular."

" It's no longer the same thing. With Miline
we were pseudo-official, we were supporters of the
Government, we were Conservatives ; the conditions
were ideal for conspiracy. Don't make any mistake
about that, France as a whole is conservative, and
domestic and changes alarm her, Meline did us
the enormous service of making us appear re-
assuring ; we appeared to be kindly and benign, as
benign as he himself appeared. He told the people
that we were the true Republicans, and the people
believed him. You had only to look into his face ;
you couldn't suspect him of a jest. Through him
we were accepted by public opinion, and that in
itself is no small service."

" Meline was a good sort,” sighed Henri de
Brece. " We must at least do him thatjustice."

" He was a patriot," said Joseph Lacrisse.

" With such a minister,” continued Henri L eon,
" we had everything, we were everything and we
could do everything. We had no need to conceal
ourselves. We were not outside the Republic ; we
were above it, and we dominated it from the full
height of our patriotism. We were everything ;

H
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we were France hersdf!l | mugt admit that the
Republic is good enough at times, though 1'm not
smitten with the hussy. Under Meline the police
—I| don't exaggerate—were exquistey agreeable.
During a Royalig demondration which you very
kindly organized, Brece, | ydled ' Vivelapolice' till
| was hoarse! And | meant it. The enthusasm
with which they dubbed the Republicans! Gerault-
Richard was put in gad for shouting 'Viwe la
Ripublique I' Ah, Meline spailed us, made life too
pleesant for us A we-nurse, podtivdy 1 He
rocked usto degp. That'safact. General Decuir
himsdf used to say," Now that weve got all we can
possbly want, what's the good of upsetting the
whole caboodle and getting a nasty spill in doing
it 7 Thrice-happy days when M eline led the dance !
Nationalists, Monar chists, anti-Semites and Plebis-
citarians we ail danced in unison to the sound of
his rugtic fiddle

"W e were all countrified and content. When
Dupuy came along | was less pleased; with him
things were not s0 honet and above-board; we
were not so sure of oursdves.  Of course he didn't
want to harm us, but he was not a true friend.
He was not the kindly village fiddler leading the
wedding processon. He was a fat ococachman
jogging us along in his cab. And we tore along,
hanging on anyhow, aways in dange of beng
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upset He had a hard hand on the rens  You
will be telling me that his dumsness was feigned;
yes, but fegned dumdnes is tremendoudy like
the real thing. Besdes he never knew where he
wanted to go. There are people like that, fdlows
who don't know your addres but drive you
indefinitely along impossble roads winking malici-
oudy as they do it. It unnerves one"

" | don't defend Dupuy,” sad Henri de Brece

"1 don't attack him. | watch him, sudy him
and dassfy him. | don't didike him ; hés bean of
great srvice to us Don't forget it. If it were
not for him, we should all be doing time to-day.
Oh yes | mean it. I'm referring to Faurée's funeral,
the great day fixed for smultaneous action. Well,
my dear friends after the failure of the great coup
we should have been done for, had it not ben for
Dupuy."

"1t wasn't us he wanted to gpare” said Josgph
Lacrise, with his noe in his ledger.

"1 know that. He saw at a glance that he
couldn't do anything because there were some
generals mixed up in the busnes It was too big
for him. But that doexn't ater the fact that we
owe him ajolly big candle” *

* A reference to the practice of burning candles to induce the

Virgin, or a Saint, to listen to a prayer, or in token of gratitude
for a prayer granted.
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"Bah!" sad Henri de Brece. "We should
have been acquitted, like Deroulede.”

"It's possible, but Dupuy alowed us plenty
of time to pull ourselves together after the funeral
sampede, and | confess | am grateful to him for
that. On the other hand, without ill will, possibly
without intending it, he has done us a great dedl
of harm. Suddenly, just when we least expected
such a thing, he gppeared to be furiously angry
with us. He made out that he was defending the
Republic. His position demanded the attitude; |
recognize that. It wasn't a serious matter, but it
had a bad effect. | get tired of telling you the
sre thing; that this country is conservative at
heart. Unlike Meline, Dupuy did not tell people
that we were the Republicans, that we were the
Conservatives ; for that matter, no one would have
believed him if he had. During his ministry we
lost something of our authority over the country.
We were no longer on the dde of the govern-
ment. We were no longer reassuring; profes
sional Republicans began to fed anxious about us.
That wes to our credit, but it was dangerous.
Our position was not so good under Dupuy as
under Meline, and it is worse to-day, under
Waldeck-Rousseau, than it was under Dupuy.
That's the truth, the bitter truth."

" Of course" sad Henri de Brece, pulling his
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moustache, "of course the Waldeck-Millerand
Ministry is actuated by the worst intentions, but 1
repeat it's unpopular and it won't last.”

" 1t may be unpopular,” returned Henri Lion,
" but are you quite sure it won't last long enough
to do us harm ? Unpopular governments last as
long as popular ones. To begin with, no govern-
ment is ever really popular. To govern is to dis-
pleese.  We ae among ourselves and there is no
need to mince matters. Do you for one moment
imagine that we shal be popular when we form the
government ? Do you imagine, Brece, that the
people will weep with emotion when they s you
attired as king's chamberlain with a key hanging
down your back ? And you, Lacrisse, do you
suppoe you'll be cheered in the working-class
districts during a strike, when you are, sy, prefect
of police? Look at yourself in the glass and then
tell me whether you look like an idol of the people.
Don't let us decelve ourselves. We sy that the
Waldeck-Millerand Cabinet is composed of idiots;
we ae quite right to sy so, but we should be
wrong to believeit."”

"What ought to encourage us,” said Joseph
Lacrise, " is the weskness of a government which
cannot enforce obedience.”

"All our governments have been weak
for many a long year," sad Henri Lion, "but
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they have dways been strong enough to defeat
us."

" TheWaldeck Ministry hes not asingle police-
commissay at its disposal,” sad Joseph Lacrisse.
"Not one!"

"So much the better for us," said Henri Leon,
"for one would be enough to jug all three of
us. | tell you the circle is closing in. Congder
these words of a philosopher; they are worth the
trouble: ' Republicans govern badly, but they
defend themsdves well."™

But Henri de Brece, bending over his dek, was
turning a second blot of ink into a beetle by the
addition of a head, two antennee and six legs. He
gave a didfied glance at his work, looked up and
remarked:

"We still hold trump cards, the Army, the
Church——"

Henri Leon interrupted him :

"The Army, the Church, the magisiracy, the
bourgeoisie, the butcher boys—in other words, the
whole excursion train of the Republic. The train
is travelling neverthdess, and will continue to do
so until the driver stops the engine."

"Ah," sghed Joseph Lacrisse, " if only we had
President Faure with us still."

" Felix Faure," resumed Henri Lion, "joined
us out of shexr vanity. He became a Nationalist
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in order to get invitations to hunt with the Breces,
but he would have turned againgt us as soon as
he sav us on the verge of success. It was not in
his interest to restore the monarchy. Dame! What
could the monarchy have offered him? We could
not have offered him a Lord High Constable's
baton. We may regret him, for he loved the
army; we may mourn him, but we must not
alow ourselves to be inconsolable. He was not
the driver; Loubet is not the driver either; the
President of the Republic, whoever he may be, is
never magter of his engine. To me the ghastly
part of it isthat the Republican train is controlled
by a phantom driver. Heis invisible, and yet the
train rushes on. It positively frightens me.

"Then there is another thing," he continued,
" and that is the generd indifference of the public.
Speaking of that, reminds me of a very significant
remark once made by Citizen Bissolo. It was when
the anti-Semites and ourselves were organizing
spontaneous manifestations against Loubet.  Our
crowds went down the boulevards shouting ' Panamal
Resign! Long live the Army I' It was magnifi-
cent. Young Ponthieu and Genera Decuir's two
sons headed the crowd, with glossy silk hats, white
carnaions in their buttonholes, and gold-headed
canes in their hands. And the toughest hooligans
of Paris made up the processon. We had seen to



112 MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

that, and as it was a caee of good pay and no risk
we had our pick. They would have been sorry to
misssuchalark. Lord! what voices they had, and
what fists, and what cudgels !

"A counter-manifestation quickly made its
appearance ; a smaler and more insignificant crowd,
though warlike and determined enough, advanced
to meet us amid shouts of ' Long live the Republic !
Down with the priests!" with an occasond solitary
cry for Loubet that ssemed surprised to find itself
in the air. Before it was over this unexpected
disturbance aroused the anger of the police, who at
that moment were barricading the boulevard and
looking just like an austere border of black wool
on a brightly variegated carpet. Soon, however,
this black border, actuated by a movement of its
own, hurled itself upon the van of the counter-
manifestation, while another body of police harassed
them from the rear. In this way the police had
soon dispersed the partisans of Monsieur Loubet,
dragging the unrecognizable debris off to the
insidious depths of the Drouot police-station. That
was the way they did things in those troublous
times. Was Monsieur Loubet, at the filysie,
ignorant of the methods employed by his police
for enforcing in the sreets of Paris respect for the
heed of the Stae ? Or, if he knew of them, was
he unable and unwilling to dter them ? | do not
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know. Did he redize that his unpopularity, real
and undoubted as it was, wes fading into insignifi-
cance, amost disappearing in fact, before the
strange and agreesble spectacdle which was offered
nightly to awitty and intelligent people ? | do not
think so, for in that case the man would have been
a terrifying person ; he would have been a genius,
and | should no longer fed confident of deeping
outside the King's door at the Elysee this winter.
No, | believe Loubet was once again so fortunate
as to be unable to do anything. Anyhow, it is
certain that the police, who acted spontaneously and
solely out of the goodness of their hearts, succeeded,
by their sympathetic repression, in shedding over
the advent of the President a little of that popular
rejoicing which had been totally lacking. In so
doing, if one consders the matter, they did us more
harm than good, for they pleased the public, while
it was to our advantage that the general discontent
should increase.

"However, one night, one of the last of that
eventful week, when the expected manoeuvre weas
taking place from point to point, and the counter-
manifestation found itself attacked simultaneously in
thevan and in the rear by the police and in flank by
us, | saw Bissolo extricate himself from the menaced
van of the Republicans and, with long strides and
a desperate wriggling of hislittle body, reach the
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corner of the Rue Orouot, where | was ganding
with a dozen or s0 roughs who in repponse to my
orders were shouting ' Panama! Resgn!" It
was a nice quiet littlecorner! | beat time, and my
men pronounced each syllable with great diginctness
—' Panama !" It was really done with tage
Bisolo took refuge between my legs. He feared
me far less than the police; and hewasright. For
two years Citizen Bisolo and | had met face to face
in all our manifesations we had headed the pro-
cessons at the beginning and end of every meeting.
We had exchanged every imaginable sort of
political insult: " Hypocrite! Time-server 1 Forger !
Traitor ! Asssin ! Outcag | ' That sort of
thing binds people together and crestes a mutual
sympathy. Begdes it pleassd me to s a Sodalid,
amog a Libertarian, sanding up for Loubet, who
isin his own fashion a Moderate. | said to mysdf:
'"The Presdent mus hate being acdaimed by Bissolo,
a dwarfwith a voice of thunder, who at all public
meetings demands the nationalization of capital.
Bourgeois that he is the Presdent would surdy
prefer a bourgeois like mysdf for a supporter. But
he can fed in his pockets' Panama ! Panama 1
Resgn! Redgn! Long live the Army ! Down
with the Jews ! Long live the King!

" All this made me treat Bissolo with courtesy.
| had only to say' Hullo, herés Bisolo, and my
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dozen coge's would promptly have cut him in
pieces but that wouldn't have done any good. |
sid nothing. We were very quiet; we good
besde one ancther and watched the march pagt of
Joubd's supporters driven to the police-gtation in
the Rue Drouot. Most of them, having previoudy
been dubbed, saggered along besde the police like
0 many drunkards. Among them was a Sodalig
deputy, a very handsome man with a big beard,;
his desves had bemn torn off; there was a young
apprentice Lbbingand crying' Mother ! Mother !"
and the editor of some trashy daily with two black
gyes and his nosee sreaming with blood. And the
Marseillaise! * Qu'un sang impur* ... | noticed
one man who was far more regpectable and far more
sorry for himsdf than the rest. He looked like a
profesor, a serious, middleaged man. He had
evidently made an attempt to explain his point of
view; he had tried subtle and persuasve arguments
on the palice. Otherwise the way in which they
were kicking him in the back with their hobnailed
boots and banging him with ther figs was quite
inexplicable. And as he wes very tall, very thin,
anything but srong, and weghed very little, he
Kipped about under thexe blows in the mogt
ridiculous fashion. He digplayed a comical tendency
to make his exgpe upwards. His bare head had a
mog pitiable appearance He had that submerged
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expresson which comes over a short-sighted man
when he has lost his glasses  His face expressed
the infinite distress of a being whose only contact
with the outside world comes through sturdy fists
and hobnailed boots.

"As this unfortunate prisoner passed us, Bissolo,
although he was on hostile territory, could not help
sighing and saying: ' It is a srange thing that
Republicans should be so treated in a Republic.'
| politely replied that it wes in truth somewhat
amusing. 'No, Citizen Monarchist,’ replied Bis-
solo, " it is not amusing, it is sad. But that is not
the chief misfortune. The chief misfortune, | tell
you, is the lethargy of the public.’ Bissolo spoke
these words with a confidence that did us both
honour. | glanced at the crowd, and it is a fact
that it seemed to me flabby and without energy.
Now and again a cry rose from its depths like a
firework let off by a child: ' Down with Loubet!
Down with the thievest Down with the Jews!
Long live the Army ! ' And it seemed friendly
enough towards the worthy police, but there was
no electricity in the air—no storm brewing. Citizen
Bissolo continued with melancholy philosophy.
' The great evil is the lethargy of the public. We
Republicans, Socidigts and Libertarians are suffering
from it to-day. You Monarchists and Imperialists
will suffer from it to-morrow, and will learn in
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your turn that you may lead a horse to the water
but you can't make him drink. Republicans are
arested and no one stirs a finger; and when it is
the turn of the Royalists to be arrested, no one
will stir a finger, you may be sure of that. The
crowd will not stir an inch to deliver you, Monsieur
Henri Leon, or your friend Monsieur Diroulide.’
"I must admit that by the light of these words
| seemed to catch a glimpse of a profoundly dismal
future flashing across my vision. Somewhat osten-
tatiously, however, | replied: ' Citizen Bissolo,
there is nevertheless this difference between you
and ourselves—that the crowd looks upon you as
a mob of timeservers without love for your
country, while we Monarchists and Imperialists
enjoy the eteem of the public. We ae popular.
Citizen Bissolo smiled pleasantly at this and re-
marked : ' Your horse is there, monseigneur, and
you have only to mount her. But when you ae
on her back she will quietly lie down by the sde
of the road and will pitch you offl There is no
sorrier jade anywhere, | warn you. Tell me which
one of her riders has not had his back broken by
popularity ? In time of peril have the people ever
been able to offer the least assgance to their idols ?
Y ou Nationalists are not so popular as you profess,
you and your candidate Gamelle are almost unknown
to the genera public. But if ever the mob enfolds
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you in its loving embrace, you will very quickly
discover its supendous impotence and cowardice!
"I could not refrain from reproaching Bissolo
sveardy for calumniating the French public. He
replied that he was a sociologid, that his Sodal-
ism, was basd on sdence and that he had a
little box at home filled with actual facts minutely
dasdfied, which enabled him to bring about a
methodical revolution. And he added: ' Sdence
and not the people, posessss sovereign power. A
stupidity repeated by thirty-six millions of mouths
doss not for that reason o to be <upid.
Majorities, as a general rule, display a superior
capadty for servitude. Among the weak, weakness
is multiplied in proportion to number. Mobs are
aways inert. They poses a little energy only
when they are starving. | can prove to you that
on the morning of the 10th of August, 1792, the
people of Paris were ill Royaligs. | have been
addressing public medings for ten years and have
had my share of hard blovs The education of
the people has hardly commenced; that is the fact
of the matter. In the brain of the working man,
in the place where the bourgeois carry their inept
and brutal prgudices, thereisa great cavity. That
has got to be filled. We shall do it, It will take
alongtime. In the meanwhile it is better to have
an empty head than one filled with toads and
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srpents  All this is sdentific fact; it's all in my
box. It is all in accordance with the laws of
evolution. Neverthdess the general poltroonery
disgugssme. And in your place it would frighten
me. Look at your partisans the defenders of the
swvord and the Church, did you ever sse anything
20 flabby, so gdatinous? Having spoken, he
gretched out his arms, gave a wild cry of ‘Long
live Socialism !'" plunged head foremost in the
enormous crowd, and disappeared in the sa of
people.”

Josph Lacrisse, who had ligened without en-
thusasm to this long sory, asked whether Citizen
Bissolo waan't merely an animal.

" On the contrary, he is a very dever man,”
replied Henri Leon, " the sort of man one would
like to have as a neighbour in the country, as
Bismarck used to say of Lassalle Bislo sooke
only too truly when he said that you may lead a
horse to the water, but you can't make him drink."



CHAPTER X1

S| ceived of love as an abyss of delight.
e ") After that dinner at the Madrid,
¥, _V_ M glorified as it had been by the reading
of the royal letter, she had sad to
Joseph Lacrisse as they returned from the Bois,
while the carriage was still warm with an historic
embrace: " This will be for ever! " and these
words, meaningless &s they will ssem if we consider
the impermanence of the eements which make up
the subgtance of the erotic emotions, were none the
less indicative of a proper spirituality and of a
longing for the infinite which conferred a certain
distinction. " Quite!" had been the answer of
Joseph Lacrisse.

Two weeks had passad since that happy night,
two weeks during which the secretary of the
Departmental Committee of Young Royalists had
divided his time between the demands of his work
and those of his love. Dressed in a tailor-made
costume, her face covered with a white lace veil,
the Baronne had come, at the appointed hour, to

120
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the first-floor flat of a discreet little house in the
Rue Lord-Byron. Here were three rooms which
she had herself furnished with a heart full of
tenderness, hanging them with that celestial blue
which had formerly figured in her forgotten love-
affair with Raoul Marcien.

She found Joseph Lacrisse well-mannered, proud
and even a little shy. He was young and charm-
ing, but not exactly what she had wanted. He
was gloomy and seemed uneasy. With his frown-
ing brows and thin tightly-closed lips he would
have reminded her of Rara, had she not possessed
to the full the delightful faculty of forgetting the
past She knew that if he was anxious it was not
without cause.  She knew that he was a conspirator
and that it fell to his share to hoodwink the prefect
and the chief Republicans of a very populous de-
partment ; and she knew that in this enterprise he
was risking his liberty and his life for the sake of
King and Church. It was precisely because he was
a conspirator that she had first loved him. But
now she would have liked him to be more cheerful
and more affectionate.  He welcomed her warmly
enough, however, saying:

"It is an intoxication to sseyou! For the last
fortnight | have positively been walking in a starry
dream." And he had added : " How delicious you
are!"



122 MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

But he hardly looked at her, and at once went
to the window, where he lifted a corner of the
curtain, and for ten minutes remained there peering
through the opening.

Then, without turning round, he remarked:

" | told you that we ought to have two exits,
and you wouldn't believe me. It's a good thing
we are in front anyhow, but | can't se properly
because of the tree"

"The acaca?' dghed the Baronne as dhe
dowly untied her veil.

The house sood back from the road, facing a
little courtyard, containing an acada and a dozen
indletrees, shut in by an ivy-covered railing.

" Yes, the acada, if you like."

" What areyou looking at, mon ami ? "

" At a man suck againg the wall opposte.”

"Who is he?"

"1 don't know. 1'm looking to se if he isone
of my detectives 1'm fed up. Since |'ve bemn in
Paris I've had two of them at my heds all day. It
gets on onés nerves in the end. But this time |
quite thought 1'd managed to give them the dip,"

" Couldn't you complain ?"

" To whom?"

" | don't know—to the Government.”

He made no reply, but sood for awhile still
watching. Then, having made sure that it was not
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one of his pursuers, his countenance deared and he
came over to her.

"“How | loveyou! You are loveier than ever.
You are truly, and 1 adore you. But what if they
had put different men on to me this timel It's
Dupuy who put them on my track. A tall fdlow
and a short one. The tall one wore black gasses
and the short one had a nose like a parrot's besk
and little bright eyeslike a bird's that were aways
glancing sdeways. | knew them well. They
weren't much to be feared. They were aways
after me. When | went to the Club my friends
would tell me asthey camein, ' Lacrisse, 1'vejust
s your two fdlows at the door.! | usad to
send them out ber and cigars  Someimes |
would ak mysdf if Dupuy did not st them on
me to protect me. He was brusgue and queer and
irritable, but a patriot all the ssme Hewan't a
bit like the men in powe to-day. With them
you've got to beon your guard. What if they've
changed my detectives, the brutes !"

He went to the window again.

" No, it's only a coachman smoking his pipe. |
didn't notice his ydlow-striped waiscoat. Fear
digorts objects, that's certain 1 | mus confess |
was afraid—on your account, as you may imagine.
You mugt not be compromised through me, you
who are 0 charming, 0 ddicious!"
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He st besde her and took her in his arms,
covering her with vehement caresss  Presently
dhe found that her dress wes in such disorder that
modegty alone, in the absnce of any other motive,
would have forced her to remove it.

" Elisabeth, tell me you love me."

" Ifl did not love you, it ssansto me—"

" Do you hear that heavy, regular footfall in the
drest ?"

" No, tnon ami."

And it was true; plunged into a ddicious
oblivion she was not listening for sounds from the
outer world.

" Therés no doubt this time, it's he, my man,
the little one, the bird. 1 know his sep so wel
that | could pick it out among a thousand."

And hereturned to the window.

These alarms s his nerves on edge  Since the
failure of the 28th of February he had log his
admirable asurance and was beginning to anticipate
along and difficult affair. Most of his companions
were growing discouraged and he himsdlf suspicious
Everything irritated him.

And now she made an unfortunate remark:

" Don't forget, mon ami, that 1've got you an
invitation to dinner to-morrow at my brother's. It
will be an opportunity of meeting.”

Hisirritation burg forth :
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" Your brother Wallstein| Ah, yes let's talk
of him ! He's a true Jew if you like. This week
Henri Lion told him about an interesting under-
taking, a propagandis nengpaper which must be
digtributed gratuitoudy in large quantities through-
out the country and in the manufacturing centres
He pretended not to undersgand what Leon was
driving at and gave him advice—good advice !
Does your brother imagine for a moment that it is
his advice that wewant ? "

Elisabeth was an anti-Semite.  She fet that she
could not with decency defend her brother Wallstein,
of Vienna, of whom she was exceedingly fond. She
remained slent.

Lacrise began to play with a small revolver
which lay upon the table.

" If they attempt to arrex me hee— " he
said.

A fit of rage ssized him. He cried out againg
the Jews Protestants Freemasons Freethinkers,
Parliamentarians, Republicans and Ministers. He
would like to flog them in public, and bathe them
in vitriol. He waxed doguent and broke into the
pious language of the Croix.

" The Jews and Freemasons are ruining France,
ruining us eating us up. But patiencel Wait
until after the Rennes trial, and then you will
g2 how we will bleed them, split them up, snoke
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their hams, singe their hides and hang their heads
in the pork-butchers' shops| Everything is ready.
The movement will bresk out simultaneously in
Rennes and in Paris. The Dreyfusards will be
trampled in the streets. Loubet will be roasted
in the flames of the Elysee, and none too soon
either."

Madame de Bonmont conceived of love as
an ayss of delight. She did not hold it
aufficient unto the day to forget the world once
only in this room of sky-blue hangings. She
sought to lead her lover back to gentler thoughts.
So e said:

" What beautiful eydashes you have | "

And she covered his eyelids with tiny kisses.

When dhe languidly opened her eyes again,
languishing and recalling -to her happy mind the
infinity that had filled it for a moment, she noticed
that Joseph was anxious and seemed far away
from her, athough <he still held him with one
of her soft, beautiful, supple ams. With avoice
tender as a sigh, she asked him :

"What is the matter, mon ami? We were so
happy just now."

" Of course we were," replied Joseph Lacrisse.
"But Fve just remembered three telegrams in
cipher which have to be sent off before night
It is a complicated matter, and a dangerous one.



MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS 127

We really thought for a moment that Dupuy had
intercepted our teegrams on February 22nd.
There was enough in them tojug thelot of us”

" But hedid not intercept them, mon ami?"

"We mudst wuppo not, as we were not
molested. But | have my reasons for bdieving
that for the lag fortnight the Government have
had an eye on us, and until this wretched Republic
is done for | shan't have a moment's peace”

Tender and radiant, she put her arms about
his neck, like a scented garland of flowers, and
gazing at him with her moig sapphire eyes she
said, with a smile upon her fresh, ardent mouth:

" Do not be anxious, mon ami. Do not worry
2. | am sure you will sucoceed. Their Republic
is done for. How could it ress you? The
people have had enough of Parliamentarians.  They
don't want any more of them, 1'm certain. Nor
of the Freemasons and Freethinkers, and all those
horrible godless people who have neither réligion
nor country. For onés country and onésreligion
are the sme thing, aren't they? There is a
wonderful spiritual impulse abroad. On Sunday,
at Mass, the churches are full. And not only of
women, as the Republicans would have us believe.
There are gentlemen and offices Believe me,
mon ami, you will succesd. Besdes | will burn
candlesfor you in &. Anthony's chapd."
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" Yes, weshall makeamove early in September,”
he replied, grave and thoughtful. " The public
frame of mind is favourable We have the good
wishes and encouragement of the people Oh, it
IS not sympathy we lack."

She imprudently inquired what they did lack.

" What we lack, or at any rate might lack, if
things were not settled quickly, is the snews of
war—money, deuce take it! We get a good dedl,
of course but we shal nesd so much. Three
ladies in the betx st gave us three hundred
thousand francs  Monseigneur was much impressed
by a generosty so truly French. Do you not
think that there is something charming, exquiste,
fragrant of the old France the old arigocratic
odety, in the offering of these women to royalty ? "

Madame de Bonmont, dressng in front of the
glass did not appear to have heard the question.

He explained his meaning :

"But they are trickling, trickling away, the
three hundred thousand francs presnted by those
white hands Monseigneur told us, with chivalrous
grace. 'Spend the money to the lag sou' |If
ome dainty little hand were to bring us another
hundred thousand francs how we should bless it!
It would have hdped to save France. There is
sill a place to be filled among the amazons of
the chegue, in the squadron of fair Lfcaguers |
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can safdy promise to the fourth donor an autograph
letter from the Prince and, what is more, a place
at Court next winter."

But the Baronne, feding that he was trying
to bleed her, recaved a painful impresson. This
was not the firgd time, but se could not ge
usd to it Beddes e did not se that it would
be in any way usfful to give her money for the
resoration of the monarchy. Of course she liked
the handsome young Prince with his rosy face and
his fair dlky beard. She wished ardently for his
return ; she was impatient to witness his entry into
Paris, and his coronation. But, she argued, with
his income of two millions he had no need of any-
thing but love, good wishes and flowers. When
Josph Lacrise had finished what he had to sy
the dlence became painful

" Mon Dieu! how awful my hair looks!" e
muttered to the mirror.

When dhe had finished dressng, she took from
her little purse a piece of four-leaved clover,
endosd in a gass medallion framed in dlver
gilti and handing it to him whispered senti-
mentally :

"1t will bring you luck. Promise to keep it
aways"

In order to divert the attention of [any police-
agents that might be on his track, Joseph Lacrise
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was the firg to leave the blue fla. As he reeched
the landing he muttered with a scrowl:
" Ses a regular Wdlstein ! It was no good

her being baptized. What is bred in the bone will
come out in theflesh!”



CHAPTER XIII

e\ the warm luminous decline of day,
?)“ 284 the Luxembourg garden was as
; 4| though bathed in a golden dust
9““! f Monsieur Bergeret sat on the terrace
1 between Messieurs Denisand Goubin,
at the foot of the statue of Marguerite d'’Angouldme.
" Gentlemen," he said, " | should like to read
you an article that gppeared this morning in the
Figaro. | shal not name the author, for | think
you will recognize him for yourselves. Since
chance will have it so, it gives me al the more
pleasure to read it in the presence of this lovable
woman who was a lover of sound doctrine and of
open-hearted men, and who, becaue de wes
learned, sincere, tolerant and pitiful, and sought
to deprive the torturers of their victims, raised
againg her all the monasteriesand all the universities.
They used even to incite the young scapegraces of
the College of Navarre to insult her, and had she
not been sgter to the King of France they would
have sawed her up in a sack and thrown her into
the Seine. She was a gentle soul, profound yet
131
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cheerful | cannot say whether when alive she had
the coquettish and mischievous expresson which
she wears in this datue by a little-known sculptor,
by name Lescorne, but she certainly has not in the
hard, sncere pencil drawings of Clouet's pupils,
who have left us her portrait. | would rather
believe that her amile was often veiled in sadnes
and that her lips drooped sorrowfully when she
sid : ' | have borne more than my share of the
burden common to all persons of high etate’ In
her private life she was anything but happy, and all
around her she saw the wicked triumph amid the
applause of the cowardly and ignorant. | beieve
that in the days when her ears were not of marble
she would have lisened with sympathy to what |
am about to read.”

And Monseur Bergeret, having unfolded his
paper, read as follows :

"THE GOVERNMENT.

"To s just where one dood in the Affair
one needed, at the outset, some application, and a
certain amount of critica method, together with
affident lesure to apply it. So that we se that
the light firs¢ dawned upon those who, by the
quality of ther minds and the nature of their
occupation, were better adapted than others to the
solution of difficult problems. After this, all that
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was needed was common snse and dose attention.
Common sn is enough to-day.

"We mug not be surprisad that the general
public has held out s0 long againg the obvious
truth. Nothing should surprise us. There are
reasons for everything, and it is our place to dis
cover thee reasons  In the presnt ingance little
reflection is needed in order to perceve that the
public has been utterly and absolutdy deceved,
and its touching credulity abussd. The Press has
largely heped the lie to sucoeed. Most of the
nevgoapa's have hurried to the asigance of the
forgers, and have published forged or falsfied
documents, insults and lies But we mus admit
that in mogt cass this was done to please their
public and respond to the private opinions of
their readers It is certain that the battle againg
truth was in the firs place bassd on the popular
ingtinct.

"The crowd, by which | mean the crowd of
people who are incapable of thinking for themsdves,
did not undergand ; they could not understand.
Their idea of the Army was a smple one. For
them the Army was parade, march pad, review,
manoeuvres, uniforms, high boots spurs epaulets
guns and flags. It aso meant conscription, with
beribboned caps litres of chegp wine, barracks, drill,
the mess the guard-room and the canteen. It
meant, again, anational trade in pictures, thebrilliant
little sketches of our military painters with ther
goatless uniforms and nice tidy battle soanes  And
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finally it wasa symbol of srength and security, of
honour and glory. The officers who rode pagt on
horssback with their swords in their hands amid
the glitter of gold and sed, to the sound of musc
and theroll of drums, how was it possble to bdieve
that they would shordy be bending over a table,
behind locked doors tete atete with anxious agents
from the prefecture of police, handling the eraser
and the india-rubber, handling the gum brush or
sprinkling pounce, scratching out or putting in a
name in a document, forging handwritings, to ruin
an innocent man; or thinking out ridiculous
disguises for myderious appointments with the
traitor they had to save?

"What made thex crimes ssan impossble to
the public mind was that they did not smadk of the
open air, the early morning march, the fied of
manoeuvres and the batdefidd. They were all
too duffy, they savoured too much of the dfice ;
there was nothing military about them. And, in
truth, all the practices which were resorted to in
order to conoedl thejudicial error of 1895, all those
infamous documents, all that vile and rascaly
trickery, resks of the office and a dirty office at
that. All that the four green-papered walls, the
china inkstand surrounded with sponge, the box-
wood paper-knife, the water-bottle on the mantel-
piece, the pigeon-hales and the leather-seated chair
could sugges in the way of ridiculous imaginings
and evil thoughts to these gay-at-homes, these poor
' gtters' as a poet has called them,to vain, poor,



MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS 135

lazy, plotting scribblers, idle even in the accomplish-
ment of their idle task, jealous of one another and
proud of their occupation ; all the equivocal, false,
treacherous and supid things that can be done
with pen and pape in the service of wickedness
and folly, came out of a corner of that building on
which are sculptured battle trophies and smoking
hand-grenades.

"The jobs perpetrated in these offices during
the gpace of four years, for the purpose of burdening
a condemned prisoner with evidence which they
had neglected to produce before his condemnation,
and of acquitting the guilty man whom all accused,
who inculpated himsdf, are so mongrous in ther
conception as to baffle the moderate mind of a
Frenchman, and they exhae a spirit of tragc
buffoonery most displeasng in a country whose
literature abhors the confuson of syles These
documents and inquiries must be sudied minutely
before one can admit the reality of all these plots
and intrigues, these prodigioudy audacious tricks
and inept manoeuvres and | can well undersand
that the cardess ill-informed public refused to
believe in them even after they were divulged.

" And yet it is very true that at the end of a
corridor in aMinisterial building, on thirty square
yards of waxed flooring, a few military bureaucrats,
ome of them idle and crafty, others excited and
unruly, betrayed justice and decelved a great people
by their wicked, fraudulent documents But if this
Affair, which wasaboveall the Affair of Mercier and
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the bureaux, has revealed a villainous morality, it
has a0 raised up some noble characters

" For even in this very dffice there was one man
unlike the res. His mind was broad, shrewd and
lucid, his character noble, his heart patient, abun-
dantly human and invincibly gentle He was
rightly looked upon as one of the mogt intelligent
officers in the Army. And although the singularity
of a spirit of too rare an esmcee might have
been a gumbling-block, he had been the firg
among the officrs of his age to be appointed
lieutenant-colond, and everything foretold for him
the mog brilliant future in the Army. His friends
undergood his rather quizzical indulgence and his
genuine kindliness. They knew him to be endowed
with an unusual snse of beauty, apt to fed keenly
all that was begt in mudgc and literature, and to live
in the ethereal world of ideas Like all men whose
inner life is degp and meditative, he devdoped his
great moral and intdlectual faculties in solitude.
This tendency to retire within himsdf, together
with his natural smplicity, his spirit of renunciation
and sacrifice and the beautiful sncerity which some-
times ssams to grace the minds of those mogt
conscious of universal suffering and evil, combined
to foom in him the type of soldier known or
dreamed of by Alfred de Vigny, the quiet hero of
daily life who imparts some of his own nobility to
the humbles taks which he undertakes, and to
whom the accomplishment of routine duty is the
familiar poetry of life.
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" This officer, who was appointed to the second
committee of investigation, found one day that
Dreyfus had been condemned for the crime of
Esterhazy. He informed his superior officers.
They tried, quietly at first, and then by threats, to
put a stop to his investigations, which, in proving
the innocence of Dreyfus, would reveal their own
crimes and errors. He knew that it meant ruin if
he persevered. He persevered. With quiet re-
flection, dow and sure, with calm courage, he
continued his work of justice. He was removed.
He was sent to Gabes, and to the Tripoli frontier,
on some wicked pretext, for no other reason than to
get him murdered by the Arab brigands.

" Having failed to kill him, they st to work to
dishonour him, to ruin him by the profusion of
their danders. With treacherous promises they
tried to keep him from speaking at the Zola trial.
He spoke, with the unruffled calm of the just man,
with the serenity of a mind that knew neither fear
nor desire. There was no exaggeration in his
speech and no weakness ; only the words of a man
who was doing his duty on that day as on all other
days, without thinking for a moment that there was
a singular courage in the act. Neither threats nor
persecution caused him to hesitate for a moment.

" Many have said that in order to accomplish
the task which he had sat himsdf, to establish the
innocence of a Jew and the crime of a Christian, he
had to get the better of clerical preudices, to
conquer a hatred of the Jews ingrained in him since

K
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his early youth, when he was growing to manhood
in that and of Alsace and of France which gave him
to the Army and the country. Those who know
him bes know that he heeded nothing of the kind,
that he was incapable of any sort of fanaticism, that
his idedls were never those of a setary, that his
great intelligence placed him above petty hatreds
and partialities ; in short, that his soul was free.

" This inward liberty, the mogt precious of all
liberties, his persecutors could not take from him.
In the prison to which they sent him, whose sones
in the words of Fernand Gregh, formed the pedesal
of his datue he was free, freer than they. His
wide reading, his calm, benevolent spesch, and his
letters, full of serene and noble thoughts bear
witness (I know) to the freedom of his soul. Those
others, his persscutors and calumniators, were the
real prisoners—the prisoners of their lies and their
crimes.  People who saw him behind the bolts and
bars tettify to the fact that he was quiet, smiling
and indulgent. When the great mental revolution
took place during which those public medtings that
united thousands of scholars sudents and working-
men were organized, while petitions covered with
dgnatures demanded an end to the scanda of his
imprisonment, he said to Louis Havet, who went to
gehim: ' | am much more easy in my mind than
you." | think, however, that he suffered. | think
he affered intensdy at the thought of so much
basmness and treachery, of SO mongrous an injustice,
of that epidemic of crime and madness of the
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execrable fury of the men who were deceiving the
crowd, and the pardonable fury of the ignorant
mob. He, too, saw the aged woman bearing with
saintly simplicity the faggots for the torture of the
innocent. How could he do other than suffer,
when he found that men were worse than his
philosophy had pictured them, less courageous and
less intelligent when put to the test than the psycho-
logists imagined in their quiet studies? | believe
he suffered inwardly in the secret places of his
silent soul, veiled as by the Stoic's cloak. But |
should be ashamed to pity him. | should be too
much afraid lest that murmur of human pity should
reach his ears and offend the rightful pride of his
heart. Far from pitying him, rather will | sy that
he was happy ; happy because on the sudden day of
trial he was ready and without weakness; happy
because unforeseen circumstances permitted him to
give tothe full the measure of his great soul; happy
that he proved himself to be an honest man, heroic
in his simplicity ; happy because he sands for ever
as an example to soldiers and to citizens. Pity is
for those who have failed. To Colonel Picquart we
can offer nothing less than admiration.”

Having come toan end of his reading, Monsieur
Bergeret refolded his newspgper. The datue of
Marguerite of Navarre was all rosy-pink. In the
west the harshly brilliant sky clothed itself as with
a suit of mail, a network of clouds like bars of
red copper.



CHAPTER XIV

PrriH A T sameevening Monsieur Bergeret
;_';‘) \*;‘ja received in his siudy a visit from his
7

colleague Jumage.

7 .4..3 p,g~ Alphonse Jumage and Lucien
R A Bergeret were born on the same day,
at the same hour, and were the children of two girl
friends to whom, from that time, they became an
inexhaudtible source of conversation. They had
grown up together. Lucien never troubled his
head in any way concerning their Smultaneous entry
into the world, but Alphonse was more mindful of
the fact, and dwet upon it with some emphads
He formed a mental habit of comparing the course
of their two lives, which had garted smultaneoudy,
and he gradually persuaded himsdf that it was only
just, equitable and salutary that their progressin life
should be equal.

He took a great interest in the development of
their twin careers both of which were devoted to
teaching, and, judging his own fortuneby another's,
he created for himsdf continual and futile anxieties
which obscured the natural dearness of his vision.
140
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The fact that Monsieur Bergeret was a professor at
the University, while he himself taught grammar in
a suburban lycee was not, to his mind, in conformity
with the idea of divine justice engraven upon his
heart He was too fair-minded a man to bear a
grudge againg his friend ; but when the latter was
appointed lecturer at the Sorbonne Jumage felt it
keenly,

A curious effect of this comparative study of
their two lives was that Jumage formed an
inveterate habit of thinking and acting, on every
possible occasion, in a manner diametrically opposed
to Monsieur Bergeret's way of thinking and acting ;
not that he had not a sincere and upright character,
but he could not help suspecting that some malign
influence was a work to ensure the success of
careers which were of greater importance and merit
than hisown, and were therefore unrighteous. And
thus, when he found that the professor wes in
favour of the Revision, he at oncejoined the ranks
of the Nationalists, because he conceived all manner
of perfectly genuine reasons for doing o, and dso
because he had to be the antithesis, in a sensg, the
inverted sdf, of Monsieur Bergeret He entered
his name as a member of the League of the Agitation
francaise, and even made pesches a its meetings.
In the same way he opposed his friend on every
topic under the sun, from sysems of economica
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heating to the rules of Latin Grammar, and as, after
all, Monsieur Bergeret was not aways wrong,
Jumage was not dways right.

This contrariety, which with years had assumed
the exactitude of a rational system, did not in any
way interferewith their life-long friendship. Jumage
was really concerned at the misfortunes that dogged
Bergeret in the course of his sometimes troubled
career. He went to s him every time he heard of
a fresh calamity. He was no far-weather friend.

On this particular occasion, he came to his old
friend with the worried and bewildered expression,
the look of mingled pain and pleasure, that Lucien
knew so well.

" You are quite well, Lucien? 1'm not in your
way, am |?'

"No. | was reading the story of the porter
and theyoung girls in The Arabian Nights, newly
trandated by Dr. Mardrus. Itisaliteral translation
and very different from The Arabian Nights of our
old friend Galland."

" | came to s you," said Jumage, " because |
wanted to spesk to you about something. But it's
of no consequence.  So you were reading The
ArabianNights?"

"Yes," replied Monsieur Bergeret, "and for
the first time too. For the worthy Galland gives
one no idea of the real thing. He is an excellent
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story teller who has carefully corrected the morals
of the Arabs. His Scheherazada, like Coypel's
Esther, has her value; but here we have Arabia
with all its perfumes”

" 1've brought you an articleto read," continued
Jumage. "But, as ! sad before, it's of no
consequence,”

And he drew from his pocket a newspaper
which Monsieur Bergeret slowly extended his hand
to take. Jumage replaced it in his pocket.
Monsieur Bergeret's hand dropped to his side;
then, with fingers that trembled slightly, Jumage
Spread the paper on the table.

" Again, | repedt, it's of no importance, but |
thought it bette—perhaps it's better for you to
know—you have enemies, many enemies.”

" Flatterer 1" said Monsieur Bergeret.

And picking up the paper he read the following
lines marked in blue pencil:

" A common usher and a Dreyfusard, the in-
tellectual Bergeret, who has been stagnating in the
provinces, has just been appointed lecturer at the
Sorbonne. The students of the faculty of letters
have lodged an energetic protest aganst the
appointment of this anti-French Protestant, and it
does not surprise us to hear that many of them
have decided to greet as he deserves, with howls of
execration, the dirty German Jew whom the Minister
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of Treason has had the impudence to foist upon
them as a teacher."

And when Monsieur Bergeret had finished
reading, Jumage said eagerly :

"Don't read it, it's not worth it. It's so
trivial."

"Trivial, | admit,” replied Monsieur Bergeret.
" Yet you mug not deprive me of this token,
obscure and inaufficent, but at the same time
truthful and creditable, of what | did during a
difficult period. | didn't do a great deal; but |
ran ome risks.  Sapfer, the Dean, was sugpended
for having poken of justice during afuneral oration,
in the days when Monsieur Bourgeois was Grand
Mager of the University. And we have known
wore times than those for which Monseur
Bourgeois was respongble  If it hadn't been for the
generous firmness of my chiefs | should have been
turned out of the University by an unwise Minister.
| didn't think about it then, but | can think of it
now, and dam the reward of my actions Now
tell me what more worthy, what nobler, what more
findy augere reward could | attain than the insults
of the enemies of justice? | could wish that the
writer who, despite himsdf, has given me this
testimonial, had expressed his thought in a more
memorable fashion.  But that would be asking too
much."
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Having thus spoken, Monsieur Bergeret placed
the blade of hisivory paper-knife between the pages
of The Arabian Nights. He enjoyed cutting the
pages of his books being a wise man who suited
his pleasures to his condition. The augere Jumage
envied him this innocent pagime. He pulled his
deave,

" Listen, Lucien. 1 share none of your opinions
with regard to the Affair. | have blamed and ill
blame your conduct. | fear it may have the mos
deplorable results upon your future. No true
Frenchman will ever find it in his heart to forgive
you. | should like to say, however, that | most
forcibly disapprove of the gyle of controversy em-
ployed againg you by certain newgpapers | con-
demn them. You beieve that, do you not ?*

"Yes."

After a moment's slence, Jumage went on :

" You s Lucien, you are dandered because of
your postion. You can summon your danderers
before a jury. But | don't advise you to do o,
They would be acquitted.”

" That is mog probable” said Monsieur Ber-
geret. " Unless| walk into court in a plumed hat,
a swvord at my Sde, ourson my boots, and an army
of twenty thousand paid hooligans at my heds
Then my plea would be heard by judge and jury.
When Zola was found guilty by the jury of the
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Saine in respect of the very moderate letter which
he addressed to a President of the Republic who was
ill-prepared to read it, their deliberations took place
amid bestia cries, hideous threats, an unendurable
clatter of ironmongery, amid all the phantoms of
error and untruth. | have not so terrific an apparatus
at my disposal, therefore it is more than probable
that my defamer would be acquitted.”

"You cannot, however, remain indifferent to
insults. What do you intend to do ? "

" Nothing. | am satisfied. | would just as soon
be subjected to the insults of the Press as to its
prase. Truth has been served in the newspapers
by her enemies as well as by her friends. When a
mere handful of men, mindful of the honour of
France, denounced the fraudulent condemnation
of an innocent man, the Government and public
opinion treated them as enemies. But they spoke
out. And by their pesch they proved themsdves
the stronger. Y ou know how fervently the majority
of the newspgpers worked againgt them. But in
spite of themselves they were serving the cause of
truth, and by publishing the fadse documents——"

" There haven't been so many fase documents
as you think, Lucien."

" They made it possible to prove their falsity.
Error had been scattered broadcast, and could no
longer collect her scattered forces, and finaly
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nothing was left save that which had ssquence and
continuity. Truth has a faculty of linking facts
together which error does not poses It formed,
in the face of insult and impotent hatred, a chain
that could not again be broken. We owe the
triumph of our cause to the liberty, the licence of
the Press”

"But you are not victorious," cried Jumage
" Nether are we defeated! Quite the contrary |
The opinion of the whole country is againg you. |
regret to sy it, but you and your friends are unani-
moudy execrated, dishonoured, spat upon. We
defeated ? You arejoking. Thewhole of France
is with us"

" And you are defeated from within. I | took
appearances into condderation | might think you
victorious, and degpair of justice. There are
criminals who go unpunished. Prevarication and
perjury are publicly approved as praiseworthy
actions. | have no hope that the enemies of truth
will own themsdves vanquished. Such an effort is
possble only to the highes type of mind.

" Thereisvery little change in the general date
of mind. The ignorance of the public is still almost
complete.  There have bean none of those sudden
changes of opinion on the part of the crowd which
are 0 amazing when they occur. Nothing striking
or even naticeable has happened. Neverthdess the
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time is pat when a Presdent of the Republic could
degrade, to the level of his own soul, justice, the
honour of the country, and the aliances of the
Republic, the power of whose minisers depended
upon their undersanding with the enemies of the
very ingitutions of which they were the guardians.
A sasn of brutal hypocrisy when contempt for
inteligence and hatred of justice were at one and
the same time a popular opinion and a Satedoctrine.
A timewhen those in power uphed the rioters, when
it wasa crime to cry ' Vivela Ripublique!" Those
days are aready remote, as though they had sunk
into the limbo of the pag and were plunged into the
darkness of the age of barbariam.

"They may return. We are divided from
them as yet by nothing tangible, nothing apparent
or definite. They have faded away like the douds
of the error which created them, and the least
breath may yet rekindle ther ashes But even if
everything were to congire to drengthen your
cause, you are none the less irretrievably log.
You are conquered from within, and that is the
irretrievable defeat. When you are conquered from
without, you can continue to ress and hope for
revenge. Your ruin iswithin you. The nesessary
consequences of your crimes and your errors are at
hand in spite of your efforts to prevent them, and
with amazement you s the beginning of your
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downfall. Unjust and violent, you will be destroyed
by your own injugtice and violence.  And the mon-
drous party of unrighteousness, hitherto inviolable,
regpected and feared, is falling, breaking asunder of
its own weight.

"What does it matter then if legal sanctions
are dilatory or lacking? Theonly true and natural
judtice is contained in the very consquences of the
act, not in external formulag, which are often narrow
and sometimes arbitrary. Why complain that the
greates culprits evade the law and retain ther
despicable honours? That doen't matter ether,
under the presnt sodal sysem, any more than it
mattered, in the days of the earth's infancy, when
the great saurians of the primeval ooeans were dis-
appearing to make way for crestures more beautiful
and of happier ingincts, that there ill remained
dranded, on the dime of the beaches a few mon-
drous survivors of a doomed race”

As Jumage reached the gate of the Luxembourg
after his vigt to his friend, he met young Goubin.

" I'vejust ben to & Bergeret,” hesaid. " I'm
orry for him; he ssamsvery cag-down and dejected.
The Affair has crushed him."



CHAPTER XV

;'\'\‘ﬂ "T(r; the offices of the Executive Com-
£ I }i" mittee in the Rue de Berri, Henri
i_"’he‘, %_‘ de Brece, Jossph Lacrise and Henri
"J.)"l!l 'g,! Lion were dealing with the busness
__'...'...__{_‘_ b Of the day.

"My dear President,” said Josgph Lacrise to
Henri de Brece " | want you tofind a prefecture
for agood Royalist. | am sure you will not refuse
when | have told you of my candidate's qualification.
His father, Ferdinand Dellion, an iron-mager at
Valcombe, is in every way deserving of the King's
favour. He is mog careful of the moral and
physcal well-being of his workmen. He has a
dipensary for them, and he ses that they go to
Mass on SQundays and snd their children to the
church schods and that they vote properly and
abgain from trade unions. He is opposad, un-
fortunately, by the deputy Cothard and ill-supported
by the sub-prefect of Valcombe. His son Gudave
is one of the most active and energetic members
of my Departmental Committee. He was mos
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vigorous in the campaign againg the Jews in our
city, and was arreted at Auteuil for taking part
in the demondration againg Loubet. You smply
cannot refuse a prefecture to Gugave Dellion, my
dear President!”

" A prefecture” murmured Brece, turning over
hisregiser, " a prefecture? We've only got Guér et
and Draguignan left. Will you have Guiret ?"

Josph Lacrise smiled imperceptibly as he
replied:

" My dear Presdent, Gugave Dellion is my
collaborator. When the timeisripe hewill proced
under my orders to the forcible suppresson of
Worms-Clavdin. It is only fair that he should
take his place”

With his eyes glued to the regiger, Henri de
Brece dedared the thing to be impossble Worms-
Clavdin's sucoessx was aready chosn. Mon-
signeur had appointed Jacques de Cadde, one of
the first to subscribe to the Henry subscription-lists,

Lacrise objected to Jacques de Cadde, saying
that he was a granger to the department. Henri
de Brece retorted that one did not dispute the
King's orders, and the discusson was growing
somewhat heated when Henri Lion, adride a chair,
put out his hand and remarked in a peremptory
tone:

" Wcerms-Cllvelin's sucoessor will  be neither
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Jacques de Guide nor Gudave Dellion. It will be
Worms-Clavelin."

Lacrise and Brece protested.

"It will be Worms-Clavelin," repeated Henri
Leon. " Worms-Clavelin, who will not await your
arrival on the somes to fly the royal sandard from
the roof of the prefecture, and whom the Minister
of the Interior appointed by the King will have
notified by tdephone of his retention at the head
of the departmental administration.”

"Worms-Clavdin prefect under the monar chy!"
sid Brece disdainfully. " I don't ssam to se
him."

"It would be a shocking thing, of course"
replied Henri Leon. "But if the Chevalier de
Clavdin is appointed prefect there is nothing more
to be said. Don't let us have any illusons, the
King won't betow all the plums on us. Ingratitude
is the first duty of a sovereign, and no Bourbon has
ever yet been found lacking in that respect. | sy
this to the praise of the House of France.

" Do you really think the King will govern with
the white carnation, the cornflower and the rose of
France, and take his minigers from the Jockey Club
and from Puteaux, or make Chrigtiani Grand Master
of the Ceremonies ? If 0, you are vasly mistaken.
The rose of France, the cornflower and the white
carnation will be left on the ground, in the modest
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shade beloved of the violet. Christiani will be st
at liberty, nothing more. People will look askance
at him for staving in Loubet's hat. Of course!
Once deposed, Loubet, who at present is nothing
but a low Panamist, will be a predecessor when we
have replaced him. The King will sit in hisarm-
chair at the Auteuil races and he will then consider
that Christiani created a regrettable precedent and
will bear him a grudge for doing so. Even we
ourselves, we who are plotting for him, will become
suspect; conspirators are not liked at Court. | am
telling you this to save you from bitter disappoint-
ment. The secret of happiness is to live without
illusons. As far as | am concerned, if my services
arc forgotten or despised, | shall not complain.
Politics isn't a matter of sentiment; | realize only
too well what His Majesty will be forced to do
when we have set him upon the throne of his
fathers. Before rewarding gratuitous devotion, a
good King pays for the services which have been
sold to him. Don't make any mistake about that |
The greatest honours and the most lucrative
positions will be given to the Republicans. The
trimmers alone will form a third of our political
personnel, and will receive their pay before we do.
And that is only fair. Gromance, the old Chouan
who went over to the Republic under Meline,
explains his position very clearly when he tells us:

L
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"You have lo me a st in the Senate, therefore
you owe me one in the House of Pexs' Hell
get it, and after all he desrves it.  But the reward
of the trimmers will be as nothing to that of the
faithful Republicans who reserve their treachery for
the supreme moment. Those are they who will
get the portfolios and gold-laced coats the titles
and endowments Do you know where to look
for our Premier and half our Peerage at the presnt
moment ? Don't look for them in our Royalig
Committees where we hourly run the risk of being
arrested like so many thieves, nor in the wandering
Court of our young and handsome Prince in his
crud exile You will find them in the ante-
chambers of the Radical minigers, in the drawing-
rooms of the Elysee and in every ingtitution in
the pay of the Government Have you never
heard of Talleyrand and Fouche ? Have you read
no higory, not even the works of Monsieur Imbert
de Saint-Amand ? It was not an emige but a
regicide who was appointed Minister of the Palice
by Louis XVIII in 1815 Our young King is
certainly not 0 cever as Louis XVIII, but we
mug not think him devoid of intdligence. That
would be disepectful and, perhaps too svere
When he is King he will realize the necessties of
the dtuation. All the chigs of the Republican
party who are not dain, exiled, transported or
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incorruptible will have to be regarded, otherwise
they will oppose him in a great and powerful party,
and Mfline himsdf will become a savage enemy.
And dnce | have mentioned Meline, Brece, tell me
your sdf, which would be mogt advantageous to the
royal cause—that your father should presde over
the pears or Meline, Due de Remiremont, Prince
des Vogges with the Grand Cross of the Legion of
Honour, Knight of the Lily and Saint Louis ?
There can be no possble doubt. Due Méeline
would bring far more adherents to the crown than
the Due de Brece Must I, then, teach you the
A B C of retorations ?

" All we shall get will be the titles and pogtions
rgected by the Republicans Our gratuitous
devotion will be taken for granted. They will
have no fear of digpleasng us; they will fed
asured that we shall remain inoffensve malcontents
It will never for a moment enter ther heads that
we might form an Opposition.

"Well, they will be migaken. We shal be
obliged to oppose them, and we shall do 0. It
will be profitable, and it won't be difficult. Of
course we shall not ally oursdves with the Repub-
licans  That would be in execrable taste, and our
loyalty would forbid such a thing. We cannot be
less Royalist than the King, but we can be more $0.
Monseigneur le Duc d'Orlians is no democrat, we
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mus do him that justice. He does not interest
himsdf in the condition of the workingdasses He
dates from before the Revolution. Neverthdess,
although he dines in kneebresches and a Breton
waigcoat, with all his ordersround his neck, he will
turn Liberal when hisminisgersareLiberals. There
is nothing to prevent us from becoming 'Ultras.'
We gnall pull to the right while the Republicans
pull to theleft; we shall become dangerous and they
will treat us properly. And who can sy whether
the Ultras will not be the means of saving the
monarchy ? Wehave already an incompar ablearmy
to-day which is more rdigious than the clergy.
We have an incomparable bourgeoise, anti-Semites
every one of them, who think as men thought
in the Middle Ages Louis XVIII was not
fortunate. If they will give me the pod of
Minister of the Interior, with such admirable
dements as thee I'll guarantee to make the
monarchy las ten years After that it will be
the turn of Sodalisn. But ten years is a good
leee of life."

Having thus spoken, Henri Leon lit a cigar.
Still harping on the same theme, Jossph Lacrise
begged Henri de Brece to se if he had not a good
prefecture to digpose of ; but the President repeated
as before that he had nothing but Gueret and
Draguignan.
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"1t will have to be Draguignan then," said
Joseph Lacrisewith asgh. " Gustave Dellion will
not be bes pleased, but | must make him s it's a
foot in thegtirrup.”



CHAPTER XVI

EHE Baronne de Bonmont had invited
all the tided landowners and the big
manufacturers and financiers of the
district to a charity fete which she
was giving on the 29th of the month,
in the famous Chateau de Montil which Bernard de
Paves, Grand Master of Artillery in the reign of
Louis X 11, had built in 1508 for Nicolette de
Vaucelles, his fourth wife, and which had been
bought by Baron Jules after the French loan of
1871. She had been tactful enough to send no
invitations to the Jewish landowners, although she
had friends and relations among them. After the
death of her husband she was baptized, and had
now been five years naturalized. She was wholly
devoted to her religion and country. Like her
brother Wallstein, of Vienna, she was careful to
distinguish herself from her former co-religionists
by a sincere anti-Semitism. She was quite un-
ambitious, however, and her natural inclination was
for the pleasures of domestic life. She would have
been satisfied with a modest position among the
158
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Chrigtian arigocracy of France, if her son had not
urged her to "make a glash." It was the little
Baron Ernest who had induced her to get in with
the Breces, it was he who had inscribed the entire
arigocracy of the province on the list of the gueds
invited to the proected fete It was he who
brought the little Duchese de Mausac to Montil
to take part in the play. As se was given to
remarking, she was of good enough birth to sup
with drcusriders and drink with grooms.

The programme of the fete included a perform-
ance of Joconde by sodety amateurs, a fair in the
park, a Venetian fete on the lake, and illumina-
tions.

It was already the 17th. The preparations were
procesding hurriedly, amidg extreme confuson.
Thelittlecompany of actorswererehearsing their play
in the long Renaissance gallery, the pands of whose
celling bore, in an ingenious variety of design, the
peacock of Bernard de Paves tied by the foot to the
lute of Nicolctte de Vauceles

Monsieur Germaine was accompanying the
dngers on the piano, while in the park the carpenters
were putting together the framework of the booths
with great blows of their mallets. Largilliere, from
the Oprra-Comique, was acting as dage manager.

" Your turn, Duchess"

Monsieur Germainés hands, dripped of their
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rings, excepting one that remained on his thumb,
gruck a chord.

"La,la"

But, taking the glass handed her by young
Bonmont, the Duchess cried :

" Let medrink my cocktail first."

When e had finished, Largilliere repeated :

" Come, Duchess"

" Tout me seconde,
Je I'ai prevu. . . "

And Monseur Germain€s hands despoiled of
gold and gams save for an amethys on the thumb,
ones more druck a chord. But the Duches did
not sng. She was daring with interes at the
accompanig.

" My dear Germaine, 1 am log in admiration |
You have grown a bug and hips1 | congratulate
you ! You've redly done something! While as for
me—look !" She drew her hands down over her
cdoth cogume. "I've got rid of all that!" She
made a half-turn. " Nothing left! It's all gonel
And in the meantime you've been growing them 1
Now that's really funny ! But therés no harm in
it. One thing makes up for another."

But Rene Chartier, who was playing Joconde,
was ganding moationless with his neck extended like
a gove-pipe thinking only of the velvet and pearls
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of his voice, which was degp and just a little
gloomy. He grew impatient at lagt, remarking
coldly:
" We dhal never bein time; it's deplorable! "
"Let us dart from the quartette” said Lar-
gilliere.
" Tout me secondc,
Jel'ai prevu ;

Pauvre Joconde !
Il eg vaincu."

" Comc along, Monsieur Quatrebarbe.”

Monsieur Gerard Quatrebarbe was the son of
the diocesan architect. Snce he had broken the
windows of Mayer, the bootmaker, who was
upposd to be a Jew, he wes received everywhere
in sodety. He had a good voice but he missd
his cues and Rene Chartier cag furious gances at
him,

"You are not in your place Duchess" sad
Largilliere.

" No, | dare say not! " replied the Duchess

Rene Chartier went up to young Bonmont and
whispered in his ear:

" For goodness sakedon't givethe Duchessany
more cocktails, she will spail everything."

Largilliere was grumbling too; the choruss
were confused and unimpressve.  However, they
attacked thetrio.
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" Monseur Lacrisse, you are not in your place”

Josph Lacrisse was not in his place and it is
only fair to say that it was not his fault. Madame
de Bonmont was perpetually enticing him into
cornersand murmuringtohim :

" Tell me you love me still; if you don't ill
love me | fed | shal die!"

She d aked him for news of the plot, and
as the latter was not going on at all wel the
guestion irritated him. He was annoyed with her,
too, because she had not given any money to the
caue He dgrode off diffly to join the chorus
while Rene Chartier sang as though he meant it:

" Dans un delire extreme
On vein fuir ce qu'on aime"

Y oung Bonmont went up to his mother.

"Don't trugt Lacrisse, mother."

She darted. Then, in a tone of affeded in-
difference:

"What do you mean ? He is very sious
more serious than is usual at his age He is
occupied with important matters He——"

Theyoung Baron shrugged his strong crooked
shoulders.

"1 tel you, don't trust him. He wants to
come down on you for a hundred thousand francs
He asked me to help to get the cheque out of you.
But at the presnt time | don't sethat it's necessary.
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| am for the King, but a hundred thousand francs
isalarge sum."
Reni Chartier sang:

" On devient infidele,
On court de belle en bele"

A srvant brought the Baronne a letter. It was
from the Breces, who endosad a contribution to the
charity and expresed their regrets that they would
not be able to attend the fete, being obliged to go
away before the 29th,

She handed the letter to her son, who amiled
unpleasantly, and asked :

" What about the Courtrais ?"

"They refused yeserday, and Madame Carrier
de Chalmot aswell."

"Thecatsl"

"We gshall have the Terremondres and the
Gromances™"

" The deuce it's part of their busnes to come
toour house"

They reviewed the situation; it was unsatis
factory. Terremondre had not, as usual, promised
to hunt up his cousns and his aunts and all the
ret of the small gentry. The big manufacturers
themsdves samed to be hestating and seeking
exausss for not coming. Young Bonmont con-
cluded :
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" It'sall up with your fete, mother 1 Wearein
quarantine, that's very evident."

These words grieved the gentle Elisabeth. Her
beautiful face, dways adorned by a loving smile,
seemed overcast.

At the other end of the room, above the con-
fused babel of sounds, Largilliere's voice reiterated :

"Not like that ! That's not the way! We
shall never be ready in time."

" Do you hear ?" sad the Baronne. " He sys
we shall not be ready in time. Suppose we post-
pone the fete if it's not going to be a success”

"You ae soft, mother I But I'm not blaming
you. It's your nature. You are a forget-me-not
and will dways remain one. | am a fighting man,
a strong man. 1'm pretty well played out, as far
as my heath goes, but—I shal struggle on to
the end."

"My child I

"Don't let that worry you. 1'm done for, but
| shal struggle on."

Rene Chartier's voiceflowedforth like alimpid
fountain:

" On pense, on peneencore
A cdle gu'on adore,

Et I'on revient toujours
A gspremigesa . . "

Suddenly the accompanist cessad playing amidst a
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great uproar. Monsieur Germaine was chasing the
Duchess who was running off with his rings. She
fled into the monumental fireplace, where on the
Angevin date were engraven the loves of the
nymphs and the metamorphoses of the gods. Then,
pointing to alittle pocket in her corsage dhe sad :

" Here areyour rings, my old Germaine. Come
and fetch them. Look here! Here's a par of
Louis X1l tongs! You can usethem !

And ghe jangled an enormous pair of tongs
under the musician's nose. Rene Chartier, savagdy
rolling his eyes, threw down his score, saying that
he returned his part.

"l don't believe the Luzancourts are coming
either," sad the Baronne, with a sigh.

"Allisnotlost. | haveanidea," sad thelittle
Baron. " One must know how to make a sacrifice
when it's useful. Say nothing to Lacrisse! "

" Nothing to Lacrisse ?"

"Nothing that matters. Leaveit to me."

He left her and approached the noisy chorus.
To the Duchess, who asked him tor another cocktail,
he gently remarked:

"Don't bother me."

Then he sat down besde Joseph Lacrisse who
was meditating apart, and spoke to him for some
time in alow voice. His manner was serious and
resolute.
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" It's true enough,” he said to the secretary of
the Committee of Young Royaligs "We must
overthrow the Republic and save France. And to
do that we need money. My mother is of the
same opinion. She is prepared to pay fifty thousand
francs to the King's account for expenss of
propaganda.”

Joseph Lacrise thanked him in the King'sname.

" 3Monsggneur,” hesaid," will behappy tolearn
that your mother adds her patriotic offering to that
of the three French ladies who displayed such
chivalrous generosty. You may be wure that he
will express his gratitude in a letter written by his
own hand."

"It's not worth gpesking of" sad young
Bonmont.

And after a short dlence he added:

" When you e the Breces and the Courtrais,
my dear Lacrisse, you might tell them to come to
our little fete"



CHAPTER XVII
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T was the first day of the New Year.
§ Between two <showers Monseur
m ‘ Bergeret and his daughter Pauline
5 B wended their way along the dreets
i”\&_’ ,"””‘1 still covered with fresh golden mud,
to wish the compliments of the ssason to a maternal
aunt of Monsieur Bergeret'swho till survived, but
lived alone, if living it could be called, in a little
Beguineés cel which good in a kitchen garden,
amid the sound of convent bdls. Pauline was
happy without a reason smply because holidays
auch as these, which marked the flight of time,
made he the more constious of the ddightful
progress of her young life.

On this solemn day Monsieur Bergeret ill
obsrved his cusomary indulgence, no longer
expecting much good from his fdlow-creatures or
from life itsdf, but knowing, like Monsieur Fagon,
that one mug forgive nature a great deal. All
along the road beggars of every description, sand-
ing upright like candlesticks, or soread out like
temporary altars, formed the decorations of this
167
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wcda fete They had all come to help to adorn
the bourgeois quarters all our poor unfortunates,
lame, halt and blind ; crooks, tramps, pickpockets,
malingerers, rogues, and hardened ruffians.  Yield-
ing, however, to the general tendency to obliterate
individual character, and to conform with the
universal mediocrity of manners they did not
expoe to view horrible malformations and ghasly
res as in the days of the great Coexe.  They did
not bind their mutilated limbs with blood-stained
rags ; they were modes and affected only endurable
infirmities.  One of them hobbled nimbly after
Monseur Bergeret for some condderable disance
Then he gopped and took up his pogtion once
more like a lamp-pog on the edge of the pavement.
After which Monseur Bergeret remarked to his
daughter:

" | havejust committed a wicked action ; | have
given aims. In giving a couple of sous to Monsieur
Hobbler | tased- the shameful joy of humiliating
my felow-man. | was a partner to the odious pact
that gives power to the strong and leaves the weak
in their weskness. | have saled with my own s
the injudtice of ages and contributed my share to
depriving this man of one half of his soul."

"You've done all that, papa?' asked Pauline
increduloudy.

" Almog all that,” replied Monsieur Bergeret.



MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS 169

"1 have sold fraternity to my brother Hobbler,
usng fase weights, and in humiliating him | have
brought humiliation on mysdf, for almsgiving
degrades both him who gives and him who takes.
1 have done wrong."

" | don't think 0" said Pauline.

"You don't think =" replied Monseur
Bergeret, " because you have no philosophy and are
incapable of tracing from an apparently innocent
action the stupendous conssquences which it bears
within itsdf. This fdlow induced me to offer him
ams | could not resg the importunity of his
whining appeal. | pitied his bare thin neck, the
kness of his trousers, which, baggy from too long
wear, bear such a depressing resemblance to the
knees of a camd, and his feet, on which his shoes
were gaping at the toes like a couple of ducks.
Saducer ! Dangerous Hobbler ! Through you
my sous have produced ther little share of basnes
and shame  Through you | have* created with ten
centimes a little ugliness and evil. In handing you
that tiny token of wealth and power, | have ironi-
cally made you a capitalig, and invited you, an un-
honoured guedt, to the banquet of society, the feast
of civilization. And as 1 did it 1 felt that | was one
of the mighty of this world as compared with you,
arich man compared with you, my gentle Hobbler,
exquiste mendicant and flatterer. | regoiced and

M
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was proud, exulting in my opulence and my great-
ness. O Hobbler, live for ever! Pulcher hymnus
dvitiarum pauper immortalis.

" An abominable practice, that of almsgiving!
A barbarous pity, that of charity! An ancient
error, that of the well-to-do who give a penny and
think they are performing a good deed, who believe
they have fulfilled their whole duty to their feEow-
man by means of the most miserable, awkward,
ridiculous, sensdess and mean action which could
possibly be committed with a view to a better
distribution of wealth. This habit of aimsgiving is
contrary to beneficence and abhorrent to charity."

" Redly 7' sad Pauline good-humouredly.

" Almsgiving," went on Monsieur Bergeret, " is
no more to be compared to beneficence than a
monkey's grimace to the smile of the Joconda
Beneficence is as ingenious as ailmsgiving is inept.
Itisvigilant, and proportions its efforts to the need.
That is precisely what | did not do with regard to
brother Hobbler. The very name of beneficence
evoked the most beautiful ideas in the senstive
minds of the century of the philosophers. It used
to be believed that the name wes first created by the
good Abbe de Saint-Pierre, but it is older still, and
can be found in the old Balzac. In the sixteenth
century men said hindicence not bienfaisance, but it
it the same word. | must admit that | do not find
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its pristine beauty in the word bienfaisance; for me
it hes been spoiled by the Pharisees who have made
too free a use of it. We have many charitable
institutions in our country, pawn-shops, provident
societies, mutual aid and insurance societies.  Some
of these are useful and do good service. But their
common defect is that they proceed to aggravate
the very socia iniquity which they are intended to
correct; they are poisonous remedies. Universal
beneficence would have every one living by his
own labours and not on the labours of others.
Everything but fair exchange and solidarity is vile
and shameful and unfruitful. Human charity is
the co-operation of all in the production and
division of the fruits of labour.

" Charity isjustice ; it islove, and the poor are
more skilled in it than the rich. What rich man has
ever practised human charity as fully as Epictetus
or Benoit Malon ? True charity is the gift of each
man's work to all; it is a beautiful kindness ; it is
the harmonious gesture of the soul which bows
itself like a vase of precious ointment, pouring
forth its benefits. It is Michael Angelo painting
the Sistine Chapel, or the deputies in the National
Assembly on the night of the 4th of August It is
giving, in all its happy completeness ; it is money
poured forth togetlier with love and thought. We
have nothing that belongs to us adone but ourselves;
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we truly give only when we give our work, our
minds, our genius. And this splendid offering of
one's whole self to all men enriches the giver as
much as the community."

" But,” objected Pauline, "you could not
give love and beauty to Hobbler, so you gave
him what was most convenient to him."

"It is true that Hobbler has become a mere
animal. Of all the good things that gratify man,
he caes only for acohol. | conclude as much
from the fact that as he came towards me he
reeked of brandy. But, such as he is, he is our
work. Our pride fathered and our sin mothered
him ; he is the evil fruit of our vices. Every
man in the world should both give and receive.
He has not given enough, doubtless because he
has not received enough.”

"He may be lazy,” sad Pauline. " Mon
Dieu, how can we do away with poverty and
weekness and idleness! Don't you believe that
men ae naturally good and that it is society that
makes them wicked ? "

"No, | don't believe that men are naturally
good,” replied Monsieur Bergeret. " What |
e is that they are emerging painfully and very
slowly from their primitive barbarism, and that
with great effort they are organizing a justice
that is uncertain and a charity that is precarious.
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The time is yet fa distant when they will be
kind and gentle to one another. The time is yet
far distant when they will not war upon one an-
other, and when pictures representing battle scanes
will be hidden away as affording an immora and
shameful spectacle. | believe that the reign of
violence will last a long time yet, that for many
years to come the nations will rend one another
asunder for trivial reasons; that for many years
to come the people of the same country will
desperately snatch from one another the common
necessaries of life, instead of equitably dividing
them. But | adso believe that men are least
ferocious when they ae least wretched, that in
the long run the progress of industry will produce
a certain softening of manners. A botanist has
assured me that if a hawthorn be transplanted from
a stony to a fruitful soil its thorns will change into
flowers."

"There you are! You are an optimist, pgoa ;
| knew you were | " cried Pauline, stopping short
for a moment in the middle of the pavement to
gaze a her father with her dawn-grey eyes full
of gentle radiance and morning coolness. " You
are an optimist. You ae working with a cheer-
ful heart to build the house of the future. That
is good! It is a fine thing to build the New
Republic with men of good will."
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Monsieur Bergeret amiled at the hopeful words
and youthful eyes

"Yes" he sd, " it would be fine to lay the
foundations for the new sodety, where each man
would receive thejust price of his labour,"

" It will happen, won't it ? But when ?" asked
Pauline innocently.

"Do not ak me to prophesy, my child,"
ansveed Monseur Bergeret sadly and gently.
"It is not without reason that the andents con-
Sdered the power of piercing the future as the
mog fatal gift that could be betowed upon man.
If it were possble for us to se what is to come,
there would be nothing left for us but to die;
or pehaps we should fall dricken to death by
grief or terror. We mug work at the future
like weavers who work at their tapesries without
saing what they accomplish.”

Thus conversng, the father and daughter
proceded on their way. In front of the square
in the Rue de Sewres they met a solitary beggar
ganding motionless on the pavement.

"1've no more change” sad Monseur Ber-
geret "Can you lend me a couple of sous
Pauline? That outdretched hand bars my way.
If it were in the Place de la Concorde it would
still bar myway. The outdretched hand of a beggar
Is a barrier that 1 cannot pass It is a weskness
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that | cannot overcome. Give the man some
thing. It's pardonable We must not let our-
sdves exaggerate the harm we do.”

"Papa, I'd like to know what you will do
with Hobbler in your Republic, Y ou can't imagine
he will live on the fruits of his labour ?"

"My daughter,” said Monsieur Bergeret, " |
think he will consent to disappear. He is aready
greatly diminished. Idleness and a passon for
rest are urging him toward final dimination. He
will return to oblivion easly.”

"1 believe, on the other hand, that he
thoroughly enjoys being alive."

" True, he has his joys. No doubt he ddights
in swallowing the vitriol of the dram-shop. He
will disappear altogether with the lag drinking
house.  There will be no publicans in my Republic,
no buyers and no sdlers no rich and no poor,
and each will enjoy the fruits of his labours™

" W eall shall be happy, papa.”

" No; for without suffering the sacred flame
of pity which makes for the beauty of the soul
would perish. But that will never be Moral
and physcal evil, incessantly opposed, will share
with happiness and delight the empire of the earth,
as day will follow night. Evil is necessary; like
good, it has its roots degp in human nature, and
the one cannot perish without the other.  Suffering
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is the twin d¢e of joy, and as they breathe
upon the chords of our beng they cause them
to vibrate harmonioudy. The breath of happiness
alone would produce but a dull and tedious sound,
like dlence But the artificial ills arisng out of
sdal conditions will no longer be added to those
that are inevitable, commonplace and augud,
which arise out of our human date Men will
no longer be deformed by iniquitous labours by
which they die rather than live. The dave will
come out of his cdl and the factory will no longer
devour the bodies of millions.

"“And | anticipate that this deivery will come
from machinery itself; the engine that has mangled
0 many men will come gently and generoudy
to the aid of suffering human flesh. Crud and
hard to begin with, machinery will become kind,
favourable and friendly. How can it change its
soul ? Listen. The gark that flashed from the
Leyden jar, the little subtle dar that revealed itsdf
in the lag century to the wonder-gricken philo-
sopher, will accomplish this miracle. The Unknown
which has allowed itsdlf to be conquered without re-
vealing its nature, the myserious captive force the
intangible, seized by human hands the obedient
lightning, bottled and digtributed over the innu-
merable wires that cover the face of the earth with
their network—eectricity will yield up its energy,
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will give its help wherever it is needed: in the
housss the rooms, the homes where father, mother,
and children will henceforth never be sgparated.
Thisisno dream. The crud machine that crushes
soul and body in the factory will become domegtic,
intimate and familiar. But it is usddess quite
usdes for the pulleys, wheds, connectingrods,
cranks, bearings and flywhedsto become humanized
if men themsdves remain iron-hearted.

"We are waiting for and appealing to a yet
more wonderful change The day will come when
the employer, growing in moral beauty, will become
aworker among the liberated workers; when there
will be no more wages but only an exchange in
kind. The great manufacturers like the old
nobility, whose place they have taken and whom
they are imitating, will go through ther 4th of
August. They will abandon their disputed prdofits
and threatened privileges They will become
generous when they fed that it is time to be .

" What sys the employer of today ? That
he is the mind and the thought, and that without
him his army of workers would be like a body
deprived of undersanding. Well, if that be true,
let him content himsdf with so much joy and
honour. Because a man is thought and soul must
he therefore gorge himsdf with riches? When
the great Donatello and his companions desgned
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a bronze gatue it was he who was the soul of the
creation. He placed the price paid for the work
by the prince and the citizens in a basket which
hung from a pulley fixed to one of the rafters of
the studio, and each of his companions untied the
rope and took from the baket what he needed.
Is not the joy of creative intelligence enough, and
does such an advantage exempt the mager worker
from sharing the gain with his humble collabo-
rators? But in my Republic there will be no
gain, no wages and all will beong to each.”

" Papa, that's callectivism,” said Pauline quietly.

"The mog predous gifts" replied Monseur
Bergeret,” are common to all men and have always
been 0. Air and light are the common property
of all that bresthes and ses the light of day.
After the secular labours of egoism and avarice
in suite of the violent eforts of individuals to
size and kesgp wealth, the individual possessons
enjoyed by the wealthiet among us are little when
compared with those that beong without digtinc-
tion to mankind in general. And even in our
scety do you not notice that the mos beautiful
and splendid possessons such as roads rivers,
forests, which were once royal, libraries and
museums, belong to all ? Not a dngle rich man
has a grester daim than | to an old oak-tree at
Fontainebleau or a picture in the Louvre. And
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they are more mine than the rich man's if | can
appreciate them better. Collective property, dreaded
like some remote mongder, is aready among us in
a thousand familiar forms. When prophesed, it
alarms, in site of the fact that we already enjoy
many of the advantages which it affords

" The Podgtivists who meet in the house of
Auguge Comte, under the leadership of the
venerable Monseur Pierre Laffitte, are in no
hurry to become Socidlids  But one of them made
thejudicious remark that all property springs from
a soda source Nothing could be truer, for all
property acquired by individual effort was created,
and subsgs only by the co-operation of the whole
community. And Snce private property srings
from a soda source we neither forget its origin
nor corrupt its essnce if we offer it to the com-
munity and entrus it to the State upon which it
necessarily depends.  And what is the State ?*

Mademoisdle Bergeret hadened to answver that
guestion:

"The Sate, papa, is a wretched crossgrained
person gtting behind a counter-rail.  You must
$e that no one will want to strip himsef naked
for such ashe"

" | undergand,” said Monsieur Bergeret with a
amile. " | have aways tried to undergand, and in
0 doing | have wased much precious energy. |
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am discovering late in life that not to understand
is a great faculty. It sometimes hdps you to the
conques of the world. If Napoleon had been as
intdligent as Spinoza he would have lived in a
garret and written four books. | undergand. But
to return to this wretched crossgrained man behind
the counter-rail, you trust your letters to him,
Pauline, letters that you would not trust to the
Tricoche Agency. He manages a portion of your
property, not the lead in extent or in value
He looks gloomy to you, but when he becomes
everything he will ceee to be anything, or rather
he will only be oursdves  Annihilated by his
universality, he will ceese to appear tiresome. One
is no longer wicked, my daughter, when one ceesss
to exit. What makes him unpleasant to-day is
that he encroaches on individual property, that he
goes along filing and scratching, taking a little bite
from the fat and a big bite from the thin. That
makes him unbearable. He is greedy; he is needy.
In my Republic he will be without desres like the
gods He will have all and nothing. We shall
not notice him because he will be like oursdves,
indiginguishable from oursdves ; will be as though
he didn't exig. And when you sy that | sacrifice
the individual to the State, the living man to an
abgraction, | am, on the contrary, subordinating
the abdraction to reality, to the Sate which |



MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS 181

suppress, by identifying it with the activities of the
whole socid organism.

" Even were my Republic never to exist |
should be glad that | had played with this idea of
it. It is permissble to build in Utopia. And
Auguste Comte himself, who flattered himself that
he built only on the data of positive science, placed
Campandla in the cdendar of great men.

" The dreams of philosophers have in all ages
rased up men of action who have sat to work to
redize those dreams. Our thought cregtes the
future. Statesmen work on the plans which we
leave behind us. No, my child, I am not building
in Utopia. My dream, which in no way belongs
to me, but is, at this very moment, the dream of
thousands upon thousands of souls, is true and
prophetic. All societies whose organs no longer
correspond to the functions for which they were
created, and whose members are not recompensed
according to the useful work which they accomplish,
die. Deep-rooted disturbances and inward disorder
precede and proclaim their end.

"Feudal society was strongly constituted.
When the clergy cessed to represent learning, and
the nobility to defend the labourer and artisan by
the sword, and these two orders became merely
swollen and dangerous members, the whole body
perished. An unexpected and necessary revolution
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carried off the patriot  Who can maintain that in
modern sodety the organs correpond with ther
functions and that all the members are nourished in
porportion to the useful work which they perform ?
Who can maintain that thereis a fair digribution of
wedlth ? Who, | say, can bdieve in the pemanence
of unrighteousness ?"

" And how can we put an end to it, papa?
How can we change the world ? "

" By the force of peach, my child. Nothing is
more powerful than gpesch.  The linking of power-
ful arguments and noble thoughts forms a chain
that nothing can break. Spesch, like the ding of
David, lays low the violent and causs the mighty
to fall. It is an invincible weapon, without which
the world would bdong to armed brutes. What
kegps them in abeyance ? Merely thought, naked
and wesponless

" | dhall not s the new State. All dhanges in
the sodal order, as in the natural order, are dow
and almost imperceptible. A geologis of profound
undergtanding, Charles Lyell by name, demondrated
that those fearful traces of the gladal period, those
mongrous rocks carried into the valleys, the flora
and the furry besds of cold countries sucosading to
the flora and fauna of hot countries, those apparent
tokens of catadysmic upheaval, were in reality only
the efect of prolonged and multiple action, and that
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those great changes produced with the merciful
ddiberation of natural forces were not even
sugpected by the innumerable generations of living
creatures that exiged during their accomplishment.
Soca trandformations operate in the same way,
ingengbly and incessantly. The timid man fears,
as he would a future catadysm, a change which
began before he was born, which is going on
before his unconstious eyes, and which will become
naticeable only in a century'stime.”



CHAPTER XVIII

¥ ONSIEUR FELIX PANNETON
: 8 was sauntering uptheChamps-ilysies
A 3‘ on his way to the Arc de Triomphe,
| W) calculating the chances of his election
Ml to the Smate His candidature had
not yet been announced. And Monsieur Panneton
reflected, like Bonaparte: " To ad, to calculate, to
act . . ." Two ligs had aready been offered to the
dectors of the department. The four retiring
Senators, Laprat-Teulet, Goby, Mannequin and
Ledru, were presenting themsdves for re-eection.
TheNationalist candidates werethe Comte de Brece,
Colond Despauttres, Monsieur Lerond the ex-
magigrate, and Lafolie the butcher.

It was difficult to say which of the two lists would
win the day. Theretiring Senators found favour in
the eyes of the peacelovers because of their long ex-
perience of legidation, and because they were guar-
diansof thoseliberal yet authoritativetraditionswhich
dated back to the foundation of the Republic and
wer e connected with the legendary name of Gambetta.
They won the public favour by intelligently-rendered

184
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syvices and abundant promises, and they had a
large and wael-disciplined body of supporters
These public men, who had lived in stirring times,
remained faithful to their doctrine with a firmness
that embdlished the sacrifices which drcumgances
forced them to make to the exigendes of public
opinion. Opportunids in former days they now
called themsdves Radicals At the time of the
Affair they had all four tedtified to their pro-
found regpect for the court-martial, and in one
of them this reppedt was mingled with genuine
emotion.

The ex-attorney Goby could never spesk of
military justice without shedding tears.  The oldes
of them, Laprat-Teulet, a Republican who had
taken part in the great conflicts of the heroic days
gooke of the Army in such loving and impassioned
terms that, at any other period, his hearers would
have judged his expressons more applicable to some
poor orphan girl than to an ingtitution so srong in
men and in millions. These four Seators had
voted for the law of deprivation and had expressd
to the General Council the pious hope that the
Government would take dringent messures to
check the Revisonig agitation. These were the
Drcyfusards of the department, and as there were
no others they .were furioudy oppossd by the
Nationaligs. They blamed Mannequin for being

N
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the brother-in-law of a coundillor in the Court of
Appeal. As for Laprat-Teulet, who headed the
list, he was gregted with insults and venomous
abuse that begpattered them all. Truth to tell, he
had done a stroke or two of busness on his own
account.  People recalled the time when, finding
himsdlf mixed up in the Panama affair and threatened
with arregt, he had grown a long beard that gave
him a venerable appearance and was wheded about
in alittle chair by his pious wife and his daughter,
the latter dressed as a nun.  Every day, as part of
this humble and saintly processon, he would pass
by benesth the dm-trees of the Mall and have
himsdf put in the sun, a poor paralytic who traced
figures in the dus with the tip of his walking-stick,
while with cunning skill he prepared his defence
which a verdict of " insuffident cause" had rendered
udess Snce then he had recovered, but the fury
of the Nationalists was hot againg him. Hewas a
Panamig, s0 they called him a Dreyfusard. " This
man," said Ledru to himsdf, " will ruin the whole
lot of us" He mentioned his apprenendons to
Worms-Clavelin:

" Would it not be possble mondeur le prefet,
to make Laprat-Teulet, a man who has rendered
such dgnal service to the Republic and the country,
undergand that the time has come for him to
retireinto private life ?"
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The prefect replied that they mug think twice
before decapitating the Republican list.

However, the nengpaper La Croix, introduced
into the department by Madame Worms-Clavdin,
carried on a ferodous campaign againg the retiring
Smators. It supported the Republican list, which
was cleverly condructed. Mongseur de Brece
rallied the Royalists, who were fairly srongin the
department; Monseur Lerond, as ex-magisrate
and a derical advocate, was favoured by the dergy ;
and Colond Despauteres, in himsdf an unim-
portant old man, represented the honour of the
Army. He had praissd the forgers and wes
among the subsribers to the fund for the widow
of Colond Henry. The butcher Lafolie pleasd
the working-people, who were half peasants living
on the outskirts of the town. It was bdieved
that the Brece lig would obtain more than two
hundred votes and that it might go right through.
Monsieur Worms-Clavelin was uneasy, and when
La Croix published the manifeso of the Nationalist
candidates he became extremdy anxious. It at-
tacked the Presdent of the Republic, called the
Smate a poultry-run and a pigsye, and referred
to the Cabingt as the " Ministry of Treason."
"1 f thee fdlows get in, I'm done" thought
the prefect, and he remarked gently to his
wife;
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"You were wrong, my dear, to favour the
diffuson of La Croix in the department.”

" What d could | do?" <he replied. " Asa
Jewess | was obliged to exaggerate my Catholic
opinions. And up to now that has heped us a
good deal."

" True" replied the prefect; " but we have
perhaps gone a little too far."

Monseur Lacardle, sureary to the prefecture,
whose famous resemblance to Vercingetorix in-
clined him to Nationalisn, spoke in favour of the
Brece list, and Monseur Worms-Clavelin, a prey
to gloomy meditation, forgot his dgars and left
them, with chewed ends and gill alight, on the
arms of the chairs

Jusg at this time Monseur Felix Panneton
called to s him.

Monsieur Felix Panneton, the younger brother
of Monsieur Panneton de La Barge, was an army
contractor. No one could suspett his love of the
Army whoe heads and fest he covered. He was
a Nationalist, but a Government-Nationalis. He
was a Nationalis with Monseur Loubet and
Monseur Waldeck-Rousseau. He did not disguise
the fact, and when he was told that such a thing
was impossble he replied :

"It isn't impossble ; it is't even difficult;
the main thing was the idea."
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Panneton the Nationalist remained loyal to the
Government. " There is plenty of time to change"
he thought, "and all those who broke too soon
with the Government have had cause to regret it.
Oneistoo apt to forget that even aprodrate Ministry
has time to deal you a kick and break your jaw.'*
Such wisdom wes the fruit of his common snse
He was ambitious, but did his bes to satidy his
ambition without sacrifiding his busness or his
pleasures, which were pictures and women. For the
res, he was a very energetic person, always running
to and fro between his factories and Paris, where
he had three or four addresses

The idea of worming his way in between the
Radicals and the pure Nationalists having dawned
upon him one day, he went to s&= Monseur
Worms-Clavein.

" The propostion | am about to make to you,
mongeur le prefet, cannot but be agressble to
you. | therefore fed certain beforehand of your
conent,” he sad. "You are anxious for the
uccess of the Laprat-Teulet list. It is your duty
to be 0. | repett your fedings in the matter,
but 1 cannot ssoond them. You are afraid of
the auoosss of the Brece list. Nothing more
legitimate. In this connection | may be useful to
you. | am forming, with three of my friends, a
list of Nationalis candidates The department is
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Nationalist but it is moderate. My programme
will be Nationalist and Republican. | shal have
the clergy agangt me, but the bishops will be on
my side. Do not contest my claim. Observe a
benevolent neutrality toward me. | shal not take
many votes from the Laprat list, but, on the other
hand, | shall take a great many from the Brece list.
1 will not disguise the fact that | quite expect to
go through on the third scrutiny. But this will be
to your advantage as well, because the extremists
will be left in the cart.”

"Monsieur Panneton," replied Monsieur Worms-
Clavelin, "you have long been assured of my
persona sympathies. | thank you for the interest-
ing communication which you have been kind
enough to make. | will think it over and act in
conformity with the interest of the Republican Party,
endeavouring meanwhile to fathom the intentions
of the Government.”

He offered Monsieur Panneton a cigar and in
a friendly way asked him if he had not just come
from Paris, and what he thought of the new piece
a the Varietes. He asked this question because
he knew that Panneton was keeping one of the
adressss there.  Felix Panneton was supposed to
be a great lover of women. He was a big, ugly
man of fifty, dark and bald, with high shoulders
and a reputation for wit.
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Some days after his interview with Worms-
Clavdin, he was walking up the ChampsElysees
thinking of his candidature, which augured fairly
well, and of the importance of making a dart as
on as possble But just at the moment of
publishing the list, which he headed, one of the
candidates Monsieur de Terremondre, had backed
out. Monseur de Terremondre was too moderate
to sparate himsdf from the extremists Hearing
their cries redoubled, he had gone badk to them.
"Just what | expected,” thought Panneton. "It
doe't much matter. | will put Gromance in
Terremondré's place  Gromance will do the trick,
Gromance the landed proprietor—and every acre
that he possesses mortgaged.  But that will do him
no harm except in hisown digrict. Heisin Paris,
I'll go and s him."

He had reached this point in his reflections
when he sw Madame de Gromance coming towards
him in a mink coat that came down to her feet.
Even under the thick fur she was «ill dim and
dainty. He found her ddicious

" | am deighted to s you, dear lady. How is
Monsieur de Gromance ?'

" Oh—quite well."

When people aked her for news of her hushand
she was always afraid of their doing so in an ill-bred
spirit of irony.
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" May | walk a little Way with you, madame ?
| want to disuss some serious matters with you.
First——"

"Well?"

" That coat gives you a barbaric appearance, you
look like a charming little savage"

" Aretheethe srious matters ?"

" I'm coming to them. It is absolutey necessary
for Monsieur de Gromance to presnt himsdf as
a candidate for the Senate The interests of his
country demand it. Monsieur de Gromance is a
Nationaligt, is he not ?"

She looked at him with a touch of indignation.

" He certainly isn't an Intellectual.”

" And ishe a Republican ?"

" Heavens, yes! |'ll explain. He'sa Royalid.
So you understand——"

" Ah, dear lady, those are the best Republicans.
We will put the name of Monsieur de Gromance
prominently upon our list of Republican Nationalists.”

" And do you think that Dieudonne will get in 2"

"Madame, | think 0. We have the bishops
with us and many senatorial dectors who, although
Nationalists by conviction, uphold the Government
on acocount of their office or their interests. And
in the event of failure, which could only be an
honourable failure, Monseur de Gromance can
rely on the gratitude of the Government and the
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Adminigtration. | | | tell you a great sscret. Worms-
Clavdin ison our sde”

" Then | don't s why Dieudonne——"

" Areyou quite sureyour husband will acospt ?"

" Go and s him yoursdf."

"You are the only person with any influence
over him."

" Do you think so ?

"1 am quitesureof it."

"Then it's sttled.”

"No, it isn't settled. There are very ddicate
details which we can't sdtle like this in the dredt.
Come and s me and | will show you my
Baudouins. Come to-morrow."

He whigpered the address the number of a
house in a dull deserted dredt in the Quartier de
I'Europe. There, at a repectable digance from his
lawful and spadious domicile in the Champs-Elysess,
he had a small house built in former days for a
fashionable painter .

" Isthereany gedal hurry ?"

" | should say 0. Just think, my dear madame,
we have only three wesks left for our eectoral
campaign and Brece has been working the depart-
ment for Sx months”

"But is it quite necessry that | should come
and s your—?

" My Baudouins? It is indigpensable”
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"Is it really ?"

" Listen and judge for yoursdf, dear lady. |
do not deny that your husband's name has a certain
pregige among the rural population, espedally in
the parts where he is little known. But | cannot
diguise the fact that when | proposed to add his
name to our list | met with oppostion. This
oppostion ill exits.  You mug give me grength
to overcome it. | mus draw from your—your
friendship the irresgible will to———In short, 1
fed that if you do not give me your sympathy |
shall not have the necessry energy to——"

"But is it quite proper for me to go and se
your s

"Oh, in Paris!"

" If | do, of course it will be for the sake of the
country and the Army. We mug save France”

" That is my opinion."

" Remember me to Madame Panneton.”

“I will not forget, dear madame Until
to-morrow."




CHAPTER XIX

o J .;\ PN Monseur Felix Pannegon's little

‘)r “1 house there was a large room which
*? ' had formerly ben usd as a gudio
; ;\1 L”/Cj by the fashionable painter, and which
SR} the new inmate had furnished with
the magnificence of a great collector of curios and
the discretion of an accomplished lover of women.
Artigtically and in methodical order Monseur
Panneton had drewn the room with couches sofas
and divans of all shapesand kinds.

Looking from right to left as you went in, you
would first of all notice a little blue slk sHtee the
arms of which, shaped like a svan's neck, reminded
one of the time when Bonaparte in Paris, like
Tiberius of old in Rome, was bent on improving
the manners and cusoms of society. Then came
another rather bigger couch upholgtered in Beauvais
cloth with tapedry-covered ends; then a sdtee in
three divisons, covered in silk; then a little
wooden sHttee | la capucine with a covering of
Turkish tapedry ;then a large sofa of gilded wood
upholsered in crimson figured velvet with cushions
195
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of the same, which had belonged to Mademoisdle
Damours; then a broad, low, luxurioudy duffed
divan of flame-coloured slk ; and finally a tottering
mass of oft cushions on a very low Oriental divan
which, bathed in a dim rose-coloured light, sood
on the left near the Baudouin room.

As she entered the room, each charming visitor
could thus take in with a glance the varied seats
and chooe the one that best suited her moral
character and her present date of mind. Panneton,
from the firs, observed his new friends noticed
their expressons took some trouble to discover
their tages and was careful to ensure that they
should st only where they wished to sit The
more chage of his lady friends went draight to the
little blue setteg, placing a gloved hand on the
svan's neck. Therewas a0 a high graight-backed
arm-chair of gilded wood and Genoa vevet, the
former throne of a Duchess of Modena and Parma ;
that was for the haughty beauties The Parisan
ladies sated themsdves calmly on the Beauvais
couch; the foreign princesses generally preferred
one of the two sofas  Thanks to the judicious
arrangement of these aids to conversation, Panneton
knew at a glance what he had to do. Hewasin a
postion to obsrve all the conventions, careful not
to attempt too sudden a transtion in the necessary
uccesson of his attitudes, and was able to Sare
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both his vistor and himsdf those long and usdess
pausss between the preliminary courteses and the
ingoection of the Baudouins  His proceedings
thereby gained a certainty and a magery which did
him honour.

Madame de Gromance gave immediate proof of
a tact for which Panneton was grateful. Without
0 much as a glance at the throne of Parma and
Modena, and leaving on the right the Napoleonic
gvan's neck, she st on the flowered Beauvais sofa
like a Parisenne. Clotilde had languished among
the smaller landed gentry of the department and
had had attentions paid to her by some rather
under-bred young men ; but the meaning of life
was dawning upon her. She had racked her brains
over money matters and was beginning to under-
dand what sodal duty entailed. She did not didike
Panneton excessivdy. Partially bald, with very
black hair brushed smoothly over his temples and
large prominent eyes he looked like a lovesck
apoplecticc and made her fed rather inclined to
laugh, satisfying that craving for the comic dement
in love of which she had aways been constous
No doubt she would have preferred a magnificent
young man, but she was inclined to fadle gaiety
and the sort of amusement which a man derives
from jokes of a rather highly salted nature and a
certain kind of ugliness  After a moment of very
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natural shynes dhe fet that it would not be so
terrible, nor even very tedious.

Everything went well. The trangt from the
Beauvais to the sttee and from the sttee to the
big sofa took place with all due decorum. They
judged it neadless to linger on the Oriental cushions
and went graight into the Baudouin room.

When Cloatilde thought of looking at it the
room, like the erotic painter's pictures, was srewn
with women's garments and fine linen.

" Ah, there are the Bagdouins, you have two of
them."

"Just "

He had the Jardinier galant and the Carquois
ipuise, two little water-colours for which he had paid
60,000 francs apiece at the Godard sale and which
cod him congderably more than that because of the
use to which he put them. Calm once more, and a
little mdancholy even, he gazed with the eye of a
connoisur at the dender, graceful, supple figure of
the woman before him, and, finding her beautiful,
was consdous of a little feding of pride, which grew
as she gradually reassumed her sodal characteridics
together with her garments

She demanded the list of candidates.

"Panneton, manufacturer; Dieudonne de
Gromance, landed proprietor ; Dr. Fonterol,;
Mulot, explorer.”
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"Mulot?"

"Young Mulot He was running up bills in
Paris, 0 his father sent him round the world.
Desre Mulot, explorer. That sounds well, an
explorer candidate ! The dectors hope he will
open up new fidds for their goods Above all,
they fed flattered."

Madame de Gromance was becoming serious
She wanted to hear the address to the senatorial
dectors.  He outlined it and repeated some parts
which he knew by heart.

"First, we promise general padfication. Brece
and the pure Nationaligs have not sufficiently
indsged on padfication. Then we absolutdy
demalish the namdess party."

She asked what the namdess party was

" For us it's the party of our adversaries; for
our adversaries it is oursdves There can be no
mistake about that. We demolish the traitors, the
creatures who have sold themsdves  We fight
againg the power of gold—that is ussful for the
poor ruined arigocracy. Enemies of all reaction,
we repudiate political adventure. Franceis resolved
on peace but the day when she draws the sword
from the scabbard, etic. The country that regards
with pride and affection her admirable national
Army— | shal have to alter that sntencea little."

"Why?"
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" Because it is in both the other addresses word
for word ; the Nationaligs have it and so have the
enemies of the Army."

"And you promise me that Dieudonni will
getin."

" Dieudonni or Gaoby."

"What | Dieudonni or Goby ? If you were
not any surer than that you ought to have told me.
Dieudonni or Goby ! To hear you one would
think it was all one which got in."

" Itisn't all one but in ether case Brecegoes
under."

" Brici is one of our friends, you know."

" And one of minel In ethe cae as | sad
before, Brece and his list will go under, and having
contributed to his downfall the prefect and the
Government will be under obligations to Monsieur
de Gromancc. After the dections no matter how
they result, you will come and ss2 my Baudouins
again and | will make of your husband—whatever
you will."

" An ambassador "

At the scrutiny of the 28th of January, the list
of Nationalist candidates, Comte de Brece, Colond
Despauteres, Lerond, ex-magidrate, L afolie, butcher,
obtained an average of about a hundred votes.
The Progressve Republicans Feix Panneton,
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manufacturer, Dieudonni de Gromance, landed
proprietor, Mulot, explorer, and Dr. Forneral,
obtained an average of a hundred and thirty votes.
Laprat-Teulet, implicated in the Panama affair, only
ucoceeded in obtaining a hundred and twenty votes.
Theother threeretiring Senators obtained an average
of two hundred votes.

At the soond scrutiny Laprat-Teulet's votes
fell to sixty.

At the third scrutiny Goby, Mannequin and
Ledru, the three retiring Radical Senators, and
Felix Panneton, Republican Progressve, were
elected.



CHAPTER XX

B Monseur Bergeret to his disciple
J Monsieur Goubin, who was polish-

"N~ ) |the seps of the Trocadero. " Look
at the domes minarets, sires befries, towers and
pediments;, the roofs of thatch, date, glass tile,
wood, hide and coloured earthenware ; the Italian
and Moorish terraces the palaces temples, pagodas,
kioks, huts, hovels, and tents; the fountains
and fireworks ; the harmony and contrag of all
thee human habitations, the marves of workman-
ship, the wonderful playthings of industry, the pro-
digious diversons of modern genius, which has
brought together in this spot the arts and crafts of
the whole world."

"Do you think,” queried Monsieur Goubin,
" that France will derive any profit from this huge
Exhibition ?"
" She may reap great advantages from it," replied
Monsieur Bergeret, " provided it does not fill her
202
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with a barren and hogile pride. All this is only
the decoration and envelope, it is the sudy of what
it contains that will give us the opportunity of con-
sdering more minutely the exchange and circulation
of products, their consumption at fair prices the
increase of work and wages and the emandpation of
the worker. And do you not admire, Monsieur
Goubin, one of the first kind dffices of the Univer sal
Exhibition, in scaring away Jean Cogq and Jean
Mouton ? Where are they now ? You nether
<& nor hear them nowadays, and formerly one sw
nothing e Jean Coq led the way, with his head
high, his calves prominent. Jean Mouton followed
him, fat and curly-headed. The whole city re-
echoed to the sound of their cock-a-doodle-doo and
baa-baa-baa, for they were doquent. One day this
winter | overheard Jean Coq sy, We must have a
war. This Government has made it inevitable by
its cowardice!" And Jean Mouton replied : ' 1'd
rather have a naval war.! ' Of coure’ said Jean
Coq, 'a safignt would be conggent with the
enthusasm of the Nationaliss. But why not have
war on land aswell ason s|a ? Who'sto sop us ?
" No one' replied Jean Cog. ' | should like to s
anyone try to dop us! But we mug first ex-
terminate all traitors and sies all Jens and Free-
masons  That is pssential' ' That's just what |
think,' replied Jean Mouton. 'And | will not go
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to war until our land has been deared of all her
enemies’

"Jean Coq is hot-headed, Jean Mouton mild
and peaceful, but they both know only too well how
to whet the national energies not to attempt by
every means in their power to assure to their
country the benefits of war at home and abroad.

" Jean Coq and Jean Mouton are Republicans.
Jean Coq votes at every election for the Imperialist
candidate, and Jean Mouton for the Royalist, but
they are both of them Republican Plebiscitarians, and
can imagine nothing better for the consolidation of
their chosen Government than to deliver it over to
the hazards of an obscure and disorderly suffrage ;
in which they show themsdlves to be clever fdlows.
For it is, of course, a profitable thing, if you have a
house, to dteke it at dice againgt a truss of hay,
because by so doing you run the chance of winning
your own house, which of course would be a great
advantage.

" Jean Coq is not pious, neither is Jean Mouton
a clerical, although he is no Freethinker, but they
venerate and cherish the monks who grow rich by
the sde of miracles and who publish seditious,
insulting and danderous newspapers. And you
know as well as | do how such people abound in
this country of ours and how they prey upon it.

"Jean Cogq and Jean Mouton are patriots.
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You think you, too, are a patriot, and | know that
you are attached to your country by the tender and
invincible ties of sentiment and reason. You ae
mistaken, however, and if it be your wish to live at
peace with the world you are in league with the
enemy. Jean Cog and Jean Mouton will prove
that by falling upon you with their cudgels to the
war-cry of ' France for the French !' ' France for
the French !" is the dogan of Jean Cog and Jean
Mouton, and as it is evident that these words
exactly describe the position of a great nation in the
midst of other nations, and express the necessay
conditions of life, the universal law of exchange,
the commerce of ideas and of products, just as they
contain a grest economica doctrine and a profound
philosophy, Jean Coq and Jean Mouton have made
up their minds to shut out all foreigners in order to
keep France for the French, thus, by a stroke of
genius, extending to human beings the system
which Monsieur Meline applied only to the
products of agriculture and industry, for the greater
profit of a small number of landed proprietors.
And this idea of Jean Coq's, of closing the country
to men of other nations, enforces, by its modest
beauty, the admiration of quite a host of small
middle-class people and coffe-house keepers.

"Jean Cog gid Jean Mouton ae not evil;
they ae only the innocent enemies of the human
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ades Jean Coq is the more ardent, Jean
Mouton the more meanchaly, but they are smple
fdlows both, and believe what their newgpapers tell
them. This throws a dazzling light upon their
innocence, for it is not easy to beieve what their
newspape's tell them. | take you all to witness, all
you famous impogtors, you forgers of all time ; you
egregious liars, diginguished tricksters, notorious
cregtors of fictitious errors and illusons ; you
whosetime-honour ed fraudshave enriched liter ature,
sared and profane, by so many dubious volumes;
authors of apocryphal Greek, Latin, Hebrew, Syrian
and Chaldean writings which have s0 long decelved
learned and ignorant alike ; you, false Pythagoras,
fase HermesTrismegistus, fase Sanchoniathon,
falladous editors of the Orphic poems and the Sibyl-
line books ; fase Enoch, fase Esdras, pseudo-Cle-
ment and pseudo-Timothy; and you lord abbotswho,
to assure yourselves of the possesson of your lands
and privileges, forged in the reign of Louis IX the
charters of Clotaire and Dagobert ; and you,
doctors of canon law, who basd the pretensons of
the Holy See on a heap of sacred decretals composad
by yoursdves ; and you, whdesale manufacturers
of higorica memoirs : Soulavie, Courchamps,
Touchard-Lafosse, lying Weber, lying Bourrienne ;
you, sham executioners and sham police-agents, who
wrote the sordid memoirs of Samson and Monsieur
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Claude; and you, Vrain-Lucas, who with your
own hand traced a letter sad to be written by
Mary Magdalene, and a note from the hand of
Vercingetorix, | call you all to witness ; and you
whose whale life was a work of smulation ; lying
Smerdis lying Neros, lying Maids of Orleans, who
would have deceived the very brothers of Joan of
Arc; lying Martin Guerre, lying Demetrius and
fictitious Dukes of Normandy; | cal you to
witness, workers of sdls makers of mirades that
$duced the mob : Simon the Magician, Apollonius
of Tyana, Cagliodro, Comte de Saint-Germain ; |
call you to witness, travellers returning from far-off
countries, who had every facility for lying and took
full advantage of it; you who behdd the Cydopes
and the Lsetrygones the Magnetic Mountain,
the Roc and the Fish-Bishop ; and you, Sr John
Maundeville, who saw in Asa devils vomiting fire
and you, makers of dories and fables and tales
—Mother Goose, Tyl Eulenspiege, Baron Mun-
chausen '—and you, chivalrous and picturesque
Spaniards, mogt notable babblers | cal you to
witness 1 Bear witness all ofyou ! You have not
accumulated, in the long course of the centuries, o
many lies as Jean Cog and Jean Mouton read in
their nevgapesin asngeday ! And after that,
how can we besurprised that they have so many
bogies in their heads !"



CHAPTER XXI

. INDING himsdf implicated in the
C  procesdings indituted againg  the
¥% authors of the plot againg the Re-

B %/ publicc Josph Lacrise put his

= - : :

peson and his papes in a sfe
place The police commissary whose duty it was
to sze the correpondence of the Royalis Com-
mittee was too much of a gentleman not to give
the members of the Committee due nctice of his
visit He gave them twenty-four hours warning,
thus bringing his natural courtesy into line with
his legitimate anxiety to do his duty properly,
for in common with the majority he bdieved
that the Republican Ministry would soon be over-
thrown, and that a Ribot or Meline Cabinet would
take its place When he appeared at the head-
quarters of the Committee all the drawers and
pigeon-holes were empty. They were seded by
the magidrate. He a0 sdled a Bottin for 1897,
an automobile catalogue, a packet of cigarettes
and a fencing glove which were found on the
mantelpiece.  In this manner he obeyed the legal
908
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formalities, on which we mus congratulate him ;
one should aways observe the legal formalities.
His name was Jonquille. He was a diginguished
magidrate and a dever man ; in his youth he
had composed songs for cafesconcerts One of
his works, Les Cancrelats dansle pain, achieved a
great Suooess at the Champs-Elyseesin 1885.

After the surprise caused by these unexpected
proceadings, Joseph Lacrise reassured himsdf. He
00N saw that conspiratorsunder the present Gover n-
ment run less risk than under the First Empire
or the Monarchy, and that the Third Republic is
by no means bloodthirsty. Madame de Bonmont
alone looked upon him as a victim, loving him
the more for it, for she was generous. She
showed her love by tears and sbs and fits of
nerves 0 that he gent a never-to-be-forgotten
fortnight with her in Brusels This was the
extent of his exile He bendited by one of
the firg verdicts pronounced by the Supreme
Court. | do not complain of this, and if it
had ligened to me the Supreme Court would
have condemned no one Snce they dared
not prosscute all the offenders it was not in very
good tase to condemn only those of whom
they were leag afraid ; to condemn them, more-
over, for actions that were not, or at any rate
did not seem, auffidently digtinguished from the
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actions for which they had already been prosecuted.
Again, that the only persons implicated in an
Army plot should have been civilians might well
appear drange. To all of which some excelent
people have replied : " People must do the best
they can for themsdves" Josph Lacrise had
log none of his energy. He was ready to mend
the broken threads of the plot, but that was
oon recognized to be impossble although the
majority of the police commissaries who had
recaved ssrch warrants would have treated the
Royalisgs with the same ddicacy as Monseur
Jonquille. Theirony of chance or the imprudence
of the congpirators placed in their hands in spite
of themsdves enough documentary evidence to
reveal the ssoret organization of the Committees
to the Attorney-General of the Republic. They
could no longer plot in safety, and had log all
hope of seeing the King return with the swallows.
Madame de Bonmont sod the sgx white
horses she had bought with the intention of
offering them to the Prince for his entry into
Paris by the Avenue des ChampsElysees At
the ingtigation of her brother Wallstein she sold
them to Monseur Gilbert, the director of the
National Circus at the Trocadero. Nor had she
the anguish of sdling them at a loss;, she even
made a little profit on them. But the tears fell
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from her beautiful eyes when the sx lily-white
chargers left her dables never to return. She
fdt as though they were harnessed to the funeral
ear of that Royalty whom they were to have
drawn in triumph.

However, the Supreme Court, which had in-
vedtigated the affar with languid curiosity, was
still tting.

One day at Madame de Bonmont's house
young Lacrise permitted himsdf the natural
satifaction of cursing the jury that had acquitted
him while still retaining some of the accused men
in custody.

" What banditsthey arel " he cried.

"Ah," dghed Madame de Bonmont, "the
Smate is in the pay of the Ministry. It is a
frightful Government. Monsieur Meline would
never have undertaken this abominable prosecution.
He was a Republican, but he was an hones man.
Had he remained in power, the King would be
in France to-day."

"Alas, the King is far away from France to-
day," said Henri Lion, who had never had many
illusons.

Josph Lacrise shook his head, and a long
dlence ensued

"It's perhaps a good thing for you,” said
Henri Lion.
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"How so?"

"l sy that in a way it is rather to your
advantage, Lacrise, that the King is in exile
You ought to be ddighted, allowing, of coursg
for your patriotic fedings”

" | don't undergand.”

" It's very smple. If you were a financier
like mysdf, the return of the Monarchy might
have been prdfitable to you, if it were only for
the Coronation loan. The King would have raised
a loan shortly after his accesson, for the dear
man would have needed money to reign with.
There would have been a good deal to be made
out of the busness for me; but what would you,
an advocate, have gained by the Restoration ? A
prefecture? A lot of good that would bel
You can do better than that as a Royalist under
the Republic. You sesk exceedingly well—don't
deny it—you speak with facility, gracefully. You
are one of the twenty-five or thirty members of
the junior bar whom Nationalisn has brought
into prominence.  You can beieve me. |I'm not
sying it to flatter you. A good esker has
everything to gain by keeping the King out of
the country. With Philippe at the Elysee you
would be given some pog in the Government or
Administration, and that sort of thing quickly does
for a man. If you take up the peoplés interests
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you diglease the King, and out you go. If you
devote yoursdf to the King's interests the people
complain, and the King dismises you. He makes
migakes, and you make them, but you are punished
for both ; popular or unpopular, you are done
for inevitably. But as long as the King is in
exile you can do no wrong. You can do
nothing; you have no respongbility | It is an
excelent date of affars  You nead fear nether
popularity nor unpopularity, you are above the
one and the other. You cannot blunder ; no
blunder is possble to the defender of alogt cause
The advocate of midfortune is aways eoquent.
When hope has become impossble you can
be a Royalig with impunity in a Republic. You
offer a cam oppostion to those in power ; you
areliberal; you have the sympathy of all enemies
of the exiging sygsem, and the regpect of the
Government which you harmlesly oppo As
a savant of the fallen Monarchy the veneration
with which you kned at the fegt of your King
will emphasze the nobility of your character, and
without loss of dignity you can lavish upon him
every ort of flattery. In the same way you can,
without any inconvenience, read the Prince a lesson,
ek to him with brusque frankness, reproach
him for his abdications, his alliances, his private
counsdlors, you can sy to him, for example:
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" Monseigneur, | must warn you, with due respect,
that you are keegping low company. The papes
will sdze upon these noble words ; the fame of
your devotion will increase and you will dominate
your own party from the lofty altitudes in which
your soul is able to bresthe Advocate or
Deputy, at the Palais or from the tribune, you
will grike the nobles of attitudes, you are in-
corruptible, and the good Fatherswill protect you.
Come, realize your good fortune, Lacrise"

" What you say may be funny, Leon," replied
Lacrise coldly,” but | don't find it 0. And |
doubt whether your jokes are at all relevant.”

" | am not joking."

" Yes you are  You are a soeptic, and | loathe
oeptidam. 1t is the negation of action. | am all
for action, aways and in spite of all.”

Henri Leon protested :

" | asureyou | am very much in earnes.”

" Well then, my friend, | am sorry to tell you
that you don't in the leas undergand the spirit of
your age. You have dexribed aworthy of the type
of Berryer. He would ssan like a man gepped out
of a family portrait. Your Royalig might have
passed muger under the Seoond Empire, but | can
asure you that to-day he would appear vieuxjeu
and devilishly out of date The,faithful courtier
would be smply absurd in the twentieth century.
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One has no business to be beaten, and the wesk are
adways in the wrong. That is the way we look at
things, my dear fellow. Are we for Poland, or
Greece, or Finland ? No, no ; we don't dance to
that tune.  We are not smpletons.  We shouted
"Viveles Boers,' it's true. But we knew what we
were about We wanted to worry the Government
by stirring up trouble with England, and dso we
hoped that the Boerswould win. However, I'm not
discouraged. | have reason to hope that we shall
overthrow the Republic with the help of the
Republicans.

"What we can't do done we shal do with
Nationalists of every shade of opinion. With them
we'll make an end of the Republic. And to begin
with we must bring off the municipal elections.”



CHAPTER XXII

POFNO SEPH L ACRISSE had spoken the
truth when he called himsdlf a man
of action. Idleness was a burden to
| him. The Seoreary of an extinct
| Royalis Committee, he became a
member of a Nationalist Committee which was very
much alive It was violent in tone, full of a
malevolent love of France and a dedructive
patriotism. It was continually organizing rather
svage demondrations in  the theatres or the
churches  Josph Lacrise was the moving spirit of
these demondrations When they took place in a
church, Madame de Bonmont, who was reigioudy
inclined, attended them, dressed in dark colours
Domusmea domusorationis. Oneday after joining
the Nationalissin the Cathedral in order to pray in
sHedt company, Madame de Bonmont and Lacrise
mingled with a crowd of men in the square before
the Cathedral who were expresang their patriotism
by frantic and concarted shouts Lacrise joined
his voice to that of the crowd, and Madame de
Bonmont quickened their courage by the smile of
216
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her blue eyes and her rosy lips, gleaming behind her
veil.

The noise was magnificent and formidable, and
it was growing even louder when, on an order from
the prefecture, a squad of police marched upon the
demonstrators. Lacrisse watched them approaching
without surprise, and as soon as they were within
hearing he shouted, " Hurrah for the police ! "

This enthusasm was not lacking in prudence,
and it was aso sincere.  Bonds of friendship had
been formed between the brigades of the prefecture
and the Nationalist demonstrators in the ever-to-be-
regretted times, if | may say o, of the ploughman
Minister who allowed cudgel-bearing roughs to club
the silent Republicans in the streets.  That is what
he called actingwith moderation. O gentle country
customs! O primitive simplicity ! O happy days !
Who knew you not never knew the meaning of life !
O simplicity of the man of the open fields, who
vowed that the Republic had no enemies! Where
were the Royalist conspirators and seditious monks ?
Therewerenone. He had hidden them all under his
long Sunday-go-to-meeting coat.  Joseph Lacrisse
had not forgotten those happy days, and relying on
the old alliance of rioters and police he cheered the
black brigades. Standing in the front rank of the
Leaguers he waved his hat on the end of his stick
in token of peace shouting twenty times over,

P
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" Hurrah for the police | " But times had changed.
Indifferent to this friendly wdcome, deef to these
flattering shouts, the police charged. The shock
was violent. The Nationalist ranks wavered and
fell back. Human affars are subject to time's
revenges Lacrisse, who had gopped cheering the
attackers and had replaced his hat on his head, found
it knocked over his eyes by a vigorous blow.
Indignant at the insult he broke his gick over a
policeman's head, and had it not been for the efforts
of friends who came to his assgance he would have
been marched off to the police gation and thrown
into a cdl like a Sodalig.

The paliceman whose head was cracked was taken
to the hospital, where he receved a slver medal
from the prefect of police.

Josph Lacrise was chosn by the Nationalist
Committee for theward of the Grandes-Ecuries as
their candidate at the municipal dections of the
6th of May.

This was the former Committee of Monsieur
Cadllinard, a Conservative who had been blackballed
at the preceding dections, and was not ¢anding on
this occason. The presdent of the Committee,
Monsieur Bonnaud, a pork-butcher, undertook to
asure Joseph Lacrisse of a triumphant return.

Raimondin, a Radical Republican, the retiring
coundillor, wished to be re-dected, but the dectors
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had log their faith in him. He had disappointed
every one, and had neglected the interests of his
Ward. He had not even obtained the tramway
which had been demanded for the lagt twelve years
and was even accusd of favouring the Dreyfusards.

It was an excdlent ward. The householders
were all Nationalists, and the tradespeople severdy
condemned the Waldeck-Millerand Cabinet. There
were some Jews among them, but they were anti-
Semites  The réligious communities, which were
both rich and numerous, would do ther bes, and
the Fathers who had opened the Chapd of Saint-
Antoine were especialy to be relied upon.  Sucoess
was certain. It was merely necessary that Monsieur
Lacrisse should not expresdy and in 0 many
words announce himself as a Royalig, in order to
gare the fedings of the small shopkespers who
feared a change of regime, particularly during the
Exhibition.

Lacrise objected to this. He was a Royalist
and did not intend to put his coours in his
pocket. Monseur Bonnaud suck to his point.
He knew the dector. He knew what sort of
animal he was and how to manage him. If
Monseur Lacrise would come forward as a
Nationalis he, Bonnaud, would win the dection
for him. Otherwise the thing was impossble.

Joseph Lacrise was puzzled, and wondered
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whether he should write to the King about the
matter. But time pressad, and, besdes how could
Philippe at such a digance be a compeent judge
of his own intereds? Lacrisse conqulted his
friends.

" Our drength lies in our principles” replied
Henri Leon. "A Monarchig cannot call himsdf
a Republican, even during the Exhibition. But
they are not aking you to cal yoursdf a
Republican. They do not even ak you to call
yourself a Republican Progressve, or a Republican
Liberal, which is quite ancther thing than a Repub-
lican. They are aking you to call yoursdf a
Nationalis. You can do that in all honesty, for
you are a Nationalis. Don't hedtate  Suoes
depends upon it, and it is of importance to the
good cause that you should be dected.”

Josph Lagrise gave in out of patriotism,
writing to the Prince to explain the Stuation and
to assure him of his devotion.

The terms of the programme were drawn up
without difficulty. The National Army was to be
dfended agang a mob of maniacs Cosmo
politanism was to be combated. Paternal rights,
jeopardized by the Government's proposal in respect
of the Univergties, were to be uphed. The peril
of Collectivian was to be averted. A tramway was
to connect the Grandes-Ecuries with the Exhibition.
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The banner of France was to be hdd high, and the
water supply improved.

There was no question of a plebiscite; people
did not know what it was in the Grandes-Ecuries
ward. Josph Lacise had not the trouble of
recondiling his doctrine, which was that of Divine
Right, with the doctrine of the Sovereignty of the
People.  Though he admired and loved Diroulede,
he did not blindly follow him.

"1 will have tricolour poses” he sid to

Monsieur Bonnaud. " It will look well, and we
must neglect nothing that will take the peoples
fancy."

Bonnaud approved of this; but Raimondin, the
retiring coundillor, having managed to secure at
the lax moment, the edablishment of a deam-
tramway from the Grandes-Ecuriesto the Trocadero,
was publishing broadcag the news of his sucoess
He, too, prasd the Army in his dreculars and
soke of the wonders of the Exhibition as the
triumph of the industrial and commercial genius of
France and the glory of Paris. He was becoming
aformidablerival.

Feding that the struggle would be a hard one,
the Nationalists did everything in ther power to
gimulate the ocourage of ther adherents. They
accusd Raimondin, at innumerable meetings, of
having allowed his old mother to die of starvation,
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and of having voted that the municipality should
ubscribe for Urbain Gohier's book.

Every night they attacked Raimondin, the
candidate of the Jews and Panamiss. A group
of Republican Progressves was formed to support
Josph Lacrisse, and published the following
manifesto:

TotheElectors

" GENTLEMEN,

" The critical droumgances through which
we are now passng make it our duty to ak of the
candidates at the forthcoming municipal dections a
datement of their opinion as to the general policy,
on which the future of the country depends At
an hour when some dedluded persons entertain the
criminal hope of stirring up an unseemly agitation
calculated to weaken our beloved country, at an
hour when Collectivism, audadoudy ingalled in
power, threatens our property, the saored fruit of
our thrift and labour; at an hour when a Govern-
ment established againg public opinion is preparing
tyrannical laws, you will all vote for

"M. JOSEPH LACRISSE,

" Advocate in the Court of Appeal,
" Candidate for the Liberty of Con-
sdence of an honest Republic.”

TheNationalist Sodaligsof thewar d had thought
at firgt of choosng their own candidate, whosevotes,
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at the ssoond scrutiny, would have gone to Lacrisse
but the danger was S0 imminent as to necesstate
union. So the Nationalis Sodalids of the Grander
Ecuriesrallied round Lacrisse, and made the follow-
ing appedl to the dectors :

" CITIZENS,
"We commend to you the definitey
Republican, Sociaig and Nationalist candidate,
"CITIZEN LACRISSE.
" Down with the traitors ! Down with the
Dreyfusards! Down with the Panamigs! Down

with the Jews1 Long live the National-Socialist
Republic! "

The Fathers, who possssd a chapd and an
enormous amount of houseproperty in the ward,
grictly refrained from meddling in dectoral affairs
They were too obedient to the Sovereign Pontiff to
infringe his orders, and absorption in the works of
piety kept them far removed from mundane affairs
But some of ther lay friends composad a drcular
which exactly expressed the thoughts of the worthy
Fathers Here is the text of this drcular, which
was distributed throughout the ward:

" The Charity of ST. ANTHONY, for the resora-
tion of log property, jewes, valuables and objects
of every description, such as land, houses furniture,
money, fedings affections etc., ec.
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" GENTLEMEN,
" It is chiefly during dections that the

devil attempts to trouble our consdences And to
attain this object he has recourse to innumerable
devices.  Alas, has he not in his service the whole
army of the Freemasons ? But you will know how
to defeat the wiles of the enemy. You will rgect
with horror and disgus the candidate of the in-
cendiaries the burners of churches and other
Dreyfusards.

" It is only by placng righteous men in power
that you will put an end to the abominable persscu-
tion which is 0 crudly beng undertaken at the
preent moment, and will prevent an iniquitous
Government from laying its hands upon the money
of the poor. Vote for

"M . JOSEPH LACRISSE,
" Advocate in the Court of Appedl,
" &. Anthony's Candidate.

" Gentlemen, do not grieve thegood S. Anthony
by inflicting upon him the unmerited grief of seeing
his candidate defeated.

" Sgned :  Ribagou, advocate; Wertheimer,
publicist; Florimond, architect; Beche, retired
captain ; Molon, artisan."

These documents will suffice to show to what
intellectual and moral heights Nationalism devated
the discusson of the candidates for the Municipal
Council of Paris.



CHAPTER XXI1I

)' m. OSEPH LACRISSE, the Nationalist
¥ ,'0:‘ “;";E candidate, was carrying on an active

hf campaign in the Grandes-Ecuries
‘\(Il J""': ward against the outgoing councillor,
3 A Anselme Raimondin, From thefirst
he felt at his ease in the public meetings at which
he spoke. Being a lawyer and very ignorant, he
spoke profusely, and nothing ever stopped him.
The rapidity of his delivery astonished the electors,
with whom he was in sympathy because of the
scarcity and simplicity of his ideas, and what he
said was always what they would have said them-
sdves, or at least would have tried to say. He was
always speaking of his honesty, and of the honesty
of his political friends; he insisted that they must
elect honest men, and that his party was the party
of honest men. As it was a new party, the people
believed him.

Anselme Raimondin, at his meetings, replied
that he himself was honest, extremely honest, but
his protestations,.coming after the others, seemed
tedious. Since he had already been a councillor

225
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and had experience of municipal affairs the dectors
did not find it easy to bdieve in his honesy, where-
as Josph Lacrissewas dazzling in his innocence.

Lacrise was young, brisk, and had a soldierly
appearance.  Raimondin wes short and stout, and
wore gedades This difference was remarked
upon at a moment when Nationalism had breathed
into municipal dections some of the enthusasm
and poetry which are insparable from it, together
with an ideal of beauty perceptible to the small
shopkeeper.

Josph Lacrise was totally ignorant of all
quedtions concerning civic affars even to the
attributions of municipal councils ~ This ignorance
was usful to him. His doquence was thereby
the freer and more stirring.  Anselme Raimondin,
on the contrary, log himsdf in the mazes of detail.
He was accugomed to the use of busnes ex-
pressons and to technical discussons, he had a
love of figures, and a passon for documents and
although he knew his public he laboured under
certain illusons with regard to the inteligence of
the dectors who had nominated him. He had a
certain amount of repect for them; he dared not
lie too grody, and did his bex to enter into ex-
planations. All this made him appear cold, obscure
and tedious.

He was no smpleton. He knew where lay his
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interests, and he undersood minor politics  For
two years his didrict had been submerged by
Nationalist nengpapers, poders and pamphlets, and
he told himsdf that when the moment came he, too,
could pretend to be a Nationalist, that it wasn't so
difficult to demolish traitorsand acdaim the National
Army. He had not feared his enemies sufficiently,
thinking that he could always do as they did, in
which he was mistaken. Jossph Lacrise had an
inimitable genius for expressng the Nationalist
ideal. He had hit upon one spedal sentence which
he frequently employed, and which always ssemed
new and beautiful. It was this: " Citizens, let us
all rise to defend our admirable Army againg a
handful of cosmopadlitanswho have sworn to destroy
it."  Thiswasjust the thing to say to the dectors
of the GrandesEcuries. Repeated nightly, the
sntence aroused the whole meeting to great and
formidable enthusasm. Ansdme Raimondin did
not hit upon anything nearly so good; if patriotic
phrases occurred to him he did not deliver them in
the right tone, and they produced no effect.

Lacrisse covered the walls with tricolour poders
Ansdme Raimondin aso made use of tricolour
poders but ether the colours were too washy or
the aun faded them; at all events his pogers had
a pallid appearance.  Everything played him false
every one abandoned him. He logt his assurance;
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he humbled himsdf, showed himsdf prudent and
humble. He srank from notice; he became
almogt imperceptible.

Again, when he dood up to ek in the
dancing-hall of some third-rate drinking-house he
seamnad like a pale phantom from which prooceeded
a fesble voice drowned by pipesmoke and the
interruptions of the audience  He recaled his pad.
He had aways bemn a fighter, he said. He good
up for the Republic ; thisremark, like the preceding
one, caused no sensation, had no sonorous echo.
The dedtors of the Grandesficuries ward wanted
the Republic to be defended by Josph Lacrisc,
who had conspired againgd her. That was what
they wanted.

The meseting did not discuss both ddes of the
quegion. Only once was Raimondin invited to
put in an appearance at a Nationalis meeting.
He went; but he was not allowed to speak; and
was utterly crushed by a resolution put and carried
amid darkness and disorder, for the landlord had
cut off the gas as soon as the people darted
bresking up the benches The mestings in the
Grandes-Ecuries ward, asin all the other wards of
Paris, were only moderatdy rowdy. The people
now and then displayed the languid violence
peculiar to ther day, which is thc mog notice
able characterigic of our political manners. The
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Nationaligts, according to their habit, hurled forth the
same monotonous insults in which the expressons
"Spy," "Traitor" and "Rogue" had a fecble
exhauged sound. Their dogans told of an extreme
physcal and moral enervation, a vague discontent
combined with profound lethargy, and a definite
inability to think out the smplest problems. There
were many insults and few blows. It was unusual
if more than two or three per night were wounded
or knocked about, counting both parties. Lacrissgs
wounded were taken to the Nationalis chemig
Delapierre, next door to the riding-school, and
Raimondin's to the Radical chemig Job, opposte
the market-place, and by midnight there was not a
soul |eft in the Sreets

On Sunday, M ay the 6th, at sx o'dock, Josgph
Lacrisse, accompanied by his friends, was awaiting
the result of the ballot in an empty shop decorated
with flags and placards This was their chief
Committee Room. The pork-butcher, Monseur
Bonnaud, arrived, and announced that Lacrise was
dected by two thousand three hundred and nine
votes againg one thousand five hundred and four-
teen for Monsieur Raimondin.

"Citizen,” sad Bonnaud, "we are much
gratified. It isavictory for the Republic.

" And for honet men," replied Lacrisse, adding
with dignified benevalence " | thank you, Monsieur
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Bonnaud, and | beg you to thank in my name
our valiant friends." Then, turning to Henri
Lion who good besde him, he whispered, " Leon,
do me a favour, will you? Wire our success at
once to Monseigneur.”

Shouts were heard from the srest.

" Long live Derouiede ! Long live the Army !
Long live the Republic! Down with the Jens!"

Lacrise entered his carriage amid the cheers
of the crowd that barred his pasage Baron
Golsberg, the Jew, was dsanding at the carriage
door ; he saized the new coundillor's hand :

"1 gave you my vote, Monseur Lacrisse
You undergand, | gave you my vote, because |
tell you, anti-Semitism is mere humbug—you know
it as well as | do—mere humbug, while Sodalisn
is a sious matter."

" Yes, yes. Good-bye, Monsieur Golsberg."

But the Baron till held on.

" Sodaligm isthedanger. Monsieur Raimondin
favoured ooncesons to the Collectivigs. That's
why | voted for you, Monsieur Lacrise"

And gill the crowd yelled:

"Hurrah for Derouledel Hurrah for the
Army! Down with the Dreyfusards Down with
Raimondin ! Death to the Jews! "

The ooachman sucoceded in making a way
through the mass of dectors.
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Josph Lacrise found Madame de Bonmont at
home, alone She was excited and triumphant,
having already heard the news.

" Elected !" dhe cried, her arms extended and
her gaze directed heavenward.

And the word " eected” on the lips of so
pious a lady ssemed full of mystical meaning.

She put her beautiful arms around him and
drew him to her.

" What makes me happiest is that you owe your
eection to me"

She had contributed nothing to his expenses
It is true that money had not been wanting, and
Josph Lacrise had drawn upon more than one
banking account; but the gentle Elisabeth had
given nothing, and Josph Lacise could not
undersgand what she meant. She explained her-
sdf:

"1 had a candle burnt every day beore S.
Anthony ; that is why you got in. . Anthony
grants all requets Father Adeodat told me <o,
and | have proved it severa times."

She covered his face with kisses, and a beautiful
idea occurred to her, which reminded her of the
cugoms of chivalry.

"My dear," she aked him, "do not municipal
councillors wear a scarf ? an embroidered scarf, isn't
it ? I'll embroider one for you,"
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He was very tired and fell exhauged into a chair,
but knedling at his fest she murmured :

" | love you."

And only the darkness heard the res.

. . . . » .

The same evening, in his modes apartments—
the apartments of " a child of the quarter,” as he
called them—Ansedme Raimondin heard the result
of the dection. There were some dozen bottles of
wineand a cold pate on the dining-room table. His
failureamazed him.

" It was only what | expected,” he said.

And he svung round in a pirouette, but he was
cdumsy and twisted his ankle.

" It's your own fault,” said Dr. Maufle, by way
of consolation. The Doctor was presdent of his
Committee, an old Radical, with the face of a
Slenus " You allowed the Nationaligts to poison
the whole ward ; you hadn't the pluck to gand up
againg them. You made no attempt to unmask
their falsshoods On the contrary, like them, with
them, you told every lie you could think of. You
knew the truth, and you dared not undeceve the
dectors while there was ill time.  You've funked
it, and you are beaten, and it srves you right! "

Ansaime Raimondin shrugged his shoulders.

" You are a glly old fool, Maufle. You don't
undergand the ins and outs of this dection. Yet
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it's dear enough. My failure was due to one thing
only : the discontent of the small shopkegpers who
are being crushed out of exigence between the big
shops and the co-operative soceties They are
auffering and they made me pay for it. That'sall."
Then, with afaint smile, he added:
" They'll find themsdves nicdy taken in."



CHAPTER XXIV

FTMMNEETING his pupils Goubin and
=} Denis, on one of the paths of
23 the Luxembourg garden, Monsieur
Bergeret sad :

"1 have good news for you,
gentlemen. The peace of Europe will not be
digurbed. The Trublions themsdves have asured
me of it"

And Monsieur Bergeret went on to reate the
following sory :

" | met Jean Coq, Jean Mouton, Jean Laiglon
and Gilles Snge at the Exhibition, where they were
listening to the creaking of the footbridges. Jean
Cog came up to me, and said sternly: ' Monsieur
Bergeret, you said that we wanted war, and that we
should make war, that Jean Mouton and | were
going to land at Dover with an army and occupy
London, and that then | should take Berlin and
various other capitals. You sad this, | know.
You sad it with malicious intent to harm us and
make the French nation beieve that we desre war.
Understand, monseur, that this is a lie. Our
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tendencies are not war-like; they are military,
which is quite another thing. We desire peace
and when we have etablished the Imperial Republic
in France we shall not go to war,’

"1 told Jean Coq that | was quite ready to
believe him, and, what was more, that | saw that |
had bean migtaken and that my mistake was obvious;
that Jean Cog, Jean Mouton, Jean Laiglon and
Gilles Snge had aufficiently proved their love of
peace by refusing to go and fight in China, whither
they had been invited by beautiful white placards
"From that time forth," said I, ' | realized the truly
civil nature of your military sentiments and the
grength of your love for your country. You could
not leave the soil of France. | beg you to acoept
my apologies, Monsieur Cog. | rgoice to s that
you areas peacefully disposed as | .'

"Jean Cog looked at me with that eye that
causs the world to tremble: ' | am peacefully
digposd, Monsieur Bergeret, but, thank God, not
asyou are. The peace | dedre is not your pesce
You are davishly content with the peace that is
forced upon us to-day. Our spirit is too great to
endure it without impatience. This fecble ener-
vating peace which stidies you, crudly wounds
the pride of our hearts When we are the mages
we shall make angther peace; a terrible, clanking,
sourred and booted, eguestrian peace We shall
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make a pitiless, savagepeece, athreatening, horrible,
blazing peace; a pesce worthy of us; a peace
which, more frightful than the most frightful war,
will freeze the world with terror and kill all the
English by inhibition. That, Monsieur Bergeret,
is our manner of being pacific. In two or three
months' time our peece will burst upon the world
and will s it in a blaze'

" After this gpeech | wes forced to admit that
the Trublions were peacefully disposed, and thus
was confirmed the truth of the oracle written upon
an ancient sycamore leaf by the sibyl of Panzoust :

"' Toi qui devent terepais,
Trublion, mapetiteoutre,

S vraiment tu veux la paix,
Commence par nouslaf. . .'"



CHAPTER XXV

":ﬁ"-i EDEBONMONT Ssalon
1 had been unusually lively and brilliant
k4 snce the victory of the Nationalists

M in Paris and the dection of Joseph

at her house the flower of the new party. An old
Rabbi of the Faubourg S. Antoine believed that
the gentle Elisabeth attracted to hersdf the enemies
of the chosen people by a speda decree of the
God of Israd. The hand, he thought, that placed
Esther in the bed of Ahasuerus had been pleased
to gather together the chiefs of the anti-Semites
and the princes of the Trublions in the house of a
Jewess It is true that the Baronne had renounced
the faith of her fathers but who can fathom the
desgns of Jehovah 1 In the eyes of the artists,
who, like Fremont, bethought themsdves of the
mythological figures in the paacess of Germany,
her sumptuous beauty, the beauty of a Viennese
Erigone, semed symbolical of the Nationalist
vintage.

237
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Her dinners diffused an atmosphere of ddight
and power, and the gnalles luncheon party at her
house had a truly national dgnificance Thus, this
morning she had gathered together at her table the
mogt famous defenders of the Church and Army-
There was Henri Leon, VicePresdent of the
Royaliss Committees of the South-West, who had
come to congratulate the Nationalists dected in
Paris, Captain de Chalmot, the son of General
Carrier de Chalmot, with his young American wife,
who twittered to such an extent as she expresssd
her Nationalis propendties that one would have
thought the very birds in their cages were taking
part in our human disputes; Monsieur Tonnellier,
the sugpended profesor of the fifth form at the
Lycee Sully, who, as every one knows, had bemn
convicted of defending, to his young pupils, an
assault committed upon the person of the President
of the Republic, had been condemned to pay a
fine and was forthwith received in the best society,
where he behaved very well, except that he was
rather given to playing upon words, Fremont, an
old Communard and an Inspector of the Fine Arts,
who as he grew older became wonder fully reconciled
to bourgeois and capitalis society, assduoudy fre-
guenting the houses of wealthy Jews, the guardians
of the treasures of Chrigtian art, and would gladly
have lived under the dictatorship of a horse solong
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as he could gpend the day caressng, with his
ddicate hands, findy wrought bibelots of precious
material; and the old Comte Davant, dyed, waxed
and varnished, handome dtill, a trifle morose
who remembered the golden age of the Jews when
he supplied the great financiers with furniture by
Riesener and bronzes by Thomyres. When acting
as the Baron's collector he had gathered together
fifteen millions worth of old furniture and objects
of art. To-day, ruined by unfortunate speculation,
he lived among the sons regretting the fathers, a
sd, bitter old man, one of the mog insolent
of paradtes insolence, as he wel knew, being a
paradtés main pasport to favour. She had adw
invited Jacgques de Cadde, one of the promoters of the
Henry subscription list; Philippe Dellion, Asolphe
de Courtrai, Hugues Chasons des Aigues, Presdent
of the Nationalis Committee of Celle-Saint-Cloud,
and Jambe-d'Argent in bresthes and waistcoat of
homespun, the white armlet with the golden lilies
on his arm, and a wild shock of hair under his
round hat, which, like his chaplet of olive-stones,
he never removed. Hewasa Montmartre snger,
by name Dupont, who having become a Chouan
was receved in the bex socely. He was taking
a snack, with an old flint-gun between his legs
drinking copioudy. Snce the Affair a new dass-
fication had occurred in arigocratic French society.
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Young Baron Ernest sat feeing his mother in
the char st for the mader of the house The
conversation turned on palitics.

"You are wrong,” sad Jacgues de Cadde to
Philippe Dellion. " Believe me, you are wrong not
to employ Father Francois move. No one knows
what may happen after the Exhibition and as soon
as we begin to hold public meetings"

"One thing is certain,” sad Agodphe de
Courtrai, "and that is if we want to do well in
the dections in twenty months time we musgt
prepare to begin a campaign. | can promise you
that 1 shall be ready, |'m working hard every day
at boxing and sngle-gtick."

" Who'syour trainer ?' asked Dellion.

"Gaudibert. He has brought French boxing
to perfection. It's agonishing He has some
exquisite foot-work, some coups de savate, quite of
his own. He's a firg-class teacher, and under-
gands the tremendous importance of training.”

"Training is everything," sad Jacques de
Cadde.

" Of course” continued Courtrai. " And
Gaudibert has superior methods of training, a
whole sysem, bassd on expeience Massage
friction and dieting followed by plenty of nourish-
ment. His motto is: ' Kegp down fat, build up
musdle’ And in 9x months, my friends, he makes
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you a fird-rate boxer, and gives your punch an
dadicity and your kick a suppleness——"

Madame de Chalmot inquired :

" Can you overthrow this fesble Ministry ?"

And at the bare idea of the Waldeck Cabinet
dhe indignantly shook her pretty head—the head of
an infant Samud.

" Do not didres yoursdf, madame" id
Lacrise. " This Ministry will be replaced by
another just likeit."

"Another Ministry of Republican spendthrifts”
sid Monseur Tonndlier. "France will be
ruined.”

"Yes" sd Lion, "another Ministry just like
this one But the new Ministry will be less
unpopular, for it will no longer be the Ministry
of the Affair. We shall need a campaign of at
leet 9x wesks with all our newspapes to make it
hateful to the people”

" Haveyou bemn to the Petit Palais, madame ?"
said Fremont to the Baronne.

She replied that she had bean there and had ssn
ome beautiful cakds and some pretty dance
engagement books

" Emile Molinier," replied the Ingpector of Fine
Arts, "has organized an admirable exhibition of
French art. The Middle Ages are represented by
the mog valuable examples.  The eighteenth century
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takes an honourable postion too, but there is
still space tofill up. Y ou, madame, who possess 0
many treasures will not refuse usthe loan of some of
your magerpieces”

It istruethat the great Baron had left hiswidow
many art treasures. For him the Comte Davant had
ransacked all the provincial chateaux on the banks
of the Somme, Loireand Rhone, and had wrested
from ignorant, needy and whiskered gentlemen
portraits of ancegors, higoric furniture, gifts from
kings to their migresses imposing souvenirs of the
Monarchy, the treasured posesons of the mogt
illustrious families. In her cagleat M ontil and her
house in the Avenue Marceau she had examples of
thework of the finest French cabinet-makers and of
the greatest wood-carvers of the eighteenth century :
cheds of drawers, cabings for medals secreaires,
docks of all descriptions, candlesticks and exquisite
faded tapedries But although Fremont, and
Terremondre before him, had begged her to send
some pieces of furniture, bronzes or hangings to the
coming Exhibition, she had alwaysrefused. Vain
of her richesand anxious to display them she had
not intended, on this occadon, to lend anything.
Josph Lacrise encouraged her in this refusal:
" Have nothing to do with their Exhibition. Your
things will be golen or burned. And who knows
if they will ever sucossd in organizing ther
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international fair ? It's better to have nothing to
do with people like that."

Fremont, who had aready besn refused on
several occasons perssted;

"You, madame, who poses such beautiful
things and are so worthy of posessng them, show
yourself to be what you are, liberal, generous and
patriotic, for patriotisn as is involved in this
matter. Send to the Petit Palais your Riesener
cabinet decorated with Sevres in pate tendre. With
uch a treasure you nead fear no rival, for its equal
isonly to be found in England. We will put upon
it your porodain vases which bedonged to the Grand
Dauphin, those two marvelous sa-green vases
mounted in bronze by Caffieri. It will be
dazzling !"

The Comte Davant interrupted him :

" The mounts,” he said in a tone of meancholy
wisdom, " are not by Philippe Caffieri. They are
marked with a' C ' surmounted by alily. That is
Cressnt's mark. You may not know it, but you
cannot deny it."

" Madame, display your magnificencel Add to
this your tapestry by Leprince, La Fiancee mosoite
and you will desrve the gratitude of the whole
nation."

She wes ready to give way. But before consent-
ing she quettioned Lacrise with alook. He said;
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"Lend them your eghteenth-century suff, as
they have none"

Then, out of deference to the Comte Davant,
she asked him what she should do. Hereplied:

" Do asyou like. | have no advice to giveyou.
It will be all the same whether you snd or do not
snd your things to the Exhibition. Rien ne fait rien,
as my old friend Theophile Gautier usd to say.”

"That's done!" thought Fremont. " I'll go
presently and tell the Ministry that |'ve managed to
scure the Bonmont collection.  [t'swell worth the
rostte”

And he amiled to himsdf. Hewas no fool, but
he did not degpise sodal digtinctions, and it struck
him as piquant that a man who had bean imprisoned
asa Communard should be made an officer of the
L egion of Honour .

"1 must go" sid Lacrise " I've got to
prepare the gpeth for the banquet of the Grandes-
|£curies next Sunday.”

" Oh," dghed the Baronne, " | shouldn't trouble
todo that. It's not necessary, you extemporize o
wonderfully."

"Beddes, my dear felow," said Jacgues de
Cadde, "it's not a difficult matter to address
eectors”

" Not difficult exactly," said the chosen candi-
date, "but ddicate Our enemies complain that
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we have no programme.  That is not true, we have
a programme, but——"

"Pheasant shooting, that's the programme,
messeurs” said Jambe-d'Argent.

" But the dector,” continued Jossph Lacrise
"isof a more complex nature than one would at
firs suppose  For ingance |'ve been dected to the
Grandesficuries by the Monarchigts, of coursg, and
by the Bonapartigs and aso by the—what shall |
call them ?—by the Republicans who are sck of the
Republic but who ill remain Republicans.  That
isa gate of mind not infrequently met with in Paris
among the small tradegpeople Thus the pork-
butcher who presdes over my Committee shouts in
my face ' I've done with the Republic of the
Republicans  If | could, 1'd blow it up, even if |
had to blow up with it; but for your Republic,
Monsieur Lacrise, | would lay down my life for it.'
Doubtless there are points on which we all agree
For ingance ' Rally round the flag. ' No attacks
on the Army !" ' Down with the traitorsin the pay
of the foreigner who work to the undoing of our
national defencel ' There we are on common
ground.”

" Then there is d anti-Semitism," sad Henri
Lion.

" Anti-Semitism,” replied Josph Lacrise "is
very popular in the Grandes-Ecuries because there
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are so many rich Jews in the ward who are on
our side”

" And the anti-masonic campaign !" cried
Jecques de Cadde, who was religious.

"All of us in the Grandes-Ecuries are agreed
to fight the Freemasons" replied Joseph Lacrisse.
"The church-goers reproach them for not being
Catholics. The Nationalist Socidigts reproach them
for not being anti-Semites, and all our meetings
adjourn to the cry of 'Down with the Free
masons !' to which Citizen Bissolo yells: ' Down
with the Cassocks |' Immediately he is knocked
on the head, thrown down, trampled upon by our
friends and dragged off to the police-station by
the police. The spirit of the Grandes-Ecuries is
excellent, but there are fdse ideas which we shall
have to eliminate. The small shopkeeper does not
yet understand that the Monarchy aone will bring
him any happiness. He does not yet fed that in
bowing to the will of the Church he increases his
own dtature. The shopkeeper's mind has been
poisoned by bad books and bad newspapers. He
is againg the abuses of the clergy and the in-
trusion of priests into politics. Many of my
electors call themsalves anti-clerical.”

"Really?" cried Madame de Bonmont, saddened
and surprised

" Madame," sad Jecques de Cadde, "it is the
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samein theprovinces. And | call that being against
religion. Anti-clericalism spellsanti-religion."

"We must not attempt to disguise the fact,”
Lacrisse continued. "W e have still a great ded
toda And how ? Thisiswhat we have to find
out"

"As fa as | am concerned,” said Jacques de
Cadde, " | am in favour of violent measures."

" What measures ?* asked Henri Lion.

There was a moment's silence, and Henri Lion
continued:

"We have had prodigious successes—but so
had Boulanger, and he wore himself out."

"He was worn out,” said Lacrisse. " But we
need not fear that we shall be worn out in the
samne way. The Republicans, who put up a very
good defence againgt him, are defending themselves
very badly againg us."

"Besides,” sad Leon, "it is not our enemies
that | fear ; it's our friends. We have friends in
the Chamber. And what are they doing ? They
haven't even provided us with a nice little
ministerial crisis complicated by a nice little
presidentia crisis."

"That would have been desirable," said Lacrisse,
"but it wasn't possible. If it had been possble
Meline would have done it. We must be just.
Meline does what he can."
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"Then,” sid Lion, "we mug wait patiently
until the Republicans of the Senate and the
Chamber make way for us Is that your opinion,
Lacrise 7'

" Ah," dghed Jacques de Cadde, " | regret the
days when we cracked one ancther's heads Those
were the good old days"

" They may return,” said Henri Leon.

" Do you think they will ?"

" Yes, by Jove, if we bring them back ! "

"True!"

"We have numbes on our dde as Genera
Mercier said. Let usact”

" Hurrah for Mercier | " cried Jambe-d'Argent.

"Let us att," repeated Henri Lion. "And
let us lose no time about it. And, above all, let
us be careful not to allow oursdves to get cold
fest. Nationalism mus be swalowed hot. As
long as it is bailing it's a cordial. Cold, it's a
drug.”

" What do you mean—a drug ?' demanded
Lacrise severdy.

" A salutary drug, an dficadous remedy, a good
medicine, but one that the patient will not swallow
willingly nor with pleasure  We mus not let
the mixture settle.  Shake the bottle before pouring
out the dose, according to the precept of the wise
chemig At the pressnt moment our Nationalist
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mixture, which has been well shaken, is of a
beautiful pink colour, pleasant to look upon and
of a dlightly acid flavour which pleases the palate.
If welet the bottle rest, the mixture will lose much
of its colour and flavour. A sediment will form.
The best will go to the bottom. The monarchical
and clerical ingredients which enter into its com-
position will stick to the bottom, and the wily
patient will leave three-quarters of it in the bottle.
Shake it up, gentlemen, shake it up."

" What did | tell you ?" cried young Cadde.

"It iseasy to say ' shake it up,’ but it must be
done at the right time, otherwise you run the risk
of upsetting the electors,” objected Lacrisse.

"Oh," sad Leon, "of course if you are
thinking of your re-election ! "

" Who said | wasthinking ofit? I'm not I"

"You are right, one mustn't meet trouble so
much mor e than half-way."

"What ? Trouble? You think my eectors
will change their minds? "

" On the contrary, | fear they will not. They
were discontented and they have elected you. They
will be discontented again in four years time, and
then it will be with you. Would you like a word
of advice, Lacrisse ?"

" Goon."

" You were dected by two thousand votes."
R
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" Two thousand three hundred and nine."

" Two thousand three hundred and nine. You
cannot pleee two thousand three hundred and
nine people But you mugn't think only of the
guantity, you mug think of the quality too. You
have among your dectors a fair number of anti-
clerical Republicans, small shopkegpes and derks.
They are not the mod intelligent.”

Lacrisse, who had become an earnest person,
replied dowly and thoughtfully:

"1 will explain. They are Republicans but,
above all, they are patriots. They voted for a
patriot whose ideas did not coincide with theirs,
who did not think as they did on matters which
they thought of ssondary importance Their
conduct is perfectly honourable and | suppose you
do not hestate to approve of it."

" Certainly | approve of it, but, between our-
sves, we may confess that they are not particularly
bright."

" Not very bright !" replied Lacrisse bitterly.
" Not very bright ! | will not sy that they are as
brignt as——" He serched his brain for the
name of a brilliant man, but ether he could not
find one among his friends or his ungrateful
memory refused the name he sought, or perhaps a
natural malevolence causad him to rgect each name
that came into his mind. He did not finish hit
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sentence, remarking rather crosdy, "Anyway, |
can't s what's the good of railing at them."

" I'm not railing at them. | only say they are
less intelligent than your Monarchist and Catholic
electors who worked for you with the good Fathers.
Well, your interest aswell as your duty isto work
for them, first of all because they think as you do,
and ds0 becaue you don't hoodwink the good
Fathers, while one does hoodwink fools."

" That's a mistake, a profound mistake ! " cried
Joseph  Lacrisse. " Anyone can se my dear
fellow, that you don't know the electors. But |
know them| Fools are not more easly hood-
winked than others. They delude themsdlves, it's
true, and they delude themselves at every moment;
but one doesn't hoodwink them."

" Yes, yes, one does, only one must know how
to st about it."

"Don't you believe it !" replied Lacrisse, with
sincerity. Then, on second thoughts, " Anyhow,
| don't want to hoodwink them."

"Who's asking you to? You must saidfy
them. And you can do that easly enough. You
don't s= enough of Father Adeodat. He's a good
adviser, and so moderate ! He will tell you, with
his shrewd smile, his hands tucked into his deeves,
'Keep your majority. Content them. We shal
not take offence a an occasond vote on the
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indefeagbility of the rights of man and the citizen,
or even againg the cergy thrusting themsdves into
the Government, At public medings think of your
Republican dectors, and think of us in the Com-
mittees. It isthere, in peace and dlence that good
work is done. That the greater part of the Council
occasonally shows itself to be anti-clerical is an evil
that we can bear with patience. But it is important
that the large Committees should be profoundly
religious. They will be more powerful than the
Council itself; because an active compact minority
is dways worth more than a lifdess confusd
majority.’

" That, my dear Lacrisse, iswhat Father Adeodat
will tell you. He is admirably patient and serene
When our friendscomeand tell him with a shudder :
'Oh, Father, what fresh abominations the Free
masons are preparing ! Compulsory University
training for office; Article 7 ; the law réating to
asodations | Horrible I'—the good Father amiles
and says nothing. He says nothing, but this is
what he thinks: ' We've ben through worse than
this We went through '89 and '93, the sup-
preson of reigious communities and the sle
of Church property. And does anyone imagine
that in former days under the mog Chrigian
Monarchy, we kept or increasad our property with-
out efort or druggle? If 0, they know very
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little of French history. Our rich abbeys our
towns and villages, our srfs our meadows and
mills, our woods and our ponds, our justice and
our jurisdiction—powerful enemies lords, bishops
and kings were incessantly striving to digposess us
of them. We had to defend by force or before the
courtsa field or aroad one day, the next a cadle or
agibbet. To presrve our riches from the cupidity
of soular power we had continually to produce
those andent charters of Clotaire and Dagobert,
which the impious knowledge taught in the Govern-
ment schods to-day calls forgeries. We pleaded
for ten centuries againg the king's servants  We
have only been pleading thirty years againg the
judtice of the Republic. And the people think we
aregrowing weary ! No, we are neither frightened
nor discouraged. We have money and property.
It is the inheritance of the poor. To keegp and
multiply it we count on two aids that will not fail
us: the protection of God and the impotence of
Parliament.'

"Such are the thoughts which take shape
beneath the shining pate of Father Adiodat.
Lacrisse, you were Father Adeodat's candidate;
you are his chasn one. Go and s him. He
isagreat politician and will give you good advice.
He will teach you how to satidy the pork-butcher
who is a Republican and how to charm the
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umbrédla-maker who isa Freethinker. Go and se
Father Adiodat, sse him again and again."

" | have spoken with him several times" said
Lacrise " He iscertainly very clever. These good
Fathers have grown rich with surprisng rapidity.
They do a great deal of good in the ward."

" A great deal of good," repeated Henri Lion.
" The whole of the enormous quadrilateral between
the Rue des Grandes-Ecuries, the riding-school,
Baron Golshergs hote and the outer boulevard
beongs to them. They are working patiently at
a gigantic sheme They have undertaken to
erect, in the heart of Paris, in your ward, my dear
fdlow, another Lourdes, an immense badlica which
will draw millions of pilgrims yearly. In the mean-
while they are covering their huge holdings with

house-property.”
"1 know that," sad Lacrise
"1 know it too," put in Fremont " | know

their architect, a man called Florimond, an extra-
ordinary fdlow. You know the good Fathers
are organizing pilgrimages in France and abroad.
Florimond, with his long hair and flowing beard,
accompanies the pilgrims on ther vidts to the
cathedrals. He's got the head of a mader-
mason of the thirteenth century.  He gazes at the
soires and bdfries with ecdatic eyjes  He explains
arches in tierce-point and Chrigian symbolism
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to the ladies He shows them Mary, the flower
of the tree of Jesg at the heart of the great
roee windows Tearfully, with dghs and prayers,
he caaulates the ressance of the walls. At the
table d'hote, where monks and pilgrims st to-
gether, his face and hands still grey with the
dugt of the old gones which he has embraced,
bear witness to the faith of the Catholic artisan.
He tdls them his dream: 'That I, a humble
workman, may bring my done to the building of
the new sanctuary that will lag as long as the
world.! Then he goes badk to Paris and builds
mean housess, tenement housss with bad mortar
and hollow bricks laid on edge, miserable buildings
that won't last twenty years™"

" But,” sid Leon, " they are not required to
lag twenty years They are the houss of the
Grandesficuries of which | was gpeaking just now,
and will one day give place to the great baslica
of &. Anthony and its dependendes a whole
religious city that will spring up in the next
fifteen years Beore fifteen years have dapsad
the good Fathers will own the whole quarter of
Paris that has dected our friend Lacrise"

Madame de Bonmont rosg, taking the Comte
Davant's arm,

"You undergand, | dont like parting with
my things. Articles loaned run risks. It makes
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one so anxious. But ifit isin the national interest
—the country befort all. You and Monsieur
Fremont will choose what should be exhibited."

" All the same" sad Jacques de Cadde, as
they left the table, "you ae wrong, Dellion,
not to try Father Francois expedient."

Coffee was served in the small drawing-room.

Jambe-d'Argent, the Chouan singer, sa down
at the piano. He had just added to his repertoire
a few Royadlist songs dating from the Restoration,
which he thought would make a hit in fashion-
able drawing-rooms. He sang to the tune of
LaSentinelle:

" Au champ dhonneur frappe d'un coup mortel,
Le preux Bayard, dans I'ardeur qui I'enflamme,
Fier de perir pour le sol paternel,

Avec ivrese exhalait sa grande ame :
Ah'! srsregret je puis mourir,
Mon sort, diteil, sra digne d'envie,
Puisque jusqu'au dernier soupir,
Sansreprochej'ai pu servir
Mon roi, mabelle et ma patrie."

Chassons des Aigues, the President of the
Nationalist Committee of Action, went up to
Joseph Lacrisse.

" Come now, my dear Councillor, are we really
doing anything on the fourteenth of July ?'

" The Council," replied Lacrisse gravely, " can-
not organize any demonstration of opinion. That
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IS not within its province, but if spontaneous
demonstrations occur "

"Time pases and the danger increases”
replied Chassons des Aigues, who was expecting
to be expelled from his Club, and aganst whom
a charge of swindling had been lodged with a
magistrate. " We must act.”

"Don't get excited,” sad Lacrisse. "We
have the men and we have the money."

"We have the money,” repested Chassons
des Aiguesthoughtfully.

"With men and money one wins elections,”
continued Lacrisse. " In twenty months we come
into power, and we shal reman in power for
twenty years."

"Yes, but until then—" sighed Chassons des
Aigues, whose pensive eyes gazed anxiously into
the vague future.

"“Until then," replied Lacrisse, "we shal
cavass the provinces.  We have begun aready."

" It would be better to bring things to a head
at once" declared Chassons des Aigues in accents
of degp conviction. " We cannot alow this
treacherous Government time to disorganize the
Army and paralyse the national defence.”

"That is obvious," sad Jacques de Cadde.
" Now, follow my reasoning carefully. Our cry
is' Long live the Army I " "
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" Rather I" said young Dellion.

"Let me seak. Our cry is 'Long live
the Army |I' It is our rallying cry. |If the
Government begins to replace the Nationalist
generals by Republicans we shall no longer be
abletoshout ' Long livethe Army I' "

" Why ?" asked young Dellon.

" Because then we should be shouting © Five la
Ripublique! " That'splain enough."

" Thereisno fear of that,” said Josgph Lacrisse
" The spirit among the dfficars is excdlent |If
the Ministry of Treason sucossds in placing one
Republican out of ten in the high command, it
will be the end of all things."

"That will be unpleasant,” sad Jacques de
Cadde, " for then we shall be forced to cry
" Hurrah for ninetenths of the Army !'" And
that's too long for a dogan."

"Be easy!" sad Laaise "When we shout
"Hurrah for the Army!" everybody knows that
we mean ' Hurrah for Merrier !I'"

Jambe-d'Argent, at the piano, sang :

" Vive le Roi! Vivele Roi!
De nos vieux marias ccs 'usage,
Aucun d'eux ne pensait a soi,
Tout en succombant au naufrage,

Chacun criait avec courage:
ViveleRoi ! "

" All the same" sad Chassns des Aigues,
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" the fourteenth of July is a good day to begin
the row. There will be a crowd in the sreds,
an dectrified crowd, returning from the review,
and cheering the regiments as they pass| With
method, one could do a great deal on that day,
we could gir the inarticulate masss"

"You are wrong,” said Henri Leon. "You
don't undergand the psychology of conds The
good Nationalist returning from the review has
a baby in his arms, and is dragging another brat
by the hand. His wife is with him, carrying
wine, bread and ham in a basket You try to
gir up a man with his two kids and his wife
carrying the family lunch! And then, don't
you seg the masss are ingpired by very smple
asodations of idees  You won't get them to
riot on a holiday. To crowds the grings of
lamps and the Bengal lights sugget cheerful
and padfic ideas. They se a gjuare of Chinee
lanterns in front of the cafes and a gallery decked
with bunting for the musdans and all they
think about is dancing. If you want to s riots
in the gregts you must choose the psychological
moment”

" | don't understand,” said Jacques de Cadde.

"Well, you mug try to undergand,” said
Henri Leon.

" Do you think 1'm a blockhead ?"
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"Whatan idea!"

"You can sy it if you think so; you won't
annoy me. | don't pretend to be an intellectual.
Besdes I've noticed that the dever men fight
againg our idess and bdiefs that they want to
desroy all that we cheish. So | should be
exceedingly sorry to be what is called a dever
man. |'d rather be a fool and think what | think
and believewhat | believe."

"And you are quiteright,” said Lion. "We
have only to remain what weare. And if we are not
fools we must behave as if we are. It isfolly that
ucoesds bet in this world. The dever men are
thefools They don't get anywhere"

"What you sy is very true," coied Jacques
deCadde.

Jambe-d'Argent sang:

" ViveleRoi | cecrideralliement
Des vrais Francais et le saul qui soit digne.

ViveleRoi! dechaque regiment
Que s trois mats soient la saule consigne™”

"All the same" sad Chassns des Aigues,
"you are wrong, Lacrisse, to rgect revolutionary
meaaures ; they are the begt."

"Children!" sd Henri Leon. " We have
only one means of action, one only, but it is
certain, powerful and efficadous It is the Affair.
The Affair gave us birth; we Nationalists must
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not forget that. We have grown and prospered
through the Affair. It alone has fed us and feads
us ill. Thence comes our food and our drink;
thence we derive the daff of our being. If, up-
rooted from the soil, it withers and dies we shall
languish and fade out of exigence

" We can pretend to uproot it, but in reality we
dhall cherish it carefully, nourish it and water it.
The public is an ass moreover, it is digposd in
our favour. When it sses us digging and scraping
and hoeing round the plant it will think we are
doing our bet to uproot it completdy, and it
will love and bless us for our zeal. It will never
dream that we may be lovingly cultivating it.
It has flowered anew in the very middle of the
Exhibition, and this smpleminded people does
not se that it is our care that has achieved this
result.”

Jambe-d'Argent sang:

" Puigqu'ic notre genesdl
Du plaisr nous donn' le sgnal,
Mes amis poussons a la vente;
S nous voulons bien le r'mercier,
Chantona, soldat, comme officier:
Moi,
Jarnigoi!
Je aiis 0ldat du Roi.
Jm'en pique, j'm'en flatte & j'm’'en vante."

"That's a very pretty song" murmured the

Baronne, with half-dossd eyes
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"Yes," said Jambe-d'Argent, shaking back his
rough mane, " it's called Cadet-Butem enrigmente on
le Soldatdu Roi. It's a little magerpiece 1t wasa
bright idea of mine to unearth some of thee old
Royaligt songs of the Restoration,

"Moi,
Jarnigoi!
Je quis 0ldat du Roi."

Then, suddenly bringing down his huge hand
on the tail-piece of the piano, where he had laid his
chaplet and his medals, he exdaimed :

"NmdeDieu! Lacrisse, don't touch my rosary.
It has been blessad by our Holy Father the Pope !"

" All the ssme" said Chassons des Aigues, " we
ought to have a manifetation in the dregts. The
dreds are ours, and the people ought to know it.
Let's go to Longchamps on the 14th."

" 1'mon," sad Jacques de Cadde.

"Soaml ," cied Delion.

" Your manifetations are idiotic,” said thelittle
Baron, who until then had bean gdlent. He wes
rich enough to refrain from bdonging to any
political party. " Nationalism is beginning to bore
me," he added.

"Ernest!" sid the Baronne with the gentle
severity of a mother,

" It's true,” went on Ernest " your manifesta
tions bore me to death.”
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Young Dellion, who owed him money, and
Chasons des Aigues, who wanted to borrow some,
carefully avoided any direct reply. Chasons tried
to smile, as though charmed by his wit, and Dellion
half assnted.

" | don't deny it, but what doesn't bore one to
death?"

This inspired Ernest with profound reflections,
and after a moment's slence he said, with a genuine
acoent of sincerity:

"“You are right, everything bores one” And
he continued, thoughtfully : " Take motor-cars, for
ingance. They break down just when you don't
want them to. Not that one minds being late, for
all the fun one gtswhereoneisgoing; but | was
hung up five hours the other day between Marville
and Boulay. Do you know that part of the
country ? It is just before you get to Dreux.
Not a housg not a tree, not a dip in the ground
to be ssn ; nothing but flat, yellow, open country
all round, with a dlly-looking sky stuck on top
of it all like a bdl-gass One grows old in such
localities. Never mind, I'm going to try a different
make, seventy kilometres an hour, and runs as
smoocthly. . . . Will you come with me, Dellion ?
I'm starting to-night"



CHAPTER XXVI

HE Trublions,” sad Monsieur
N'| Bergeret, " fill me with the keenest
i“ interest, so it was not without

¥ pleasure that | discovered in the
2] valuable book of Nicole Langelier
of Paris a second chapter dealing with these little
crestures. Do you remember the first, Monsieur
Goubin?"

Monsieur Goubin replied that he knew it by
heart.

" | congratulate you," replied Monsieur Ber-
geret, " for it is a perfect breviary. | will now read
you the second chapter, which you will like as well
as the firg"

And the magter read asfollows:

" Of the hurly-burly and the great din raised
by the Trublions and of a beauteous speech which
Robin Honeyman made to them.

" In those days the Trublions made agreat din
in the town, city and university, each one of them
smiting with an iron spoon upon a trublio," that

264
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is to say, an iron pot or saucepan, and making
a right tuneful noise. And went about shrieking,
' Death to traitors and godmothers!' They like-
wise hanged upon the walls and in secret places and
privy chambers beauteous little scutcheons bearing
such devices as ' Death to the baptized Jews 1
Buy neither of Jews nor of Lombards ! Long
life to Tintinnabule !" and armed themselves with
firearms and swords, for they were of noble
lineage. Nevertheless did they receive Martin
Baton into their company, and were such excellent
good princes withal that they smote with their fists
and disdained not the sports of bondsmen.

"“And all their converse was of hewing and
splitting in twain, and they said in their language
and idiom, which was most meet and congruous
and corresponsive to their manner of thinking, that
it was their purpose to brain the folk, which is
properly to draw forth the brain from the brain-pan
wherein it doth lie by the order and disposition of
nature. And they did always as they had said,
always and whenever there was occason. And
being but simple souls they thought themselves to
be virtuous men, and that apart from them there
were none righteous, but all evil, which was a
marvellously clear ordinance, a perfect distinction
and a fair order of battle.

"“And they had among them many beauteous
and moet gracious ladies in sumptuous apparel, the
which very gracigjisly and without blandishments
and wantonness did incite the aforesaid gallant

S
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Trublions to bdabour, break asunder, overthrow,
transpierce and discomfort all who did not trublion.

" Be not amazed but recognize herein the natural
inclination of fair ladies to cruety and violence and
the admiration of high courage and warlike valour
as was s aforetime in the andent higories in
which it isrelated that the god Mars was beloved of
Venus and of goddesses and mortals in great sore,
and that, contrariwise, Apollo, although a blithesome
player upon theviol, received naught but the disdain
of nymphs and chamber-maids,

" And there was not hdd in the city any con-
venticle nor processon of the Trublions, nor feast
nor burying, but that a poor man or twain or more
was belaboured by them, and left half or three parts
dead, yea, wholly dead upon the road, which is a
mog marvelous thing. For it was the cusom that
whenever the Trublions passed by they beaboured
that man which did refuse to ' trublion," and after-
wards did pitifully bear him upon a bier unto the
apothecary, and for this reason or for another were
the apothecaries of the city upon the sde of the
Trublions.

" In thexe days there was a great fair held at
Paris in France, more adous and greater than
were ever the fairs of Aix-la-Chapelle, or Frankfort,
or the Lendit, or the great fair of Beaucaire The
said fair of Paris was 0 copious and abundant in
merchandise and works of art and gentle inventions
that a worthy man named Correly, who had ssn
much and was no homedayer, was wont to sy that
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at the sight, practice and contemplation of the same
he did lose the care for his eterna salvation and
even the desire for meat and drink. The stranger
peoples crowded into the city of the Parisans for
to take their pleasure withal and to spend their gold.
Kings and princes came at will, causng both men
and women to wag their heads and say, ' Thisis a
great honour.'

" As for the merchants, from the grestest to the
leet, from All-profit to Earn-little, and the men of
trades and industries, they understood right well
how to sell much merchandise to the strangers
which had come to their city for the fair. Journey-
men and beggars unfolded their packs, the keepers
of eating-houses and de-houses st out their tables,
and the whole city from end to end was in truth an
abundant market-place and ajoyous refectory.

"It must do be sad that the aforesad
merchants, not all, but the greater number, loved
the Trublions, whom they admired for their great
power of voice and their many antics ; yea, there
were none, even unto the Jewish merchants and
usurers, who did not look upon them with respect
and an exceeding humble desire not to be ill-treated
of them.

"Thus did the common people and the
merchants love the Trublions, but thereto they
naturaly loved their merchandise and means of
liveliltood, and were thereby cest into great fear
lest by lusty sdlies, sudden breaking forth, kicks,
blows, noise and trublionage, they should overturn
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their salls and booths throughout all the four
quarters, gardens and ramparts of the city, and lest
the said Trublions, by furious and speedy slaughter,
might affright the stranger peoples and cause them
to flee the city with their pouches yet full. Truth
to tell this danger was not great. The Trublions
did utter the most horrible and terrible threats, also
they dew the folk in small numbers, one, two, or
three at one time, as has been said, and people of
the city : never did they attack Englishmen, nor
Germans, nor other peoples, but always their own
countrymen. They Kkilled in one place, and the
city was great, and there they hardly appeared.
And it seemed that their love for these crimes did
but increase, and likewise their desire to overthrow
yet more. It seemed not meet or seemly that, in
this great fair of the world and great brotherhood,
the Trublions should appear gnashing their teeth,
rolling their fiery eyes, clenching their fists, throwing
their legs abroad, yelping like mad dogs with
horrible howlings, so that the Parisians were in great
fear lest the Trublions should perform at an un-
seasonable time that which they might perform
without let or hindrance after the festival and the
trading, to wit, the daughter here and there of a
poor devil or so.

"Then began the citizens to say that they
must have peace among themselves, and the public
order was given forth that there should be peace
throughout the city, to which the Trublions
hearkened with but one ear and made reply : ' Yea,
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but to live without discomforting an enemy or
even only a stranger, is that content ? If we leave
the Jews unbaited we shall not win to Paradise.
Are we to fold our arms ? God hath said that
we must labour that we may live! And ponder-
ingin their minds the universal feeling and common
purpose they were greatly perplexed.

"Then did an ancient Trublion, hight Robin
Honeyman, gather together the chiefs of the
Trublions, being esteemed, venerated and well-
accepted of them, for they knew him to be expert
in deception and profuse in cunning ruses and guile-
ful devices. Opening his mouth, which was
fashioned like that of some ancient pike-fish the
which hath lost some teeth but hath yet teeth
enough to bite the little fishes, he said very
sweetly :

"' Hearken, friends ! Give ear, alll We be
honest folk and good fellows, we be not mad. We
ask for peace, we desire peace. Peace is swest,
peace is a precious ointment; peace is an electuary
of Hippocrates, an Apollonian dittany. It is a fair
medicinal infusion, it is flower of the lime, mallow
and marshmallow. It is sugar and honey. Honey
say | 7 Am | not Robin Honeyman ? | do feed
on honey. Let the golden age return and | will
€en lick the honey from the trunks of the ancient
oak-trees. | speak sooth. | desire peace; ye
desire peace!

" Hearing sueh words from Robin Honeyman,
then did the Trublions begin to make churlish
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grimaces and whispered among themselves: ' Is
this Robin Honeyman our friend that speeketh in
this wise? He loves us no longer, he would deal
treacheroudy with us. He seeketh to do us a
hurt; or maybe his wits have gone wool-gathering.'
And the most trublioniacal among them said:
"What saith this old wheezer ? Doth he think
we shal put away our daves, cudgels, hammers,
and mdlets and the beauteous little fire-sticks in
our pockets? What ae we in time of pesce?
Naught. We ae worth nothing but by resson
of the blows we deal. Would he have us smite no
more ? Would he have us trublion no more?
And a great clamour and murmuring arose in the
assembly, and the council chamber of the Trublions
was an angry sa

" Then did the good Robin Honeyman spread
forth his little yellow hands above the wagging
heeds, like unto a Neptune calming the tempest,
and when he had restored the Trublion ocean to
its sarene and tranquil estate, or well-nigh so, he
gpoke most courteously:

"'l am your friend, my swesetings, and your
good counsellor. Hearken what | would sy
before ye wax angry. When | sy we wish for
peace it is plain that | spesk of the pacification of
our enemies, adversaries, and all contentious persons
who think, spesk and act contrariwise unto us.
It is visible and apparent that | mean the pecifica
tion of all sae ourselves;, of the police and
magisirates opposed to us.  Pacification of the civil
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officars of the peace invested with the power and
office to impeach, redrain, repress and contain
Trublionage. Padfication of that justice and law
by which we be menaced. We desre that thee
be plunged into a profound and deadly peace We
dedre for all that are not Trublions the gulf and
abyss of padfication and deadly repose  Requiem
aternam dona @s Domine. Thisisour desre We
do not demand our own pacification. We are not
pacified. When we sng Requiescat, is it for our-
sHdves? We do not desre to desp. When we
are dead it is for a long time. Nos qui vivimus,
we bestow peace on others not in this world but
in the next; this is the more certain. | dedre
peece Am | then a dmple fdlow ? Know ye
not Robin Honeyman ? My swedtings, | carry
more than one trick in my juggler's pocket. My
lambkins, are you then less wary than the urchins
and sthodboys that sport together, who, playing
together, when the one desreh to gain the
advantage over the other, draightway he crieth
"Pax!" which is truce and sugpendon of hogtilities,
and having thus deprived him of all ddfiance and
defence he doth eadly defeat him and leave him
abashed.

"'Thusdo| Robin Honeyman, King'sAttor ney.
When as doth often hap | have quiet and cunning
enemies in the councl chamber, | ek to them
in his wise: " Peace, peace peace gentlemen!
Pax vobiscum! " and very softly dip a pot of gun-
powder and old nails beneath the bench whereon
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they sit, with a fair wick of which | hold the end.
Then, while | feign a peaceful deep, | light the
wick at a seesonable moment, and if they do not
all legp into the air the fault is none of my making.
Doubtless the powder was discovered, and | await
the next good occason.

" 'My good friends, follow the example and
behold a model in your chiefs, masters and rulers.
Se ye not that Tintinnabule remaineth still
and doth not for the present tintinnabulate ? He
awaits a fit and favourable occason. Is he then
pacified ?  You do not think so. And the young
Trublio, doth he desre peece ? Nay, he likewise
waitcth. Hearken diligently. It is good, profitable
and necessary that you appear to desire a favourable,
kind, assuaging and purging pecification. What
doth it cost you ? Naught. And you shall derive
therefrom great profit. You that are not pecified
shall gppear pacified, and the other folk (those that
do not trublion), who ae in truth pacified, shall
appear unpecified, corrupted, wayward, furious,
wholly opposed and contrary to a gracious pesce, sO
covetable, plessant and desirable.  Thus it shal be
made manifest that you have great zed and love
for the public peece and welfare, and dso that, on
the contrary, your opponents have a malign desre
to trouble and destroy the city and all that lies
about it. And sy not that this is difficult. It
will be as you desire and you will make the simple
folk believe that you desre pesce. They will
believe what you tell them, for they hearken unto
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you. Ifyou say "I desire peace' they will straight-
way believe that you do truly desire it. Say it
then to give them pleasure, for ‘twill cost you
naught.

" ' Nevertheless, for your enemies and adversaries
which at first so piteously bleated " Peace ! Peace ! "
(for they be as gentle as sheep, which cannot be
gainsaid) it shall be lawful for you to brain them
and to say : " They desired not peace therefore we
have overthrown them. We do desire peace and
will bring the same to pass when we are your
ministers."

" "It isworthy of all praise pacifically to wage
war. Cry " Peace, Peace |l " and smite the while.
Thisis Christian-like. " Peace, Peace! This man
isdead | Peace Peace | | havedainthreemen ! "
The intention was pacific and you will be judged
according to your intention. Go then, cry
" Peace !" and smite stoutly. The bdls of the
monasteries will ring a merry peal for you that love
peace, and the praise of the peaceful citizens will
follow you. They seeing your victims with gaping
bellies lying upon the highwayswill say : " That is
well done. It is for peaceé sake. Long live peace !
Without peace no man can live at eas2" "



CHAPTER XXVII

N2t D] there on several oocasons  That
" Q [ B} cvening she was dining at the " Belle
PRl Chocolatire”—a Shiss restaurant
gtuated, as every one knows, on the bank of the
Sane—together with the militant elite of National-
ism, Joseph Lacrisse, Henri Leon, Gugave Dellion,
Jacgues de Cadde, Hugues Chassons des Aigues and
Madame de Gromance, who, as Henri Leon
remarked, was very like the pretty servant in
Liotard's pagd, a greatly enlarged copy of which
srved as a dgn for the retaurant. Madame de
Bonmont was gentle and tender-hearted. It was
love, reentless love that had placed her among these
warriors, and, like the Antigone of Sophodes she
brought among them a soul fashioned not for hatred
but for sympathy. She pitied the victims.  Jamont
seemed to her the mogt pathetic of these, and the
premature retirement of this general moved her to
tears.  She thought of embroidering a cushion for
him, on which he could lay his glorious head. She
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loved making such presents, the value of which
consged soldy in the feding that prompted them.
Her love, srengthened by admiration, for Municipal
Councillor Lacrisse, left her a good deal of leisure,
which she employed in weeping over the misfortunes
of the Army and in eating swegts She was fas
putting on flesh and was becoming quite an imposing
figure.

The thoughts of young Madame de Gromance
were of a less generous kind. She had loved and
decaived Gugave Dellion, and then she had loved
him no longer. But as he removed her light pink-
flowered doak under the respectfully-lowered eyes
of the head-waiter on the terrace of the " Bedle
Chocolatiere" Gugstave muttered in her ears words
that sounded drangdy like "jade" and "beasly
strumpet”  She did not allow the leas didress to
appear on her face, but inwardly she thought him
rather sweet, and felt that she was about to love
him again. And Gustave thoughtfully realized that
for the first time in his life he had spoken like a
lover. He sat down solemnly besde Clotilde.

Thedinner, which was the lag of the season, was
by no means a merry one.  The sadness of farewell
was fet and a certain Nationalis meancholy.
Douttless they still hoped—what am | saying ?7—
they still cherished infinite hopes but it is painful,
when one has everything, both men and money,
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to await the future, the dim, distant future, the
realization of long-cherished desres and urgent
ambitions. Joseph Lacrisse alone remained calm,
thinking that he had done enough for his King in
being elected municipal councillor by the Nationalist
Republicans of the Grandes-Ecuries.

" Taking it altogether," he said, " everything
went very well at Longchamps on the 14th. The
Army was cheered. Therewere shoutsof ' Hurrah
for Jamont! Hurrah for Bougon! ' Therewas a
great deal of enthusiasm."

" Doubtless, doubtless" said Henri Leon ; " but
Loubet returned unmolested to the Elysee, and the
day did not forward our affairsovermuch."

Hugues Chassons des Aigues, who had a fresh
scar on his nose—which was of the big and royal
order—frowned and said proudly :

" | can tell you things were hot at the Cascades.
When the Socialists cheered the Republic and the
Army:. !

"The police” put in Madame de Bonmont,
" ought not to allow things to be shouted."

" When the Socialigs cheered the Republic and
theArmy we replied,’ Longlivethe Army | Death
totheJews! ' The' white carnations,’ whom | had
hidden in the crowd, rallied to my cry. They
charged the' red eglantines' under a hail of iron
chairs. They were magnificent. But it was no
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good, the crowd would not respond.  The Parisans
had come with ther wives and children, with
bakets and string bags full of food, and the place
svarmed with country ocousns come to se the
Exhibition. Old farmers with gtiff legs who looked
on with fishy eyes pessant women in shawls
looking as cared as omis!  How could we gir up
a family party of that sort ? "

"Doubtless" said Lacrise "the moment was
ill-chosen.  Beddes to a certain extent, we have to
regect the Exhibition truce."

"All the same" said Chassns des Aigues,
"we hit pretty hard at the Caxades | gave
Citizen Bisolo a cack on the head that snt it
down into his hump. | saw him fall to the ground ;
he looked just likeatortoise Then, ' Hurrah for
the Army ! Death to the Jews!" "

" Doubtless, doubtless” sid Henri Leon
gravely. " But ' Hurrah for the Army !" and
' Death to the Jewns !" is a trifle subtle for crowds
It is—if | may sy so—too literary, too dasscal, and it
is not sufficently revolutionary. ' Hurrah for the
Army! " It isfine, it is noble it is proper, it is
cold—yes it iscold. Let me tell you, there is only
one way to excite a crowd, and that is by panic.
Believe me, the only way to get a mob of unarmed
people on the run is to put fear into ther bdlies.
You should have run, crying—what shall | sy 7—
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" Saveyourslves! Look out! You are betrayed |
Frenchmen, you are betrayed!" If you had
shouted that or something like it, in a lugubrious
voice, running along the lawn, five hundred
thousand people would have run along with you,
would have run quicker than you, until they
dropped. It would have ben terrible and
magnificent. You would have bean knocked down
and trampled to death, mashed to a pulp, but you
would have garted the revolution.”

" Do you redlly think s0?' aked Jaoques de
Cadde

"1 am certain of it,” replied Henri Leon.
" ' Treachery!" that is the true cry of riot, the cry
that gives wings to the crowd and sgts brave men
and cowards alike going at the same pace fills a
hundred thousand hearts with one emotion and
regores the use of his legs to the paralytic. Ah,
my dear Chasons if you had shouted at Long-
champs “We are betrayed I' you would have sen
your old scresch-owl with her baket of hard-boiled
eggs and her umbréla and your old felow with the
Siff legs running like hares"

" Running where ?' aked Lacrise

"1 don't know. Who knows where a panic-
gricken crowd runs to? They don't know them-
sHves But what does that matter ? They've bean
s going, and that's enough.  You can't caus riots
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with method. To occupy drategical points was
well enough in the far-off days of Barbes and
Blanqui, but to-day, what with the telegraph, tele-
phone or merely the police and their bicydes, any
ot of concerted action is out of the quegtion.
Can you s Jaoques de Cadde occupying the police-
dation in the Rue de Grendle, for ingance ? No.
All that is possble nowadays is a vague, immensg,
tumultuous demondration. And fear, unanimous,
tragical fear alone is capable of carrying away the
enormous human masss that frequent public fetes
or open-air shows You ak me where the crowd
of the 14th of July would have run to, spurred on
as by a big black flag at the cries of ' Treachery |
Treachery | The foregner ! Treachery!" Where
would they have run to ? Into thelake, | suppoe”

" Into the lake" repeasted Jacques de Cadde
"Well, they would have besn drowned, that's
all."

"Well," returned Henri Lion, "would thirty
thousand drowned citizens have counted for nothing ?
Would not the Ministry and the Government have
experienced srious difficulty and real danger in the
matter? Wouldn't that have been a good day's
work? Look here you are no paliticians.  You
don't. care a damn whether you overthrow the
Republic or not,"

" You'll e that after the Exhibition," said
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young Cadde withthesimplicity of faith. " | myself
gnashed one of them at Longchamps for a start.”

" Ah, you smashed one of them, did you ?"
asked young Dellion with interest " What sort of
a specimen ?'

" A mechanic. It would have been better if he
had been a Senator, of course ; but in a crowd you
are more likely to chance on a workman."

" What was your mechanic doing ? " asked Leon.

" He was shouting ' Hurrah for the Army !" so
| bashed him."

Thereupon, fired with generous emulation,
young Dellion told them that on hearing a Socialist-
Dreyfusard shout for Loubet, he had bashed his
jaw for him.

"All goeswell! " sad Jacques de Cadde.

" There are some things that might go better,"
sad Hugues Chassons des Aigues. " Don't let us
be too pleasad with oursdves. On July the 14th,
Loubet, Waldeck, Millerand and Andre esch
returned home sfe and sound. They would not
have returned had my advice been heeded. But
no one will act, we are lacking in energy.”

Joseph Lacrisse answered gravely :

" No, no, we are not wanting in energy, but for
the moment there's nothing to be done.  After the
Exhibition we shal enter upon a vigorous course of
action. It will be a favourable moment.  After her
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fete France will be suffering from a bad head and a
bad temper. There will be lock-outs and strikes.
Nothing smpler than to provoke a Ministerial
criss, even a Presidential criss. Don't you agree
with me, Leon ?"

"Doubtless, doubtless" replied Henri Leon.
" But we must not forget that in three months time
we shall be a little less numerous and Loubet a
little less unpopular.”

Jacques de Cadde, Chassons des Aigues,
Dellion, Lacrisse and all the Trublions tried to
drown with their protestations so dismal a prediction,
but in a very quite voice Henri Leon proceeded :

"1t is inevitable. Loubet will become less
unpopular daily. Hewas primarily disliked because
of the reports that we spread about him, but he will
not live up to all of them. He is not great enough
to equal the picture we drew of him, to the terror
of the crowd. We showed them a Loubet of a
hundred cubits stature, protecting the thieves in
Parliament and destroying the Army. The reality
will seem much less terrible. They will see that
he does not always protect the thieves or dis
organize the Army. He will hold reviews. That
will produce an impresson. He will ride in a
carriage. That is more dignified than going on
foot. He will bestow crosses and an abundance of
academic palms, and those who receive the cross or

T
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the pams will refuse to believe that he intends to
betray France He will make tactful spesthes;
you may be aure of that; tactful because utterly
inane. If he wants to be acdaimed he has only to
travel about. The country people will chexr for the
Presdent as he passs just as though he were the
kind-hearted tanner whose loss we all deplore
becaue he loved the Army. And if the Russan
aliance were pulled off—the bare idea of such a
thing makes me shudder—you would s our
Nationaligt friends unharness his carriage and drag
it through the dreets. | don't sy heés a genius,
but hds not a bigger fool than the ret of us
and he is trying to improve his posgtion. That's
only natural. We want to overthrow him and he
is wearing us out."

"l dey him to wear us out,” cried young
Cadde.

"Time aone will affice to wear us out,"
replied Henri Leon. " How fine our Municipal
Council was on the evening of the poll that gave
us the majority! ' Hurrah for the Army!
Death to the Jews !'" ydled the dectors, drunk
with joy, pride and love. And the successul
candidates beaming, replied, ' Death to the Jews |
Hurrah for the Army !I'" But as the new Council
can nether free the sons of the dectors from
military service nor didtribute the money of the
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rich Jews among the small shopkegpers nor even
gare the working-man the horrors of dack times,
it will betray vas hopes and become as odious
as it was once desrable It will shortly run the
risk of becoming unpopular over quegions of
monopoly, gas water and omnibuses.”

" You are wrong, my dear Leon," cried Josgph
Lacrisse. " There is nothing to fear with regard
to the renewal of monopolies We sy to the
dectors "We are giving you cheap gas' and the
dectors  will not complain. The Municipal
Council of Paris, dected on an exclusvey palitical
progranme, will exerdse a deddve influence on
the political and national crises that will follow
immediately after the dosng of the Exhibition."

" Yes, but in order to do that,” said Chasons
des Aigues, " it will have to place itsdf at the head
of the revolutionary movement. If it is moderate,
prudent, conciliatory, consderate, all is los. The
Council mug realize that it has been dected to
overthrow and smash Parliamentarianism.”

" Blow the trumpet! Blow the trumpet! "
cried Jacques de Cadde.

" Little mug be said, but that little to the
point,” continued Chassons des Aigues.

"Blow the trumpet! Blow the trumpet ! "

Chassns des Aigues disdained the interruption.

" A pledge, a smple pledge should be expressd
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from time to time. Such as ' Impeachment or
the Minister s——""

" Blow the trumpet! Blow the trumpet!"
cried young Cadde louder than ever.

Chasons des Aigues tried to make him ligten
to reason.

"1 am not opposed on principle to our friends
sounding the hallali of the parliamentarians but
in public gatherings the trumpet is the supreme
argument of the minority. We mugs keep it
for the Luxembourg and Palais Bourbon. | should
like to point out, my dear fdlow, that at the
Hdtel de Ville we are in the majority."

Thiscongderation did not move young Cadde,
who continued to vociferate:

" Blow the trumpet! Blow the trumpet!
Do you know how to blow the trumpet, Lacrisse ?
Ifyou don't, I'il teach you ; it is quite essntial for
a municipal councillor to know how to blow the
trumpet.”

"To reeume” sad Chassns des Aigues, as
slemn as ajudge, " thefirg pledge of the Council
should be the impeachment of the Ministers ; the
seoond, the impeachment of the Senators;, and the
third, the impeachment of the Presdent of the
Republic.  After a few resolutions of thisdescription
the Ministry will proceed to the disolution of the
Council, The Council resss and makes a
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vehement appeal to public opinion. Outraged Paris
rises——"

" Do you think so?'" aked Henri Leon
quietly. " Do you realy think, Chassons that
outraged Pariswill rie?"

"1 do think " replied Chassons des Aigues.

"1 do not think 9" sad Henri Lion. " You
know Citizen Bissdo—snce it was you who nearly
brained him on the fourteenth of July at the review
—I know him too. One night, on the boulevard
during a demondration following the dection of
the deplorable Loubet, Citizen Bisolo came to
me as the mog congant and most generous of
his enemies We exchanged a few words All
our paid roughs were shouting at the top of
ther voices  Shouts of ' Hurrah for the Army !"
reounded from the Badille to the Madeene.
Smiling and amused, the passrsby were on our
sde Bisolo dretched out his long hunchback's
arm like a scythe in the direction of the crowd
and remarked : ' | know the jade. Mount her,
and shell break your back by suddenly lying
down when you aren't expecting it.' Those were
the words of Citizen Bisolo as we dood at the
corner of the Rue Drouot on the day when Paris
offered .hersdf to us”

"But this Bigolo of yours is a rogue” cried
Josph Lacrise. " He inaults the people”
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" Heisaprophet,” replied Henri Lion.

Young Jacques de Cadde chanted, in his
thick voice :

" Blow the trumpet! It's the only way !"

THE END.
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