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PREFACE

IN hardly any of his books, with the possble exception
of Eugenie Grandet, does Balzac seem to have taken a
greater interest than in Le Midecin de Campagne;, and
the fact of this interest, together with the merit and
intensity of the book in each casg is, let it be repeated, a
valid argument against those who would have it that
there was something essentially sinister both in his genius
and in his character.

The Midecin de Campagne was an early book ; it was
published in 1833, a date of which there is an interesting
mark in the selection of the name © Evelina' the name of
Madame Hanska, whom Balzac had just met, for the
lost Jansenist love of Benassis; and it had been on the
stocks for a considerable time. It is aso noteworthy,
as lying aimost entirely outside the general scheme of the
Comedie Humaine as far as personages go. Its chief
characters in the remarkable, if not absolutely impeccable,
repertoire of M M . Ccerfberr and Christophe (they have,
arare thing with them, missed Agathe the forsaken mis-
tress) have no references appended to their articles, except
to the book itself; and | cannot remember that any
of the more generally pervading dramatis persona of the
Comedy makes even an incidental appearance here. The
book is jk, isolated as its scene and subject—I might have
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added, as its own beauty, which issngular and unique,
rmr wjnaly easy to give a critical account of. Thetrans
formation of the cretin-haunttd desart into a happy valley
isin itsdf a commonplace of the preceding century; it
may be found several times over in MarmontePs Contes
MorauX) aswell asin other places T he extreme minute-
nes of detail, effective as it is in the picture of the house
and dsewhere, becomes a little tedious even for well-tried
and wedl-affected readers in reference to the exact
number of cartwrights and harnessmake's, and so forth ;
while the modern reader pureand smple, though schoded
to endure detail, is shoded to endure it only of the ugly.
The minor characters and episodes with the exception
of the wonderful story or legend of Napoleon by Private
Gogudat, and the private himsdf, are nether of the first
interest, nor always carefully worked out: La Fosssuses
for indance is a very tantalisingly unfinished study, of
which it is nearly certain that Balzac mug at some time
or other have meant to make much more than he has
made; Genedas excdlent as far as he goes is not
much more than a typej and there is nobody d<e in the
foreground at all except the Doctor himsdf.

It is however, beyond all doubt in the very subordina-
tion of thee other charatters to Benasis and in the
skilful grouping of the whole as background and adjunct
to him, that the appedl of the book asart condsts From
that of view there are grounds for regarding it as
the finest of the author's work in the smple style, the
least indebted to superadded ornament or to mere variety.
T he dangerous expedient of aredt, of which the eighteenth-
century novdigts were 0 fond, has never been employed
with more succesful effect than in the confeson of
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Benasss at once the dimax and the centre of the sory
And one thing which grikes us immediately about this
confeson is the universality of its humanity and its
grange fresdom from merely national limitations. To
very few French novdigs—to few even of those who are
generally credited with a much softer mould and a much
purer morality than Balzac is popularly supposd to have
been able to boag—would incongancy to a midres
have ssamed a fault which could be reasonably punished,
which could be even reasonably represmted as having bean
punished in fact, by the refusal of an hones girl's love in
the firg place Nor would many have concdved as
paossble or have bean able to represt in lifelike colours
the lifdong penance which Benasis imposss on himsdf.
The tragic end, indeed, is more in ther genera way,
but they would sddom have known how to lead up to it.

In aimog all ways Balzac has saved himsdf from the
dangers incident to his plan in this book after a rather
miraculous fashion. The Gogudat myth may ssem dis
connected, and he did as a matter of fact once publish it
sparatdy; yet it sgtsoff (in the same sort of fdicitous
manne of which Shakepearés cdown - omes and
others are the capital examples in literature) both the
dightly matter-of-fect details of the begtification of the
valley and the various minute sketches of places and
folk, and the almogt superhuman goodness of Benasss, and
his intensdy and piteoudy human suffering and remorse
It is like the red doak in a group; it lights, warms, in-
spirits the whale picture.

And perhaps the mogt remarkable thing of all is the
way in which Balzac in this story, so full of goodness of
feding, or true rdigion (for if Benasdsis not an ogen-
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sble practiser of rdigious rites, he avows his orthodoxy
in theory, and more than judifies it in practice), has
amog entirdy exapad the sentimentaliry plus unor-
thodoxy of amilar work in the eighteenth century, and
the sentimentality plus orthodoxy of smilar work in the
nineteenth.  Benasds no doubt plays Providence in a
manne and with a sucoss which it isrardy given to
mortal man to achieve; but we do not fed ether the
approach to sham, or the more than approach to gush, with
which gmilar handling on the part of Dickens too often
affects some of us  The sn and the punishment of the
Doctor, the thoroughly human figures of Genetas and
the regt, sve the situation from this and other drawbacks
We are not in the Cockaigne of perfectibility, where
Marmontel and Godwin disport themsdves we arein a
very practical place where time-bargains in barley are
made, and you pay the respectable, if not lavish, board of
ten francs per day for entertainment to man and bead.

And yet explain aswe will, there will aways remain
something inexplicable in the appeal of such a book as
the Midecin de Campagne. Thishdps and that, and the
other; we can s what change might have damaged the
effect, and what have endangered it altogether. We
mus, of course acknowledge that as it is there are
longueurs intrusons of Saint Smonian jargon, passages
of galimatias and of preaching. But of what in strict-
ness produces the good effect we can only sy one thing,
and that °, it was the genius of Balzac working as it
liged and asit knew how to work.

The book was originally published by M me. Delaunay
in September 1833 in two voumes and thirty-six
chapters with headings Next year it was republished
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in four valumes by Werdet, and the lag fifteen chapter
were thrown together into four. In 1836 it regppeared
with dedication and date, but with the dividons further
reduced to svenj being those which here appear, with
the addition of two, 'La Foseusd and 'Propos de
Braves Gens beween 'A Travers Champs and 'Le
Napoleon du Peuple’ These two were removed in 1839,
when it was published in a Sngle volume by Charpentier.
In all these isues the book was independent. 1t became
a' Some deLa ViedeCampagne in 1846, and was then
admitted into the Comedte. The sparate isues of
Gogudat's gory referred to above made their appearance
fird in L'Eurgpe Litteraire for June 19, 1833 {before
the book form), and then with the imprint of a sort
of syndicate of publishers in 1842.

G.S






THE COUNTRY DOCTOR

" For a wounded heart—shadow and silence"

To my Mother.

\
THE COUNTRYSIDE AND THE MAN.

ON alovely spring morning in the year 1829, a man of
«fifty or theresbouts was wending his way on horseback
along the mountain road that leads to a large village
near the Grande Chartreuse.  This village is the market
town of a populous canton that lies within the limits of a
valley of some considerable length. The melting of the
snows hed filled the boulder-strewn bed of the torrent
(often dry) that flows through thisvalley, which is closdly
shut in between two paradld mountain barriers, above
which the pesks of Savoy and of Dauphine tower on
every side.

All the scenery of the country that lies between the
chain of the two Mauriennesis very much alike ; yet here
in the district through which the stranger was travelling
there are soft undulations of the land, and varying effects
of light which might be sought for esewhere in vain.
Sometimes the valley, suddenly widening, soreads out a
oft irregularly-shaped carpet of grass before the eyes;
a meadow constantly watered by the mountain streams

A
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that keep it fresh and green at all ssasons of the year.
Sometimes a roughly-built sawmill appears in a pictur-
esgue position, with its stacks of long pine trunks with
the bark peded off, and its mill stream, brought from the
bed of the torrent in great sguare wooden pipes, with
mases of dripping filament issuing from every crack.
Little cottages, scattered here and there, with their
gardens full of blossoming fruit trees, call up the ideas
that are aroused by the sight of industrious poverty;
while the thought of ease secured after long years of
toil, is suggested by some larger housss farther on, with
their red roofs of flat round tiles, shaped like the scales of
a fish. There is no door, moreover, that does not duly
exhibit a basket in which the cheesss are hung up todry.
Every roadsde and every croft is adorned with vines;
which here, asin Italy, they train to grow about dwarf elm
trees, whose leaves are stripped off to feed the cattle.

Nature, in her caprice, has brought the sloping hills
on either sde so near together in some places, that there
isricT room for fields, or buildings, or peasants huts.
Nothing lies between them but the torrent, roaring over
its waterfalls between two lofty walls of granite that rise
above it, their sdes covered with the leafage of tall beeches
and dark fir trees to the height of a hundred feet. The
trees, with their different kinds of foliage, rise up straight
and tall, fantastically coloured by patches of lichen, form-
ing magnificent colonnades, with a line of straggling
hedgerow of guelder rose, briar rose, box and arbutus
above and below the roadway at their feet. The subtle
perfume of this undergrowth was mingled just then
with scents from the wild mountain region and with
the aromatic fragrance of young larch shoots, budding
poplars, and resinous pines.

Here and there a wreath of mist about the heights
sometimes hid and sometimes gave glimpses of the grefe
crags, that seemed as dim and vague as the soft flecks of
cloud digpersed among them. The whole face of the
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country changed every moment with the changing light
in the sky ; the hues of the mountains, the soft diades of
their lower dopes the very shape of the valleys seemed to
vary continually, A ray of sunlight through the tree-
sems, a clear gpace made by nature in the woods, or a
landdip here and there, coming as a surprise to make a
contrast in the foreground, made up an endless series of
pictures delightful to sse amid the silence, at the time of
year when all things grow young, and when the sun fills
a cloudless heaven with a blaze of light. In short, it was
a fair land—it was the land of France !

Thetraveller was a tall man, dresssd from head to foot
in a suit of blue cloth, which must have been brushed
just as carefully every morning as the glossy coat of his
horse.  He held himself firm and erect in the saddle like
an old cavalry officer. Even if his black cravat and doe-
skin gloves, the pigtols that filled his holsters, and the
valise securely fastened to the crupper behind bin* had
not combined to mark him out as a soldier, the of
unconcern that sat on his face, his regular feaiires
(scarred though they were with the smallpox), his de-
termined manner, self-reliant expresson, and the way he
held his head, all revealed the habits acquired through
military discipline, of which a soldier can never quite
divest himsdlf, even after he has retired from service into
private life.

Any other traveller would have been filled with wonder
at the lovdiness of this Alpine region, which grows so
bright and smiling as it becomes merged in the great
valley systems of southern Francej but the officer, who
no doubt had previoudy traversed a country across which
the French armies had been drafted in the course of
Napoledn's wars, enjoyed the view before him without
appearing to be surprised by the many changes that swept
across it. It would seem that Napoleon has extinguished
in his soldiers, the sensation of wonder ; for an impassive
face is a sure token by which youjnay'know the men
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who served erewhile under the short-lived yet deathless
Eagles of the great Emperor. The traveller was, in
fact, one of those soldiers (seldom met with nowadays)
whom shot and shell have respected, although they have
borne their part on every battleneld where Napoleon
commanded.

There had been nothing unusual in his life. He had
fought valiantly in the ranks as a simple and loyal soldier,
doing his duty as faithfully by night as by day, and
whether in or out of his officer's sight. He had never
dealt a sabre stroke in vain, and was incapable of giving
one too many. If he wore at his buttonhole the rosette
of an officer of the Legion of Honour, it was because the
unanimous voice of his regiment had singled him out as
the min who best deserved to receive 7t after the battle
of Borodino.

He belonged to that small minority of undemonstra-
tivejtetiring natures, who are always at peace with them-
sla and who are constious of a feeling of humiliation
at inere thought of making a request*no matter what
itsnature may be. So promotion had cometo him tardily,
and by virtue of the slowly-working laws of seniority.
He had been made a sub-lieutenant in 1802, but it was
not until 1829 that he became a major, in spite of the
greyness of his moustaches.  His life had been so blame-
less that no man in the army, not even the general him-
sdf, could approach him without an involuntary feeling
of respect. It is possble that he was not forgiven for
this indisputable superiority by those who ranked above
him ; but, on the other hand, there was not one of his
men that did not fed for him something of the affection
of children for a good mother. For them he knew how
to be at once indulgent and severe. He himself had also
once served in the ranks, and knew the sorryjoys and
gaily-endured hardships of the soldier's lot. He knew the
errors that may be pased over and the faults that must be
punished in his' men—"'his children,’ as he always called
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them—and when on campaign he readily gave them
leave to forage for provison for man and horse among
the wealthier classes

His own personal history lay buried beneath the deepest
reserve. Like almost every military man in Europe, he
had pnly seen theworld-through cannon smoke, or in the
brief intervals of peace that occurred so ssldom during the
Emperor's continual wars with the rest of Europe. Had
he or had he not thought of marriage? The question
remained unsettled. Although no one doubted that
Commandant Genestas had made conquests during his
sojourn in town after town and country after country
where he had taken part in the festivities given and
received by the officers, yet no one knew this for a
certainty. There wasno prudery about him ; he would
not decline to join a pleasure party; he in no way
offended against military standards ; but when questioned
as to his affairs of the heart, he either kept slence or
answered with ajest. To the words, ' How about you,
commandant?' addressd to him by an officer over the
wine, his reply was, ' Pass the bottle, gentlemen.'

M. Pierre Joseph Genestas was an unostentatious kind
of Bayard. There was nothing romantic nor picturesque
about him—he was too thoroughly commonplace. His
ways of living wer e those of a well-to-do man.  Although
he had nothing Ueside his pay, and his pension was all
that he had to look to in the future, the major always
kept two* years pay untouched, and never spent his
allowances, like some shrewd old men of busness with
whom cautious prudence has almost become a mania.
He was so little of a gambler that if, when in company,
some one was wanted to cut in or to take a bet at ecarte,
he usually fixed his eyes on his boots 5 but though he did
not allow himself any extravagances, he conformed in
every way to custom.

His uniforms lasted longer than those of any other
officer in his regiment, as a consequence of the seduloudy
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careful habits that somewhat straitened means had so
instilled into him, that they had come to be like a second
nature. Perhaps he might have been suspected of mean-
ness if it had not been for the fact that with wonderful
disinterestedness and all a comrade's readiness, his purse
would be opened for some harebrained boy who had
ruined himself at cards or by some other folly. He did a
service of this kind with such thoughtful tact, that it
seemed as though he himself had at one time lost heavy
sums at play ; he never considered that he had any right
tocontrol the actions of his debtor; he never made
mention of the loan. He was the child of his company;
he was alone in theworld, so he had adopted the army for
his fatherland, and the regiment for his family. Very
rarely, therefore, did anyone seek the motives underlying
his praiseworthy turn for thrift; for it pleased others, for
the most part, to set it down to a not unnatural wish to
increase the amount of the savings that were to render
his old age comfortable.  Till the eve of his promotion
to the rank of lieutenant-colonel of cavalry it was fair to
suppose that it was his ambition to retire in the course of
some campaign with a colonel's epaulettes and pension.

If Genestas's name came up when the officers gossipped
after drill, they werewont to classify him among the men
who begin with taking the good-conduct prize at school,
and who, throughout the term of their natural lives, con-
tinue to be punctilious, conscientious, and passionless—
as good as white bread, and just as insipid. Thoughtful
minds, however, regarded him very differently. Not
seldom it would happen that a glance, or an expression as
full of significance as the utterance of a savage, would
drop from him and bear witness to past stormsin his soul;
and a careful study of his placid brow revealed a power
of stifling down and repressing his passons into inner
depths, that had been dearly bought by a lengthy acquaint-
ance with the perils and disastrous hazards of war. An
officer who had only just joined the regiment, the son of
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apex of France, had sid one day of Genedtas, that he
would have made one of the mos conscientious of priests
or the mog upright of tradesmen.

©Add, the leagt of a courtier among marquises’ put in
Genegtas, scanning the young puppy, who did not know
that his commandant could overhear him.

There was a burg of laughter at the words, for the
lieutenant's father cringed to all the powers that be he
was a man of supple intellect, accugomed to jump with
ﬁ/ery change of Government, and his son took after

Im.

Men like Genetas are met with now and again in the
French army; natures that show themsdves to be wholly
great at need, and rdapse into their ordinary smplicity
when the action is over; men that are little mindful of
fome and reputation, and utterly forgetful of danger.
Perhaps there are many more of them than the short-
comingsof our own characters will allow us to imagine.
Y et, for all that, any one who bedieved that Genestaswas
perfet would be strangdy deceiving himsdf. The major
was sugpidious given to violent outburgts of anger, and
apt to be tiresomein argument j he was full of national
prgudices and above all things, would indgt that he was
in the right, when he was, as a matter of fact, in the
wrong. Heretained the liking for good wine that he
had acquired in theranks. If he rose from a banquet
with all the gravity befitting his postion, he ssmed
sious and pensive, and had no mind at such times to
admit any oneinto his confidence

Finally, although he was suffidently acquainted with
the cusgoms of society and with the laws of pditeness, to
which he conformed asrigidly as if they had been military
regulations, though he had real mental power, both
natural and acquired ; and although he had magtered the
art of handling men, the sdence of tactics, the theory of
sbre play, and the myseries of the farrier's craft, his
learning had been prodigioudy neglected. « He knew in a
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hazy kind of way that Caesr was a Roman Consul, or
an Emperor, and that Alexander was either a Greek or
a Macedonian ; he would have conceded either quality or
origin in both cases without discussion. |If the conversa-
tion turned on science or history, he waswont to become
thoughtful, and to confine his share in it to little approv-
ing nods, like a man who by dint of profound thought has
arrived at scepticism.

When, at Schonbrunn, on May 13, 1809, Napoleon
wrote the bulletin addressed to the Grand Army, then the
magters of Vienna, in which he said that like Medea, the
Austrian princes had dain their children with their own
hands; Genestas, who had been recently made a captain,
did not wish to compromise his newly conferred dignity
by asking who Medea wasj he relied upon Napoleon's
character, and felt quite surethat the Emperor was incap-.
able of making any announcement not in proper form to
the Grand Army and the House of Austria. So hethought
that Medea was some archduchess whose conduct laid her
open to criticism.  Still, as the matter might have some
bearing on the art of war, he felt uneasy about the Medea
of the bulletin until a day arrived, when Mile. Raucourt
revived the tragedy of Medea. The captain saw the
placard, and did not fail to repair to the Theatre Francais
that evening, to se the celebrated adress in her mytholo-
gical role, concerning which he gained some information
from his neighbours.

A man, however, who as a private soldier had posssssed
sufficient force of character to learn to read, write, and
cipher, could clearly understand that as a captain he ought
to continue his education. So from this time forth he
read new books and romances with avidity, in this way
gaining a half-knowledge, of which he made a very fair
ue. He went so for in his gratitude to his teachers as
to undertake the defence of pigault-Lebrun, remarking
that in his opinion he was instructive and not seldom
profound*
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This officer, whose acquired practical wisdom did not
allow him to make any journey in vain, had just come
from Grenoble, and was on his way to the Grande
Chartreuse, after obtaining on the previous evening a
week's leave of absence from his colonel. He had not
expected that the journey would bea longone; but when,
league after league, he had been mided as to the distance
by the lying statements of the peasants, he thought it
would be prudent not to venture any farther without
fortifying the inner man. Small as were his chances of
rinding any housewife in her dwelling at a time when
every one was hard at work in the fields, he sopped
before a little cluster of cottages that stood about a piece
of land common to all of them, more or less describing a
square, which was open to all comers.

The surface of the soil thus held in conjoint owner-
ship was hard and carefully swept, but intersected by open
drains. Roses, ivy, and tall grassssgrew over the cracked
and disjointed walls. Some rags were drying on a miserable
currant bush that stood at the entrance of the square. A
pig wallowing in a heap of straw was the first inhabitant
encountered by Genestas. At the sound of horse hoofe
the creature grunted, raised its head, and put a great
black cat to flight. A young peasant girl, who was
carrying a bundle of grass on her head, suddenly appeared,
followed at a distance by four little brats, clad inrags, it is
true, but vigorous, sunburned, picturesque, bold-eyed, and
riotous 5 thorough little imps, looking like angels. The
sun shone down with an indescribable purifying influence
upon the air, the wretched cottages, the heaps of refuse,
and the unkempt little crew.

The soldier asked whether it was possble to obtain a
cup of milk. All the answer the girl made him was a
hoars cry. An old woman suddenly appeared on the
threshold of one of the cabins, and the young peasant girl
pased on into a cow-shed, with a gesture that pointed
out the aforesaid old woman, towards whom Genestas
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went ; taking care at the same time to kegp a tight hold
on his horse leg the children who aready were running
about under his hoofe should be hurt. He repeated his
reques, with which the housewife flatly refussd to com-
ply. She would not, she said, disurb the cream on the
pans full of milk from which butter was to be made
The officer overcame this objection by undertaking to
repay her amply for the wasted cream, and then tied up
his horse at the door, and went indde the cottage.

The four children belonging to the woman all appeared
to be of the same age—an odd circumstance which struck
the commandant. A fifth clung about her skirts; a
weak, pale sickly-looking child, who doubtless nesded
more care than the others and who on that account wes
the bez bdoved, the Benjamin of the family.

Genetas sated himsdf in a corne by the firdess
hearth. A sublime symbol met his eyes on the high
mantleshelf above him—a coloured plager cag of the
Virgin with the Child Jeus in her arms  Bare earth
made the flooring of the cottage. It had been beaten
leve in the firg ingance but in course of time it had
grown rough and uneven, so that though it was clean,
its ruggedness was not unlike that of the magnified rind
of an orange A sabat filled with salt, a frying-pan, and
a large kettle hung indde the chimney. The farther
end of the room was completdy filled by a four-post bed-
gead, with a scalloped valance for decoration.  Thewalls
were black; there was an opening to admit the light
above the worm-eaten door; and here and there were a
few gods condging of rough blocks of beech-wood, each
s upon three wooden legs, a hutch for bread, a large
wooden dipper, a bucket and some earthen milk-pans, a
spinning-whed on the top of the bread-hutch, and a few
wicker mats for draining chesss Such were the
ornaments and houshdd furniture of the wretched
dwelling.

The officer; who had ben absrbed in flicking his
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riding-whip against the floor, presently became a witness
to a piece of by-play, all unsuspicious though he was that
any drama was about to unfold itsef. No sooner had
the old woman, followed by her scald-headed Benjamin,
disappeared through a door that led into her dairy, than
the four children, after having stared at the soldier as
long as they wished, drove away the pig by way of a
beginning. This animal, their accustomed playmate,
having come as far as the threshold, the little brats made
such an energetic attack upon him, that he was forced to
beat a hasty retreat. When the enemy had been driven
without, the children beseged the latch of a door that
gave way before their united efforts, and dipped out of
the worn saple that held it; and finally they bolted into
a kind of fruit-loft, where they very soon fell to munching
the dried plums, to the amusement of the commandant,
who watched this spectacle.  The old woman, with the
face like parchment and the dirty ragged clothing, came
back at this moment, with a jug of milk for her visitor
in her hand.

“Oh ! you good-for-nothings !" cried she

She ran to the children, clutched an arm of each child,
bundled them into the room, and carefully closed the
door of her storehouse of plenty. But she did not take
their prunes away from them.

"Now, then, be good, my pets! If one did not
look after them," she went on, looking at Genegtas,
'they would eat up the whole lot of prunes, the mad-
caps!'

Then she ssated herself on a threelegged stool, drew
the little weakling between her knees, and began to comb
and wash hishead with a woman's skill and with motherly
assduity. The four small thieves hung about. Some of
them stood, others leant against the bed or the bread-
hutch. They gnawed their prunes without saying a
word, but they kept their dy and mischievous eyes fixed
upon the stranger. In spite of grimy countenances and
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nosess that stood in need of wiping, they all looked strong
and healthy.

"Are they your children?' the soldier asked the old
woman.

' Asking your pardon, gr, they are charity-children.
They give me three francs a month and a pound's weight
of ap for each of them.'

'But it must cost you twice as much as that to keep
them, good woman ?'

* That is just what M. Benasss tells me, sr ; but if
other folk will board the children for the same money,
one has to make it do. Nobody wants the children, but
for all that there is a good deal of performance to go
through before they will let us have them. When the
milk we give them comes to nothing, they cost us
scarcely anything. Besides that, three francs is a great
deal, sir; there are fifteen francs coming in, to sy
nothing of the five pounds weight of soap. In our part
of the world you would simply have to wear your life
out before you would make ten sous a day.'

' Then you have some land of your own ?' asked the
commandant.

'No, sr. | had some land once when my hushand
was alive ; since he died | have done so badly that | had
tosdlit.'

'"Why, how do you reach the year's end without
debts? Genestas went on, 'when you bring up chil-
dren for a livelihood and wash and feed them on two
usaday ?

'Well, we never get to St. Sylvester's Day without
debt, sir.! She Went on without ceasing to comb the
child's hair. 'But so it is—Providence heps us out.
I have a couple of cows. Then my daughter and | do
some gleaning at harvest-time, and in winter we pick up
firewood. Then at night we spin. Ah ! we never want
to s another winter like this last one, that is certain !
I owe the millfer seventy-five francs for flour. Luckily
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he is M. Benasiss miller. M. Benasis ah! he is
a friend to poor people He hes neve aked for
his due from anybody, and he will not begin with us
Beddes our cow has a calf, and that will st us a bit
draighten’

The four orphans for whom the old woman's affection
represented all human guardianship had come to an end
of their prunes As ther foger-mother's attention was
taken up by the officer with whom she was chatting,
they saized the opportunity, and banded themsdves to-
gether in a compact file, soas to make yet another assault
upon the latch of the door that good between them and
the tempting hesp of dried plums They advanced to
the attack, not like French soldiers, but as gealthily as
Germans, impelled by frank animal gresdiness

"Oh! you little roguesd Do you want to finish
them up ?

The old woman rose caught the strongest of the four,
administered a gentle dap on the badk, and flung him out
of the houa Not a tear did he shed, but the others
remained breethless with astonishment.

' They give you a lot of trouble—'

" Oh! no, dr, but they can smdl the prunes the little
dears If | wereto leave them alone here for a moment,
they would guff* themsdves with them'

"You are very fond of them ?

The dd woman raised her head at this, and looked at
him with gentle malice in her eyes

' Fond of them !" she said. 'l have had to part with
three of them already. | only have the care of them until
they are gx years old,' she went on with a sgh.

' But where are your own children ?

"I have log them.'

'"How old are you ? Genetas aked, to dface the
impresson left by his lag question.

‘I am thirty-eight yearsold, sir. It will be two years
come next St. John's Day snce my husband died.'
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She finished dressng the poor sickly mite, who ssamed
tothank her by aloving look in hisfaded eyes

'What a life of toil and sdf-denial! ' thought the
cavalry officer.

Beneath a roof worthy of the sable wherein Jeus
Chrigt was born, the hardes duties of motherhood were
fulfilled cheerfully and without consdousess of merit.
What hearts were thee that lay so desply buried in
neglect and obscurity ! What wealth, and what poverty !
Soldiers, better than other men, can appredate the
dement of grandeur to be found in heroism in sabats in
the Evangd dad in rags The Book may be found dse
where, adorned, embdlished, tricked out in slk and satin
and brocade, but here, of a surety, dwelt the spirit of the
Book. It was impossble to doubt that Heaven had some
holy purpose underlying it all, at the sght of the woman
who had taken a mocthe's lot upon hersdf, as Jeus
Chrigt had taken the form of a man, who gleaned and
auffered and ran into debt for her little waifs; a woman
who defrauded hersdf in her reckonings, and would not
own that she was ruining hersdf that she might be a
Mother. One was condrained to admit, at the sight of
her, that the good upon earth have something in common
with the angds in heaven ; Commandant Genestas shook
his head as he looked at her.

1|sM. Benasis a dever doctor ? he aked at lagt.

"1 do not know, gr, but hecures poor pegple for nothing.'

" It ssams to me that this is a man and no migake !'
he went on, speaking to himsdf.

"Oh! yes gr,andagood mantoof Thereisscarcdy
any one hereabouts that does not put his name in ther
prayers, morning and night!'

'That is for you, mother, sad the sodier, as he
gave her sverd coins, 'and that is for the children,' he
went on, as he added ancther crown. 'Is M. Benassss
house «ill a long way off r' he aked, when he had
mounted his horse
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" Oh! no,sir, a bare league at most.'

The commandant set out, fully persuaded that two
leagues remained ahead of him. Yet after all he soon
caught a glimpse through the trees of the little town's
first cluster of houses, and then of all the roofs that crowded
about a conical steeple, whose dates were secured to the
angles of the wooden framework by sheds of tin that
glittered in the sun. This sort of roof, which has a
peculiar appearance, denotes the nearness of the borders of
Savoy, where it isvery common. The valley is wide at
this particular point, and a fair number of houses pleasantly
situated, either in the little plain or along the dde of the
mountain stream, lend human interest to the well-tilled
spot, a stronghold with no apparent outlet among the
mountains that surround it.

It was noon when Genestasreined in his horse beneath
an avenue of elm-trees half-way up the hillside, and only
a few paces from the town, to ask the group of children
who stood before him for M. Benasiss house. At first
the children looked at each other, then they scrutinised
the stranger with the expression that they usually wear
when they st eyes upon anything for the first time; a
different curiosity and a different thought in every little
face. Then the boldest and merriest of the band, a little
bright-eyed urchin, with bare, muddy feet, repeated his
words over again, in child fashion.

" M. Benassss housg sr ?' adding, ' | will show you
the way there.

He walked along in front of the horse, prompted quite
as much by a wish to gain a kind of importance by being
in the stranger's company, as by a child's love of being
useful, or the imperative craving to be doing something,
that posessss mind and body at his age. The officer
followed him for the entire length of the principal street
of the country town. The way was paved with cobble-
stones, and wound in and out among the houses which
their owners had erected along its course in the most
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arbitrary fashion. In one place a bakehouse had been
built out into the middie of the roadway j in another a
gable protruded, partially obstructing the passage and
yet farther on a mountain stream flowed across it in a
runnel. Genedas noticed afair number of roofs of tarred
shingle, but yet more of them were thatched a few were
tiled, and some seven or eight (belonging no doubt to the
cure, the justice of the peace, and some of the wealthier
townsmen) were covered with daes. Therewas a total
absence of regard for gppearances befitting a village at the
end of the world, which had nothing beyond it, and no
connection with any other place. The people who lived
in it ssemed to belong to one family that dwelt beyond
the limits of the bustling world, with which the collector
of taxes and a few ties of the very denderest done served
to connect them.

When Genestas had gone a sep or two farther, he
sav on the mountain sde abroad road that rose aove the
village. Clearly there must be an old town and a new
town ; and, indeed, when the commandant reached a spot
where he could dacken the pace of his horse, he could
eesly s between the housss some well-built dwellings
whose new roofs brightened the old-fashioned village. An
avenue of trees rose above these new houses and from
among them came the confused sounds of severd industries.
He heard the songs peculiar to busy toilers, a murmur of
many workshops, the rasping of nles, and the sound of
falling hammers. He saw the thin lines of smoke from
the chimneys of each household, and the more copious
outpourings from the forges of the van-builder, the
blacksmith, and the farrier. At length, at the very
end of the village towards which his guide was taking
him, Genestas beheld scattered fams and well-tilled
fidds and plantations of trees in thorough order. It
might have been a little corner of Brie, so hidden
away in a great fold of the land, that at first sight
its exigence 'would not be suspected between the
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little town and the mountains that dossd the country
round.

Presently the child stopped.

' Thereisthe door of his house' he remarked.

The officer dismounted and pessd his arm through the
bridle  Then, thinking that the labourer is worthy of
his hire, he drew a few sus from his waistcoat pocket, and
hed them out to the child, who looked agonished at this,
opened his gyes very wide, and stayed on, without thank-
ing him, to watch what the stranger would do next.

" Civilisation has not made much headway hereabouts'
thought Genestas ' the religion of work isin full force
and begging has not yet come thusfar.'

Hisguide, morefrom curiosity than from any interested
mative, propped himsdf againg the wall that rose to the
height of a man's ebow. Upon thiswall, which endossd
the yard beonging to the housg, there ran a black wooden
railing on either sde of the quare pillars of the gates.
Thelower part of the gates themsdves was of solid wood
that had bemn painted grey at some period in the pag; the
uppe part condsed of a grating of ydlowish spear-
shaped bars  These decorations, which had log all their
colour, gradually rose on ether half of the gates till they
reaeched the centre where they met; their spikes forming,
when both leaves were shut, an outline smilar to that of
a pinecone The worm-eaten gates themsdves with
their patches of velvet lichen, were amos destroyed by
the alternate action of aun and rain. A few aoe plants
and some chance-sown pelitory grew on the tops of the
gquare pillarsof the gates, which all but concealed the gems
of a couple of thornless acadas that raisad their tufted
spikes like a pair of green powder-puffs, in the yard.

The condition of the gateway revealed a certain care-
lesness in its owner which did not ssam to auit the
dffica'sturn of mind. He knitted his brows like a man
who is obliged to rdinquish some illuson. We usually
judge athers by our own standard; and although we indul-
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gently forgive our own shortcomings in them, we con-
demn them harshly for the lack of our special virtues.
If the commandant had expected M. Benasss to be a
methodical or practical man, there were unmistakable
indications of absolute indifference as to his material
concerns in the state of the gates of his house. A soldier
posesed by Genestass passion for domestic economy
could not help at once drawing inferences asto the lifeand
character of its owner from the gateway before him ; and
this, in spite of his habits of circumspection, he in nowise
failed to do. The gates were left ajar, moreover—another
piece of carelessness!

Encouraged by this countrified trust in all comers, the
officer entered the yard without ceremony, and tethered
his horse tothe bars of the gate. W hile hewas knotting
the bridle, a neighing sound from the stable caused both
horse and rider to turn their eyes involuntarily in that
direction. The door opened, and an old servant put out
his head. He wore a red woollen bonnet, exactly like the
Phrygian cap in which Liberty is tricked out, a piece of
head-gear in common use in this country.

As there was room for several horses this worthy
individual, after inquiring whether Genestas had come to
e M. Benassis, offered the hospitality of the stable to the
newly-arrived steed, a very fineanimal, at which he looked
with an expresson of admiring affection. The com-
mandant followed his horse to sse how things were to go
with it. Thedgable was clean, there was plenty of litter,
and there was the same peculiar air of deek content about
M. Benassss pair of horses that distinguishes the cure's
horse from all the rest of histribe. A maid-servant from
within the house came out upon the flight of seps and
waited. She appeared to bethe proper authority towhom
the stranger's inquiries were to be addressed, although
the stableman had already told him that M. Benasss
was not at home.

' The master has gone to the flour-mill/ said he. ' If
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you like to overtake him, you have only to go aong the
path that leeds to the meadow ; and the mill is at the end
of it

Genedtas preferred seeing the country to waiting about
indefinitely for Benassss return, so he sa out along the
way that led to the flour-mill. When he had gone
beyond the irregular line traced by the town upon the
hillside, he came in sight of the mill and the valley, and
of one of the loveliest landscgpes that he had ever seen.

Themountains bar the course of the river, which forms
alittle lake at their feet, and raise their crests aove it,
tier on tier. Their many valeys are reveded by the
changing hues of the light, or by the more or less clear
outlines of the mountain ridgesfledgedwith their dark
forests of pines. The mill had not long been built. It
good just where the mountain stream fell into the little
lake. There was all the charm about it peculiar to a
lonely house surrounded by water and hidden away
behind the heads of a few trees that love to grow by the
water-side.  On the farther bank of the river, at the
foot of a mountain with a faint red glow of sunset upon
its highest crest, Genestas caught a glimpse of a dozen
deserted cottages. All the windows and doors had been
taken away, and sufficiently large holes were conspicuous
in the dilapidated roofs, but the surrounding land was
laid out infieldsthat were highly cultivated, and the old
garden spaoes had been turned into meadows, watered by
asystem of irrigation as artfully contrived as that in use
in Limousin. Unconsciously the commandant paused to
look at the ruins of the village before him.

How is it that men can never behold any ruins, even
of the humblest kind, without feeling deeply stirred ?
Doubtless it is because they seam to be a typical repre-
sentation of evil fortune whose weight isfelt so differently
by different natures. The thought of death is called up
by a churchyard, but a desarted village puts us in mind of
the sorrows of life; death is j»ut one misfortune aways
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foreseen, but the sorrows of life are infinite.  Does not
the thought of theinfinite underlie all great meancholy ?

The officer reached the sony path by the mill-pond
before he could hit upon an explanation of this desrted
village. The miller's lad was stting on some saks of
corn near the door of the house Genetas asked for
M. Benasis

'M. Benassswent over there/ sid the miller, pointing
out one of the ruined cottages

' Has the village bemn burnt down ? asked the com-
mandant.

' No, gr!

' Then how did it come to bein this gate? ' inquired
Genedas

"Ah! how ?' the miller answered, as he shrugged his
shoulders and went in-doors ; ' M. Benasds will tell you
that.'

The officer went over a rough sort of bridge built up
of boulders taken from the torrent bed, and soon reached
the house that had bemn pointed out tohim. T hethatched
roof of the dwelling was still entire ; it was covered with
moass indeed, but there were no hdesin it, and the door
and itsfagtenings ssamed to be in good repair.  Genedtas
sw a fire on the hearth as he entered, an old woman
kneding in the chimney-corner before a Sk man seated
in a chair, and ancther man, who was ganding with his
face turned toward the fireplace The house consged
of a dngle room, which was lighted by a wretched
window ocovered with linen cloth. The floor was of
beaten earth ; the chair, atable, and a truckle bed com-
prissd the whole of the furniture. The commandant had
never ssm anything so poor and bare, not even in Russia,
where the moujik's huts are like the dens of wild besds
Nothing within it gooke of ordinary life; there were not
even the dmples appliances for cooking food of the
commones decription. 1t might have been a dog kennd
without a drinking-pan. But for the truckle bed, a
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smock-frock hanging from a nail, and some sabats filled
with straw, which composed the invalid's entire ward-
robe, this cottage would have looked as empty as the
others. The aged peasant woman upon her knees was
devoting all her attention to keeping the sufferer's feet
in atub filled with a brown liquid. Hearing a footstep
and the clank of spurs, which sounded strangely in ears
accustomed to the plodding pace of country folk, the
man turned towards Genestas. A sort of surprise in
which the old woman shared, was visible in his face.

*Thereis no need to axk if you are M. Benasss' said
the soldier. 'You will pardon me, sir, if, as a stranger
impatient to se you, | have come to sk you on
your field of battle, instead of awaiting you at your
house. Pray do not disturb yourself; go on with what
you are doing. When it is over, | will tell you the
purpose of my visit.'

Genestas half seated himself upon the edge of the
table, and remained silent. The firelight shone more
brightly in the room than the faint rays of the sun, for
the mountain crestsintercepted them, sothat they seldom
reached this corner of the valley. A few branches of
resnous pinewood made a bright blaze, and it was by
the light of this fire that the soldier saw the face of the
man towards whom hewas drawn by a secret motive, by
a wish to seek him out, to study and to know him
thoroughly well. M. Benasss, the local doctor, heard
Genestas with indifference, and with folded arms he
returned his bow, and went back to his patient, quite
unaware that he was being subjected to a scrutiny as
earnest as that which the soldier turned upon him.

Benassis was a man of ordinary height, broad-shouldered
and deep-chested. A capacious green overcoat, buttoned
up to the chin, prevented the officer from observing any
characteristic details of his personal appearance ; but his
dark and motionless figure served as a strong relief to his
face, which caught the bright light of the blazing fire.
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The face was not unlike that of a satyr; there was the
same dlightly protruding forehead, full, in this case, of
prominences, all more or less denoting character; the
same turned-up nose, with a sprightly cleavage at the tip ;
the same high cheek-bones. The lines of the mouth
were crooked ; the lips, thick and red. Thechin turned
sharply upwards. There was an alert, animated look in
the brown eyes, to which their pearly whites gave great
brightness, and which expresssd pasions now subdued.
His iron-grey hair, the deep wrinkles in his face, the
bushy eyebrows that had grown white already, the
veins on his protuberant nose, the tanned face covered
with red blotches, everything about him, in short,
indicated a man of fifty and the hard work of his pro-
fesson. The officer could come to no conclusion as to
the capacity of the head, which was covered by a dose
cap \ but hidden though it was, it ssemed to him to be
one of the sgquareshaped kind that gave rise to the
expresson ' square-headed.’  Genestas was accustomed
to read the indications that mark the features of men
destined to do great things, since he had been brought
into dose relations with the energetic natures sought out
by Napoleon; so he sugpected that there must be some
mystery in this life of obscurity, and said to himself as he
looked at the remarkable face before him—

"How comes it that he is still a country doctor ?*

When he had made a careful study of this countenance,
that, in spite of its resemblance to other human faces
revealed an inner life nowise in harmony with a common-
place exterior, he could not help sharing the doctor's
interest in his patient; and the sight of that patient
completely changed the current of his thoughts.

Much as the old cavalry officer had seen in the course
of his soldier's career, he felt athrill of surprise and horror
at the sight of a human face which could never have
been lighted up with thought—a livid face in which a
look of dumb suffering showed so plainly—the same look
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that is sometimes worn by achild too young to spesk,
and too weak to cry any longer; in short, it was the
wholly animal face of an old dying cretin. The cretin
was the one variety of the human species with which the
commandant had not yet come in contact. At the sight
of the deep, circular folds of skin on the forehead, the
sodden, fish-like eyes, and the head, with its short, coarse,
scantily-growing hair—a head utterly divested of all the
faculties of the sensss—who would not have experienced,
as Genedtas did, an instinctive fedling of repulsion for a
being that had neither the physical beauty of an animal
nor the mental endowments of man, who was possssd
of neither instinct nor reason, and who had never heard
nor spoken any kind of articulate speech ? It seamed
difficult to expend any regrets over the poor wretch now
visibly drawing towards the very end of an existence
which had not been life in any ssne of the word; yet
the old woman watched him with touching anxiety, and
was rubbing his legs where the hot water did not reach
them with as much tenderness as if he had been her
husband. Benasss himsdlf, after a close scrutiny of the
dull eyes and corpse-like face, gently took the cretin's
hand and felt his pulse.

' The bath is doing no good,' he said, shaking hishead;
" let us put him to bed again.'

He lifted the inert mass himself, and carried him across
to the truckle bed, from whence, no doubt, he had just
taken him. Carefully he laid him at full length, and
straightened the limbs that were growing cold aready,
putting the head and hand in position, with all the heed
that a mother could bestow upon her child.

"It isall over, death is very near,’ added Benassis, who
remained standing by the bedside.

The old woman gazed at the dying form, with her
hands on her hips. A few tears stole down her cheeks.
Genedtas remained silent. He was unable to explain to
himself how it was that the death of a being that con-
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cd him so little should affect him so much. Uncon-
scioudy he shared the feeling of boundless pity that these
hapless creatures excite among the dwellersin the sunless
valleyswherein Nature has placed them. This sentiment
has degenerated into a kind of religious superstition in
families to which cretins belong ; but does it not spring
from the most beautiful of Christian virtues—from charity,
and from a belief in a reward hereafter, that mogst effectual
support of our social system, and the one thought that
enables us to endure our miseries?  The hope of inherit-
ing eternal bliss helps the relations of these unhappy
creatures and all others round about them to exert on a
large scale, and with sublime devotion, a mother's cease
less protecting care over an apathetic creature who does
not understand it in the first instance, and who in a
little while forgets it all. Wonderful power of religion !
that has brought a blind beneficence to the aid of an
equally blind misery. Wherever cretins exist, there is a
popular belief that the presence of one of these creatures
brings luck to' a family—a supergtition that serves to
sweeten lives which, in the midst of a town population,
would be condemned by a mistaken philanthropy to sub-
mit to the harsh discipline of an asylum. In the higher
end of the valley of the Isere, where cretins are
very numerous, they lead an out-of-door life with the
cattle which they are taught to herd. There, at anyrate,
they are at large, and receive the reverence due to mis
fortune.

A moment later the village bell clinked at dow regular
intervals, to acquaint the flock with the death of one of
their number. In the sound that reached the cottage but
faintly across the intervening space there was a thought
of religion which seemed to fill it with a melancholy
peace. The tread of many feet echoed up the road,
giving notice of an approaching crowd of people—a crowd
that uttered not a word. Then suddenly the chanting
of the Church broke the dillness, calling up the confused
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thoughts that take possesson of the mos sceptical minds,
and compd them to yield to the influence of the touch-
ing harmonies of the human voicee. The Church weas
coming to the aid of a creature that knew her not. The
cure appeared, preceded by a chair-boy, who bore the
crucifix, and followed by the sacrisgan carrying the vase
of holy water, and by some fifty women, old men, and
children, who had all come to add their prayers to those
of the Church. The doctor and the soldier looked at
each other, and slently withdrew to a corner to make
room for the knedling crowd within and without the cot-
tage. During the consoling ceremony of the Viaticum,
cdebrated for one who had never snned, but to whom
the Church on earth was bidding a lagt farewell, there
were sgns of real sorrow on mogt of the rough faces of
the gathering, and tears flowed over rugged chesks that
aun and wind and labour in the fidds had tanned and
wrinkled. The sentiment of voluntary kinship was easy
to explain. Therewas not one in the place who had not
pitied the unhappy creature, not one who would not have
given him his daily bread. Had he not met with a
father's care from every child, and found a mother in the
merriegt littlegirl ?

' Heis dead,” said the cure.

The words struck his hearers with the mos unfeigned
disnay. The tall candleswere lighted, and sveral people
undertook to watch with the deed that night. Benasis
and the soldier went out. A group of peesants in the
doorway dopped the doctor to say—

"Ah ! if you have not sved his life, gr, it was doubt-
less because God wished to take him to Himsdlf.!

" | did my beg, children,’ the doctor answered.

When they had come a few paoss from the desrted
village, whose lag inhabitant had just died, the doctor
goke to Genetas.

"You would not beieve, sr, what real, ace is con-
tained for me in what those pessants havejust said. Ten
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years ago | wasvery nearly stoned to death in this village.
It is empty to-day, but thirty families lived in it then.'

Genedtass face and gesture so plainly expressed an in-
quiry, that, as they went along, the doctor told him the
story promised by this beginning.

"When | first settled here, sir, | found a dozen cretins
in this part of the canton,’ and the doctor turned round
to point out the ruined cottages for the officer's benefit.
LAll the favourable conditions for spreading the hideous
disase are there ; the air is stagnant, the hamlet lies in
the valley bottom, dose besde a torrent supplied with
water by the melted snows, and the sunlight only falls on
the mountain-top, so that the valley itself gets no good of
the sun. Marriages among these unfortunate creatures
are not forbidden by law, and in this district they are
protected by supertitious notions, of whose power | had
no conception—superstitions which | blamed at first, and
afterwards came to admire. So cretinism was in a fair
way to spread all over the valley from this spot. Was it
not doing the country a great service to put a stop to this
mental and physical contagion ? But imperatively as the
salutary changes were required, they might cos the life of
any man who endeavoured to bring them about. Here, as
in other social spheres, if any good is to be done, we come
into collision not merely with vested interests, but with
something far more dangerous to meddle with—religious
ideas crystallised into superstitions, the most permanent
form taken by human thought. | feared nothing.

"In thefirst place, | sought for the position of mayor in
the canton, and in this | succeeded. Then, after obtain-
ing averbal sanction from the prefect, and by paying down
the money, | had several of these unfortunate creatures
transported over to Aiguebelle, in Savoy, by night. There
are a great many of them there, and they were certain to
be very kindly treated. When this act of humanity came
to be Known, the whole countryside looked upon me as a
monster. The cure preached againsgt me. In spite of all
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the pains | took to explain to all the shrewder heads of the
little place the immense importance of being rid of the
idiots, and in spite of the fact that | gave my services
gratuitously to the sick people of the district, a shot was
fired at me from the corner of a wood.

'l went to the Bishop of Grenoble and asked him to
change the cure. Monseigneur was good enough to allow
me to choose a priest who would share in my labours, and
it was my happy fortune to meet with one of those rare
natures that seem to have dropped down from heaven.
Then | went on with my enterprise. After preparing
people's minds, | made another transportation by night,
and sx more cretins were taken away. In this second
attempt | had the support of several people to whom |
had rendered some service, and | was backed by the
members of the Communal Council, for | had appealed
to their parsmonious instincts, showing them how much
it cos to support the poor wretches, and pointing out
how largely they might gain by converting their plots of
ground (to which the idiots had no proper title) into
allotments which were needed in the township.

" All therich were on my sde; but the poor, the old
women, the children, and a few pig-headed people were
violently opposed to me. Unluckily it so fell out that
my last removal had not been completely carried out.
The cretin whom you have just seen, not having returned
to his house, had not been taken away, so that the next
morning he was the sole remaining example of his gecies
in the village. There were several families still living
there; but though they were little better than idiots, they
were, at anyrate, free from the taint of cretinism. |
determined to go through with my work, and came
officially in open day to take the luckless creature from
his dwelling. | had no sooner left my house than my
intention got abroad. The cretin's friends were there
before me, and in front of his hovel | found a crowd
of women and children and old people, who hailed
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my arrival with insults accompanied by a showe of
dones

In the midgt of the uproar | should perhaps have fallen
a victim to the frenzy that posseses a crowd excited by its
own outcries and girred up by one common feding, but
the cretin saved my life!  Thepoor creature came out of
his hut, and raissd the clucking sound of his voice.
He ssamed to be an absdlute ruler over thefanatical mob,
for the sight of him put a sudden sop to the damour.
It occurred to me that | might arrange a compromise
and thanks to the quiet so opportundy restored, | was able
to propose and explain it. Of course those who approved
of my shemes would not dare to ssoond me in this
emergency, their support was sure to be of a purdy
passve kind, while thee superditious folk would exert
the mog active vigilance to kegp ther lag idol among
them; it was impossble it ssemed to me, to take him
away from them. So | promissd to leave the cretin in
ace in his dweling, with the underganding that he
should live quite by himsdf, and that theremaining families
in the village should aross the ¢reem and come to live in
the town, in some new houses which | mysdf undertook
to build, adding to each house a piece of ground for which
the Commune was to repay me later on.

“Well, my dear dr, it took mefully Sx monthsto over-
come their objection tothis bargain, however much it may
have bemn to the advantage of the village families The
affection which they have for their wretched hoves in
country digricts is something quite unexplainable  No
matter how unwholesome his hovd may be a pessant
dings far more to it than a banker does to his manson.
The reasn of it? That | do not know. Perhaps
thoughts and fedings are srongest in those who have but
few of them, smply because they have but few. Perhaps
material things count for much in the lives of those who
live so little in thought; certain it is that the les they
have the deerer their possesdons are to them.  Perhaps,
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too, it iswith the peasant as with the prisoner—he does not
sguander the powers of his soul, he centres them all upon
a single idea, and this is how his feelings come to be so
exceedingly strong. Pardon these reflections on the part
of a man who seldom exchanges ideas with any one.  But,
indeed, you must not suppose, sir, that | am much taken
up with these far-fetched considerations. We all have to
be active and practical here.

" Alas! the fewer ideas these poor folk have in their
heads, the harder it is to make them see where their real
interests lie. There was nothing for it but to give my
whole attention to every trifling detail of my enterprise.
One and all made me the same answer, one of those
sayings, filled with homely sense to which there is no
possble reply, " But your houses are not yet built, sr !"
they ussd tosay. " Very good,” said I, " promise me that
as on as they are finished you will come and live in
them."

" Luckily, sir, | obtained a decision tothe effectthat the
whole of the mountain dde above the now deserted
village was the property of the township. The sum of
money brought in by the woods on the higher dopes paid
for the building of the new houses and for the land on
which they stood. They were built forthwith ; and when
once one of my refractory families was fairly settled in,
the rest of them were not dow to follow. T he benefits of
the change were so evident that even the most bigoted
believer in the village, which you might call soulless as
well as sunless, could not but appreciate them. The
final decision in this matter, which gave some property to
the Commune, in the posesion of which we were con-
firmed by the Council of State, made me a person of great
importance in the canton. But what a lot of worry
there was over it!' the doctor remarked, stopping short,
and raising a hand which he let fall again—a gesture that
spoke volumes. ' No one knows, as | do, the distance
between the town and the Prefecture—wnence nothing
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comes out—and from the Prefecture to the Council of
State—where nothing can be got in.'

'Well, after all," he resumed, ' peace be to the powers
of thisworld ! They yielded to my importunities, and
that issaying a great deal. If you only knew the good
that came of a cardesdy scrawled signature! Why, sir,
two years after | had taken these momentous trifles in
hand, and had carried the matter through to the end,
every poor family in the Commune had two cows at least,
which they pastured on the mountain side, where (with-
out waiting this time for an authorisation from the
Council of State) | had established a system of irrigation
by means of cross trenches, like those in Switzerland,
Auvergne, and Limousin. Much to their astonishment,
the townpeople saw some capital meadows springing up
under their eyes, and thanks to the improvement in the
pasturage, the yield of milk was very much larger. The
results of this triumph were great indeed. Every one
followed the example st by my system of irrigation;
cattle were multiplied ; the area of meadow land and
every kind of out-turn increased. | had nothing to fear
after that. | could continue my efforts to improve this,
as yet, untilled corner of the earth; and to civilise
those who dwelt in it, whose minds had hitherto lain
dormant.

"Well, sr, folk like us, who live out of the world, are
very talkative. If you ak us a question, there is no
knowing where the answer will come to an end; but to cut
it short—there were about seven hundred soulsin the valley
when | came to it, and now the population numbers some
two thousand. | had gained the good opinion of every
one in that matter of the las cretin; and when | had
constantly shown that | could rule both mildly and firmly,
| became a local oracle. | did everything that | could
to win their confidence; | did not ak for it, nor did |
appear to sk it; but | tried to inspire every one with
the deepest respect for my character, by the scrupulous
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way in which | aways fulfilled my engagements even
when they were of the mod trifling kind. When | had
pledged mysdf to the care of the poor creature whose degth
you have just witnessad, | looked after him much more
effectually than any of his previous guardians had done-
He has bemn fed and cared for as the adopted child of the
Commune. After a time the dwdlers in the valley
ended by underganding the service which | had done
them in soite of themsdves but for all that, they still
cherish sometraces of that old superdition of theirs.  Far
beit from me to blame them for it j hasnot ther cult of
the cretin often furnished me with an argument when |
have tried to induce those who had posesion of ther
faculties to hep the unfortunate ? But here we are/
sd Benasss when after a moment's paue he saw the
roof of his own house

Far from expecting the dightes expression of praise
or of thanks from hisligtener, it appeared from his way of
telling the gory of this episode in his adminisrative
caresr, that he had been moved by an unconstious desre
to pour out the thoughts that filled his mind, after the
manner of falk that live very retired lives.

‘I have taken the liberty of putting my harse in your
gable dr,' sad the commandant, © for which in your
goodness you will perhaps pardon me when you learn the
object of my journey hither.'

" Ah! yes what is it ? aked Benasis appearing to
shake off his preoccupied mood, and to recollect that his
companion was a dranger to him. The franknes and
unreserve of his nature had led him to accept Genetas as
an acquaintance.

" | have heard of the almog miraculous recovery of M.
Gravier of Grenoble, whom you recaved into your house'
was the ldier's answver. ' | have come to you, hoping
that you will givea like attention to my casg, although |
have not a dmilar claim to your benevolencej and yet, |
am possbly not undesrving of it. | am an old soldier,
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and wounds of long sanding give me no peace It will
takeyou at least a wesk to sudy my condition, for the
pain only comes bak at intervals, and——'

'Very good, Sr,' Benasss broke in; ' M . Gravier's room
isin readines Comein.'

They went into the houss the doctor flinging open the
door with an eagarness that Genestas attributed to his
pleesure at recelving a boarder.

‘Jacquotte!’ Benasss caled out. 'This gentleman
will dinewith us'

" But would it not be aswell for us to stle about the
payment ?

' Payment for what ? inquired the doctor.

" For my board. You cannot kegp me and my horse
as well, without—'

"If you are wealthy, you will repay me amply,'
Benasis replied ; ' and if you are not, | will take nothing
whatever.'

' Nothing whatever ssams to me to be too dear,’ said
Genegtas ' But, rich or poor, will ten francs a day
(not including your professonal services) be acoeptable to
you ?

" Nothing could be less acceptable to me than payment
for the pleesure of entertaining a vistor,' the doctor
answered, knitting his brows, 'and as to my advice, you
shal haveit if | like you, and not unless Rich pexple
shal not have my time by paying for it; it bdongs
exdusvdy to the fok herein the valley. | do not care
about fameor fortune, and | look for neither praise nor
gratitude from my patients. Any money which you may
pay me will go to the druggiss in Grenaoble, to pay
for the medicne required by the poor of the neigh-
bourhood.'

Any one who had heard the words flung out, abruptly,
it istrue, but without a trace of bitternessin them, would
have sid to himsdf with Genestas,' Here is a man made
of good human clay.'
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'"Well, then, | will pay you ten' francs a day, sr,' the
soldier answered, returning to the charge with wonted
pertinacity, 'and you will do as you choose after that.
We shall understand each other better, now that the
question is settled,’ he added, grasping the doctor's hand
with eager cordiality. ' In spite of my ten francs, you
shall ssethat | am by no meansa Tartar.'

After this passage of arms, in which Benasss showed
not the dightest sign of a wish to appear generousor to
pose as a philanthropist, the supposed invalid entered his
doctor's house. Everything within it was in keeping
with the ruinous state of the gateway, and with the
clothing worn by its owner. There was an utter dis
regard for everything not essentially useful, which was
visible even in the smallest trifles. Benassstook Genestas
through the kitchen, that being the shortest way to the
dining-room.

Had the said kitchen belonged to an inn, it could not
have been more smoke-begrimed; and if there was a
sufficiency of cooking potswithin its precincts, this lavish
supply was Jacquotte's doing—Jacquotte who had formerly
been the cure's housekeeper—Jacquotte who always said
‘we," and who ruled supreme over the doctor's household.
If, for instance, there was a brightly polished war ming-
pan above the mantle-shelf, it probably hung there
because Jacquotte liked to degp warm of a winter night,
which led her incidentally to warm her master's sheets
He never took a thought about anything; so she was
wont to say.

It was on account of a defect, which any one dse
would have found intolerable, that Benasss had taken her
into his service. Jacquotte had a mind to rule the house,
and a woman who would rule his house was the very
person that the doctor wanted. So Jacquotte bought and
sold, made alterations about the place, set up and took
down, arranged and disarranged everything at her own
sweet will; her master had never raised a murmur.

C
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Over the yard, the stable, the man-servant and the
kitchen, in fact, over the whole house and garden and its
master, Jacquotte's sway was absolute. She looked out
fresh linen, saw to the washing, and laid in provisons
without consulting anybody. She decided everything
that went on in the house, and the date when the pigs
were to be killed. She scolded the gardener, decreed
the menu at breskfast and dinner, and went from cellar
to garret, and from garret to cellar, setting everything
to rights according to her notions, without a word of
opposition of any sort or description. Benasss had made
but two stipulations—he wished to dine at six o'clock,
and that the household expenses should not exceed a
certain fixed sum every month.

A woman whom every one obeys in this way is
always singing, so Jacquotte laughed and warbled on the
staircase; she was always humming something when she
was not singing, and singing when she was not humming.
Jacquotte had a natural liking for cleanliness, so she kept
the house neat and clean. If her tastes had been differ-
ent, it would have been a sad thing for M. Benasss (0
she was wont to say), for the poor man was so little
particular that you might feed him on cabbage for
partridges, and he would not find it out; and if it were
not for her, he would very often wear the same shirt for a
week on end. Jacquotte, however, was an indefatigable
folder of linen, a born rubber and polisher of furniture,
and a passonate lover of a perfectly religious and
ceremonial cleanliness of the most scrupulous, the most
radiant, and most fragrant kind. A sworn foe to dust,
she swept and scoured and washed without ceasing.

The condition of the gateway caused her acute dis
tress.  On the first day of every month for the pas ten
years, she had extorted from her master a promise that
he would replace the gate with a new one, that the walls
of the house should be lime-washed, and that everything
should be made quite straight and proper about the
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place; but so far, the mager had not kept hisword. So
it happened that whenever she fell to lamenting over
Benassss degply-rooted cardesness about things, e
nearly aways ended solemnly in these words with which
all her praiss of her mager usually terminated—

"You cannot sy that he is a fool, because he works
such mirades as you may sy, in the place; but, all the
same, he is a fod at times, such a fod that you have to
do everything for him as if he were a child.'

Jacquotte loved the house as if it had bdonged to her ;
and when she had lived in it for twenty-two years had
she not some grounds for deluding hersdf on that head ?
After the curés death the housee had been for sde; and
Benasis who had only just come into the country, had
bought it as it good, with the walls about it and the
ground belonging to it, together with the plate, wine,
and furniture, the dd sundial, the poultry, the horsg
and the woman-servant. Jacquotte was the very pattern
of a working housekesper, with her dumsy figure, and her
bodice, always of the same dark brown print with largered
gason it, which fitted her so tightly that it looked as if
the material mugt give way if she moved at all. Her
odlourless face, with its doubls chin, looked out from under
a round plaited cap, which made her look paler than she
realy was She talked incessantly, and always in a loud
voice—this short, active woman, with the plump, busy
hands Indeed, if Jacquotte was slent for a moment,
and took a corner of her apron so astoturn it up in a
triangle, it meant that a lengthy expodulation was
about to be ddivered for the bendfit of mager or man.
Jacguotte was beyond all doubt the happies cook in the
kingdom; few, that nothing might be lacking in a
meesure of felicity as great as may be known in this
world below, her vanity was continually gratified—the
towngpeople regarded her as an authority of an indefinite
kind, and ranked her somewhere between the mayor and
the park-keeper.
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The master of the house found nobody in the kitchen
when he entered it.

'Where the devil are they all gone?" he asked.
" Pardon me for bringing you in thisway, he went on,
turning to Genestas. 'The front entrance opens into
the garden, but | am so little accustomed to receive
visitors that—Jacquotte!" he called in rather peremptory
tones.

A woman's voice answered to the name from the
interior of the housee. A moment later Jacquotte, assum-
ing the offensive, called in her turn to Benasss who
forthwith went into the dining-room.

" Just like you, dr !" she exclaimed; 'you never do like
anybody dse.  You always ask people to dinner with-
out telling me beforehand, and you think that everything
is settled as soon as you have called for Jacquotte! You
are not going to have the gentleman sit in the kitchen,
are you ? Is not the salon to be unlocked and a fire to
be lighted ? Nicole is there, and will se after every-
thing. Now take the gentleman into the garden for
a minute; that will amuse him; if he likes to look at
pretty things, show him the arbour of hornbeam trees
that the poor dear old gentleman made. | shall have
time then to lay the cloth, and to get everything ready,
the dinner and the salon too.’

'Yes. But, Jacquotte,’ Benasss went on,' the gentle-
man is going to stay with us. Do not forget to give
alook round M. Gravier's room, and see about the sheets
and things, and—-'

Now you are not going to interfere about the sheets,
are you ?* asked Jacquotte. ' If he is to degp here, |
know what must be done for him perfectly well. You
have not so much as st foot in M. Gravier'sroom these ten
months past. There is nothing to se there, the place is
as clean as a new pin. Then will the gentleman make
some stay here ?* she continued in a milder tone.

'Yes.'



The Countryside and the Man 37

' How long will he stay ?'

' Faith, | do not know. What does it matter to
you ?'

"What does it matter to me, sr? Oh! very well,
what does it matter to me? Did any one ever hear the
like! And the provisonsand all that, and——'

At any other time she would have overwhelmed her
master with reproaches for his breach of trust, but now
she followed him into the kitchen before the torrent of
words had come to an end. She had guessed that there
was a prospect of a boarder, and was eager to se
Genestas, to whom she made a very deferential curtsey,
while she scanned him from head to foot. A thoughtful
and dejected expresson gave a harsh look to the soldier's
face. In the dialogue between master and servant the
latter had appeared to him in the light of a nonentity;
and although he regretted the fact, this revelation had
lessened the high opinion that he had formed of the man
whose persistent efforts to save the district from the
horrors of cretinism had won his admiration.

‘I do not like the looks of that fellow at all!' said
Jacquotte to hersdf.

' If you are not tired, sir,’ said the doctor to his supposed
patient, ‘we will take a turn round the garden before
dinner.'

" Willingly," answered the commandant.

They went through the dining-room, and reached the
garden by way of a sort of vestibule at the foot of the
gtaircase between the salon and the dining-room. Beyond
a great glass door at the farther end of the vestibule
lay a flight of stone seps which adorned the garden
dde of the house. The garden itself was divided into
four large squares of equal size by two paths that inter-
sected each other in tine form of a cross a box edging
along their ddes At the farther end there was a thick,
green alley of hornbeam trees, which had been the joy
and pride of the late owner. The soldier seated himself
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on a worm-eaten bench, and saw neither the trdliswork
nor the expdliers nor the vegeables of which Jacquotte
took such great care. She followed the traditions of
the epicurean churchman to whom this valuable garden
owed its origin; but Benasis himsdf regarded it with
aufficent indifference

The commandant turned their talk from the trivial
matters which had occupied them by saying to the
doctor—

" How comes it, gr, that the population of the valley
has bean trebled in ten years? Ther e were seven hundred
souls in it when you came, and to-day you sy that they
number more than two thousand.'

" You are the firg person who has put that quetion to
me,' the doctor answered. ' Though it has been my aim
to devdop the capabilities of this little corner of the
earth to the utmog, the condant presure of a bugy life
has not left me time to think over the way in which (like
the mendicant brother) | have made " broth from a flint"
on a large xde M. Gravier himsdf, who is one of
svera who have done a great dedl for us and to whom
| was able to render a service by re-egtablishing his health,
has never given a thought to the theory, though he has
been everywhere over our mountain ddes with me, to se
its practical results'

There was a moment's slence, during which Benasss
followed his own thoughts, cardess of the keen glance by
which his guegt tried to fathom him.

"You ak how it came about, my dear sr ? the doctor
reumed. ' It came about quite naturally through the
working of the sodal law by which the nead and
means of supplying it are corrdated. Herein lies the
whole gory.  Races who have no wants are always poor.
When | firg came to live here in this township, there
were about a hundred and thirty peasant families in it,
and sometwo hundred hearths in the valley. The local
authoritieswer€ auch as might be expected in the pre
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vailing wretchedness of the population. The mayor him-
«f could not write, and the deputy-mayor was a amall
farmer, who lived beyond the limits of the commune
The judgice of the peace was a poor devil who had
nothing but his salary, and who was forced to rdinquish
the regidration of births, marriages and desths to his
clerk, another hapless wretch who was scarcdy able to
undergand his duties. The dld cure had died at the age
of saventy, and his curate, a quite uneducated man, had
just sucoeded to his postion.  These people comprised
all the intdligence of the digrict over which they
ruled.

' Thosewho dwet amids these lovely natural surround-
ings grovelled in squalor and lived upon potatoes, milk,
butter, and chee=  The only produce that brought in
any money wasthe cheesg, which mogt of them carried in
gmall bakesto Grenable or itsoutskirts. Thericher or the
more energetic among them sowed buckwheat for home
consumption ; sometimes they raised a crop of barley or
oats, but wheat was unknown. The only trader in the
place was the mayor, who owned a sawmill and bought
up timber at a low price to sl again. In the aisnce of
roads his tree trunks ha4 to be trangported during the
aumme sesn ; each log was dragged along one at a
time, and with no anall difficulty, by means of a chain
attached to a halter about his horegs neck, and an iron
hook at the farther end of the chain, which was driven
into the wood. Any one whowent to Grenoble, whether
on horsghack or afoot, was obliged to follow a track high
up on the mountain sde for the valley was quite impass
able The pretty road between this place and the firgt
village that you reach as you come into the canton (the
way along which you mug have come) was nothing but
adough at all ssesns of the year.

' Political events and revolutions had never reached this
inaccessble country—it lay completely beyond the limits
of sodd ir and change Napoleon's naitfe, and his alone,
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had penetrated hither ; he is held in great veneration,
thanks to one or two old soldiers who have returned to
their native homes, and who of evenings tell marvellous
tales about his adventures and his armies for the benefit
of these simple folk. Their coming back is, moreover,
a puzzle that no one can explain. Before | came here,
the young men who went into the army all stayed in it
for good. This fact in itself is a sufficient revelation
of the wretched condition of the country. | need not
give you a detailed description of it.

' This, then, was the state of things when | first came
to the canton, which has several contented, well-tilled,
and fairly prosperous communes belonging to it upon the
other dde of the mountains. | will say nothing about
the hovels in the town ; they were neither more nor les
than stables, in which men and animals were indiscrimin-
ately huddled together. As there was no inn in the
place, | was obliged to ak the curate for a bed, he being
in posesdon, for the time being, of this house, then
offered for sale  Putting to him question after question,
| came to have some slight knowledge of the lamentable
condition of the country with the pleasant climate, the
fertile soil, and the natural productiveness that had im-
pressed me so much.

' At that time, sir, | was seeking to shape a future for
myself that should be as little as possible like the troubled
life that had left me weary; and one of those thoughts
came into my mind that God gives to us at times; to
enable us to take up our burdens and bear them. |
resolved to develop all the resources of this country, just
as a tutor develops the capacities of a child. Do not
think too much of my benevolence; the pressng need
that | felt for turning my thoughts into fresh channels
entered too much into my motives. | had determined to
give up the remainder of my life to some difficult task.
A lifetime would be required to bring about the needful
changes in a canton that Nature had made so wealthy,
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and man so poor; and | was tempted by the practical
difficulties that stood in the way. Assoon as| found that
| could secure the cure's house and plenty of waste land
at a small cogt, | solemnly devoted myself to the calling
of a country surgeon—the very last position that a man
agires to take. | determined to become the friend of
the poor, and to expect no reward of any kind from them.
Oh ! | did not indulge in any illusions as to the nature of
the country people, nor as to the hindrances that lie in the
way of every attempt to bring about a better state of
things among men or their surroundings. | have never
made idyllic pictures of my people ; | have taken them at
their just worth—as poor peasants, neither wholly good
nor wholly bad, whose constant toil never allows them to
indulge in emotion, though they can feel acutely at times.
Above all things, in fact, | clearly understood that I
should do nothing with them except through an appeal
to their sdfish interests, and by schemes for their imme-
diate wellbeing. The peasantsare one and all the sons
of St. Thomas, the doubting apostle—they always like
words to be supported by visible facts.

' Perhaps you will laugh at my first start, sr, the
doctor went on after a pause. ' | began my difficult
enterprise by introducing the manufacture of baskets.
The poor folk used to buy the wicker mats on which
they drain their cheeses and all the baskets needed for
the insignificant trade of the district. | suggested to an
intelligent young fellow that he might take on lease a
good-sized piece of land by the sde of the torrent. Every
year the floods deposited a rich alluvial soil on this spot,
where there should be no difficulty in growing osers. |
reckoned out the quantity of wicker-work of various kinds
required from time to time by the canton, and went over
to Grenoble, where | found out ayoung craftsman, a clever
worker, but without any capital. When | had discovered
him, | soon made up my mind to set him up in business
here. | undertook to advance the money for the oders
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required for hiswork until my oder-farmer should be in
a pogtion to supply him. 1 induced him to sdl his
bakesat rather lower prices than they aked for them
in Grenoble, while, at the same time, they were better
madeé He entered into my views completdy. The
oder-beds and the basket-making were two busnes
speculations whoe results were only appreciated after
the lagpse of four years  Of coursg, you know that cders
mug be three years old before they are fit to cut.

"At the commencement of operations the baske-
maker was boarded and lodged gratuitoudy. Before very
long he married a woman from Saint Laurent du Pont,
who had a little money. Then he had a house built, in
a healthy and very airy stuation which | chosg and my
advice was followed as to the internal arrangements
Herewasatriumph! | had created a new industry, and
had brought a producer and several workersinto thetown.
| wonder if you will regard my éation as childish ?

"For the firg few days after my basket-maker had st
up his budness | never went past his shap but my heart
beat somewhat fager. And when | saw the newly-built
housg with the green-painted shutters thevine besde the
doorway, and the bench and bundles of cse's before it;
when | saw atidy, neatly-dressed woman within it, nurang
a plump, pink and white baby among the workmen, who
weresinging merrily and busly plaiting their wicker-work
under the superintendence of a man who but lately had
looked 0 pinched and pale, but now had an atmosphere
of prosperity about him  when | saw all this | confes
that | could not forego the pleasure of turning baske-
maker for a moment, of going into the shop to hear how
things went with them, and of giving mysdf up to a
feding of content that | cannot express in words, for |
had all their happiness as well as my own to make me
glad. All my hopes became centred on this house where
the man dwelt who had been the firg to put a deady
faith in me. "Like the basket-maker'swife, dasping her
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first nursling to her breast, did not | already fondly cherish
the hopes of the future of this poor district i

" | had to do so many things at once,’ he went on, '
came into collison with other people€'s notions, and met
with violent opposition, fomented by the ignorant mayor
to whose office | had succeeded, and whose influence had
dwindled away as mine increased. | determined to make
him my deputy, and a confederate in my schemes of bene-
volence. Yes, in the first place, | endeavoured to instil
enlightened ideas into the densest of all heads. Through
his self-love and cupidity | gained a hold upon my man.
During six months, as we dined together, | took him
deeply into my confidence about my projected improve-
ments. Many people would think this intimacy one of
the most painful inflictions in the course of my task; but
was he not a tool of the most valuable kind ?  Woe to
him who degises his axe, or flings it careesdy asde!
Would it not have been very inconsistent, moreover, if I,
who wished to improve a district, had shrunk back at the
thought of improving one man in it ?

" A road was our first and most pressing need in bring-
ing about a better state of things. If we could obtain
permission from the Municipal Council to make a hard
road, so as to put us in communication with the highway
to Grenoble, the deputy-mayor would be the first gainer
by it j for instead of dragging his timber over rough tracks
at a great expense, a good road through the canton would
enable him to transport it more easily, and to engage in a
traffic on a large scale, in all kinds of wood, that would
bring in money—not a miserablesix hundred francs a year,
but handsome sums which would mean a certain fortune
for him some day. Convinced at last, he became my
proselytiser.

' Through the whole of one winter the ex-mayor got
into the way of explaining to our citizens that a good
road for wheeled traffic would be a source of wealth to
the whole country round, for it would enable every one



44 The Country Doctor

to do a trade with Grenoble; he held forth on this head
at the tavern while drinking with his intimates. When
the Municipal Council had authorised the making of the
road, | went to the prefect and obtained some money from
the charitable funds at the disposal of the department, in
order to pay for the hire of carts, for the commune was
unable to undertake the transport of road metal for lack
of wheeled conveyances. The ignorant began to murmur
against me, and to say that | wanted to bring the days of
the corvee back again ; this made me anxious to nnish
this important work, that they might speedily appreciate
its benefits. With this end in view, every Sunday dur-
ing my first year of office | drew the whole population of
thetownship, willing or unwilling, up on to the mountain,
where | myself had traced out on a hard bottom the road
between our village and the highway to Grenaoble.
Materials for making it were fortunately to be had in
plenty all along the site.

'The tedious enterprise called for a great deal of
patience on my part. Some who were ignorant of the
law would refuse at times to give their contribution of
labour; others, again, who had not bread to eat, really
could not afford tolose a day. Corn had to be distri-
buted among these last, and the others must be soothed
with friendly words. Yet by the time we had finished
two-thirds of the road, which in all is about two leagues
in length, the people had so thoroughly recognised its
advantages, that the remaining third was accomplished
with a spirit that surprised me. | added to the future
wealth of the commune by planting a double row of
poplars along the ditch on either dde of the way. The
trees are already almost worth a fortune, and they make
our road look like a king's highway. It is almost always
dry, by reason of its position, and it was so well made
that the annual cogt of maintaining it is a bare two
hundred francs. | must show it to you, for you cannot
have seen it} you must have come by the picturesque
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way along the valley bottom, a road which the people
decided to make for themselves three years later, so as to
connect the various farms that were made there at that
time. In three years ideas had rooted themselves in the
common sene of this township, hitherto so lacking in
intelligence that a passng traveller would perhaps have
thought it hopeess to attempt to instil them. But to
continue.

' The establishment of the basket-maker was an example
st before these poverty-stricken folk that they might profit
by it. And if the road was to be a direct cause of the future
wealth of the canton, all the primary forms of industry
must be stimulated, or these two germs of a better state
of things would come to nothing. My own work went
forward by dow degrees, as | helped my oser farmer and
wicker-worker and saw to the making of the road.

'l had two horses, and the timber merchant, the deputy-
mayor, had three. He could only have them shod when-
ever he went over to Grenoble, so | induced a farrier to
take up his abode here, and undertook to find him plenty
of work. On the same day | met with a discharged
soldier, who had nothing but his penson of a hundred
francs, and was sufficiently perplexed about his future.
He could read and write, so | engaged him as secretary to
the mayor ; as it happened, | was lucky enough to find a
wife for him, and his dreams of happiness were fulfilled.

' Both of these new families needed houses, as well as
the basket-maker and twenty-two others from the cretin
village, soon afterwards twelve more households were
established in the placee. The workers in each of these
families were at once producers and consumers. They
were masons, carpenters, joiners, daters, blacksmiths, and
glaziers;, and there was work enough to las them for a
long time, for had they not their own houses to build
when they had finished those for other people ?  Seventy,
in fact, were built in the Commune during my second
year of office.  One form of production demands another.
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The additions to the population of the township had
creted fresh wants, hitherto unknown among these
dwdlers in poverty. The wants gave rise to indudries
and indudtries to trade, and the gains of trade raisad the
gandard of comfort, which in its turn gave them prac-
tical ideas

" The variousworkmen wished to buy their bread ready
baked, 0 we came to have a baker. Buckwheat could
no longer be the food of a population which, awakened
from its lethargy, had become esstialy active.  They
lived on buckwheat when | firs came among them, and
| wished to effect a changeto rye, or amixture of rye and
wheat in the firg ingance and finally to s a loaf of
white bread even in the poores household.  Intellectual
proges to my thinking was entirely dependent on a
general improvement in the conditions of life.  The pre-
snee of abutcher in a digrict saysas much for its intelli-
gence as for its wealth. The worker feads himsdf, and a
man who feads himsdf thinks. | had made a very careful
gudy of the sail, for | foresaw a time when it would be
neessry to grow wheat. | was sure of launching the
place in a very progpperous agricultural career, and of
doubling the population, when once it had begun to
work. And now the time had come

' M. Gravier, of Grenoble, owned a great dedl of land in
the Commune, which brought him in no rent, but which
might be turned into corn-growing land. Heisthe head
of a department in the Prefecture, as you know. |t was a
kindness for his own countrysde quite as much as my
earnest entregties that won him over. He had very
benevolently yidded to my importunities on former
occasons and | sucoeeded in making it dear to him that
in s0 doing he had wrought unconsdioudy for his own
benefit. After several days spent in pleadings, consulta-
tion, and talk, the matter was thrashed out. | undertook
to guarantee him againg all risksin the undertaking, from
which his wife, a woman of no imagination, sought to
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frighten him. He agread to build four farmhousss with
a hundred acres of land attached to each, and promised to
advance the sums required to pay for clearing the ground,
for sads ploughing gear, and cattle, and for making
occupation roads

" | mysdf a darted two farms quite as much for the
ske of bringing my wade land into cultivation aswith a
view to giving an objedt-leson in the use of modern
methods in agriculture. In 9x weeks time the population
of the town increasad to three hundred people  Homes
for severd families mugt be built on the ax farms; there
was a vad quantity of land to be broken upj thework
called for labourers Whedwrights, drainmakers, journey-
men, and labourers of all kindsflocked in. The road to
Grenoble was covered with carts that came and went.
All the countrysde was agtir.  The circulation of money
had made every one anxious to earn it, apathy had ceased,
the place had awakened.

'The gory of M. Gravier, one of those who did so
much for this canton, can be conduded in a few words
In goite of cautious misgivings, not unnatural in a man
occupying an official podtion in a provincial town,
he advanced more than forty thousand francs on
the faith of my promises without knowing whether he
should ever s= them back again. To-day every one of
hisfarms is let for a thousand francs  His tenants have
thriven so well that each of them owns at leest a hundred
acres three hundred shemp, twenty cows ten oxen, and
five horsss and employs more than twenty persons

' But toresume Our formswere ready by the end of
the fourth year. Our wheat harvest ssamed miraculous
to the peoplein the digtrict, heavy as the firgt crop ofF the
land ought to be. How often during that year | trembled
for the sucosss of my work!  Rain or drought might spall
everything by diminishing the bdief in me that was
dready fdt. When we began to grow wheat, it
necesstated the mill that you have seen, which brings me
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in about five hundred francs ayear. So the peasants say
that " there is luck about me" (that is the way they put
it), and believe in me as they believe in their relics.
These new undertakings—the farms, the mill, the planta-
tions, and the roads—have given employment to all the
various kinds of workers whom | had called in. Although
the buildings fully represent the value of the sixty
thousand francs of capital, which we sunk in the district,
the outlay was more than returned to us by the profitson
the sdes which the consumersoccasioned. | never ceased
my efforts to put vigour into this industrial life which was
just beginning. A nurseryman took my advice and came
to settle in the place, and | preached wholesome doctrine
to the poor concerning the planting of fruit trees, in
order that some day they should obtain a monopoly of the
sde of fruit in Grenoble.

Y ou take your cheeses there as it is," | used to tell
them, "why not take poultry, eggs, vegetables, game,
hay and straw, and so forth ?* A1l my counsels were a
source of fortune ; it was a question of who should follow
them first. A number of little businesses were started ;
they went on at first but slowly, but from day to day their
progress became more rapid ; and now sixty carts full of
the various products of the district set out every Monday
for Grenoble, and there is more buckwheat grown for
poultry food than they used to sow for human consump-
tion. Thetrade in timber grew to be so considerable that
it was subdivided, and since the fourth year of our indus-
trial era, we have had deaders in firewood, squared timber,
planks, bark, and later on, in charcoal. In the end four
new sawmills were set up, to turn out the planks and
beams of timber.

'When the ex-mayor had acquired a few business
notions, he felt the necessity of learning to read and
write. He compared the prices that were asked for wood
in various neighbourhoods, and found such differences in
his favour, that he secured new customers in one place
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after another, and now a third of the trade in the depart-
ment pases through his hands  There has ben wuch a
udden inceese in our traffic that we find congant
work for three waggon-builders and two harnessmakers
each of them employing three hands at leagt. Lastly, the
guantity of ironware that we use is 9 large that an
agricultural implement and tool-maker has removed into
the town, and is very well satidied with the result.

'"The dedre of gain devdops a spirit of ambition, which
has ever snce impelled our workers to extend their fidd
from the township to the canton, and from the canton to
the department, 0 as to increase ther prdfits by incress:
ing ther sles | had only to sy a word to point out
new openings to them, and ther own sne did the red.
Four years had ben aufficient to change the face of the
township. When | had come through it firgt, | did not
catch the dightest sound j but in less than five years from
that time, there wes life and budle everywhere. The
gay songs the shrill or murmuring sounds made by the
tods in the workshops rang pleasantly in my ears |
watched the comings and goings of a busy population
congregated in the dean and whoesome new town,
where plenty of tress had bemn planted. Every one of
them ssamed consdous of a happy lot, every face shone
with the content that comes through a life of ussul
toil.

" | look upon these five years as the firs epoch of pro-
sperity in the hisory of our town,' the doctor went on
after a pause 'During that time | had prepared the
ground and sowed the sad in men's minds as well as in
the land. Henceforward industrial progress could not
be sayed, the population was bound to go forward. A
soond epoch was about to begin.  This little world very
oon desred to be better dad. A shoemaker came, and
with him a haberdasher, a tailor, and a hatter. This
dawn of luxury brought us a butcher and a grocer, and a
midwife, who became very neosssry to me, for | logt a
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great deal of time over maternity casss The stubbed
wastes yielded excellent harvests, and the superior quality
of our agricultural produce was maintained through the
increased supply of manure. My enterprise could now
develop itself; everything followed on quite naturally.

"When the houses had been rendered wholesome, and
their inmates gradually persuaded to feed and clothe them-
sves better, | wanted the dumb animals to fee the
benefit of these beginnings of civilisation. All the
excellence of cattle, whether as a race or as individuals,
and, in consequence, the quality of the milk and meat,
depends upon the care that is expended upon them. |
took the sanitation of cowsheds for the text of my sermons.
| showed them how an animal that is properly housed
and well cared for is more profitable than a lean neglected
beast, and the comparison wrought a gradual change for
the better in the lot of the cattle in the commune. Not
one of them was ill treated. The cows and oxen were
rubbed down as in Switzerland and Auvergne. Sheep-
folds, stables, byres, dairies, and barns were rebuilt after
the pattern of the roomy, well-ventilated, and consequently
healthy steadings that M. Gravier and | had constructed.
Our tenants became my apostles They made rapid
converts of unbelievers, demonstrating the soundness of
my doctrines by their prompt results. | lent money to
those who needed it, giving the preference to hardworking
poor people, because they served as an example. Any
unsound or sickly cattle or beads of poor quality were
quickly disposed of by my advice, and replaced by fine
specimens.  In this way our dairy produce came, in time,
to command higher prices in the market than that sent
by other communes. We had splendid herds, and as a
consequence, capital leather.

' This step forward was of great importance, and in this
wise. In rural economy nothing can be regarded as
trifling. Our hides usd to fetch scarcely anything, and
the leather tfe made was of little value, but when once



The Countrysde and the Man 51

our leather and hides were improved, tannerieswere eesly
edablished along the watersde. We became tanners and
busness rapidly increasd.

" Wine, properly speaking, had ben hitherto unknown ;
a thin, sour beverage like verjuice had bemn ther only
drink, but now wineshops were etablished to supply a
natural demand. The ddet tavern was enlarged and
trandormed into an inn, which furnished mulesto pilgrims
to the Grande Chartreuse who began to come our way,
and after two years there was enough busnes for two
innkegpers

'The judgtice of the peace died just as our ssoond
progperous epoch began, and luckily for us his sucoessor
had formerly besn a notary in Grenoble who had log
mod of his fortune by a bad speculation, though enough
of it yet remained to cause him to be looked upon in the
village as a wealthy man. It was M. Gravier who in-
ducsd him to sttle among us  He built himsdf a com-
fortable house and hedped me by uniting his eforts to
mine. Head laid out a farm, and broke up and deaned
ome of the wade land, and at this moment he has three
chalgs up above on the mountain sde He hasalarge
family. He diamissd the old regigrar and the clerk, and
in their place indalled better-educated men, who worked
far harder, moreover, than their predecessors had done
One of the heeds of thexe two new housshdds garted
a didillery of potato-spirit, and the other was a wool-
washer ; each combined these ooccupations with their
official work, and in this way two valuable indudries
were created among us

' Now that the commune had some revenues of its own,
no oppastion was raisd in any quarter when they were
gent on building a town-hall, with a free schod for
dementary education in the building and accommodation
for ateacher. For this important pot | had sdected a
poor priet who had taken the oath, and had therefore
ben cagt out by the department, and who at lagt found
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a refuge among us for his old age. The schoolmistress
is a very worthy woman who had log all that she had,
and wasin great distress. We made up a nice little sum
for her, and she has just opened a boarding-school for
girls to which the wealthy farmers hereabouts are
beginning to snd their daughters.

" If sofar, dr, | have been entitled to tell you the story
of my own doings as the chronicle of this little spot of
earth, | have reached the point when M. Janvier,
the new parson, began to divide the work of regeneration
with me. He has been a second Fenelon, unknown
beyond the narrow limits of a country parish, and by
some secret of his own has infused a spirit of brotherli-
ness and of charity among these folk that has made them
almost like one large family. M. Dufau, the justice of
the peace, was a later comer, but he in an equal degree
deserves the gratitude of the people here.

'l will put the whole postion before you in figures
that will make it clearer than any words of mine. At
this moment the commune owns two hundred acres of
wood land, and a hundred and sixty acres of meadow.
Without running up the rates, we give a hundred crowns
to supplement the cur€'s stipend, we pay two hundred
francs to the rural policeman, and as much again to the
schoolmaster and schoolmistress.  The maintenance of
the roads cods us five hundred francs, while necessary
repairs to the townhall, the parsonage, and the church,
with some few other expenses, also amount to a similar
sum. In fifteen years time there will be a thousand
francs worth of wood to fell for every hundred francs
worth cut now, and the taxes will not cost the inhabi-
tants a penny. This commune is bound to become one
of therichest in France. But perhaps | am taxing your
patience, dr ?' said Benasss, suddenly discovering that his
companion wore such a pensive expression that it seemed
as though his attention was wandering.

‘No! no!"' answered the commandant.



The Countrysde and the Man 53

"Our trade, handicrafts, and agriculture so far only
supplied the needs of the district, the doctor went on.
' At a certain point our prosperity came to a standstill.
| wanted a post-office, and sdlers of tobacco, stationery,
powder and shot. The receiver of taxes had hitherto
preferred to live elsewhere, but now | succeeded in per-
suading him to take up his abodein the town, holding out
asinducementsthe pleasantness of the place and of the new
society. Astime and place permitted | had succeeded in
producing a supply of everything for which | had first
created a need, in attracting families of hardworking
people into the district, and in implanting a desre to
own land in them all. So by degrees, as they saved a
little money, the waste land began to be broken up;
spade husbandry and small holdings increased ; so did the
value of property on the mountain.

' Those struggling folk who, when | knew them first,
used to walk over to Grenoble carrying their few cheeses
for sale, now made the journey comfortably in a cart, and
took fruit, eggs, chickens and turkeys, and before they
were aware of it, every one was a little richer. Even
those who came off worst had a garden at any rate, and
grew early vegetables and fruit. It became the children's
work to watch the cattle in the fields, and at last it was
found to be a waste of time to bake bread at home.
Here were signs of prosperity !

'But if this place was to be a permanent forge of
industry, fuel must be constantly added to the fire. The
town had not as yet a renascent industry Which could
maintain this commercial process an industry which
should make great transactions, a warehouse, and a market
necessary. It is not enough that a country should lose
none of the money that forms its capital; you will not
increase its prosperity by more or less ingenious devices
for causing this amount to circulate, by means of pro-
duction and consumption, through the greatest possble
number of hands. That is not where your problem lies.
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When a country is fully developed and its production
keeps pace with its consumption, if private wealth is to
increase as well as the wealth of the community at large,
there must be exchanges with other communities, which
will keep a balance on the right sde of the balance-shest.
This thought has led states with a limited territorial
bass like Tyre, Carthage, Venice, Holland, and England,
for instance, to secure the carrying trade. | cast about for
some such notion as this to apply to our little world, so
as to inaugurate a third commercial epoch. Our town
is so much like any other, that our prosperity was scarcely
visble to a pasing stranger; it was only for me that it
was astonishing. The folk had come together by de-
gress; they themsdves were a part of the change, and
could not judge of its effects as a whole.

' Seven years had gone by when | met with two
strangers, the real benefactors of the place, which perhaps
some day they will transform into a large town. One of
them is a Tyrolese, an exceedingly clever fellow, who
makes rough shoes for country people's wear, and boots
for people of fashion in Grenoble as no one can make
them, not even in Paris itsdf. He was a poor strolling
musician, who, singing and working, had made his way
through Italy; one of those busy Germans who fashion
the tools for their own work, and make the instrument
that they play upon. When he came to the town he
asked if any one wanted a pair of shoes They sent him
to me, and | gave him an order for two pairs of boots,
for which he made his own lags The foreigner's skill
surprised me. He gave accurate and consistent answer'
to the questions | put, and his face and manner con-
firmed the good opinion | had formed of him. | suggested
that he should settle in the place, undertaking to asss
him in busdness in every way that | could; in fact, | put
a fairly large sum of money at his disposal. He accepted
my offer. | had my own ideas in this. The quality of
our leather had improved « and why should we not use
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it oursdlves, and before very long majtc make at
moder ateprices?

‘It was the bake-make's budnes over again on a
larger scale Chance had put an exceedingly dever
hard-working man in my way, and he mug be retained
0 that a geady and prdfitable trade might be given to
the place There is a congant demand for foot-gear,
and a very dight difference in price is fet at once by the
purchase.

'This was my reasoning, dr, and fortunately events
have judtified it. At this time we have five tanyards,
each of which hasits bark-mill. They take all the hides
produced in the department itsdf, and even draw part of
their supply from Provence;, and yet the Tyrolese uss
more leather than they can produce and has forty work-
people in his employ!

" | happened on the other man after a fashion no whit
les grange, but you might find the dory tedious. He
isjugt an ordinary peasant, who discovered a chegper way
of making the great broad-brimmed hatsthat arewornin
this part of the world. He slIs them in other cantons
and even snds them into Switzerland and Savoy. So
long as the quality and the low prices can be maintained,
here are two inexhaudible sources of wealth for the
canton, which suggeted to my mind the idea of eda
blishing three fairsin the year. The prefect, amazed at
our indugtrial progress, lent his aid in obtaining the royal
ordinance which authorisad them, and lag year we hdd
our three fairs They are known as far as Savoy as the
Shoe Fair and the Hat Fair.

' The head clerk of a notary in Grenoble heard of these
changes He was poor, but he is a well-educated, hard-
working young fellow, and Mile. Gravier was engaged to
be married tohim. Hewent to Paristo ak for an autho-
risation to etablish himsdf here as a notary, and his
reques was granted. As he had not had to pay for his
appointment, he could afford to build a hous in the



market square of the new town, podte the house of
the justice of the peace. We have a market once a week,
and a condderable amount of busness is transacted in
corn and cattle'

°Next year a druggist surely ought to come among us,
and next we want a clockmaker, a furniture dealer, and a
bookseller; and 0, by degrees, we shall have all the desir-
ableluxuries of life. W ho knows but that at last we shall
have a number of substantial houses, and give oursdves
all the airs of a small city ? Education has made such
strides that there has never been any opposition made at
the council-board when | proposed that we should restore
our church and build a parsonage$ nor when | brought
forward a plan for laying out a fine open sace, planted
with trees, where the fairs could be held, and a further
scheme for a survey of the township, so that its future
streets should be wholesome, spacious, and wisely
planned.

'This is how we came to have nineteen hundred
hearthsin the place of a hundred and thirty-seven ; three
thousand head of cattle instead of eight hundred ; and for
a population of seven hundred, no less than two thousand
persons are living in the township, or three thousand, if
the people down the valley are included. There are
twelve houses belonging to wealthy people in the com-
mune, there are a hundred well-to-do families, and two
hundred more which are thriving. The rest have their
own exertions to look to. Every one knows how to
read and write, and we subscribe to seventeen different
newspapers.

' We have poor people still among us—there are far
too many of them, in fact; but we have no beggars, and
there iswork enough for all. | have so many patients
that my daily round taxes the powers of two horses. |
can go anywhere for five miles round at any hour without
fear; for if any one was minded to fire a shot at me, his
life would not' be worth ten minutes purchase. The
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undemonstrative affection of the people is my sole gain
from all thee changes, except the radiant " Good-day,
M. Benasss" that every one gives meas| pass You
will understand, of course, that the wealth incidentally
acquired through my model farms has only been a means
and not an end.'

11 every one followed your example in other places,
sir, France would be great indeed, and might laugh at
the rest of Europe ! ' cried Genestas enthusiastically.

' But | have kept you out here for half an hour," sad
Benassis -, ' it is growing dark, let us go in to dinner.’

The doctor's house, on the side facing the garden, con-
sgs of a ground floor and a single story, with a row of
five windows in each ; dormer windows also project from
the tiled mansard-roof. The green-painted shutters are
in startling contrast with the grey tones of the walls.
A vine wanders along the whole sde of the house, a
pleasant strip of green like a frieze, between the two
stories. A few struggling Bengal roses make shift to live,
as best they may, half drowm”lafHHriies By the drippings
from the gutterless eves.

As you enter the large vestibule, the salon lies to your
right; it contains four windows, two of which look into
the yard, and two into the garden. Ceiling and wainscot
are panelled, and the walls are hung with seventeenth cen-
tury tapestry—pathetic evidence that the room had been
the object of the late owner's aspiration, and that he had
lavished all that he could gpare upon it. The great roomy
arm-chairs, covered with brocaded damask; the old-
fashioned, gilded candle-sconces above the chimney-piece,
and the window curtains with their heavy tasss showed
that the cure had been a wealthy man. Benasss had
made some additions to this furniture, which was not
without a character of its own. He had placed two
smaller tables, decorated with carved wooden garlands,
between the windows on opposite ddes of the room, and
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had put a clock, in a cae of tortoise shell, inlaid with
copper, upon the mantle-shelf. The doctor seldom
occupied the salon ; its atmosphere was damp and close,
like that of a room that is always kept shut. Memories
of the dead cure still lingered about it; the peculiar scent
of his tobacco seemed to pervade the corner by the hearth
where he had been wont to sit. The two great easy-
chairs were symmetrically arranged on either dde of the
fire, which had not been lighted since the time of M.
Gravier's visitj the bright flames from the pine logs
lighted the room.

" The evenings are chilly even now," said Benasss; 'it
is pleasant to e a fire!'

Genestas was meditating. He was beginning to
understand the doctor's indifference to his everyday
surroundings.

"It is surprising to me, sr, that you, who poses real
public spirit, should have made no effort to enlighten the
Government, after accomplishing so much.’

Benasss began to laugh, but without bitterness, he
said, rather sadly—

'You mean that | should draw up some sort of
memorial on various ways of civilising France? You
are not the first to suggest it, sir; M. Gravier has fore-
stalled you. Unluckily, Governments cannot be en-
lightened, and a Government which regards itself as a
diffuser of light is the least open to enlightenment.
W hat we have done for our canton, every mayor ought,
of course, to do for his; the magistrate should work for
his town, the sub-prefect for his district, the prefect for
the department, and the minister for France, each acting
in his own sphere of interest. For the few miles of
country road that | persuaded our people to make, an-
other would succeed in constructing acanal or a highway;
and for my encouragement of the peasants trade in hats,
a minister would emancipate France from the industrial
yoke of the foreigner by encouraging the manufacture of
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clocks in different places, by helping to bring to perfec-
tion our iron and steel, our tools and appliances, or by
bringing silk or dyer's woad into cultivation.

"I n commerce, " encouragement” does not mean pro-
tection. A really wise policy should aim at making a
country independent of foreign supply, but this should
be effected without resorting to the pitiful shifts of
customs duties and prohibitions. Industries must work
out their own salvation, competition is the life of trade.
A protected industry goes to sleep, and monopoly, like the
protective tariff, kills it outright. The country upon
which all others depend for their supplieswill be the land
which will promulgate free trade, for it will be conscious
of its power to produce its manufactures at prices lower
than those of any of its competitors. France is in a
better position to attain thisend than England, for France
alone posseses an amount of territory sufficiently exten-
sive to maintain a supply of agricultural produce at prices
that will enable the worker to live on low wages; the
Administration should keep this end in view, for therein
lies the whole modern question. | have not devoted my
life to this study, dear sir; | found my work by accident,
and late in the day. Such simple things as these are too
slight, moreover, to build into a systemj there is nothing
wonderful about them, they do not lend themselves to
theories; it is their misfortune to be merely practically
useful. And then work cannot be done quickly. The
man who means to succeed in these ways must daily look
to find within himself the stock of courage needed for the
day, a courage in reality of the rarest kind, though it does
not seem hard to practise, and meets with little recogni-
tion—the courage of the schoolmaster, who must say the
same things over and over again. We all honour the
man who has shed his blood on the battlefield, as you have
done; but we ridicule this other whose life-fire is slowly
consumed in repeating the same words to children of the
same age. There is no attraction for any of usin obscure
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well-doing. We know nothing of the civic virtue that
led the great men of ancient times to serve their country
in the lowest rank whenever they did not command.
Our age is afflicted with a disease that makes each of us
ek to rise above his fellows, and there are more saints
than shrines among us

' Thisis how it has come to pass The monarchy fell,
and we lost Honour, Christian Virtue faded with the
religion of our forefathers, and our own ineffectual at-
tempts at government have destroyed Patriotism. ldeas
can never utterly perish, so these beliefs linger on in our
midst, but they do not influence the great mass of the
people, and Society has no support but Egoism. Every
individual believes in himself. For us the future means
egoism ; further than that we cannot sse. Thegreat man
who shall save us from the shipwreck which is imminent
will no doubt avail himself of individualism when he
makes a nation of us once more; but until this regene-
ration comes, we bide our time in a materialistic and
utilitarian age. Utilitarianism—to this conclusion have
we come. We are all rated, not at our just worth, but
according to our social importance. People will scarcely
look at an energetic man if he is in shirt-deeves. The
Government itself is pervaded by this idea. A minister
snds a paltry medal to a sailor who has saved a dozen
lives at the risk of his own, while the deputy who sIs
his vote to those in power recelves the Cross of the
Legion of Honour.

' Woe to a people made up of such men as these! For
nations, like men, owe all the strength and vitality that is
in them to noble thoughts and aspirations, and men's feel-
ings shape their faith. But when sdf-interest has taken
the place of faith, and each one of us thinks only of him-
«f, and bdieves in himself alone, how can you expect to
find among us much of that civil courage whose very
esence condgsin self-renunciation ? Thesameprinciple
underlies both military and civil courage, although
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you soldiers are called upon to yield your lives up once
and for all, whileoursaregiven slowly drop by drop, and the
battle isthe same for both, although it takes different forms.

' The man who would fain civilise the lowliest ot
on earth needs something beddes wealth for the task.
Knowledge is still more necessary j and knowledge, and
patriotism, and integrity are worthless unless they are
accompanied by a firm determination on his part to set
his own personal interests completely asde, and to devote
himself to a social idea. France, no doubt, poseses more
than one well-educated man and more than one patriot in
every commune; but | am fully persuaded that not every
canton can produce a man who to these valuable qualifi-
cations unites the unflagging will and pertinacity with
which a blacksmith hammers out iron.

'The Destroyer and the Builder are two manifestations
of Will: the one prepares the way, and the other accom-
plishes the work; the first appears in the guise of a spirit
of evil, and the second seems like the spirit of good.
Glory falls to the Destroyer, while the Builder is for-
gotten ; for evil makes a noise in the world that rouses
little souls to admiration, while good deeds are slow to
make themselves heard. Sdlf-love leads us to prefer the
more conspicuous part. If it should happen that any
public work is undertaken without an interested motive,
it will only be by accident, until the day when education
has changed our ways of regarding things in France.

' Y et suppose that this change had come to pass and
that all of uswere public-spirited citizens; in spite of our
comfortable lives among trivialities, should we not be
in a fair way to become the most wearied, wearisome, and
unfortunate race of philistines under the sun ?

'l am not at the helm of State, the decision of great
questions of thiskind is not within my province; but, set-
ting these considerations aside, there are other difficulties
in the way of laying down hard and fas rules as to
government' In the matter of civilisation/ everything is
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relative. |deas that suit one country admirably are fatal
in ancther—men's minds are as various asthe soils of the
globe If we have s0 often bemn ill governed, it is because
a faculty for government, like tage, is the outcome of a
very rare and lofty attitude of mind. The qualifications
for the work are found in a natural bent of the soul
rather than in the posedon of sdentific formulae No
one nexd fear, however, to call himsdf a satesman, for
his actions and motives cannot be justly estimated; his
real judges are far away, and the rexults of his desds are
even more remote.  We have a great repedt hee in
France for men of idess—a keen intellect exerts a great
attraction for us; but idess are of little value where a
resolute will is the one thing needful. Administration,
as a matter of fact, does not congg in forcing more or
less wise methods and ideas upon the great mass of the
nation, but in giving to the ideas good or bad, that they
aready possess a practical turn which will make them
oconduce to the general wdfare of the State. If old-
edablished pregudices and cugoms bring a country into a
bad way, the people will renounce their errors of ther
own accord. Are not loses the result of economical
eros of every kind ? And isit not, therefore, to every
ones interegt to rectify them in the long-run ?

" Luckily | found a tabula rasa in this digrict. They
have followed my advice and the land is well cultivated ;
but there had bemn no previous errars in agriculture, and
the s0il was good to begin with, s0 that it has ben easy
to introduce the fiveply hift, artificial gass and
potatoes My methods did not dash with pexplés pre
judices. The faultily congructed ploughshares in use in
some parts of France were unknown here, the hoe sufficed
for the little fidd work that they did. Our whedwright
extolled my wheded ploughs because he wished to In-
creae hisown busness 0 | sscured an ally in him; but
in this matter, asin all others | sought to make the good
of one conduce to the good of all
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"Then | turned my attention to another kind of pro-
duction, that should increase the welfare rather than the
wealth of these poor folk. | have brought nothing from
without into this district; | have simply encouraged the
people to sk beyond its limits for a market for their
produce, a measure that could not but increase their
prosperity in a way that they felt immediately. They
had no idea of the fact, but they themselves were my
apostles, and their works preached my doctrines. Some-
thing dse must also be borne in mind. We are barely
five leagues from Grenoble. There is plenty of demand
in a large city for produce of all kinds, but not every
commune is situated at the gates of a city. In every
similar undertaking the nature, situation, and resources
of the country must be taken into consideration, and a care-
ful study must be made of the soil, of the people them-
slves and of many other things and no one should
expect to have vines grow in Normandy. So no tasks
can be more various than those of government, and its
general principles must be few in number. The law
is uniform, but not so the land and the minds and
customs of those who dwell in it 5 and the administration
of the law isthe art of carrying it out in such a manner
that no injury is done to peopl€'s interests. Every place
must be considered separately.

' On the other dde of the mountain at the foot of
which our deserted village lies, they find it impossible to
ue wheeled ploughs, because the soil is not deep enough.
Now if the mayor of the commune were to take it into
his head to follow in our footsteps, he would be the ruin
of his neighbourhood. | advised him to plant vineyards
they had a capital vintage last year in the little district,
and their wine is exchanged for our corn.

'Then, lastly, it must be remembered that my words
carried a certain weight with the people to whom |
preached, and that we were continually brought into
close contact. | cured my peasants complaints; an easy
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task, for a nourishing diet is, as a rule, all that is needeo
to restore them to health and strength. Either through
thrift, or through sheer poverty, the country people starve
themselves; any illness among them is caused in this
way, and as a rule they enjoy very fair health.

"When | first decided to devote myself to this life of
obscure renunciation, 1 was in doubt for a long while
whether to become a cure, a country doctor, or a justice
of the peace. It is not without reason that people speak
collectively of the priest, the lawyer, and the doctor as
“men of the black robe™—=o the saying'goes. The first
heafelfie" wounds of the soul, the second those of the purse,
afflt the third those of the body. They represent the
tEree principal elements necessary to the existence of
society—conscience, property, and health. At one time
thefirst, and at a later period the second wasall-important
in the State. Our predecesors on this earth thought,
perhaps not without reason, that the priest, who pre-
scribed what men should think, ought to be paramount;
so the priest was king, pontiff, and judge in one, for in
those days belief and faith were everything. All this has
been changed in our day; and we must even take our
epoch as we find it. But I, for one, believe that the
progress of civilisation and the welfare of the people de-
pend on thee three men. They are the three powers
who bring home to the peopleés minds the ways in which
facts, interests, and principles affect them. They them-
sdves are three great results produced in the midst of the
nation by the operation of events, by the ownership of
property, and by the growth of ideas. Time goes on and
brings changes to pass property increases or diminishes in
men's hands, all the various readjustments have to be duly
regulated, and in thisway principles of social order are
edablished. If civilisation is to spread itself, and produc-
tion is to be increased, the people must be made to under-
sand the way in which the interests of the individual
harmonise with national interests which resolve them-
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dves into facts intereds, and prindples  As thee three
professons are bound to dedl with thee isues of human
life, it ssamed to me that they mus be the mos powerful
civilising agendes of our time. They aone afford to a
man of wealth the opportunity of mitigating the fate of
the poor, with whom they daily bring him in contact.

"The peasant is always more willing to ligen to the
man who lays down rules for saving him from bodily ills
than to the priex who exhorts him to save hissoul. The
fird peeke can talk of this earth, the scne of the
pessant's labour s while the priest is bound to talk to him of
heaven, with which, unfortunately, the peasant nowadays
concerns himsdf very little indeed; | sy unfortunatdy,,
because the doctrine of a future life is not only a consola-
tion, but a means by which men may be governed. Is
not religion the one power that sanctions social laws?
We have but latdy vindicated the exigence of God. In
the absnce of a rdigion, the Government was driven to
invent the Terror, in order to carry itslaws into effect j
but the terror was the fear of man, and it has passd
away.

*When a pessant isill, when heisforoed to lie on his
pallet, and while he is recovering, he cannot help himsdf,
he is forced to ligen to logical reasoning, which he can
underdand quite well if it is put clearly before him.
This thought made a doctor of me. My calculations for
the pessants were made along with them. | never gave
advice unless | was quite sure of the reaults, and in this
way compdled them to admit the wisdom of my views.
The people require infallibility. InMibility was the
making of Napoleon; hewould have been a god if he had
not filled theworld with the sound of hisfall at Waterloo.
If Mahomet founded a permanent religion after conquering
the third part of the globe, it was by dint of concealing
his desthbed from the crowd. The same ruleshold good
for the great conqueror and for the provincial mayor, and
a nation or a commune is much the same sort of crowd;



66 The Country Doctor

indeed, the great multitude of mankind is the same
everywhere.

" | have bean exceedingly firm with those whom | have
hdped with money; if | had not bean inflexible on this
point, they all would have laughed at me. Peasants no
less than worldlings, end by depisng the man that they
can decaeive. He has bemn cheated ? Clearly, then, he
mug have been weak ; and it is might alone that governs
theworld. | have never charged a penny for my pro-
fesdond advice, except to those who were evidently rich
people; but | have not allowed the value of my services
to be overlooked at all, and | aways make them pay for
medicine unless the patient is exceedingly poor. If my
peasants do not pay me in money, they are quite aware
that they are in my debt; sometimes they satidy their
consdences by bringing oats for my horses or corn, when
it is cheap, feut if the miller were to snd me some eds
asareturn for my advice, | should tell him that heistoo
generous for such a small matter. My politeness bears
fruit. In the winter | shall have some sadks of flour for
the poor. Ah'! dr, they have kind hearts these people,
if one does not dight them, and to-day | think more good
and less evil of them than | did formerly.'

'What a deal of trouble you have taken!" sd
Genedas

" Not at all,' answered Benasdis © It was no more trouble
to sy something useful than to chatter about trifles; and
whether | chatted or joked, the talk always turned on
them and their concerns wherever | went.  They would
not ligen to me at firs. | had to overcome their dis
likes; | bdonged to the middle dases—that isto say, |
was a natural enemy. | found the struggle amusng.
An ey or an uneasy constience—that is all the differ-
ence that lies between doing well or ill; the trouble is
the same in dther cae  If scoundrds would but behave
themsdves properly, they might be millionaires ingead
of being hanged. That isall?
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"Thedinner is growing cold, sr !I' cried Jacquotte, in
the doorway.

Genestas caught the doctor's arm.

" | have only one comment to offer on what | have
just heard,' he remarked. I am not acquainted with any
account of the wars of Mahomet, so that | can form nc
opinions as to his military talents; but if you had only
watched the Emperor's tactics during the campaign in
France, you might well have taken him for a god; and
if he was beaten on the field of Waterloo, it was because
he was more than mortal, it was because the earth found
his weight too heavy to bear, and sprang from under his
feet! On every other subject | entirely agree with you,
and tonnerre de Dieu! whoever hatched you did a good
day'swork.'

'Come,' exclaimed Benasss with a smile, 'let us st
down to dinner.’

T he walls of the dining-room wer e panelled from floor
to ceiling, and painted grey. The furniture conssted oi
a few straw-bottomed chairs, a sideboard, some cup-
boards, a stove, and the late owner's celebrated clock;
there were white curtains in the window, and a white
cloth on the table, about which there was no sign of
luxury. The dinner service was of plain white earthen-
ware ; the soup, made after the traditions of the late cure,
was the most concentrated kind of broth that was ever
st to smmer by any mortal cook. The doctor and his
guest had scarcely finished it when a man rushed into
the kitchen, and in spite of Jacquotte, suddenly invaded
the dining-room.

"Well, what is it ?' asked the doctor.

"It is this, sir. The migress, our M me. Vigneau,has
turned as white as white can be, so that we are frightened
about her.'

' Oh,well, then," Benasss said cheerfully,’ | must leave
the table,' and he rose to go.

In spite of the doctor's entreaties, Genestas flung
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down his table-napkin, and swore in soldierly fashion
thai he would not finish his dinner without his hog.
Hereturned indeed to the salon; and as he warmed him-
«df by the fire, he thought over the troubles that no man
may exape the troubles that are found in every lot that
it nilsto man to endure here upon earth.

Benasis soon came back, and the two future friends
st down again.

'Taboureau has just come up to ek to you,' said
Jacquoatte to her madter, as she brought in the dishes that
<he had kept hot for them.

"Who can beill at his place 7 asked the doctor.

‘No oneisill, gr. | think from what he sd that it
is some matter of his own that he wants to ask you about;
he is coming badk again.'

'Very good. This Taboureau,’ Benasis went on.
addressng Genedas 'is for me a whole philosophical
treatise; takea good look at him when he comes he is
aure to amuse you. Hewas a labourer, a thrifty hard-
working man, eating little and getting through a great
deal of work. As soon as the rogue came to have a few
crowns of his own, his intelligence began to develop ;
he watched the progress which | had originated in this
little digrict with an eye to his own profit He has
made quite a fortune in eight years time, that is to say,
a fortune for our part of theworld. Very likely he may
have a couple of soore thousand francs by now. But if
| were to give you a thousand guesses you would never
find out how he made the money. He is a uaurer, and
his scheame of uaury is s0 profoundly and o deverly
basd upon the requirements of the whole canton, that |
should merdy waste my time if | were to take it upon
mysdf to undecave them as to the benefits which they
reap, in their own opinion, from their dealings with
Taboureau. When this devil of a fdlow saw every one
cultivating his own plot of ground, he hurried about
buying grain so as to supply the poor with the requiste
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s Here, as everywhere dse, the pessants and even
some of the farmers had no ready money with which to
pay for ssed. To some Master Taboureau would lend
a sk of barley, for which he was to receive a sack of
rye a harvest time, and to others a measure of wheat for
asack of flour. At the present day the man has extended
this curious busness of his all over the department; and
unless something happens to prevent him, he will go
on and very likely make a million. Well, my dear sir,
Taboureau the labourer, an obliging, hard-working, good-
natured fellow usad to lend a helping hand to any one
who asked him ; but as his gains have increased Monsieur
Taboureau has become litigious, arrogant, and somewhat
given to sharp practice.  The more money he makes, the
worse he grows. The moment that the pessant forsakes
his life of toil pure and simple for the leisured existence
of the landowning dasses he becomesintolerable.  There
is a certain kind of character, partly virtuous, partly
vicious, haf-educated, half-ignorant, which will aways be
the despar of governments. Y ou will se an example of
itin Taboureau. He looks simple, and even doltish ; but
when his interests are in question, he is certainly pro-
foundly clever.'

I % heavy footstep announced the gpproach of the grain
ender.

"Come in, Taboureau ! ' cried Benasss.

Thus forewarned by the doctor, the commandant
scrutinised the pessant in the doorway. Taboureau wes
decidedly thin, and stooped a little. He had a bulging
forehead, covered with wrinkles, and a cavernous face, in
which two small grey eyes with a dark spot in either of
them seemed to be pierced rather than s&t.  The lines
of the miser's mouth were close and firm, and his narrow
chin turned up to meet an exaggeratedly hooked nose
His hair was turning grey aready, and degp furrows
which converged above the prominent” cheek - bones
spoke of the wily shrewdness of a horsededer and of a
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Unspent in journeying about. He wore a blue coat in
fairly dean condition, the square sde-pocket flaps stuck
out above his hips and the skirts of the ocoats hung looe
in front, 0 that a white-flowered waistcoat was visble
There he good firmly planted on both feet, leaning upon
a thick gick with a knob at the end of it. A little
soanid had followed the grain-deder, in suite of
Jacquattes efforts, and was crouching besde him.

" Well, what is it 7 Benasis asked as he turned to
this being.

Taboureau gave a ugidous glance at the dranger
sted at the doctor's table, and said—

"I't is not a cae of illness M. le Maire, but you
underdand how to doctor the ailments of the purse just
as well as thoe of the body. We have had a little
difficulty with a man over at Saint Laurent, and | have
come to ak your advice about it.'

" Why not se thejugtice of the peace or his clerk ?

' Oh, becaue you are s0 much deverer, dr, and |
shall fed more sure about my cae if | can have your
countenance’

"My good Taboureau, I am willing to give medical
advice to the poor without charging for it; but | can-
nat look into the lawsuits of a man who is as wealthy as
you are for nothing. It cogs a good ded to acquire
that kind of knowledge!

Taboureau began to twist his hat about.

" 1f you want my advice, in order to save the hard coin
you would have to pay to the lawyer folk over in
Grenoble, you mugt snd a bag of rye to the widow
Martin, the woman who is bringing up the charity
children.’

'Dame! | will do it with all my heart, gr, if you
think it necsssary. Can | talk about this busnes of
mine without troubling the gentleman there ? he added,
with a look at.Genetas.

The doctor nodded, so Taboureau went on.
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'Well, then, sir, two months ago a man from Saint
Laurent came over here to find me. " Taboureau," sad
he to me, " could you sell me a hundred and thirty-seven
meaaures of barley 7' "Why not ?* sy |, "that is my
trade. Do you want it immediately 7' " No," he sys
" | want it for the beginning of spring, in March." So
for, sogood. Well, wedrive our bargain, and we drink a
glass, and we agree that he is to pay me the price that
barley fetched at Grenoble last market day, and | am to
deliver it in March. | am to warehouse it at owner's
risk, and no dlowance for shrinkage of course. But
barley goes up and up, my dear sir; the barley rises like
boiling milk. Then | am hard up for money, and | sl
my barley. Quite natural, sir, wasit not ?'

'No," sad Benasss 'the barley had pesssd out of
your posesson, you were only warehousing it. And
uppoe the barley had gone down in value, would you
not have compelled your buyer to take it at the price you
agreed upon ?

'But very likely he would not have paid me, sir. One
must look out for oneself! The sdler ought to make
a profit when the chance comes in his way; and, after
all, the goods are not yours until you have paid for them.
That is s0, Monsieur TOfficier™isit not? For you can
e that the gentleman has been in the army.'

‘Taboureau,' Benassis sad sternly, 'ill luck will come
to you. Sooner or later God punishes ill deeds How
can you, knowing as much as you do, a cgpable man more-
over, and a man who conducts his busness honourably,
st examples of dishonesty to the canton ?  If you allow
such proceedings as this to be taken againgt you, how
can you expect that the poor will remain honest people
and will not rob you? Your labourers will cheat you
out of part of their working hours, and every one here
will be demordised. You ae in the wrong. Your
barley was as good as delivered.  If the man from Saint
Laurent had fetched it himself, you would not have gone
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there to take it away from himj you have sold some
thing that was no longer yours to sell, for your barley
hed aready been turned into money, which was to MS
paid down at the stipulated time.  But go on.’

Genedtas gave the doctor a significant glance, to call
his attention to Taboureau's impassve countenance.
Not a muscle had stirred in the usurer's face during this
reprimand; there was no flush on his forehead, and no
sign of emotion in his little eyes

"Well, sir, | am cdled upon to supply the barley at
lag winter's price.  Now / condder that | am not
bound to do so.

" Look here, Taboureau, deliver that barley and be
very quick about it, or meke up your mind to be re-
spected by nobody in future. Even if you gained the
day in a cae like this, you would be looked upon as an
unscrupulous man who does not keep to his word, and
is not bound by promises, or by honour, or——"

" Go on, there is nothing to be afraid of; tell me that
| am a scamp, a scoundrel, a thief outright. You can

things like that in busnesswithout insulting anybody,
> le Maire. Tis each for himself in busness you
now.'

"Well, then, why deliberately put yourself in aposition
in which you deserve to be caled by such names?

'But if the law ison my sde, sir ?

But the law will certainly not be on your side.

" Are you quite sure about it, sir ? Certain sure ? For
you e it is an important matter.’

"Certainly | am. Quite sure. If | were not at
dinner, 1 would have down the code, and you should s
for yoursdf. |f the case cpmes on, you will lose it, and
you will never st foot in my house again, for | do not
wish to receive people whom | do not respect Do you
understand ? Y ou will lose your case

'Oh! no, not at all, I shal not loxe it. sir,’ sad
Taboureau. ' you s Sir, it is thisway; it is the man
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from Saint Laurent who owes me the barley; | bought
it of him, and now he refuss to ddiver it. | just wanted
to make quite certain that | should gain my caee before
going to any expense at the court about it.'

Genedas and the doctor exchanged glances; each con-
cedled his amazement at the ingenious device by which
theman had sought to learn thetruth about thispoint of law.

" Very well, Taboureau, your man is a swindler; you
should not make bargains with such people’

"Ah ! dr, they under¢and budness those people do.'

' Good-bye, Taboureau.'

" Your srvant, gentlemen.’

" Well, now, remarked Benasis when the usurer had
gone,' if that fdlow were in Paris, do you not think that
he would be a millionaire before very long ?

After dinner, the doctor and hisvistor went back to
the salon, and all the res of the evening until bedtime
they talked about war and palitics; Genedas evincing a
mog violent didike of the English in the course of
conver sation.

"May | know whom | have the honour of entertaining
asaguest ? aked the doctor.

"My name is Pierre Bluteau,’ answered Genedas ' |
am a captain dationed at Grenoble?

" Very well, 9r. Doyou care to adopt M. Gravier's
plan? In the morning after breskfas he liked to go on
my roundswith me. | am not at all surethat you wi |1 find
anything to interest you in the things that occupy me—
they are s very commonplace.  For, after all, you own
no land about here, nor are you the mayor of the place,
and you will s nothing in the canton that you cannot
e dsawhere, one thatched cottage is just like ancother.
Still you will bein the open air, and you will have some
thing; to take you out of doors'

"No proposal ocould give me more pleasure | did
not venture to make it mysdf, les | should thrust mysdf
upon you'"'
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Commandant Genestas (who shall keep his own name
in gpite of the fictitious appellation which he had thought
fit to give himself) followed his host to a room on the
first floor above the salon.

'That isright, said Benasss, ' Jacquotte has lighted a
fire for you. If you want anything, there is a bell-pull,
close to the head of the bed.

"1 am not likely to want anything, however small, it
samstome,' exclaimed Genestas. ' There iseven a boot-
jack. Only an old trooper knows what a boot-jack is
worth !  There are times, when one isout on a campaign,
sir, when oneisready to burn down a house to come by a
knave of a boot-jack. After a few marches, one on the
top of another, or above all, after an engagement, there
are times when a swollen foot and the soaked leather will
not part company, pull as you will; | have had to lie
down in my boots more than once. One can put up
with the annoyance so long as one is by onesdf.

The commandant's wink gave a kind of profound
dyness to his lagt utterance; then he began to make a
survey. Not without surprise, he saw that the room was
neatly kept, comfortable, and almost luxurious.

"What splendour !' was his comment. °Your own
room must be something wonderful.'

' Come and see' said the doctor; ' | am your neighbour,
there is nothing but the staircase between us!'

Genestas was again surprised when he entered the
doctor's room, a bare-looking apartment with no adorn-
ment on the walls save an old-fashioned wall paper of a
yellowish tint with a pattern of brown roses over itj the
colour had gone in patches here and there. There was a
roughly painted iron bedstead, two grey cotton curtainswere
suspended from a wooden bracket above it, and a thread-
bare strip of carpet lay at the foot; it was like a bed in
a hospital. By the bed-head stood a rickety cupboard on
four feet with.a door that continually rattled with a sound
like castanets. Three chairs and a couple of straw-
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bottomed arm-chairs stood about the room, and on a low
chest of drawers in walnut wood stood a basin, and a ewer
of obsolete pattern with a lid, which was kept in place
by aleaden rim round the top of the vessd. This com-
pleted the list of the furniture.

The grate was empty. All the apparatus required for
shaving lay about in front of an old mirror suspended
above the painted stone chimney-piece by a bit of string.
The floor was clean and carefully swept, but it was worn
and splintered in various places, and there were hollows
in it here and there. Grey cotton curtains bordered with
a green fringeadorned the two windows. T he scrupulous
cleanliness maintained by Jacquotte gave a certain air of
distinction to thispicture of simplicity, but everythinginiit,
down to theround table littered with stray papers, and the
very pens on the writing desk, gave the idea of an almost
monastic life—a life so wholly filled with thought and
feeling of a wider kind that outward surroundings had
come to be mattersof no moment. An open door allowed
the commandant to sse a smaller room, which doubtless
the doctor sddom occupied. It was scarcey kept in
the same condition as the adjoining apartment; a few
dusty books lay strewn about over the no less dusty shelves,
and from the rows of labelled bottles it was easy to guess
that the place was devoted rather to the dispensing of
drugs than to scientific studies.

"Why this difference between your room and mine,
you will ask ? said Benasis. 'Listen a moment. |
have always blushed for those who put their guests in the
attics, who furnish them with mirrors that distort every-
thing to such a degree that any one beholding himself
might think that he was smaller or larger than nature
made him, or suffering from an apoplectic stroke or some
other bad complaint. Ought we not to do our utmost
to make a room as pleasant as possble during the time
that our friend can be with us ? Hospitality, to my
thinking,isavirtue, apleasure, and aluxury ; butinwhat’
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eve light it is conddered, nay, even if you regard it asa
speculation, ought not our guest or our friend to be made
much of? Ought not every refinement of luxury to be
rezrved for him ?

' So the begt furniture is put into your room, where a
thick carpet is laid down; there are hangings on the
walls and a clock and wax candles; and for you Jacquotte
will do her begt, she has no doubt brought a night-light,
and a pair of new dippers and some milk, and her warm-
ing-pan too for your benefit. | hope that you will find
that luxurious arm-chair the mos comfortable st you
have ever st in, it was a discovery of the late cure's |
do not know where he found it, but it is a fact that if you
wish to megt with the perfection of comfort, beauty, or
convenience, you mugt ak counsd of the Church.  Well,
| hope that you will find everything in your room to your
liking. You will find some good razors and excdlent
ap, and all the trifling details that make onés own home
20 pleasant. And if my views on the subject of hospitality
should not at once explain the difference between your
room and mine; to-morrow, M. Bluteau, you will arrive
at a wonderfully dear comprenendon of the barenes of
my room and the untidy condition of my study, when
you se al the continual comings and goings here.
Mineis not an indoor life, to begin with. | am amogt
always out of the house and if | day at home, pessants
come in at every moment to peek to me. My body and
soul and house are all theirs. Why should | worry about
soda conventions in thexe matters, or trouble mysdf
ove the damage unintentionally done to floors and
furniture by these worthy folk I Such things cannct
be heped. Luxury propely bdongs to the boudair
and the guest-chamber, to great housss and chateaux.
In short, as | scarcdy do more than dep here, what
do | want with the superfluities of wealth ?  You do
not know, moreover, how little | care for anything in
thisworld.'
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They wished each other a friendly good-night with a
warm shake of the hand, and went to bed. But before
the commandant dept, he came to morethan one condu-
son asto the man who hour by hour grew greater in his

gy/es
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A DOCTOR'S ROUND

T H E first thing next morning Genestaswent tothestable,
drawn thither by the affection that every man feds for
the horse that he rides. Nicolle's method of rubbing
down the animal was quite satisfactory.

' Up aready, Commandant Bluteau ?' cried Benasss,
as he came upon hisguest. ' You hear the drum beat in
the morning wherever you go, even in the country ! You
are aregular soldier !

" Areyou all right ?' replied Genestas, holding out his
hand with a friendly gesture.

"1 am never really all right,’ answered Benasss, half
merrily, half sadly.

' Did you deep well, sr ?' inquired Jacquotte.

' Faith, yes, my beauty ; the bed asyou made it was fit
for a queen.'

Jacquotte's face beamed as she followed her master
and his guest, and when she had seen them seat them-
sves at table, she remarked to Nicolle—

' He is not a bad sort, after all, that officer gentle-
man.'

'l am sure he is not, he has given me two francs
already.'

" We will begin to-day by calling at two places where
there have been deaths' Benasss said to his visitor as
they left the dining-room. °Although doctors sddom

78
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deign to confront their supposed victims, | will take you
round to the two houses, where you will be able to make
some interesting observations of human nature; and the
scenes to which you will be a witness will show you that
in the expresson of their feeings our folk among the hills
differ greatly from the dwellers in the lowlands. Up
among the mountain peaks in our canton they cling to
customs that bear the impress of an older time, and
that vaguely recall scenes in the Bible. Nature has
traced out a line over our mountain ranges; the whole
appearance of the country is different on either dde of it.
You find strength of character up above, flexibility and
quickness of perception below ; they have larger ways of
regarding things among the hills, while the bent of the
.owlands. is always towards the material interests of
existence. | have never seen a difference so strongly
marked, unless it has been in the Val d'Ajou, where the
northern sdeis peopled by atribe of idiots, and the southern
by an intelligent race. There is nothing but a stream in
the valley bottom to separate these two populations, which
are utterly dissmilar in every respect, as different in
face and stature as in manners, customs, and occupation.
A fact of this kind should compel those who govern a
country to make very extensive studiesof local differences
before passing laws that are to affect the great mass of
the people. But the horses are ready, let us start!’

In a short time the two horsemen reached a house in

part of the township that was overlooked by the moun-
tains of the Grande Chartreuse. Before the door of the
dwelling, which was fairly clean and tidy, they saw a
coffin, st upon two chairs, and covered with a black
pall. Four tall candles sood about it, and on a stool
near by there was a shallow brass dish full of holy water,
in which a branch of green boxwood was steeping. Every
passer-by went into the yard, knelt by the dde of the
dead, said a Paternoster’, and sprinkled a few drops of holy
water on the bier. Above the black cloth that covered
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the coffin rose the green grays of a jessamine that grew
besde the doorway, and a twisted vine-shoat, already HI
leaf, overran the lintel. Even the saddet ceremonies
demand that things shall appear to the best advantage,
and in obedience to this vaguely-felt requirement a
young girl had bemn swesping the front of the house
The dead man's ddet son, a young pessant about
twenty-two years of age, $ood moationless, leaning againg
the door-pos. The tears in his e/es came and went
without falling, or perhaps he furtively brushed them
away. Benasis and Genedas saw all the deails of this
ome as they ¢ood beyond the low wall; they fagened
ther horsss to one of the row of poplar tress that grew
along it, and entered the yard just as the widow came
out of the byre. A woman carrying a jug of milk was
with her, and spoke

.'dTry to bear up bravdy, my poxr Pdletier,’ de
said.

¢ Ah | my dear, after twenty-five years of life together,
it isvery hard to loee your man,’ and her eyes brimmed
over with tears 'Will you pay the two sous?' she
added, after a moment, as she hed out her hand to her
ne’ghbour.

There, now ! | had forgotten about it," said the other
woman, giving her the coin. °Come, neighbour, don't
takeon 0. Ah! thereis M. Beasss !

"Well, poor mather, how areyou goingon ? A little
better 7 asked the doctor.

' Dame!' <he said, as the tears fell fag, ' we mus go
on, all the same, that is certain. | tell mysdf that my
man isout of pain now. He auffered 0 terribly ! But
come indde, dr. Jacgues & some chairs tor thee
gentlemen. Come, tir yoursdf a bit. Lord bles you !
if you were to gop there for a century, it would not
bring your poor father back again. And now, you will
have to do the work of two.'

" No, no, good woman, leave you/ son aone, we will



A Doctor's Round 81

not sit down. Y ou have a boy there who will take care
of you, and who is quite fit to take his father's place.’

'"Go and change your clothes, Jacques' cried the
widow; 'you will be wanted directly.'

"Well, good-bye, mother,' said Benasss.

"Your servant, gentlemen.'

'Here, you see, death'is looked upon as an event for
which every one is prepared,’ said the doctor; ' it brings
no interruption to the course of family life, and they will
not even wear mourning of any kind. No one cares to
be at the expense of it; they are all either too poor or
too parsmonious in the villages hereabouts, so that
mourning is unknown in country districts. Yet the
custom of wearing mourning is something better than a
law or a usage, it is an institution somewhat akin to all
moral obligations. But in spite of our endeavours, neither
M. Janvier nor | have succeeded in making our peasants
understand the great importance of public demonstrations
of feeling for the maintenance of social order. These
good folk who have only just begun to think and act for
themselves, are dow as yet to gragp the changed condi-
tions which should attach them to these theories. They
have only reached those ideas which conduce to economy
and to physical welfare; in the future, if some one dse
carries on this work of mine, they will come to under-
stand the principles that serve to uphold and preserve
public order and justice. As a matter of fact, it is not
sufficient to be an honest man, you must appear to be
honest in the eyes of others. Society does not live by
moral ideas alone ; its existence depends upon actions in
harmony with those ideas.

" In most country communes, out of a hundred families
deprived by death of their head, there are only a few in-
dividuals capable of feeling more ktenly than the others,
who will remember the death for very long; in a year's
time the rest will have forgotten all about it Isnot this
forgetfulness a sore evil ? A religion is the very heart of

F
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a nation; it expresses their fedings and their thoughts,
land exalts them by giving them an object; but unless
outward and visible honour is paid to a God, religion
cannot exist; and, as a consequence, human ordinances
lose all their force. If the conscience belongs to God
and to Him only, the body is amenable to social law. Is
it not, therefore, a first step towards atheism to efface
every sign of pious sorrow in this way, to neglect toim-
press on children who are not yet old enough to reflect,
and on all other people who stand in need of example,
the necessity of obedience to human law, by openly mani-
fested resignation to the will of Providence, who chastens
and consoles, who bestows and takes away worldly wealth ?
| confess that, after passng through a period of sneering
incredulity, | have come during my life here to recognise
the value of the rites of religion and of religious observ-
ances in the family, and to discern the importance of
household customs and domestic festivals. The family
will always be the bads of human society. Law and
authority are first felt there; there, at any rate, the habit
of obedience should be learned. Viewed in the light of
all their consequences, the spirit of the family and paternal
authority are two elements but little developed as yet in
our new legislative system.  Yet in the family, the com-
mune, the department, lies the whole of our country.
The laws ought therefore to be bassd on these three
great divisons.

"In my opinion, marriages, the birth of infants, and
the deaths of heads of households, cannot be sur-
rounded with too much circumstance. The secret of
the strength of Catholicism, and of the deep root that it
has taken in the ordinary life of man, lies precisdy in this
—that it steps in to invest every important event in his
existence with a pomp that is so naively touching, and
so grand, whenever the priest rises to the height of his
misson and brings his office into harmony with the
sublimity of Christian doctrine.
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“Once | looked upon the Catholic religion asa cleverly
exploited mass of prejudices and superstitions, which an
intelligent civilisation ought to deal with according to its
deserts.  Here | have discovered its political necessity
and its usgfulness as a moral agent; here, moreover, |
have come to understand its power, through a knowledge
of the actual thing which the word expresses  Religion
means a bond or tie, and certainly a cult—or, in other
words, the outward and visible form of religion is the
only force that can bind the various elements of society
together and mould them into a permanent form. Lastly,
it was also here that | have felt the soothing influence that
religion sheds over the wounds of humanity, and (without
going further into the subject) | have seen how admirably
it is suited to the fervid temperaments of southern races.

'L et ustake the road up the hillside, said the doctor,
interrupting himself; ‘we must reach the plateau up there.
Thence we shall look down upon both valleys, and you
will see a magnificent view. The plateau lies three
thousand feet above the level of the Mediterranean ; we
shall s over Savoy and Dauphine, and the mountain
ranges of the Lyonnais and Rhone. We shall be in
another commune, a hill commune, and on a farm be
longingto M. Gravier you will see the kind of scene of
which | have spoken. There the great events of life are
invested with a solemnity which comes up to my idess,
Mourning for the dead is rigorously prescribed. Poor
people will beg in order to purchase black clothing, and
no one refusss to give in such a cax  There are few
days in which the widow does not mention her loss; she
always spesks of it with tears, and her grief is as deep
after ten days of sorrow as on the morning after her
bereavement. Manners are patriarchal: the father's
authority isunlimited, hisword is law. He takeshismeals
sitting by himself at the head of the table; hiswife and
children wait upon him, and those about him never address
him without using certain respectful forms of speech,
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Vhile every one remains standing and uncovered in his
presence.  Men brought up in this atmosphere are con-
siious of their dignity; to my way of thinking, it is a
noble education to be brought up among these customs.
And, for the mogt part, they areupright, thrifty, and hard-
working people in this commune. The father of every
family, when heisold and pas work, divides his property
equally among his children, and they support him 5 that
is the usual way here.  An old man of ninety, in the last
century, who had divided everything he had among his
four children, went to live with each one in turn for
three monthsin the year. As he left the oldest to go to
the home of a younger brother, one of his friends asked
him, "Well, are you satified with the arrangement?"
" Faith! yes" the old man answered ; " they have treated
me as if | had been their own child." That answer of
his ssemed so remarkable to an officer then stationed at
Grenoble, that he repeated it in more than one Parisian
salon. That officer was the celebrated moralist Vau-
venargues, and in this way the beautiful saying came to
the knowledge of another writer named Chamfort. Ah!
still more forcible phrases are often struck out among us,
but they lack a historian worthy of them."

'l have come across Moravians and Lollards in
Bohemia and Hungary,” said Genestas. 'They are a
kind of people something like your mountaineers, good
folk who endure the sufferings of war with angelic
patience.’

" Men living under simple and natural conditions are
bound to be almost alike in all countries. Sincerity of
life takes but one form. It istruethat a country life
often extinguishes thought of a wider kind; but evil
propensities are weakened and good qualities are developed
by it. In fact, the fewer the numbers of the human
beings collected together in a place, the les crime, evil
thinKng, and general bad behaviour will befoundinit. A
pureatmosphere counts for a good deal in purity of morals.
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The two horsemen, who had been climbing the stony
road at a foot pace, now reached the level space of which
Benassis had spoken. It is a strip of land lying round
about the base of a lofty mountain peak, a bare surface
of rock with no growth of any kind upon it; deep clefts
areriven in its sheer inaccessble sdes The grey cres
of the summit towers above the ledge of fertile soil which
lies around it, a domain sometimes narrower, sometimes
wider, and altogether about a hundred acres in extent.
Here, through a vast break in the line of the hillsto the
south, the eye sses French Maurienne, Dauphine, the
crags of Savoy, and the far-off mountains of the Lyonnais.
Genestas was gazing from this point, over a land that lay
far and wide in the spring sunlight, when there arose the
sound of a wailing cry.

' Let us goon, said Benassis, 'the wail for the dead
has begun, that is the name they give to this part of the
funeral rites.'

On the western dope of the mountain peak, the
commandant saw the buildings belonging to a farm of
some sizee The whole place formed a perfect square.
The gateway conssted of a granite arch, impressive in
its solidity, which added to the old-world appearance of
the buildings with the ancient treesthat stood about them,
and the growth of plant life on the roofs. The house
itself lay at the farther end of the yard. Barns, sheep-
folds, stables, cowsheds, and other buildings lay on either
side, and in the midst was the great pool where the
manure had been laid torot. On athriving farm, such a
yard as thisis usually full of lifeand movement, but to-day
it was silent and deserted. T he poultry were shut up, the
cattle were all in the byres, there was scarcely a sound of
animal life. Both stables and cowsheds had been carefully
locked, and a clean path to the house had been swept
acoss theyard. The perfect neatness which reigned in
a place where everything as a rule was in disorder, the
absence of stirring life, the gillness in so noisy a spot, the
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calin"serenity of the hills, the degp shadow cast by the
towering peak—everything combined to make a strong
impresson on the mind.

Genestas was accusomed to painful scenes yet he
could not help shuddering as he saw a dozen men and
women standing weeping outside the door of the great
hall. ' The master is dead!' they wailed ; the unison of
voices gave zppzUing effect to the words which they
repeated twice during thetime required to cross the space
between the gateway and the farmhouse door. To this
wailing lament succeeded moans from within the house
the sound of a woman's voice came through the case
ments.

"1 dare not intrude upon such grief as this,' sad
Genestas to Benassis

'l always go to visit a bereaved family,’ the doctor
answered,’ either to certify the death, or to see that no
mischance causad by grief has befallen the living. You
need not hesitate to come with me. The scene is
impressive, and there will be such a great many people
that no one will notice your presence’

As Genestas followed the doctor, he found, in fact, that
the first room was full of relations of the dead. They
pasad through the crowd and stationed themselves at the
door of a bedroom that opened out of the great hall which
served the whole family for a kitchen and a sitting-room;
the whole colony, it should rather be called, for the great
length of the table showed that some forty people lived
in the house. Benassss arrival interrupted the discourse
of a tall, smply-dressed woman, with thin locks of hair,
who held the dead man's hand in hersin a way that spoke
eloquently.

The dead master of the house had been arrayed in his best
clothes, and now lay stretched out cold and stiff upon the
bed. They had drawn the curtainsadde; thethought of
heaven seemed -to brood over the quiet face and the white
hair—it was like the closing sceneof adrama.  On either



A Dodor's Round 87

sde of the bed stood the children and the nearest relations
of the husband and wife. These lag stood in a line on
either sde the wife's kin upon the left, and those of her
husband on the right. Both men and women were
kneeling in prayer, and almost all of them were in tears.
Tall candles stood about the bed. T hecureof the parish
and his assistants had taken their places in the middle of
the room, besde the bier. There wassomething tragical
about the scene, with the head of the family lying before
the coifin, which was waiting to be closed down upon him
for ever.

" Ah !'" cried the widow, turning as she saw Benasss,
" if the skill of the best of men could not save you, my dear
lord, it was because it was ordained in heaven that you
should precede me to thetomb !  Yes, thishand of yours,
that used to press mine sokindly,iscold ! | havelog my
dear helpmate for ever, and our household has logt its
beloved head, for truly you were the guide of us all!
Alas ! thereis not one of those who is weeping with me
who has not known all the worth of your nature, and felt
the light of your soul, but | alone knew all the patience
and the kindness of your heart. Oh ! my husband, my
husband ! must | bid you farewell for ever ? Farewell to
you, our stay and support! Farewell to you, my dear
master !  And we, your children, for to each of us you
gave the same fatherly love, all we, your children, have
lost our rather !'

The widow flung herself upon the dead body and
cdagped it in a tight embrace, as if her kises and the tears
with which she covered it could give it warmth again
during the pause, came the wail of the servants—

' The master isdead !’

' Yes,' the widow went on, ' heisdead ! Our beloved
who gave us our bread, who sowed and reaped for us who
watched over our happiness, who guided us through life,
who ruled so kindly among us. Now | may speak in his
praise, and say that he never caused me the dightest
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sorrow; he was good and strong and patient. Even while
we were torturing him for the sake of his health, so
precious to us, " Let it be, children, it is all no use" the
dear lamb said, just in the same tone of voice with which
he had said, " Everything is all right, friends," only a few
days before. Ah! grand Dieu! a few days ago! A
few days have been enough to take away the gladness
from our house and to darken our lives, to cose the eyes
of the best, most upright, most revered of men. No one
could plough as he could. Night or day he would go
about over the mountains, he feared nothing, and when he
came back he had always a smile for hiswifeand children.
Ah'! he was our best beloved ! It was dull here by the
firesde when he was away, and our food logt all its relish.
Oh ! how will it be now, when our guardian angel will
be laid away under the earth, and we shall never s him
any more? Never any more, dear kinsfolk and friends;
never any more, my children! Yes, my children
have lost their kind father, our relations and friends
have logt their good kinsman and their trusty friend,
the household has logt its master, and | have lost every-
thing!"

She took the hand of the dead again, and knelt, so
that she might press her face close to his as she kissd it.
The servants cry, ' The master is dead!'" was again
repeated three times.

Just then the eddest son came to his mother to say,
'The people from Saint Laurent have just come,
mother we want some wine for them.'

' Take the keys' she said in a low tone, and in a
different voice from that in which she had just expressed
her grief; ' you are the master of the house, my son ; see
that they receive the welcome that your father would
have given them do not let them find any change.'

'Let me have one more long look,’ she went on.
' But, alasl my good husband, you do not feel my presence
now, | cannot bring back warmth toyou! | only wish
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that 1 could comfort you still, could let you know that
so long as | live you will dwell in the heart that you
made glad, could tell you that | shall be happy in the
memory of my happiness—that the dear thought of you
will live on in this room. Yes, so long as God sares
me, this room shall be filled with memories of you.
Hear my vow, dear husband ! Your couch shall always
remain as it is now. | will degp in it no more, since
you are dead; henceforward, while | live, it shall be cold
and empty. With you, | have logt all that makes a
woman ; her master, husband, father, friend, companion,
and helpmate; | have logt all!’

' The master is dead T the servants wailed. Others
raised the cry, and the lament became general. The
widow took a pair of suisors that hung at her waist, cut
off her hair, and laid the locks in her hushand's hand.
Deep silence fell on them all.

' That act means that she will not marry again,' said
Benassis, ' this determination was expected by many of
the relatives.'

'Take it, dear lord !" she said ; her emotion brought
a tremor to her voice that went to the hearts of all who
heard her. 'l have sworn to be faithful; | give this
pledge to you to keep in the grave. We shall thus be
united for ever, and through love of your children | will
live on among the family in whom you used to fed
yourself young again. Oh ! that you could hear me,
my husband ! the pride and joy of my heart! Oh that
jrou could know that all my power to live, nhow you
are dead, will yet come from you; for | shall live to
carry out your sacred wishes and to honour your
memory.'

Benassis presssd Genestass hand as an invitation to
follow him, and they went out. By this time the
first room was full of people who had come from another
mountain commune; all of them waited in meditative
silence, as if the sorrow and grief that brooded over the
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house had aready taken posssson of them. As
Benasss and the commandant crossed the threshold,
they overheard a few words that passd between one of
the new-comers and the ddest son of the late owner.

" Then when did he die ?'

'"Oh!"' exclaimed the ddest son, a man of five-and-
twenty years of age,°| did not ss¢ him die. He asked
for me, and | was not there!' His voice was broken
with sobs but he went on: 'He said to me the night
before, " Y ou must go over to the town, my boy, and pay
our taxes, my funeral will put that out of your minds,
and we shall be behindhand, a thing that has never
happened before.” It seemed the best thing to do, so 1
went; and while | was gone, he died, and | never
receved his las embrace. | have always been at his
sde, but he did not sse me near him at the lag in my
place where | had always been.'

' Themaster isdead !’

'Alas! heis dead, and | was not there to receive his
last words and his latest sigh. And what did the taxes
matter ? Would it not have been better to lose all our
money than to leave home just then ? Could all that
we have make up to me for the loss of his last farewell.
No. Man Dieu! If your father fellsill, Jean, do not
go away and leave him, or you will lay up a lifelong
regret for yoursdf.

' My friend,' said Genestas, ' | have seen thousands of
men die on the battlefield; death did not wait tolet their
children bid them farewell; take comfort, you are not
the only one'

'But a father who was such a good man !" he replied,
bursting into fresh tears.

Benasis took Genestas in the direction of the form
buildings.

' The funeral oration will only cease when the body
has been laid in its coffin,’ said the doctor, “and the
weeping woman's language will grow more vivid and
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impassoned all the while. But a woman only acquires
the right to gpesk in such a strain before so imposing
an audience by a blameess life. If the widow could
reproach herself with the smallest of shortcomings, she
would not dare to utter a word; for if she did, she would
pronounce her own condemnation, she would be at the
same time her own accuser and judge. Is there not
something sublime in this custom which thus judges the
living and the dead ? They only begin to wear mourn-
ing after a week has éapsed, when it is publicly worn
at a meeting of all the family. Their near relations
spend the week with the widow and children, to help
them to st their affairs in order and to console them.
A family gathering at such a time produces a great effect
on the minds of the mourners; the consideration for
others which poseses men when they are brought into
cdose contact acts as a restraint on violent grief. On
the last day, when the mourning garb has been assumed,
a solemn banquet is given, and their relations take leave
of them. All this is taken very seriousy. Any one
who was dack in fulfilling his duties after the death of
the head of a family would have no one at his own
funeral.'

The doctor had reached the cowhouse as he spoke; he
opened the door and made the commandant enter, that
he might show it to him.

All our cowhouses have been rebuilt after this
pattern, captain. Look! Isit not magnificent ?"

Genestas could not help admiring the huge place.
The cows and oxen stood in two rows, with their tails
towards the sde walls, and their heads in the middle
of the shed. Access to the dalls was afforded by a
fairly wide gpace between them and the wall; you could
se their horned heads and shining eyes through the
lattice work, so that it was easy for the master to
run his eyes over the cattle. The fodder was placed on
some staging erected above the dtalls, so that it fell into
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the racks below without waste of labour or material.
There was a wide-paved space down the centre, which
was kept clean, and ventilated by a thorough draught
of air.

' In the winter time," Benasss said, as he walked with
Genestas down the middle of the cowhouse, ' both men
and women do their work here together in the evenings.
The tables are st out here, and in this way the people
keep themselves warm without going to any expense.
The sheep are housed in the same way. You would
not believe how quickly the beads fall into orderly ways.
| have often wondered to sse them come in; each knows
her proper place, and allows those who take precedence
to passin before her. Look ! thereisjust room enough
in each stall to do the milking and to rub the cattle
down ; and the floor dopes a little to facilitate drainage.'

' One can judge of everything dse from the sight of
this cowhouse,' said Genestas;, 'without flattery, these
are great results indeed !

' We have had some trouble to bring them about,
Benasss answered; ' but then, se what fine -cattle
they are!”’

' They are splendid besgs certainly; you had good
reason to praise them to me,' answered Genestas.

" Now,' sad the doctor, when he had mounted his
horse and passd under the gateway, ' we are going over
some of the newly cleared waste, and through the corn
land. | have christened this little corner of our com-
mune " L a Beauce."'

For about an hour they rode at a foot pace across
fields in a state of high cultivation, on which the soldier
complimented the doctor; then they came down the
mountain dde into the township again, talking whenever
the pace of their horses allowed them to do 0. At last
they reached a narrow glen, down which they rode into
the main valtey.

'l promised yesterday,’ Benasss said to Genestas,
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' to show you one of the two soldiers who left the army
and came back to us after the fall of Napoleon. We
shall find him somewhere hereabouts, if | am not mis
taken. The mountain dreams flow into a sort of
natural reservoir or tarn up herej the earth they bring
down has silted it up, and he is engaged in clearing it
out. But if you are to take any interest in the man, |
must tell you his history. His name is Gondrin. He
was only eighteen years old when he was drawn in the
great conscription of 1792, and drafted into a corps of
gunners. He served as a private soldier in Napoleon's
campaigns in Italy, followed him to Egypt, and came
back.from the East after the Peace of Amiens. In the
time of the Empire he was incorporated in the Pontoon
Troop of the Guard, and was constantly on active
srvice in Germany, lastly the poor fellow made the
Russian campaign.'

' We are brothers-in-arms then, to some extent,' said
Genestas; ' | have made the same campaigns. Only an
iron frame could stand the tricks played by so many
different climates. My word for it, those who are still
standing on their stumps after marching over ltaly,
Egypt, Germany, Portugal, and Russia must have applied
to Providence and taken out a patent for living.'

‘Just 0, you will s a solid fragment of a man,’
answered Benasss. ' You know all about the Retreat
from Moscow; it is usdes to tell you about it.
This man | have told you of is one of the pontooners of
the Beresina; he helped to construct the bridge by which
the army made the passage, and stood waist-deep in
water to drive in thefirst piles. General Eble, who was
in command of the pontooners, could only find forty-two
men who were plucky enough, in Gondrin's phrase, to
tackle that business. The general himself came down to
the stream to hearten and cheer the men, promising each
of them a penson  a thousand francs and the Cross of
the Legion of Honour. Thefirst who went down into
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the Ueresina had his leg taken off by a block of ice, and
the man himself was washed away; but you will better
understand the difficulty of the task when you hear the
end of the story. Of the forty-two volunteers, Gondrin
is the only one alive to-day. Thirty-nine of them lost
their lives in the Beresina, and the two others died
miserably in a Polish hospital.

' The poor fellow himself only returned from Wilnain
1814, to find the Bourbons restored to power. General
Eble (of whom Gondrin cannot speak without tears in
his eyes) was dead. The pontooner was deaf, and his
health was shattered; and as he could neither read nor
write, he found no one left to help him or to plead his
cause. He begged hisway to Paris, and while there made
application at the War Office, not for the thousand francs
of extra pension which had been promised to him, nor yet
for the Cross of the Legion of Honour, but only for the
bare penson due to him after twenty-two years of service,
and | do not know how many campaigns. He did not
obtain his pension or his travelling expenses;, he did not
even receive his arrears of pay. He spent a year in mak-
ing fruitless solicitations, holding out his hands in vain to
those whom he had saved ; and at the end of it he came
back here, sorely disheartened but resigned to his fate.
This hero unknown to fame does draining work on the
land, for which he is paid ten sous the fathom. He is
accustomed to working in a marshy soil, and s, as he
says, he getsjobswhich noone dse cares to take. He can
make about three francs a day by clearing out ponds, or
draining meadows that lie under water. His deafness
makes him seem surly, and he is not naturally inclined to
say very much, but there isa good deal in him.

“We are very good friends. He dineswith me on the
day of Austerlitz, on the Emperor's birthday, and on the
anniversary of the disaster at Waterloo, and during the
dessert he always receives a napoleon to pay for his wine
every quarter." Every one in the commune shares in my
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feeling of respect for him if he would allow them to
support him, nothing would please them better. At
every house to which he goes the people follow my
example, and show their esteem by asking him to dine
with them. It is a feeling of pride that leads him to
work, and it isonly as a portrait of the Emperor that he
can be induced to take my twenty-franc piece. He has
been deeply wounded by the injustice that has been done
him\ but | think regret for the Crossis greater than the
desre for his pension.

®He has one great consolation. After the bridges had
been constructed across the Beresina, General Eble pre-
sented such of the pontooners as were not disabled to
the Emperor, and Napoleon embraced poor Gondrin—
perhaps but for that accolade he would have died ere now.
This memory and the hope that some day Napoleon will
return are all that Gondrin lives by. Nothing will ever
persuade him that Napoleon is dead, and so convinced is
he that the Emperor's captivity is wholly and solely due
to the English, that | believe he would be ready on the
dightest pretext to take the life of the best-natured
alderman that ever travelled for pleasure in foreign parts.

"Let us go on as fag as possble!" cried Genestas.
He had listened to the doctor's story with rapt attention,
and now seemed to recover consciousness of his surround-
ings. ' Let ushurry! | long to seethat man!

Both of them put their horses to a gallop.

' The other soldier that | spoke of, Benasss went on,
"is another of those men of iron who have knocked about
everywhere with our armies. His life, like that of all
French soldiers, has been made up of bullets, sabre strokes,
and victories ; he has had a very rough time of it, and has
only worn the woollen epaulettes. He has a fanatical
affection for Napoleon, who conferred the Cross upon
him on thefield of Valontina. Heisofajovial turn of
mind, and like a genuine Dauphinois, has always looked
after his own interests, has his pension, and the honours of
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the Legion. Gogueiat is his name. He was an infantry
man, who exchanged into the Guard in 1812. He is
Gondrin's better half, so to speak, for the two have taken
up house together. They both lodge with a pedlar's
widow, and make over their money to her. Sheisakind
soul, who boards them and looks after them and their
clothes as if they were her children.

" In his quality of local postman, Gogueiat carries all
the news of the countryside, and a good deal of practice
acquired in this way has made him an orator in great
request at up-sittings, and the champion teller of sories
in the district. Gondrin looks upon him as a very
knowing fellow, and something of a witj and whenever
Gogueiat talks about Napoleon, his comrade seems to
understand what he is saying from the movement of his
lips. There will be an up-sitting (as they call it) in one
of my barns to-night. If these two come over to it, and
we can manage to se without being seen, | shall treat
you to a view of the spectacle. But here we are, dose
to the ditch, and | do not see my friend the pontooner.*

The doctor and the commandant looked everywhere
about them; Gondrin's soldier's coat lay there bedde a
heap of black mud, and his wheelbarrow, spade, and pick-
axe were visible, but there was no sign of the man him-
self along the various peribly watercourses, for the way-
ward mountain streams had hollowed out channels that
were almost overgrown with low bushes

' He cannot be so very far away. Gondrin! Where
areyou ?' shouted Benasss.

Genestas first saw the curling smoke from a tobacco
pipe rise among the brushwood on a bank of rubbish not far
away. He pointed it out to the doctor, who shouted again.
The old pontooner raised his head at this, recognised
the mayor, and came towards them down a little pathway.

'Well, old friend/ said Benasss, making a sort of
speaking-trumpet with his hand, ' Hereisa comrade of
yours, who was out in Egypt, come to se you.'
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Gondrin raised his face at once and gave Genestas a
swift, keen, and searching look, one of those glances by
which old soldiers are wont at once to take the measure
of any impending danger. He saw the red ribbon that
the commandant wore, and made a silent and respectful
military salute.

'If the Little Corporal were alive,' the officer cried,
' you would have the Cross of the Legion of Honour and
a handsome penson beddes, for every man who wore
epaulettes on the other side of the river owed his life to
you on the 1¢ of October 1812. But | am not the
Minister of War, my friend,' the commandant added as
he dismounted, and with a sudden rush of feeling he
grasped the labourer's hand.

The old pontooner drew himself up at the words, he
knocked the ashes from his pipe, and put it in his pocket.

" | only did my duty, sir,’ he said, with his head bent
down; 'but others have not done their duty by me.
They asked for my paperst Why, the Twenty-ninth
Bulletin, | told them, must do ingead of my papers!'

'But you must make another application, comrade.
You are bound to havejustice done you in these days, if
influence is brought to bear in the right quarter.'

"Justice!" cried the veera*n. The doctor and the
commandant shuddered at the tone in which he spoke.

In the brief pause that followed, both the horsemen
looked at the man before them, who seemed like a frag-
ment of the wreck of great armies which Napoleon had
filled with men of bronze sought out from among three
generations. Gondrin was certainly a splendid specimen
of that seemingly indestructible mass of men which might
be cut to pieces but never gave way. The old man was
scarcey five feet high, wide across the shoulders, and
broad-chested ; his face was sun-burned, furrowed with
deep wrinkles, but the outlines were still firm in spite of
the hollows in it, and one could see even now that it was
the face of a soldier. It was a rough-hewn countenance,

G
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His forehead ssamed like a block of granite ; but there
was a weary expresson about his race, and the grey
hairs hung scantily about his head, as if life were waning
theredready. Everything about him indicated unusual
strength; his arms were covered thickly with hair, and so
was the chest, which was visble through the opening of
his coarse shirt.  In site of his almost crooked legs he
Reld himsdf firm and erect, as if nothing could shake
im

" Judice’ he said once more; 'there never will be
judtice for the like of us  We cannot send bailiffs to the
Government to demand our duesfor us; and asthewallet
mug be filled somehow, he said, striking his somach,
" we cannot afford to wait. Moreover, these gentry who
lead snug lives in government offices may talk and talk,
but ther words are not good to eat, 0 | have come back
again here to draw my pay out of the commonalty," he
said, striking the mud with his gpade

' Things mug not be left in that way, od comradée
sid Genetas ' | owe my life to you, and it would be
ungrateful of meif | did not lend you a hand. | have
not forgotten the passge over the bridges in the Beresing,
and it is fresh in the memories of some brave fdlows of
my acquaintance; they will badk me up, and the nation
shall give you the recognition you deserve'

" You will be called a Bonapartis! Pleae do not
meddle in the matter, sr. | have gone to the rear now,
and | have dropped into my hole here like a spent bullet.
But after riding on camds through the desert, and drink-
ing my dass by thefiresdein Moscow, | never thought
that | should come back to die here benesth the trees
that my father planted,’ and he began to work again.

"Poor old man !" sid Genegtas as they turned to go.
" | should do the same if | were in his place ; we have
logt our father. Everything ssams dark to me now that
| have ssen \hat man's hopdessness' he went on, address
ing Benasss ' he dos not know how much | am
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interested in him, and he will think that | am one or
those gilded rascals who cannot fed for a soldier's
sufferings.’

He turned quickly and went back, grasped the
veteran's hand, and spoke loudly in his ear—

"| swear by the Cross | wear—the Cross of Honour
it usd to be—that | will do all that man can do to
obtain your pension for you; even if | have to swallow
a dozen refusals from the minister, and to petition the
king and the dauphin and the whole shop !

Old Gondrin quivered as he heard the words. He
looked hard at Genestas and said, © Haven't you served
in the ranks? The commandant nodded. The
pontooner wiped his hand and took that of Genestas,
which he grasped warmly and said—

" | made the army a present of my life, general, when
| waded out into the river yonder, and if | am still alive,
it isall so much to the good. One moment! Do you
care to e to the bottom of it 2 Well, then, ever since
somebody was pulled down from his place, | have ceasd
to care about anything. And, after all,’ he went on
more cheerfully, as he pointed to the land, ‘they have
made over twenty thousand francs to me here, and |
am taking it out in detail, ashe usd tosay !

'"Well, then, comrade,' said Genestas, touched by the
grandeur of this forgiveness, 'at least you shall have the
only thing that you cannot prevent me from giving to
you, here below.! The commandant tapped his heart,
looked once more at the old pontooner, mounted his
horse again, and went his way sde by sde with Benasss.

'Such cruelty as this on the part of a government
foments the strife between rich and poor,’ said the
doctor. ' People who exercise a little brief authority
have never given a serious thought to the consequences
that must follow an act of injustice done to a man of
the people. It istrue that a poor man who needs must
work for his daily bread cannot long keep up the
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AStruggle; but he can talk, and his words find an echo
in every sufferer's heart, so that one bad case of this kind
is multiplied, for every one who hears of it feds it as a
personal wrong, and the leaven works. Even this is
not so serious, but something far worse comes of it.
Among the people, these casss of injustice bring about
a chronic state of smothered hatred for their social
superiors. The middle dass becomes the poor man's
enemy; they lie without the bounds of his moral code,
he tells lies to them and robs them without scruple;
indeed, theft ceases to be a crime or a misdemeanour, and
is looked upon as an act of vengeance.

‘When an official, who ought to se that the poor
have justice done them, uses them ill and cheats them of
their due, how can we expect the poor starving wretches
to bear their troubles meekly and to respect the rights of
property ? It makes me shudder to think that some
under-strapper whose busness it is to dust papers in a
government office, has pocketed Gondrin's promised
thousand francs of pension. And yet there are folk who,
never having measured the excess of the people's suffer-
ings, accuse the people of excess in the day of their
vengeance! When a government has done more harm
than good to individuals, its further existence depends
on the merest accident, the mases square the account
after their fashion by upsetting it. A statesman joughijt
always to imagine Justice with_the poor at her "feet, for
justice was only Invented for the poor.'

When they had come within the compass of the
township, Benasss saw two people walking along the
road in front of them, and turned to his companion, who
had been absorbed for some time in thought.

'Y ou have seen a veteran soldier resigned to his life
of wretchedness, and now you are about to s an old
agricultural labourer who is submitting to the same lot.
The man there ahead of us has dug and sown and
toiled for othersall hislife.’
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Genestas looked and saw an old labourer making his
way along the road, in company with an aged woman.
He seemed to be afflicted with some form of sciatica,
and limped painfully along. His feet were encased in
a wretched pair of sabots, and a sort of wallet hung over
his shoulder. Several tools lay in the bottom of the
bag ; their handles, blackened with long use and the
sweat of toil, rattled audibly together; while the other
end of the wallet behind his shoulder held bread, some
walnuts, and a few fresh onions. His legs seemed to be
warped, as it were, his back was bent by continual toil;
he stooped so much as he walked that he leant on a long
stick to steady himself. His snow-white hair escaped
from under a battered hat, grown rusty by exposure to
all sorts of weather, and mended here and there with
visible stitches of white thread. His clothes, made of a
kind of rough canvas, were a mass of patches of con-
trasting colours. This piece of humanity in ruins
lacked none of the characteristics that appeal to our
hearts when we see ruins of other kinds.

His wife held hersef somewhat more erect. Her
clothing was likewise a mass of rags, and the cap that
she wore was of the coarses materials. On her back
she carried a rough earthen jar by means of a thong
passd through the handles of the great pitcher, which
was round in shape and flattened at the sdes They
both looked up when they heard the horses approaching,
saw that it was Benassis, and stopped.

The man had worked till he was almost past work,
and his faithful helpmate was no les broken with toil.
It was painful to s how the summer sun and the
winter's cold had blackened their faces, and covered
them with such deegp wrinkles that their features were
hardly discernible. It was not their life history that
had been engraven on their faces; but it might be
gathered from their attitude and bearing. Incessant toil
had been the lot of both; they had worked and suffered
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Together j they had had many troubles and few joys to
share; and now, like captives grown accustomed to
their prison, they seemed to be too familiar with
wretchedness to heed it, and to take everything as it
came. Yet a certain frank light-heartedness was not
lacking in their faces- and on a closer view, their
monotonous life, the lot of so many a poor creature,
wellnigh seemed an enviable one. Trouble had set its
unmistakable mark upon them, but petty cares had
left no traces there.

'Well, my good Father Moreau, | suppose there is
no help for it, and you must always be working ?'

'Yes, M. Benassis, there are one or two more bits of
waste that | mean to clear for you before | knock off
work," the old man answered cheerfully, and a light
shone in his little black eyes.

"Is that wine that your wife there is carrying ? If
you will not take a rest now, you ought at any rate to
take wine.'

'| take arest ? | should not know what to do with
myself. The sun and the fresh air put life into me
when | am out of doors and busy grubbing up the
land. As to the wine, sir, yes, that is wine sure enough,
and it is all through your contriving | know that the
Mayor at Courteil lets us have it for next to nothing.
Ah, you managed it very cleverly, but, all the same, |
know you had ahand init."

'Oh! come, come! Good-day, mother. You are
going to work on that bit of land of Champferlu's
to-day of course ?'

" Yes, sir; | made a beginning there yesterday evening.'

' Capital!' said Benassis. 'It must be a satisfaction
to you, at times, to se this hillside. You two have
broken up almost the whole of the land on it yourselves.'

Lord! yes, sir,’ answered the old woman, ' it has
been our doing! We have fairly earned our bread.'

'"Work, you se and land to cultivate are the poor
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man's consols  That good man would think himself
disgraced if he went into the poorhouse or begged for
his bread; he would choose to die pickaxe in hand, out
in the open, in the sunlight. Faith, he bears a proud
heart in him. He has worked until work has become
his very life; and yet death has no terrorsfor him ! He
is a profound philosopher, little as he sugpects it. Old
Moreau's cae suggesed the idea to me of founding an
amshouse for the country people of the district; a
refuge for those who, after working hard all their lives,
have reached an honourable old age of poverty.

'l had by no means expected to make the fortune
which | have acquired here; indeed, | myself have no
ue for it, for a man who has fallen from the pinnacle
of his hopes needs very little. It cods but little to
live, the idler's life alone is a costly one, and | am not
aure that the unproductive consumer is not robbing the
community at large. There was some discusson about
Napoleon's penson after his fall; it came to his ears
and he said that five francs a day and a horse to ride was
all that he needed. | meant to have no more to do with
money when | came here; but after a time | saw that
money means power, and that it is in fact a necessity, if
any~good is to be done. So | have made arrangements
in my will for turning my house into an almshouse, in
which old people who have not Moreau's fierce in-
dependence can end their days. Part of the income of
nine thousand francs brought in by the mill and the
res of my property will be devoted to giving outdoor
relief in hard winters to those who really stand in need
of it'

'"This foundation will be under the control of the
Municipal Council, with the addition of the cure, who
is to be president; and in this way the money made
in the district will be returned toit. In my will | have
laid down the lines on which this institution is to be
conducted j it would be tedious to go over them, it is
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enough to say that | have thought it all out very care-
fully. | have also created a trust fund, which will some
day enable the commune to award several scholarships for
children who show signsof promisein art or science. So,
even after | am gone, my work of civilisation will continue.
When you have st yourself to do anything, Captain
Bluteau, something within you urges you on, you see
and you cannot bear to leave it unfinished. This crav-
ing within us for order and for perfection is one of the
dgns that point most surely to a future existence.  Now,
let us quicken our pace, | have my round to finish, and
there are five or sx more patients still to be visited.'

They cantered on for some time in silence, till Benasss
said laughingly to his companion, 'Come now, Captain
Bluteau, you have drawn me out and made me chatter
like a magpie, and you have not said a syllable about your
own history, which must be an interesting one. When
a soldier has come to your time of life, he has sen so
much that he must have more than one adventure to tell
about.'

" Why, my history has been simply the history of the
army,’ answered Genestas. ' Soldiers are all after one
pattern. Never in command, always giving and taking
sabre-cuts in my place, | have lived just like everybody
dse | have been wherever Napoleon led us, and have
borne a part in every battle in which the Imperial Guard
has struck a blow; but everybody knows all about these
events. A soldier has to look after his horse, to endure
hunger and thirst at times, to fight whenever there is
fighting to be done, and there you have the whole history
of his life. As simple as saying good-day, is it not ?
Then there are battles in which your horse cags a shoe
at the outset, and lands you in a quandary ; and as far as
you are concerned, that isthewholeofit. In short, | have
sen S0 many countries, that seeing them has come to be
a matter of course; and | have sen so many men die,
that 1 have come to value my own life at nothing.'
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'But you yourself must have been in danger at times,
and it would be interesting to hear you tell of your
personal adventures.'

' Perhaps,’ answered the commandant.

' Well, then, tell me about the adventure that made the
deepest impression upon you. Come! do not hesitate. |
shall not think that you arewanting in modesty even if you
should tell me of some piece of heroism on your part;
and when a man is quite sure that he will not be mis-
understood, ought he not to find a kind of pleasure in
saying, " | did thus" ?'

' Very well, then, | will tell you about something that
ives me a pang of remorse from time to time. During
fteen years of warfare it never once happened that |

killed a man, save in legitimate defence of sdf. We arc
drawn up in line, and we charge ; and if we do not strike
down those before us, they will begin to draw blood
without asking leave, so you have to kill if you do not
mean to be killed, and your conscience is quite easy.
But once | broke a comrade's back; it happened in a
singular way, and it has been a painful thing to me to
think of afterwards—the man's dying grimace haunts me
at times. But you shall judge for yourself.

'It was during the retreat from Moscow," the com-
mandant went on. ' The Grand Army had ceased to be
itself; we were more like a herd of over-driven cattle.
Good-bye to discipline! The regiments had lost sight
of their colours, every one was his own master, and the
Emperor (one need not scruple to say it) knew that it
was usdess to attempt to exert his authority when things
had gone so far. When we reached Studzianka, a little
place on the other side of the Beresina, we came upon
human dwellings for the first time after several days.
There were barns and peasants cabins to destroy, and pits
full of potatoes and beetroot; the army had been without
victual, and now it fairly ran riot, the first comers, as
you might expect, making a clean sweep of everything.
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'l was one of the lag to come up. Luckily for me,
degp was the one thing that | longed for just then. |
caught sght of a barn and went intoit. | looked round
and saw a soore of generals and officars of high rank, all
of them men who, without flattery, might be called
great. Junct was there, and Narbonne, the Emperor's
aidedecamp, and all the chiefs of the army. There
were common ldiers there as well, not one of whom
would have given up his bed of sraw to a marsha of
France. Some who were leaning their backs againg the
wall had dropped off to degp where they stood, because
there was no room to lie down ; others lay sretched out
on the floor—it was a mass of men paked together 0
dody far the ske of warmth, that | looked about in
vain for a nook to lie down in. | walked over this floor-
ing of human bodies; some of the men growled, the others
sad nothing, but no one budged. They would not have
moved out of the way of a cannon ball just then; but
under the drcumstances, one was not obliged to practise
the maxims laid down by the Child's Guide to Manners.
Groping about, | saw at the end of the barn a sort of
ledge up above in the roof; no one had thought of scram-
bling up to it, passbly no one had fdt equal to the effort.
| dambered up and ensconoed mysdf upon it; and as |
lay thereat full length, | looked down at the men huddled
together like shemp bdow. It was a pitiful dght, yet it
amost made me laugh. A man hee and there was
gnawing afrozen carrot, with akind of animal satisfaction
exresad in his face; and thunderous snores came from
generalswho lay muffled up in ragged doaks Thewhole
barn was lighted by a blazing pine log; it might have
& the place on fire, and no one would have troubled to
get up and put it out.

‘I lay down on my back, and, naturally, just before |
dropped off, my eyes traveled to the roof above me, and
then | saw tijat the main beam which bore the weight of
the joists was being dightly shaken from east to wed.
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The blessed thing danced about in fine style. " Gentle-

men," said 1,": one of our friends outside has a mind to
warm himself at our expense” A few moments more
and the beam was sure to come down. " Gentlemen!
gentlemen !" | shouted, “we shall all be killed in a

minute | Look at the beam there! " and | made such a
noise that my bed-fellows awoke at last. Well, sir, they
all stared up at the beam, and then those who had been
sleeping turned round and went off to deep again, while
those who were eating did not even stop to answer me.

' Seeing how things were, there was nothing for it but
to get up and leave my place, and run the risk of finding
it taken by somebody else, for all the lives of this heap of
heroes were at stake. So out | go. | turn the corner of
the barn and come upon a great devil of a Wurtemberger,
who was tugging at the beam with a certain enthusiasm.
"Aho! aho!" I shouted, trying to make him understand
that he must desist from his toil. " Gehe mir aus dem
Gesicht, oder ich schlag dich todt!—Get out of my sight,
or I will kill you,"” he cried. " Ah! vyes, just so, Que
mire aous dem guesit" | answered; " but that is not tne
point." | picked up his gun that he had left on the
ground, and broke his back with itj then | turned in
again, and went off to eep. Now you know the whole
business.'

' But that was a cae of self-defence, in which one man
suffered for the good of many, so you have nothing to
reproach yourself with,' said Benassis.

' The rest of them thought that it had only been my
fancy ; but fancy or no, agood many of them are living
comfortably in fine houses to-day, without feeling their
hearts oppressed by gratitude.'

' Then would you only do people agood turn in order
to receive that exorbitant interest called gratitude ?' said
Benassis, laughing. 'That would be asking a great deal
for your outlay.'

'Oh, | know quite well that all the merit of a good
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deed evaporates at once if it benefits the doer in the
sightest degree,' said Genestas. °If he tells the story of
it, the toll brought in to his vanity is a sufficient sub-
stitute for gratitude. But if every doer of kindly actions
always held his tongue about them, those who reaped the
benefits would hardly say very much either. Now the
people, according to your system, stand in need of
examples, and how are they to hear of them amid this
general reticence? Again, there isthis poor pontooner
of ours, who saved the whole French army, and who was
never able to tell histale to any purposej suppose that he
had lost the use of his limbs, would the consciousness of
what he had done have found him in bread ? Answer
me that, philosopher !"

' Perhaps the rules of morality cannot be absolute,
Benassis answered ; ' though this is a dangerous idea, for
it leavesthe egotist free to settle cases of conscience in his
own favour. Listen, captainj isnot the man who never
swerves from the principles of morality greater than he
who transggresses them, even through necessity ? Would
not our veteran, dying of hunger, and unable to help
himsdlf, be worthy to rank with Homer? Human life
is doubtless a final trial of virtue as of genius, for both of
which a better world is waiting. Virtue and genius seem
to me to be the fairest forms of that complete and con-
stant surrender of self that Jesus Christ came among men
to teach. Genius sheds its light in the world and lives
in poverty all its days, and virtue sacrifices itself in silence
for the general good.'

'l quite agree with you, sir,'said Genestas ; ' but those
who dwell on earth are men after all, and not angels; we
are not perfect.'

'That is quite true,’ Benasss answered. ' And as for
errors, | myself have abused the indulgence. But ought
we not to aim, at any rate, at perfection ? Isnot virtue
a fair ideal which the soul must always keep before it, a
standard set up by Heaven ?'
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" Amen,' said thesoldier. ' An upright man isa magni-
ficent thing, | grant you\ but, on the other hand, you
must admit that virtue is a divinity who may indulge
in a scrap of gossip now and then in the strictest pro-
priety.'

The doctor smiled, but there was a melancholy bitter-
ness in his tone as he said, “Ah ! sir, you regard things
with the lenience natural to those who live at peace with
themselves ; and | with all the severity of one who sees
much that he would fain obliterate in the story of hislife.'

The two horsemen reached a cottage beside the bed of
the torrent, the doctor dismounted and went into the
house. Genestas, on the threshold, looked over the
bright spring landscape that lay without, and then at the
dark interior of the cottage, where a man was lying in
bed. Benassis examined his patient, and suddenly
exclaimed, 'My good woman, it is no use my coming
here unless you carry out my instructions! You have
been giving him breadj you want to kill your husband, |
suppose ? Botheration ! If after thisyou give him any-
thing besides tisane of couch-grass, | will never set foot
in here again, and you can look where youlike for another
doctor.'

' But, dear M. Benassis, my old man was starving, and
when he had eaten nothing for a whole fortnight '

' Oh, yes, yes. Now will you listen to me. If you
"let your husband eat a single mouthful of bread before |
give him leave to take solid food, you will kill him, do
you hear ?'

' He shall not have anything, sir. Is he any better ?'
she asked, following the doctor to the door.

"Why, no. You have made him worse by feeding
him. Shall | never get it into your stupid heads that
you must not stuff people who are being dieted ?'

' The peasants are incorrigible," Benassis went on, speak-
ing to Genestas. ° If a patient has eaten nothing for two
or three days, they think he is at death's door, and they
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cram him with soup or wine or something. Here is
a wretched woman for you that has all but killed her
husband.

"Kill my husand with a little mite of a 9p in
wine!'

' Certainly, my good woman. It amazes me that he
isgill alive after that messyou cooked for him. Mind
that you do exactly as | have told you.'

" Yes, dear dr, | would far rather die mysdf than lose
him.'

"Oh! astothat | shall soon ;= | shall come again
to-morrow evening to blesd him.'

' Let uswalk along the dde of the stream, Benasis
said to Genegtas, “there isonly a footpath between this
cottage and the next housewhere | mug pay acall. That
man's little boy will hald our horss'

" Y ou mug admire this lovely valley of oursalittle,' he
went on; 'it islike an English garden, isit not ? The
labourer who lives in the cottage which we are going to
vigt has never got over the death of one of his children.
The ddes boy, he was only a lad, would try to do a
man's work lag harvest-tide; it was beyond his srength,
and before the autumn was out he died of a dedline. This
isthe firg case of really srong fatherly love that has come
unde my notice.  Asarule, when their children die the
peesant'sregret isfor the loss of a usgful chattel, and 3 part
of their sock-in-trade, and the older the child, the heavier
their sne of loss A grown-up son or daughter is 0
much capital to the parents.  But this poor fdlow really
loved that boy of his " Nothing can comfort me for my
loss" he said one day when | came across him out in the
fieds. He had forgotten all about his work, and was
ganding there mationless, leaning on his scythe; he had
picked up his hone, it lay in his hand, and he had for-
gotten to ue it. He has never gpoken since of his grief
to me, but he has grown sd and dlent. Just now it is
one of hislittle girlswho isill/
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Benasss and his guest reached the little house as they
talked. It dood bedde a pathway that led toabark-mill.
They saw a man about forty years of age, danding under
a willow tree, eating bread that had bean rubbed with
a dove of garlic.

" Well, Gasier, isthe little one doing better ?'

" | do not know, sir,' he sad dgectedly, ' you will se;
my wife is sitting with her. In soite of all your care, |
am very much afraid that death will come to empty my
home for me.'

'Do not lose heart, Gasnier. Death is too busy to
take up hisabodein any dweling.'

Benasss went into the housg followed by the father.
Half an hour later he came out again. T he mother was
with him this time, and he poketo her, ' You need have
no anxiety about her now; follow out my ingructions;
she is out of danger.'

"If you are growing tired of this sort of thincg,' the
doctor sad to the officer, as he mounted his horse, “1 can
put you on the way to the town, and you can return/

" No, | am not tired of it, | give you my word.'

' But you will only s cottages everywhere, and they
are all alike; nothing, to outward seeming, is more
monaotonous than the country.'

" Let usgo on, sad the officer.

They rode on in this way for several hours and after
going from one dde of the canton to the other, they
returned towards evening to the precincts of the town.

"1 mug just go over there' thedoctor said to Genedtas,
ashe pointed out a place where a duger of dm-treesgrew.
' Those tress may possbly be two hundred yearsold, he
went on, ‘and that is where the woman lives, on whose
account the lad came to fetch me lag night at dinner,
with a message that she had turned quite white,'

' Was it anything srious ?'

' No," sad Benasss' an dffect of pregnancy. It is the
lag month with her, a time at which some women suffer
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from gpasms  But by way of precaution, | must go in
any cae to make sure that there are no further alarm-
ing symptoms; | shall sse her through her confinement
myself.  And, moreover, | should like to show you one
of our new industries; thereis a brick-field here. Itisa
good road ; shall we gallop ?

'"Will your animal keep up with mine?' asked
Genestas. ' Heigh ! Neptune!" he called to his horse,
and in a moment the officer had been carried far ahead,
and was lost to sight in a cloud of dust, but in spite of
the paces of his horse he still heard the doctor beside him.
At a word from Benasss his own horse left the com-
mandant so far behind that the latter only came up with
him at the gate of the brickfield, where the doctor was
quietly fastening the bridle to the gate-post.

'Thedevil take it!' cried Genestas, after alook at the
horse, that was neither sweated nor blown. ' What kind
of animal have you there ?'

" Ah !" said the doctor, ' you took him for a screw!
T he history of this fine fellow would take up too much
time just now; let it suffice to sy that Roustan is a
thoroughbred barb from the Atlas mountains, and a
Barbary horse is as good as an Arab. This one of
mine will gallop up the mountain roads without turning
a hair, and will never miss his footing in a canter along
the brink of a precipice. He was a present to me, and 1
think that | deserved it, for in thisway a father sought
to repay me for his daughter's life. She is one of the
wealthiest heiresses in Europe, and she was at the brink
of death when | found her on the road to Savoy. If |
were to tell you how | cured that young lady, you would
take me for aquack. Aha! that isthesound of the bdls
on the horses and the rumbling of a waggon; it is coming
along this way; let us se perhaps that is Vigneau him-
sdf ; and if 90, takea good look at him !'

In another moment the officer saw a team of four huge
horses, like those which are owned by prosperous farmers
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in Brie. The harness, the little bells, and the knots of
braid in their manes, were clean and smart. The great
waggon itself was painted bright blue, and perched aloft
in it sa a stalwart, sunburnt youth, who shouldered his
whip like a gun and whistled a tune.

'No,'sad Benassis, ' that is only the waggoner. But
see how the master's prosperity in business is reflected by
all his belongings, even by the carter's waggon ! Is it not
a sign of a capacity for business not very often met with
in remote country places ?'

'Yes, yes, it all looks very smart indeed, the officer
answered.

'Well, Vigneau has two more waggons and teams like
that one, and he has a small pony besides for business pur-
poses, for he does a trade over awide area.  And only
four years ago he had nothing in the world ! Stay, that
is a mistake—he had some debts. But let usgoin.’

"Is Mme. Vigneau in the house ? Benassis asked of
the young waggoner.

' Sheis out in the garden, sir5 | saw her just now by
the hedge down yonder ; | will go and tell her that you
are here.

Genestas followed Benassis across a wide open space
with a hedge about it. In one corner various heaps of
clay had been piled up, destined for tiles and pantiles,
and a stack of brushwood and logs (fuel for the kiln no
doubt) lay in another part of the enclosure. Farther
away some workmen were pounding chalk stones and
tempering the clay in a space enclosed by hurdles. The
tiles, both round and square, were made under the great
elms opposite the gateway, in a vast green arbour
bounded by the roofs of the drying-shed, and near this
last the yawning mouth of the kiln was visible. Some
long-handled shovels lay about the worn cinder path. A
second row of buildings had been erected parallel with
these. There was asufficiently wretcheddwellingwhich
housed the family, and some outbuildings—sheds and

a
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gables and a barn. The cleanliness that predominated
throughout, and the thorough repair in which everything
was kept, spoke well for the vigilance of the master's eyes.
Some poultry and pigs wandered at large over the field.

'Vigneaus predecessor,’ said Benassis, 'was a good-
for-nothing, a lazy rascal who cared about nothing but
drink. He had been a workman himself; he could keep
afire in hiskiln and could put a price on hiswork, and
that was about all he knew 5 he had no energy, and no
idea of busness If no one came to buy his wares of
him, they simply sayed on hand and were spoiled, and
so he log the value of them. So he died of want at last.
He had ill-treated his wife till she was almost idiotic, and
dhe lived in a dstate of abject wretchedness. It was so
painful to see this laziness and incurable stupidity, and |
so much didiked the sight of the tile-works, that | never
came this way if | could help it. Luckily, both the man
and his wife were old people. One fine day the tile-
maker had a paralytic stroke, and | had him removed to
the hospital at Grenoble at once. The owner of the
tile-works agreed to take it over without disputing about
its condition, and | looked round for new tenants who
would take their part in improving the industries of the
canton.

"Mme. Gravier's waiting-maid had married a poor
workman, who was earning so little with the potter who
employed him that he could not support his household.
He listened to my advice, and actually had sufficient
courage to take a lease of our tile-works, when he had
not so much as a penny. He came and took up his abode
here, taught his wife, her aged mother, and his own
mother how to make tiles, and made workmen of them.
How they managed, | do not know, upon my honour!
Vigneau probably borrowed fuel to heat his kiln, he
certainly worked by day, and fetched in his materials in
basket-loads by night ; in short, no one knew what
boundless energy he brought to bear upon his enterprise;
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and the two old mothers, clad in rags, worked like
negroes. In this way Vigneau contrived to fire several
batches, and lived for the first year on bread that was
hardly won by the toil of his household.

°Still, he made a living. His courage, patience, and
sterling worth interested many people in him, and he
began to be known. He was indefatigable. He would
hurry over to Grenoble in the morning, and sell his
bricks and tiles there; then he would return home
about the middle of the day, and go back again to
the town at night. He seemed to be in several
places at once. Towards the end of the first year
he took two little lads to help him. Seeing how
things were, | lent him some money, and since then
from year to year the fortunes of the family have steadily
improved. After the second year was over the two old
mothers no longer moulded bricks nor pounded stones ;
they looked after the little gardens, made the soup,
mended the clothes, they did spinning in the evenings,
and gathered firewood in the daytime; while the young
wife, who can read and write, kept the accounts. Vigneau
had a small horse, and rode on his busness errands about
the neighbourhood; next he thoroughly studied the art
of brick and tile making, discovered how to make excel-
lent square white paving-tiles, and sold them for less than
the usual prices. In the third year he had a cart and a
pair of horses, and at the same time his wife's appearance
became almost elegant.  Everything about his household
improved with the improvement in his busness and
everywhere there was the same neatness, method, and
thrift that had been the making of his little fortune.

' At lagt he had work enough for six men, to whom he
pays good wages ; he employs a waggoner, and every-
thing about him wears an air of prosperity. Little by
little, in short, by dint of talcing pains and extending his
busness, his income has increased. He bought the tile-
works last year, and next year he will rebuild his house
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To-day all the worthy folk there are well clothed and in
good health. His wife, who used to be so thin and pae
when the burden of her husband's cares and anxieties
used to press so hardly upon her, has recovered her good
looks, and has grown quite young and pretty again. The
two old mothers are thoroughly happy, and take the
deepest interest in every detail of the housekeeping or of
the business. Work has brought money, and the money
that brought freedom from care brought health and
plenty and happiness. The story of this household is a
living history in miniature of the commune since | have
known it, and of all young industrial states. The tile
factory that used to look so empty, melancholy, ill-kept,
and usdless, is now in full work, astir with life, and well
stocked with everything required. There isa good stock
of wood here, and all the raw material for the season's
work: for, asyou know, tiles can only be made during
a few months in the year, between June and September.
Is it not a pleasure to see all this activity ? My tile-
maker has done his share of the work in every building
inthe place. He is always wide awake, always coming
and going, always busy—"the devourer," they call him
in these parts.'

Benassis had scarcely finished speaking when the
wicket gate which gave entrance to the garden opened,
and a nicely-dressed young woman appeared. She came
forward as quickly as her condition allowed, though the
two horsemen hastened towards her. Her attire some-
what recalled her former quality of ladies' maid, for she
wore a pretty cap, a pink dress, a silk apron, and white
stockings. Mme. Vigneau, in short, was a nice-looking
woman, sufficiently plump, and if she was somewhat sun-
burned, her natural complexion must have been very fair.
There were a few lines still left in her forehead, traced
there by the troubles of past days, but she had a bright
and winsome face. She spoke in a persuasive voice, as
she saw that the doctor came no further, "Will you not
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do me the honour of coming insde and resting for a
moment, M. Benasds ?"

' Certainly we will. Come thisway, captain.'

' The gentlemen must be very hot! Will you take a
little milk or some wine? M. Benassis, please try a little
of the wine that my husband has been so kind as to
buy for my confinement. You will tell me if it is

good.'
'Y ou have a good man for your husband.'
' Yes, dir,' she turned and spoke in quiet tones, ' | am

very well off/

' We will not take anything, Mme. Vigneau ; | only
came round thisway to see that nothing troublesome had
happened/

' Nothing," she said. ‘| was busy out in the garden,
as you saw, turning the soil over for the sake of some-
thing to do'

Then the two old mothers came out to speak to
Benasss, and the young waggoner planted himself in the
middle of the yard, in a spot from whence he could have
a good view of the doctor.

'Let us s¢ let me have your hand," said Benassis,
addressing M me. Vigneau; and as he carefully felt her
pulse, he stood in silence, absorbed in thought. The
three women, meanwhile, scrutinised the commandant
with the undisguised curiosity that country people do not
scruple to express.

' Nothing could be better !' cried the doctor cheerily.

"Will she be confined soon ?' both the mothers asked
together.

' This week beyond a doubt. Is Vigneau away from
home ?' he asked, after a pause.

' Yes, sir,' the young wife answered ; ' he is hurrying
about settling his business affairs, so as to be able to stay
at home during my confinement, the dear man !'"

'"Well, my children, go on and progpa”. continue to
increase your wealth and to add to your family/
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The cleanliness of the almost ruinous dwelling filled
Genestas with admiration.

Benasss saw the officer's astonishment, and said,
"There is no one like Mme. Vigneau for keeping a
house clean and tidy like this. | wish that several people
in the town would come here to take a lesson.’

The tileemaker's wife blushed and turned her head
away; but the faces of the two old mothers beamed
with pleasure at the doctor's words, and the three women
walked with them to the spot where the horses were
waiting.

"Well, now," the doctor said to the two old women,
" here is happiness for you both!  Were you not longing
to be grandmothers ?'

'Oh, do not talk about it," said the young wife; 'they
will drive me crazy among them. My two mothers wish
for a boy, and my hushand would like to have a littlegirl.
It will be very difficult to please them all, | think.'

' But you yoursdf,’ asked Benassis, ' what is your
wish ?'

" Ah, sir, | wish for a child of my own.'

' There! She is a mother already, you see' said the
doctor to the officer, as he laid his hand on the bridle of
his horse.

' Good-bye, M. Benassis; my husband will be sadly
disappointed to learn that you have been here when he
was not at home to see you.'

' He has not forgotten to send the thousand tiles to the
Grange-aux-Belles for me ?'

' Y ou know quite well, sir, that he would keep all the
ordersin the canton waiting to serve you. W hy, taking
your money is the thing that troubles him most -, but |
always tell him that your crowns bring luck with them,
and so they do.'

' Good-bye," said Benassis.

A little group gathered about the bars across the
entrance to the tileworks. The three women, the
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young waggoner, and two workmen who had left off
work to greet the doctor, lingered there to have the
pleasure of being with him until the last moment, as we
are wont to linger with those we love. The promptings
of men's hearts must everywhere be the same, and in
every land friendship expressss itself in the same gracious
ways.

Benassis looked at the height of the sun and spoke
to his companion—

' There are still two hours of daylight left; and if you
are not too hungry, we will go to se some one with
whom | nearly always spend the interval between the
las of my vists and the hour for dinner. She is a
charming girl whom every one here calls my "good
friend." That isthe name that they usually give to an
affianced bride; but you must not imagine that there is
the dightest imputation of any kind implied or intended
by the use of the word in this case.  Poor child, the care
that | have taken of her has as may be imagined, made
her an object of jealousy, but the general opinion enter-
tained as to my character has prevented any spiteful
gossp. If no one understands the apparent caprice that
has led me to make an allowance to La Fosseuse, so that
she can live without being compelled to work, nobody
has any doubts as to her character. | have watched
over her with friendly care, and every one knows that
| should never hesitate to marry her if my affection for
her exceeded the limits of friendship. But no woman
exiss for me here in the canton or anywhere e’ sad
the doctor, forcing a smile. 'Some natures fed a
tyrannous need to attach themselves to some one thing
or being which they single out from among the beings
and thingsParound them j this need is felt most keenly
by a man of quick sympathies, and all the more press
ingly if his life has been made desolate. So, trust me,
it is a favourable sign if a man is strongly attached to
his dog or his horse! Among the suffering flock which
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chance has given into my care, this poor little sufferer
has come to be for me like the pet lamb that the shepherd
lasses deck with ribbons in my own sunny land of
Languedoc; they talk to it and allow it to find pasture
by the side of the cornfields, and its leisurely pace is
never hurried by the shepherd's dog.'

Benassis stood with his hand on his horse's mane as
he spoke, ready to spring into the saddle, but making
no effort to do so, as though the thought that stirred
in him were but little in keeping with rapid movements.

‘Let us go,"' he sad at last; 'come with me and pay
her avisit. | am taking you to see her ; does not that
tell you that | treat her as a sister ?

As they rode on their way again, Genestas sad to
the doctor, ' Will you regard it as inquisitiveness
on my part if | ak to hear more of La Fosse use ?
| have come to know the story of many lives through
you, and hers cannot be less interesting than some of
these.'

Benassis stopped his horse as he answered. ' Per-
haps you will not share in the feelings of interest
awakened in me by La Fosseuse. Her fate is like my
own; we have both alike missed our vocation; it is the
similarity of our lots that occasions my sympathy for
her and the feelings that | experience at the sight of
her. You either followed your natural bent when you
entered upon a military career, or you took a liking for
your calling after you had adopted it, otherwise you
would not have borne the heavy yoke of military
discipline till now' you, therefore, cannot understand
the sorrows of a soul that must always feel renewed
within it the stir of longings that can never be realised |
nor the pining existence of a creature forced to live in
an alien sphere. Such sufferings as these are known
only to these natures and to God who sends their
afflictions, for they alone can know how deeply the
events of life affect them. You yourself have seen the
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miseries produced by long wars, till they have almost
ceesed to impress you, but have you never detected
a trace of sadness in your mind at the sight of a tree
bearing sere leaves in the midst of spring, some tree that
is pining and dying because it has been planted in soil in
which it could not find the sustenance required for its
full development ? Ever since my twentieth year, there
has been something painful and melancholy for me about
the drooping of a stunted plant, and now | cannot bear
the sight and turn my head away. My youthful sorrow
was a vague presentiment of the sorrows of my later life

it was a kind of sympathy between my present and a
future dimly foreshadowed by the life of the tree that
before its time was going the way of all trees and
men.'

'l thought that you had suffered when | saw how
kind you were.'

"You see dr,' the doctor went on without any reply
to the remark made by Genestas, ‘that to speak of La
Fosseuse is to speak of mysdf. La Fosseuse is a plant in
an alien soil; a human plant moreover, consumed by sad
thoughts that have their source in the depths of her nature,
and that never cease to multiply. The poor girl is never
well and strong. The soul within her Kills the body.
This fragile creature was suffering from the sores of all
troubles, a trouble which receives the least possble
sympathy from our sdfish world, and how could | look
on with indifferent eyes? for |, a man, strong to wrestle
with pain, was nightly tempted to refuse to bear the
burden of a sorrow like hers.  Perhaps | might actually
have refused to bear it but for a thought of religion
which soothes my impatience and fills my heart with
sweet illusons, Even if we were not children of the
same Father in heaven, La Foseuse would still be my
sder in suffering! '

Benassis pressad his knees against his horse's sides, and
swept ahead of Commandant Genestas, as if he shrank
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from continuing this conversation any further. When
their horses were once more cantering abreast of each
other, he spoke again : ' Nature has created thispoor girl
for sorrow," he said, 'as she has created other women for
joy. It is impossible to do otherwise than believe in a
future life at the sight of natures thus predestined to
suffer.  La Fossuse is sensitive and highly strung. |If
the weather is dark and cloudy, she is depressed; she
' weeps when the sky is weeping," a phrase of her own ;
she sings with the birds; she grows happy and serene
under acloudless sky ; theloveliness of abright day passes
into her face; a soft sweet perfume is an inexhaustible
pleasure to her; | have ssen her take delight the whole
day long in the scent breathed forth by some mignonette ;
and, after one of those rainy mornings that bring out
all the soul of the flowers and give indescribable fresh-
nes and brightness to the day, she seems to overflow
with gladness like the green world around her. |If it is
close and hot, and there is thunder in the air, La
Foseuse feds a vague trouble that nothing can soothe.
She lies on her bed, complains of numberless different
ills, and does not know what ails her. In answer to my
questions, she tells me that her bones are melting, that
she is dissolving into water; her "heart has left her,”
to quote ancther of her sayings.

' | have sometimes come upon the poor child suddenly
and found her in tears, as she gazed at the sunset effects
we sometimes se here among our mountains, when
bright masss of cloud gather and crowd together and
pile themselves above the golden peaks of the hills.
" Whyareyou crying, littleone?" | haveasked her. " |

do not know, sr, has been the answer ; " | have grown
so stupid with looking up there; | have looked and
looked, till I hardly know where | am." " But what

do you se there? "I cannot tell you, sir," and you
might question her in this way all the evening, yet you
would never draw a word from her; but she would look
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at you, and every glance would seem full of thoughts,
or she would sit with tears in her eyes, scarcely saying
a word, apparently rapt in musing. Those musings
of hers are so profound that you fall under the spell of
them ; on me, at least, she has the effect of a cloud over-
charged with electricity. One day | plied her with
quegtions; | tried with all my might to make her talk;
at lagt | let fall a few rather hasty words; and, well—she
burgt into tears.

' At other times La Fosseuse is bright and winning,
active, merry, and sprightlyj she enjoys talking, and the
ideas which she expresses are fresh and original. Sheis
however quite unable to apply herself steadily to any
kind of work. When she was out in the fields she usd
to spend whole hours in looking at a flower, in watching
the water flow, in gazing at the wonders in the depths
of the clear, still river pools, at the picturesque mosaic
made up of pebbles and earth and sand, of water plants
and green moss, and the brown soil washed down by the
stream, a deposit full of soft shades of colour, and of
hues that contrast strangely with each other.

"When | first came to the district the poor girl was
starving. It hurt her pride to accept the bread of
othersj and it was only when driven to the last extremity
of want and suffering that she could bring hersef to
ak for charity. The feeling that this was a disgrace
would often give her energy, and for several days she
worked in the fields; but her strength was soon ex-
hausted, and illness obliged her to leave the work that
she had begun. She had scarcely recovered when she
went to a farm on the outskirts of the town and asked
to be taken on to look after the cattle; she did her
work well and intelligently, but after a while she left
without giving any reason for so doing. The constant
toil, day after day, was no doubt too heavy a yoke for
one who is all independence and caprice. Then she
st herself to look for mushrooms or for truffles, going
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over to Grenoble to sdl them. But the gaudy trifles
in the town were very tempting, the few small coins in
her hand seemed to be great richesj she would forget
her poverty and buy ribbons and finery, without a
thought for to-morrow's bread. But if some other girl
here in the town took a fancy to her brass crucifix, her
agate heart or her velvet ribbon, she would make them
over to her at once, glad to give happiness, for she lives
by generous impulses. So La Fossuse was loved and
pitied and desgpised by turns. Everything in her nature
was a cause of suffering to her—her indolence, her kind-
ness of heart, her coquetry ; for she is coquettish, dainty,
and inquisitive, in short, she is a woman; she is as
simple as a child, and, like a child, she is carried away
by her tages and her impressions. If you tell her about
some noble deed, she trembles, her colour rises, her
heart throbs fast, and she sheds tears of joy; if you begin
a story about robbers, she turns pale with terror. You
could not find a more sincere, open-hearted, and
scrupuloudly loyal nature anywhere ; if you were to give
a hundred gold pieces into her keeping, she would bury
them in some out-of-the-way nook and beg her bread
as before.

There was a change in Benasiss tone as he uttered
these last words.

' | once determined to put her to the proof,' he said,
"and | repented of it. It is like espionage to bring a test
to bear upon another, is it not ? It means that we
suspect them at any rate.’

Here the doctor paused, as though some inward reflec-
tion engrossed him ; he was quite unconscious of the
embarrassment that his last remark had caused to his
companion, who busied himself with disentangling the
reins in order to hide his confusion. Benasis soon
resumed his talk.

‘I should liketo find a husband for my Fosseuse. |
should be glad to make over one of my farms to some
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good fellow who would make her happy. Andshewould
be happy. The poor girl would love her children to
distraction; for motherhood, which develops thewhol e of
a woman's nature, would give full scope to her overflow-
ing sentiments. She has never cared for any one, however.
Y et her impressionable nature is a danger to her. She
knows this herself, and when she saw that | recognised it,
she admitted the excitability of her temperament to me.
She belongs to the small minority of women whom the
slightest contact with others causes to vibrate perilously;
so that she must be made to value herself on her discretion
and her womanly pride. She is as wild and shy as a
swallow ! Ah! whatawealth of kindnessthereisin her!
Nature meant her to be a rich woman ; she would
be so beneficent : for a well-loved woman; she would
be so faithful and true. She is only twenty-two years
old, and is sinking already beneath the weight of her
soul; avictim to highly-strung nerves, to an organisa-
tion either too delicateor too full of power. A passionate
love for a faithless lover would drive her mad, my poor
Fosseuse! | have made a study of her temperament,
recognised the reality of her prolonged nervous attacks,
and of the swift mysterious recurrence of her uplifted
moods. | found that they were immediately dependent
on atmospheric changes and on the variations of the moon,
a fact which | have carefully verified 5 and since then |
have cared for her, as a creature unlike all others, for she
is a being whose ailing existence | alone can understand.
As | havetold you, she isthe pet lamb. But you shall
e her ; this is her cottage.'

They had come about one-third of the way up the
mountain side. L ow bushes grew on either hand along
the steep paths which they were ascending at a foot pace.
At last, at a turn in one of the paths, Genestas saw La
Fosseuse's dwelling, which stood on one of the largest
knolls on the mountain. Around it was a green sloping
space of lawn about three acres in extent, planted with
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trees, and surrounded by a wall high enough to serve as a
fence, but not so high as to shut out the view of the land-
scape. Several rivulets that had their source in this
garden formed little cascades among the trees. The
brick-built cottage with a low roof that projected several
feet was a charming detail in thelandscape. It condsted
of a ground floor and a single story, and stood racing the
south. All the windows were in the front of the house,
for its small size and lack of depth from back to front
made other openings unnecessary. The doors and
shutters were painted green, and the underside of the
penthouses had been lined with deal boards in the
German fashion, and painted white. The rustic
charm of the whole little dwelling lay in its spotless
cleanliness.

Climbing plants and briar roses grew about the house ;
a great walnut tree had been allowed to remain among
the flowering acacias and trees that bore sweet-scented
blossoms, and a few weeping willows had been st by the
little sreams in the garden space. A thick belt of pines
and beeches grew behind the house, so that the picturesque
little dwelling was brought out into strong relief by the
sombre width of background. At that hour of the day,
the air was fragrant with the scents from the hillsdes
and the perfume from La Fossuses garden. The sky
overhead was clear and serene, but low clouds hung on
the horizon, and the far-off peaks had begun to take the
deep roe hues that the sunset often brings. At the
height which they had reached the whole valley lay
before their eyes, from distant Grenoble to the little lake
at the foot of the circle of crags by which Genestas
had pasad on the previous day. Some little distance
above the house a line of poplars on the hill indicated the
highway that led to Grenoble. Rays of Sunlight fell
dantwise across the little town which glittered like a
diamond, for the soft red light which poured over it like a
flood was reflected by all its window-panes. Genestas



A Doctor's Round 127

reined in his horse at the sight, and pointed to the dwell-
ings in the valley, to the new town, and to La Fossuse's
house.

' Since the victory of Wagram, and Napoleon's return
to the Tuileriesin 1815, he said, with a sigh, ' nothing
has so stirred me as the sight of all this. | owe this
pleasure to you, sir, for you have taught me to se
beauty in a landscape.

' Yes,' said the doctor, smiling as he spoke, ' it is better
to build towns than to storm them.'

" Oh! sir, how about the taking of Moscow and the
surrender of Mantua! Why, you do not really know
what that means! Isit not a glory for all ofus? You
are a good man, but Napoleon also wasa good man. If
it had not been for England, you both would have under-
stood each other, and our Emperor would never have
fallen. There are no sies here,' said the officer, looking
around him, "and | can say openly that | love him, now
that heisdead ! What a ruler ! He knew every man
when he saw him !  He would have made you a Coun-
cillor of State, for he was a great administrator himself;
even to the point of knowing how many cartridges were
left in the men's boxes after an action. Poor man !
While you were talking about La Fosseuse, | thought of
him, and how he was Tying dead in St. Helena! Was
that the kind of climate and country to suit him, whose
seat had been a throne, and who had lived with his feet
in the stirrups ; hein ? They say that heused to work in
the garden. The deuce! He was not made to plant
cabbages. . . . And now we must serve the Bourbons,
and loyally, sir; for, after all, France is France, as you
were saying yesterday.'

Genestas dismounted as he uttered these last words,
and mechanically followed the example st by Benassis,
who fastened his horsgs bridle to a tree.

' Can she be away ?* said the doctor, when he did not
se La Foseuse on the threshold. They went into the
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house, but there was no one in the sitting-room on the
ground floor.

' She must have heard the sound of a second horse
said Benassis, with a smile, 'and has gone upstairsto put
on her cap, or her sash, or some piece of finery.'

He left Genestas alone, and went upgtairs in search of
La Fosssusee The commandant made a survey of the
room. He noticed the pattern of the paper that covered
the walls—roses scattered over a grey background, and
the straw matting that did duty for a carpet on the
floor. The arm-chair, the table, and the smaller chairs
were made of wood from which the bark had not been
removed. The room was not without ornament; some
flower-stands, as they might be called, made of osers and
wooden hoops, had been filled with moss and flowers,
and the windows were draped by white dimity curtains
bordered with a scarlet fringe. There was a mirror
above the chimney-piece, where a plain china jar stood
between two candlesticks.  Some calico lay on the table;
shirts, apparently, had been cut out and begun, several
pairs of gussets were finished, and a work-basket, scissors,
needles, and thread, and all a needlewoman's require-
ments lay besde them. Everything was as fresh and
clean as a shell that the sea has tossed up on the beach.
Genestas saw that a kitchen lay on the other sde of the
passage, and that the staircase was at the farther end of
it. The upper story, like the ground floor, evidently
consssed of two rooms only. ' Come, do not be
frightened,’ Benassis was saying to La Fosseuse; ' come
down-stairs !

Genestas promptly retreated into the sitting-room
when he heard these words, and in another moment a
dender girl, well and gracefully made, appeared in the
doorway. She wore a gown of cambric, covered with
narrow pink stripes, and cut low at the throat, so as to
display a muslin chemisette. Shyness and timidity had
brought the colour to a face which had nothing very
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remarkable about it save a certain flatness of feature
which called to mind the Cossack and Russian counten-
ances that since the disasters of 1814 have unfortunately
come to be so widely known in France. La Fosseuse
was, in fact, very like these men of the North. Her nose
turned up at theend, and wassunk in her face, her mouth
was wide and her chin small, her hands and arms were
red and, like her feet, were of the peasant type, large and
strong. Although she had been used to an outdoor life,
to exposure to the sun and the scorching summer winds,
her complexion had the bleached look of withered grass;
but after the first glance this made her face more interest-
ing, and there was such a sweet expression in her blue
eyes, s0 much grace about her movements, and such
music in her voice, that little as her features seemed to
harmonise with the disposition which Benasss had praised
to the commandant, the officer recognised in her the
capricious and ailing creature, condemned to suffering by
a nature that had been thwarted in its growth.

La Fosseuse deftly stirred the fire of dry branches and
turfs of peat, then sat down in an arm-chair and took up
one of the shirts that she had begun. She sat there
under the officer's eyes, half bashful, afraid to look up,
and calm to all appearance; but her bodice rose and fell
with the rapid breathing that betrayed her nervousness,
and it struck Genestas that her figure was very graceful.

" Well, my poor child, is your work going on nicely ?'
said Benassis, taking up the material intended for the
shirts, and passing it through his fingers.

La Fossuse gave the doctor a timid and beseeching
glance.

' Do not scold me, sir,' she entreated ; ' | have not
touched them to-day, although they were ordered by you,
and for people who need them very badly. But the
weather has been so fine! | wandered out and picked a
quantity of mushrooms and white truffles, axdd took them
over to Jacquotte ; she was very much pleased, for some

X
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people are coming to dinner. | was so glad that |
thought of it; something seemed to tell me to go to
look for them:;

She began to ply her needle again.

'You have a very pretty house here, mademoiselle,’
said Gcnestas, addressing her.

"I't is not mine at all, sir,' she said, looking at the
stranger, and her eyes seemed to grow red and tearful;
"it belongs to M. Benassis,' and she turned towards the
doctor with a gentle expression on her face.

"You know quite well, my child, that you will never
have to leave it,' he said, as he took her hand in his.

La Fosseuse suddenly rose and left the room.

"Well,"' said the doctor, addressing the officer, 'what
do you think of her ?'

'There is something strangely touching about her,'
Genestas answered. 'How very nicely you have fitted
up this little nest of hers!"

'Bah ! awall-paper at fifteen or twenty sous; it was
carefully chosen, but that was all. The furniture is
nothing very much either, my basket-maker made it for
me ; he wanted to show his gratitude; and La Fosseuse
made the curtains herself out of a few yards of calico.
This little house of hers, and her simple furniture, seem
pretty to you, because you come upon them up here on
ahillside in a forlorn part of the world where you did not
expect to find things clean and tidy. The reason of the
prettiness is a kind of harmony between the little house
and its surroundings. Nature has set picturesque groups
of trees and running streams about it, and has scattered
her fairest flowers among the grass, her sweet-scented
wild strawberry blossoms, and her lovely violets. . . .
Well, what is the matter ? asked Benassis, as La
Fosseuse came back to them.

"Oh ! nothing, nothing," she answered. 'l fancied
that one of my chickens was missing, and had not been
shut up.'
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Her remark was disingenuous, but this was only noticed
by the doctor, who said in her ear, ' You have been
crying !

"Why do you say things like that to me before some
one dse 7 she asked in reply. _

' Mademoiselle,' said Genestas, 'it is a great pity that
you live here all by yourself; you ought to have a mate
in such a charming cage as this.'

"That is true,' she said, ' but what would you have ?
I am poor, and | am hard to please. | feel that it would
not suit me at all to carry the soup out into the fields,
nor to push a hand-cart; to fed the misery of those
whom | should love, and have no power to put an end to
it; to carry my children in my arms all day, and patch
and re-patch a man'srags. The cure tells me that such
thoughts as these are not very Christian; | know that
myself, but how can | help it ? There are days when |
would rather eat a morsdl of dry bread than cook anything
for my dinner. Why would you have me worry some
man's life out with my failings? He would perhaps
work himself to death to satisfy my whims, and that
would not be right. Pshaw! an unlucky lot has fallen
to me, and | ought to bear it by mysdf.

" And beddes, she is a born do-nothing," said Benassis.
' We must take my poor Fosseuse as we find her. But
all that she has been saying to you simply means that
she has never loved as yet,' he added, smiling. Then he
rose and went out on to the lawn for a moment.

'You must be very fond of M. Benassis? asked
Genestas.

"Oh! vyes sir; and there are plenty of people here-
abouts who feel as | do—that they would be glad to do
anything in the world for him. And yet he who cures
other people has some trouble of his own that nothing
can cure. You arehis friend, perhaps you know what it
is? Who could have given pain to such a man, who is
the very image of God on earth? | know a great many
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here who think that the corn grows fager if he has passd
by their fidd in the morning.

" And what do you think yoursgf?'

"I, 9ar? When | have ssn him,’ e ssmal to
hedtate, then she went on, 'l am happy all the res
of the day.'

She bent her head over her work, and plied her needle
with unwonted swiftness,

"Well, has the captain bemn telling you something
about Napoleon ?' sid the doctor, as he came in
again.

' Have you s the Emperor, sr ? cried La Fosausg
gazing at the officar’s race with eager curiosty.

"Parbleu! ' said Genettas, ' hundreds of times !"

" Oh! how | should like to know something about the
amy!'

" Perhaps we will come to take a cup of coffee with
you to-morrow, and you shall hear " something about the
army," dear child,’ ssid Benasds who laid his hand on
her shoulder and kissd her brow' 'She is my daughter,
you se!' he added, turning to the commandant; ' there
is something wanting in the day, somehow, when | have
not kissd her forehead.

La Fosuse hdd Benasiss hand in a tight dagp as
she murmured, ' Oh'! you are very kind "

They l€ft the house but she came after them to s
them mount. She waited till Genestas wes in the saddle,
and then whispered in Benassss ear,' Tell mewho that
gentlemanis?"

"Aha!" sad the doctor, putting a foot in the stirrup,
" a hushand for you, perhaps'

She good on the pat where they left her, absorbed in
watching their progress down the gep pathj and when
they came pag the end of the garden, they saw her aready
perched on a little hegp of dones so that she might il
kegp them in view and give them a lag nod of farewell.

"Ther eis something very unusua about that girl, sir/
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Genestas said to the doctor when they had left the house
far behind.

" There s, is there not ?' he answered. ' Many a time
| have said to myself that she will make a charming wife,
but I can only love her as a sister or a daughter, and in
no other way my heart is dead.'

' Has she any relations ?* asked Genestas. ' What did
her father and mother do ?

'Oh, it is quite a long story,’ answered Benassis.
' Neither her father nor mother nor any of her relations
are living. Everything about her down to her name
interested me. La Fosseuse was born here in the town.
Her father, a labourer from Saint Laurent du Pont, was
nicknamed Le Fosseur, which is no doubt a contraction
offossoyeur, for the office of sexton had been in his family
time out of mind. All the sad associations of the grave-
yard hang about the name. Here, as in some other parts
of France, there is an old custom, dating from the times
of the Latin civilisation, in virtue of which a woman
takes her hushand's name, with the addition of a feminine
termination, and this girl has been called La Fosseuseg,
after her father.

'"The labourer had married the waiting-woman of
some countess or other who owns an estate at a distance
of a few leagues. It was a love-match. Here, as in all
country districts, love is a very small element in a
marriage. The peasant, as a rule, wants a wife who
will bear him children, a housewife who will make good
soup and take it out to him in the fields, who will spin
and make his shirts and mend his clothes.  Such a thing
had not happened for a long while in a district where a
young man not unfrequently leaves his betrothed for
another girl whois richer by three or four acres of land.
The fate of Le Fosseur and his wife was scarcely happy
enough to induce our Dauphinois to forsake their cal-
culating habits and practical way of regarding things.
La Fosseuse, who was a very pretty woman, died when
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her daughter was born, and her hushand's grief for his loss
was so great that he followed her within the year, leaving
nothing in the world to his little one,except an existence
whose continuance was very doubtful—a mere feeble
flicker of alife. A charitable neighbour took the care of
the baby upon hersdlf, and brought her up till she was nine
yearsold. Then the burden of supporting La Fosseuse
became too heavy for the good woman; so at the time
of year when travellers are passing along the roads, she
sent her charge to beg for her living upon the highways.

'One day the little orphan asked for bread at the
countesss chateau, and they kept the child for her
mother's sake.  She was to be waiting-maid some day to
the daughter of the house, and was brought up to this
end. Her young mistress was married five years later;
but meanwhile the poor little thing was the victim of all
the caprices of wealthy people, whose beneficence for the
most part is not to be depended upon even while it lagts
They are generous by fits and starts ; sometimes patrons,
sometimes friends, sometimes masters, in this way they
falsfy the already false position of the poor children in
whom they interest themselves, and trifle with the hearts,
the lives, and futures of their protegees, whom they regard
very lightly. From the first La Fossuse became almost
a companion to the young heiress; she was taught to
read and write, and her future mistress sometimes amused
herself by giving her music lessons She was treated
sometimes as a lady's companion, sometimes as a waiting
maid, and in this way they made an incomplete being of
her. She acquired a taste for luxury and for dres
together with manners ill-suited to her real position.
She has been roughly schooled by misfortune since then,
but the vague feeling that she is destined for a higher lot
has not been effaced in her.

'A day came at last, however, a fateful day for the
poor girl, when the young countess (who was married
by this time) discovered La Fosseuse arrayed in one
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of her ball dresss, and dancing before a mirror. La
Fossuse was no longer anything but a waiting-maid,
and the orphan girl, then sixteen years of age, was dis-
missed without pity. Her idle ways plunged her once
more into poverty; she wandered about begging by the
roadside, and working at times as | have told you. Some-
times she thought of drowning hersdf, sometimes also of
giving herself to the first comer j she spent most of her
time thinking dark thoughts, lying by the side of a wall
in the sun, with her face buried in the grass and pasa's
by would sometimes throw a few halfpence to her,
simply because she asked them for nothing. One whole
year she spent in a hospital at Annecy after heavy toil
in the harvest field; she had only undertaken the work
in the hope that it would kill her, and that so she might
die. You should hear her herself when she speaks of her
fedings and ideas during this time of her life; her simple
confidences are often very curious.

'She came back to the little town at last, just about
the time when | decided to take up my abode in it. |
wanted to understand the minds of the people beneath
my rule; her character struck me, and | made a study
of it; then when | became aware of her physical infir-
mities, | determined to watch over her. Perhapsin time
she may grow accustomed to work with her needle, but,
whatever happens, | have secured her future.'

' She is quite alone up there ! ' said Genestas.

"No. Oneof my herdswomen deeps in the house,
the doctor answered. 'You did not see my farm build-
ings which lie behind the house. They are hidden by
the pine-trees. Oh ! she isquite safe.  Moreover, there
are no mauvais sujets here in the valley; if any come
among us by any chance, | send them into the army,
where they make excellent soldiers.

' Poor girl !" said Genestas.

' Oh'! thefolk round about do not pity her at all," said
Benassis ; 'on the other hand, they think her very lucky
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but there is this difference between her and the other
women, God has given strength to them and weakness
to her, and they do not se that.'

The moment that the two horsemen came out upon
the road to Grenoble, Benassis stopped with an air of
satisfaction; a different view had suddenly opened out
before them; he foresaw its effect upon Genestas, and
wished to enjoy his surprise. As far as the eye could se¢,
two green walls sixty feet high rose above a road which
was rounded like a garden path. The trees had not been
cut or trimmed, each one preserved the magnificent palm-
branch shape that makes the Lombard poplar one of the
grandest of trees; there they stood, a natural monument
which a man might well be proud of having reared. The
shadow had already reached one sde of the road, trans-
forming it into a vast wall of black leaves, but the setting
sun shone full upon the other side, which stood out in
contrast, for the young leaves at the tips of every branch
had been dyed a bright golden hue, and, as the breeze
stirred through the waving curtain, it gleamed in the
light.

"You must be very happy here!' cried Genestas.

The sight of this must be all pleasure to you.'

The love of Nature is the only love that does not
deceive human hope. Ther e is no disappointment Tiere,
Sid the doctor. ' Those poplars are ten years old ; have
you ever seen any that are better grown than these of
mine ?'

' God is great!' said the soldier, coming to a stand in
the middle of the road, of which he saw neither beginning
nor end. _

' You do me good,' cried Benasss. 'It was a pleasure
to hear you say over again what | have so often said in
the midst of this avenue. There is something holy about
this place. Here, we are like two mere gpecks; and the
feeling of our own littleness always brings us into the
presenceof God.'
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They rode on slowly and in silence, listening to their
horses hoof-beats ; the sound echoed along the green
corridor as it might have done beneath the vaulted roof
of a cathedral.

‘How many things have a power to stir us which
town-dwellers do not suspect,” said the doctor. (Do you
notice the sweet scent given off by the gum of the
poplar buds, and theresin of thelarches? How delightful
it is!’

" Listen I' exclaimed Genestas. ' Let us wait a
moment.’

A distant sound of singing came to their ears

" Isit awoman or a man, or is it a bird ? asked the
commandant in a low voice. 'ls it the voice of this
wonderful landscape !

‘It is something of all these things' the doctor
answered, as he dismounted and fastened his horse to a
branch of a poplar tree.

He made a sign to the officer to follow his example
and to come with him. They went slowly along a foot-
path between two hedges of blossoming hawthorn which
filled the damp evening air with its delicate fragrance.
The sun shone full into the pathway; the light and
warmth were very perceptible after the shade thrown by
the long wall of poplar trees; the still powerful rays
poured a flood of red light over a cottage at the end of
the stony track. The ridge of the cottage roof was
usually a bright green with its overgrowth of mosses
and house-leeks, and the thatch was brown as a chestnut
shell, but just now it seemed to be powdered with a golden
dust. T he cottage itself was scarcely visible through the
haze of light; the ruinous wall, the doorway and every-
thing about it was radiant with a fleeting glory and a
beauty due to chance, such as is sometimes seen for an
instant in a human face, beneath the influence of a strong
emotion that brings warmth and colour into it. In a
life under the open sky and among the fields, the transient
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and tender grace of such moments as these draws from us
the wish of the apostle who said to Jesus Christ upon the
mountain, ' L et us build a tabernacle and dwell here/

The wide landscape seemed at that moment to have
found a voice whose purity and sweetness equalled its
own sweetness and purity, a voice as mournful as the
dying light in the west—for a vague reminder of Death
is divinely st in the heavens, and the sun above gives the
same warning that is given here on earth by the flowers
and the bright insects of a day. There is a of
sadness about the radjance of sunset, and the melody was
sad. It was a song widely known in days of yore, a
ballad of love and sorrow that once had served to sir the
national hatred of France for England. Beaumarchais,
in a later day, had given it back its true poetry by adapt-
ing it for the French theatre and putting it into the
mouth of a page, who pours out his heart to his step-
mother. Just now it was simply the air that rose and
fell. There were no words; the plaintive voice of the
singer touched and thrilled the soul.

"It is the swan's song,’ said Benassis 'That voice
does not sound twice in a century for human ears. Let
us hurry; we must put a sop to the singing! T he child
is killing himself; it would be cruel to listen to him any
longer. Be quiet, Jacques! Come, come, be quiet!
cried the doctor.

The music ceased. Genestas stood motionless and
overcome with astonishment. A cloud had drifted across
the sun, the landscape and the voice were both mute.
Shadow, chillness, and silence had taken the place of the
sft glory of the light, the warm breath of the breeze
and the child's singing.

" What makes you disobey me ?* asked Benasss. ' |
shall not bring you any more rice pudding nor snail
broth! No more fresh dates and white bread for you !
So you want .to die and break your poor mother's heart,
do you i'
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Genestas came into a little yard, which was sufficiently
clean and tidily kept, and saw before him a lad of fifteen,
who looked as dejicate as a woman. His hair was fair
but scanty, and the colour in his face was so bright that
it seemed hardly natural. He rose up slowly from the
bench where he was sitting, beneath a thick bush of
jessamine and some blossoming lilacs that were running
riot, so that he was almost hidden among the leaves.

" You know very well," said the doctor, ' that | told
you not to talk, not to expose yourself to the chilly
evening air, and to go to bed as soon as the sun was set.
What put it into your head to sing ?'

'Dame! M. Benassis, it was so very warm out here,
and it is so nice to fed warm! | am always cold. |
felt so happy that without thinking | began to try over
Malhrouh sen va-t-en guerre, just for fun, and then |
began to listen to myself because my voice was some-
thing like the sound of the flute your shepherd plays.

"Well, my poor Jacques, this must not happen again ;
do you hear ? Let me have your hand,’ and the doctor
felt his pulse.

The boy's eyes had their usual sweet expresson, but
just now they shone with a feverish light.

'It isjust as | thought, you are covered with perspira-
tion," said Benassis. 'Your mother has not come in
yet?'

' No, sir.'

'Come! go in-doors and get into bed.

Theyoung invalid went back into the cottage, followed
by Benassis and the officer.

"Jugt light a candle, Captain Bluteau," said the doctor,
who was helping Jacques to take off his rough, tattered
clothing.

When Genestas had struck a light, and the interior of
the room was visible, he was surprised by the extreme
thinness of the child, who seemed to be little more than
skin and bone. When the little peasant had been put to
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bed, Benassis tapped the lad's chest, and listened to the
ominous sounds made in thisway by his fingers ; then,
after some deliberation, he drew back the coverlet over
Jacques, stepped back a few paces, folded his arms across
his chest, and closely scrutinised his patient.

"How do you feel, my little man ?'

' Quite comfortable, sir.'

A table, with four spindle legs, sood in the room ;
the doctor drew it up to the bed, found a tumbler and a
phial on the mantel-shelf, and composed a draught, by
carefully measuring a few drops of brown liquid from the
phial into some water, Genestas holding the light the
while.

" Your mother is very late.'

'She is coming, sir,’ said the child ; 'l can hear her
footsteps on the path.'

The doctor and the officer looked around them while
they waited. At the foot of the bed there was a sort of
mattress made of moss, on which, doubtless, the mother
was wont to deep in her clothes, for there were neither
shests nor coverlet. Genestas pointed out this bed to
Benasss, who nodded slightly to show that he likewise
had already admired this motherly devotion. Therewas
a clatter of sabots in the yard, and the doctor went out.

‘You will have to st up with Jacques to-night,
Mother Colas. If he tells you that his breathing is bad,
you must let him drink some of the draught that | have
poured into the tumbler on the table. Take care not
to let him have more than two or three dps at a time
there ought to be enough in the tumbler to last him all
through the night. Above all things, do not touch the
phial, and change the child's clothing at once. He is
perspiring heavily.'

" | could not manage to wash his shirts to-day, sir; |
had to take the hemp over to Grenoble, as we wanted
the money.'

"Very well, then, | will send you some shirts.'
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" Then is he worse, my poor lad ?* asked the woman.

' He has been so imprudent as to sing, Mother Colas;
and it is not to be expected that any good can come of
it ; but do not b&" hard upon him, nor scold him. Do
not be down-hearted about it; and if Jacques complains
overmuch, send a neighbour to fetch me. Good-bye.'

The doctor called to his friend, and they went back
along the foot-path.

" Is that little peasant consumptive ? asked Genestas.

' Mon Dieu! yes' answered Benasss. ' Science
cannot save him, unless Nature works a miracle. Our
professors at the Ecole de Medecine in Paris often used
to speak to us of the phenomenon which you have just
witnessed. Some maladies of this kind bring about
changes in the voice-producing organs that give the
sufferer a short-lived power of song that no trained voice
can aurpass. | have made you spend a melancholy day,
sr,' said the doctor when he was once more in the
saddle. ' Suffering and death everywhere, but every-
where also resignation. All these peasant folk take
death philosophically; they fall ill, say nothing about it,
and take to their beds like dumb animals. But let us
say no more about death, and let us quicken our horses
paces a little ; we ought to reach the town before night-
fall, so that you may se the new quarter.'

' Eh | some place is on fire over there,' said Genestas,
pointing to a spot on the mountain, where a sheaf of
flames was rising.

"It is not a dangerous fire. Our lime-burner is heat-
ing his kiln, no doubt. It is a newly-started industry,
which turns our heather to account.'

There was a sudden report of a gun, followed by an
involuntary exclamation from Benasss, who said, with
an impatient gesture, ' If that is Butifer, we shall se
which of us two is the stronger.'

'"The shot came from that quarter,’ said Genestas,
indicating a beech-wood up above them on the mountain
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side. ' Yes, up there; you may trust an old soldier's
car.'

"Let us gothere a once!" cried Benasss, and he made
straight for the little wood, urging his horse at a furious
gpeed across the ditches and fields, as if he were riding a
degplechase, in his anxiety to catch the sportsman red-
handed.

'The man you ae dfter has made off,’ shouted
Genestas, who could scarcely keep up with him.

Benassis wheded his horse round sharply, and came
back again. The man of whom he was in search soon
appeared on the top of a perpendicular crag, a hundred
feet above the level of the two horsemen.

' Butifer ' shouted Benesis when he saw that this
figure carried a fowling-piece ; ' come down !'

Butifer recognised the doctor, and replied by a respect-
ful and friendly sign which showed that he had every
intention of obeying.

"1 can imagine that if a man were driven to it by
fear or by some overmastering impulse he might possibly
contrive to scramble up to that point among the rocks,'
sad Genestas; ' but how will he manage to come down
again ?

'l have no anxiety on that score' answered Benasss ;
" the wild goats mugt fed envious of that fellow yonder!
You will s

The emergencies of warfare had accustomed the
commandant to gauge the rea worth of men; he
admired the wonderful quickness of Butifer's movements,
the surefooted grace with which the hunter swung
himself down the rugged sdes of the crag, to the top of
which he had so boldly climbed. The strong, dender
form of the mountaineer was gracefully poised in every
attitude which the precipitous nature of the path com-
pelled him to assume; and so certain did he ssem of his
power to hold on at need, that if the pinnacle of rock
on which he took his stand had been a level floor, he
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could not have set his foot down upon it more calmly.
He carried his fowling-piece as if it had been a light
walking-cane.  Butifer was a young man of middle
height, thin, muscular, and in good training; his beauty
was of a masculine order, which impressed Genestas on
a doser view.

Evidently he belonged to the class of smugglers who
ply their trade without resorting to violent courses, and
who only exert patience and craft to defraud the govern-
ment. His face was manly and sunburnt. His eyes,
which were bright as an eagle's, were of a clear yellow
colour, and his sharply-cut nose with its slight curve at
the tip was very much like an eagle's beak. His cheeks
were covered with down, his red lips were half open,
giving a glimpse of a set of teeth of dazzling whiteness.
His beard, moustache, and the reddish whiskers, which
he allowed to grow, and which curled naturally, still
further heightened the masculine and forbidding ex-
presson of his face. Everything about him spoke of
strength. He was broad-chested ; constant activity had
made the muscles of his hands curiously firm and
prominent. There was the quick intelligence of a
savage about his glances;, he looked resolute, fearless, and
imperturbable, like a man accusomed to put his life in
peril, and whose physical and mental strength had been
so often tried by dangers of every kind, that he no longer
felt any doubts about himsdf. He wore a blouse that
had suffered a good deal from thorns and briars, and he
had a pair of leather soles bound to his feet by ed-skin
thongs, and a pair of torn and tattered blue linen breeches
through which his legs were visible, red, wiry, hard, and
muscular as those of a stag.

"There you see the man who once fired a shot at me,’
Benasss remarked to the commandant in a low voice.
'If at this moment | were to signify to him my desre
to' be rid of any one, he would kill them without
scruple—Butifer!' he went on, addressing* the poacher,
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'l fully believed you to be a man of your word; |
pledged mine for you because | had your promise. My
promise to the procunur du rot at Grenoble was based
upon your vow never to go poaching'again, and to turn
over a new leaf and become a steady, industrious worker.
You fired that shot just now, and here you are, on the
Comte de Labranchoir's estate! Eh! you miscreant ?
Suppose his keeper had happened to hear you ? It is
a lucky thing for you that | shall take no formal
cognizance of this offence ; if | did, you would come
up as an old offender, and of course you have no gun
licence! | let you keep that gun of yours out of tender-
ness for your attachment to the weapon.'

'It is a beauty,’ said the commandant, who recognised
a duck gun from Saint Etienne.

The smuggler raised his head and looked at Genestas
by way of acknowledging the compliment.

'Butifer,' continued Benassis, ' if your conscience does
not reproach you, it ought to do so. If you are going
to begin your old tricks again, you will find yourself
once more in a park enclosed by four stone walls, and
no power on earth will save you from the hulks; you
will be a marked man, and your character will be
ruined. Bring your gun to me to-night, | will take
care of it for you.'

Butifer gripped the barrel of his weapon in a con-
vulsive clutch.

" You arequiteright, sir,' hesaid ; ' | have donewrong,
| have broken bounds, | am a cur. My gun ought to
go to you, but when you take it away from me, you
take all that | have in the world. The las shot which
my mother's son will fire shall be through my own
head. « . . What would you have? | did as you
wanted me. | kept quiet all the winter ; but the spring
came, and the sap rose. | am not used to day labour.
It is not in my nature to spend my life in fattening
fowls; | carinot stoop about turning over the soil for
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vegetables, nor flourish a whip and drive a cart, nor
scrub down a horsein a stable all my life, so | must die
of starvation, | suppoe? | am only happy when | am
up there' he went on after a pause, pointing to the
mountains. 'And | have been about among the hills
for the past week 5 | got a sight of a chamois, and |
have the chamois there,' he said, pointing to the top of
the crag; 'it is at your servicel Dear M. Benasss,
leave me my gun. Listen! | will leave the commune,

fot de Tiutifer! | will go to the Alps; the chamois
hunters will not say aword; on the contrary, they will
receive me with open arms. | shall come to grief at

the bottom of some glacier; but, if | am to speak
my mind, | would rather live for a couple of years
among the heights, where there are no governments, nor
excisemen, nor gamekeepers, nor procureurs du roi, than
grovel in a marsh for a century. You are the only one
that | shall be sorry to leave behind; all the rest of
them bore me! When you are in the right, at any
rateyou don't worry on€'s life out——'

"And how about Louise?' asked Benasss. Butifer
paused and turned thoughtful.

"Eh! learn to read and write, my lad,’ said Genestas;
‘come and enlist in my regiment, have a horse to ride,
and turn carabineer. If they once sound " to horse" for
something like a war, you will find out that Providence
made you to live in the midst of cannon, bullets, and
battalions, and they will make a general of you.'

'Ye-es, if Napoleon was back again,’ answered
Butifer

"You know our agreement,’ said the doctor. 'At
the second infraction of it, you undertook to go for a
soldier. | give you six months in which to learn to
read and write, and then | will find up some young
gentleman who wants a substitute.'

Butifer looked at the mountains.

"Oh ! you shall not go to the Alps,’ cried Benasss

K
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" A man like you, a man of his word, with plenty of good
stuff in him, ought to serve his country and command
a brigade, and not come to his end trailing after a
chamois. The life that you are leading will take you
straight to the convict's prison.  After over-fatiguing
yoursdlf, you are obliged to take a long rest; and, in the
end, you will fall into idle ways that will be the ruin of
any notions of orderly existence that you have ; you will
get into the habit of putting your strength to bad uses
and you will take the law into your own hands. | want
to put you, in spite of yoursdlf, into the right path.’

'So | am to pine and fret myself to death ? | fed
suffocated whenever | am in atown. | cannot hold out
for more than a day, in Grenoble, when | take Louise
there——'

' We all have our whims, which we must manage to
control, or turn them to account for our neighbour's
benefit. But it islate, and | am in a hurry. Come to
se me to-morrow, and bring your gun along with you.
We will talk this over, my boy. Good-bye. Go and
sl your chamois in Grenoble.'

The two horsemen went on their way.

'That iswhat | call a man,' said Genestas.

" A man in a bad way," answered Benassis. ' But what
help is there for it ? You heard what he said. Is it not
lamentable to se such fine qualities running to waste ?
If France were invaded by a foreign foe, Butifer at the
head of a hundred young fellows would keep a whole
division busy in Maurienne for a month; but in a time
of peace the only outlets for his energy are those which
st the law at defiancee He must wrestle with some-
thing; whenever he is not risking his neck he is at odds
with society, he lends a helping hand tosmugglers. The
rogue will cross the Rhone, all by himself, in a little boat,
to take shoes over into Savoy; he makes good his retreat,
heavy laden as he is, to some inaccessble place high up
among the hills, where he says for two days at a time,
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living on dry crusts. In short, danger is as welcome to
him as degp would be to anybody ese, and by dint of
experience he has acquired a relish for extreme sensations
that has totally unfitted him for ordinary life. It vexes
me that a man like that should take a wrong turn and
gradually go to the bad, become a bandit, and die on the
gallows. But, see captain, how our village looks from
here!

Genestas obtained a distant view of a wide circular
space, planted with trees, a fountain surrounded by poplars
sood in the middleofit. Round the enclosure were high
banks on which a triple line of trees of different kinds
were growing j the first row consised of acacias, the
second of Japanese varnish trees, and some young elms
grew on the highest row of all.

' That iswherewe hold our fair,’ said Benassis. ' That
is the beginning of the High Street, by those two hand-
some houses that | told you about; one belongs to the
notary, and the other to thejustice of the peace.

They came at that moment into a broad road, fairly
evenly paved with large cobble-stones. There were
altogether about a hundred new houses on either side of
it, and almost every house stood in a garden.

The view of the church with its doorway made a
pretty termination to thisroad. T wo moreroadshad been
recently planned out half-way down the course of the
first, and many new housss had al eady been built along
them. The town-hall sood opposite the parsonage, in
the square by the church. As Benasss went down the
road, women and children and men who had just finished
their day's work promptly appeared in their doorways to
wish him good-evening, the men took off their caps and
the little children danced and shouted about his horse, as
if the animal's good-nature were as well known as the
kindness of its master. The gladness was undemonstra-
tive ; there was the instinctive delicacy of all. deep feeling
about it, and it had the same pervasive power. At the
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sight of this welcome it seemed to Genestas that the
doctor had been too modest in his description of the
affection with which he was regarded by the peopleof the
district.  His truly was a sovereignty of the sweetest
kind ; a right royal sovereignty moreover, for its title
was engraven in the hearts of its subjects. However
dazzling the rays of glory that surround a man, however
great the power that he enjoys, in his inmost soul he soon
comes to ajust estimate of the sentiments that all external
action causs for him. He very soon sees that no change
has been wrought in him, that there is nothing new and
nothing greater in the exercise of his physical faculties,
and discovers his own real nothingness. Kings, even
should they rule over the whole world, are condemned to
livein a narrow circle like other men. They must even
submit to the conditions of their lot, and their happiness
depends upon the personal impressions that they receive.
But Benasss met with nothing but goodwill and loyalty
throughout the district.
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" PRAY, comein, sr !' cried Jacquotte. ' A pretty time
the gentlemen have been waiting for you! It is always
the way! You always manage to spoil the dinner for
me whenever it ought to be particularly good. Every-
thing is cooked to death by this time——'

" Oh ! well, here we are,' answered Benasss with a
smile.

T hetwo horsemen dismounted, and went off to the salon,
where the guests invited by the doctor were assembled.

' Gentlemen,' he said, taking Genestas by the hand, |
have the honour of introducing to you M. Bluteau,
captain of a regiment of cavalry stationed at Grenoble
—an old soldier, who has promised me that he will stay
among us for alittle while.'

Then, turning to Genestas, he presented to him atall,
thin, grey-haired man, dressed in black.

'This gentleman," said Benassis, 'is M. Dufau, the
justice of the peace of whom | have already spoken to
you, and who has so largely contributed to the prosperity
of the commune.’ Then heled his guest up to a pale,
slight young man of middle height, who wore spectacles,
and was also dressed in black. ' And thisisM. Tonnelet,'
he went on, '"M. Gravier'sson-in-law, and thefirst notary
who came to live in the village.

The doctor next turned to a stout man, w.ho seemed to
belong half to the peasant, half to the middle dass the

149
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owner of a rough-pimpled but good-humoured coun-
tenance,

'Thisis my worthy colleague M. Cambon," he went
on, ' the timber-merchant, to whom | owe the confidence
and goodwill of the people here. He was one of the
promoters of the road which you have admired. | have
no need to tell you the professon of this gentleman,
Benassis added, turning to the curate. ° Here is a man
whom no one can help loving.'

There was an irresistible attraction in the moral beauty
expressed by the cure€s countenance, which engrossed
Genestass attention. Yet a certain harshness and
austerity of outline might make M. Janvier's face seem
unpleasing at a first glance. His attitude, and his slight,
emaciated frame, showed that he was far from strong
physically, but the unchanging serenity of his face bore
witnessto the profound inward peace of the Christian and
to the strength that comes from purity of heart. Heaven
seemed to be reflected in his eyes, and the inextinguish-
able fervour of charity which glowed in his heart appeared
to shine from them. The gestures that he made but
rarely were smple and natural, his appeared to be a quiet
and retiring nature, and there was a modesty and simplicity
like that of a young girl about his actions. At first sight
he inspired respect and a vague desre to be admitted to
his friendship.

"Ah! M. le Maire," he said, bending as though to
escape from Benassiss eulogium.

Something in the cur€s tones brought a thrill to
Genestas's heart, and the two insignificant words uttered
by this stranger priest plunged him into musings that
were almost devout.

' Gentlemen,' said Jacquotte, who came into the middle
of the room, and there took her stand, with her hands on
her hips,' the soup is on the table.'

. Invited by Benasss, who summoned each in turn so
as to avoid questions of precedence, the doctor's five
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guests went into the dining-room; and after the cure, in
low and quiet tones, had repeated a Benedictte, they took
their places at table. The cloth that covered the table
was of that peculiar kind of damask linen invented in the
time of Henri iv. by the brothers Graindorge, the skilful
weavers, who gave their name to the heavy fabric so well
known to housskeepers. The linen was of dazzling
whiteness, and fragrant with the scent of the thyme that
Jacquotte always put into her wash-tubs. The dinner
service was of white porcelain, edged with blue, and was
in perfect order. The decanters were of the old-fashioned
octagonal kind still in use in the provinces, though they
have disappeared elsewhere.  Grotesque figures had been
carved on the horn handles of the knives. These réelics
of ancient splendour, which, nevertheless, looked almost
new, seemed to those who scrutinised them to be in
keeping with the kindly and open-hearted nature of the
master of the house.

The lid of the soup-tureen drew a momentary glance
from Genestas; he noticed that it was surmounted by a
group of vegetables in high relief, skilfully coloured after
the manner of Bernard Palissy, the celebrated sixteenth
century craftsman.

There was no lack of character about the group of men
thus assembled. The powerful heads of Genestas and
Benassis contrasted admirably with M. Janvier's apostolic
countenance; and in the same fashion the elderly faces
of thejustice of the peace and the deputy-mayor brought
out the youthfulness of the notary. Society seemed to be
represented by these various types. The expresson of
each one indicated contentment with himself and with
the present, and a faith in the future. M. Tonnelet and
M. Janvier, who were still young, loved to make forecasts
of coming events, for they felt that the future wastheirs;
while the other guests were fain rather to turn their talk
upon the pas. All of them faced the things of life
serioudy, and their opinions seemed to reflect a double
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tinge of soberness, on the one hand, from the twilight
hues of wellnigh forgotten joys that could never more be
revived for them ; and, on the other, from the grey dawn
which gave promise of a glorious day.

" You must have had a very tiring day, sr ?* said M.
Cambon, addressing the cure.

' Yes, gr," answered M. Janvier, ' the poor cretin and
Pere Pelletier were buried at different hours.'

" Now we can pull down all the hovels of the old village,'
Benasss remarked to his deputy. 'When the space on
which the houses stand has been grubbed up, it will mean
at least another acre of meadow land for us; and further-
more, there will be a clear saving to the commune of the
hundred francs that it used to cost to keep Chautard the
cretin.'

' For the next three years we ought to lay out the
hundred francs in making a single-span bridge to carry
the lower road over the main stream," said M. Cambon.
'T hetownsfolk and the people down the valley have fallen
into the way of taking a short cut across that patch of
land of Jean Francois Pastoureau's;, before they have
done they will cut it up in away that will do a lot of
harm to that poor fellow.'

' | am sure that the money could not be put to a better
use' said thejustice of the peace. ' In my opinion the
abuse of the right of way is one of the worst nuisances
in a country district. One-tenth of the casss that come
before the court are caused by unfair easements. The
rights of property are infringed in this way aimost with
impunity in many and many a commune. A respect for
law and a respect for property are ideas too often disre-
garded in France, and it is most important that they
should be inculcated. Many people think that there is
something dishonourable in asssting the law to take its
course. "Go and be hanged somewhere else" is a saying
which seems to be dictated by an unpraiseworthy gene-
rosity of feeling; but at bottom it is nothing but a
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hypocritical formula—a sort of veil which we throw
over our own sdfisness.  Let us own to it, we lack
patriotism! Theitrue patriot is the citizen who is so
deeply impressed with a snse of the importance of the
laws that he will see them carried out even at his own
cost and inconvenience. If you let the criminal go in
peace, are you not making yourself answerable for the
crimes he will commit ?'

"It is all of a piece said Benasss. 'If the mayors
kept their roads in better order, there would not be so
many footpaths. And if the members of Municipal
Councils knew a little better, they would uphold the
small landowner and the mayor when the two combine
to oppose the establishment of unfair easements. The
fact that chateau, cottage, field, and tree are all equally
sacred would then be brought home in every way to the
ignorant; they would be made to understand that Right
is just the same in all cass whether the value of the
property in question be large or small. But such salutary
changes cannot be brought about all at once. They
depend almost entirely on the moral condition of the
population, which we can never completely reform with-
out the potent aid of the cures. This remark does not
apply to you in any way, M. Janvier.'

" Nor do | take it to mysdf,’ laughed the cure. 'Is
not my heart st on bringing the teaching of the Catholic
religion to co-operate with your plans of administration ?
For instance, | have often tried, in my pulpit discourses
on theft, to imbue the folk of this parish with the very
ideas of Right to which you have just given utterance.
For truly, God does not estimate theft by the value of
the thing stolen, He looks at the thief. That has been
the gist of the parables which | have tried to adapt to
the comprehension of my parishioners.

" You have succeeded, sir,’ said Cambon. 'l know the
change you have brought about in people's ways of look-
ing at things, for | can compare the commune as it is
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now with the commune as it usd to be. There are
certainly very few places where the labourers are as care-
ful as ours are about keeping to timp in their working
hours. The cattle are well looked after; any damage
that they do is done by accident. There is no pilfering
in the woods, and finally you have made our peasants
clearly understand that the leisure of the rich is the
reward of a thrifty and hard-working life.'

" Well, then,' said Genestas, 'you ought to be pretty
well pleased with your infantry, M. le Cure.'

'"We cannot expect to find angels anywhere here
below, captain,’ answered the priest. 'Wherever there
is poverty, there is suffering too; and suffering and
poverty are strong compelling forces which have their
abusss, just as power has  When the peasants have a
couple of leagues to walk to their work, and have to
tramp back wearily in the evening, they perhaps see
sportsmen taking short cuts over ploughed land and
pasture so as to be back to dinner a little sooner, and is
it to be supposed that they will hestate to follow the
example? And of those who in this way beat out a
footpath such as these gentlemen have just been com-
plaining about, which are the real offenders, the workers
or the people who are simply amusing themsdlves ? Both
therich and the poor give us a great deal of trouble in
these days. Faith, like power, ought always to descend
from the heights above us, in heaven or on earth; and
certainly in our times the upper dasses have less faith in
them than the mass of the people, who have God's
promise of heaven hereafter as a reward for evilspatiently
endured. With due submission to ecclesiastical discipline,
and deference to the views of my superiors, | think that
for some time to come we should be les exacting as to
questions of doctrine, and rather endeavour to revive the
sentiment'of religion in the hearts of the intermediary
clases, who debate over the maxims of Christianity in-
stead of putting them in practice. T he philosophism of
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the rich has set a fatal example to the poor, and has
brought about intervals of too long duration when men
have faltered in thpir allegiance to God. Such ascend-
ency as we have over our flocks to-day depends entirely
on our personal influence with them ; isit not deplorable
that the existence of religious belief in a commune
should be dependent on the esteem in which a single
man is held ? When the preservative force of Chris-
tianity permeating all clases of society shall have put
life into the new order of things, there will be an end
of sterile disputes about doctrine. The cult of a religion
is its form; societies only exist by forms. You have
your standard, we have the cross——

" | should very much like to know, sir,’ said Genestas,
breaking in upon M. Janvier, *why you forbid these poor
folk to dance on Sunday ?'

" We do not quarrel with dancing in itself, captain ; it
is forbidden because it leads to immorality, which troubles
the peace of the countryside and corrupts its manners.
Does not the attempt to purify the spirit of the family
and to maintain the sanctity of family ties strike at the
root of the evil ?'

' Some irregularities are always to be found in every
district | know," said M. Tonnelet, but they very seldom
occur among us.  Perhaps there are peasants who remove
their neighbour's landmark without much scruple; or
they may cut a few oders that belong to some one else,
it they happen to want some; but these are mere
peccadilloes compared with the wrongdoing that goes
on among a town population. Moreover, the people in
this valley seem to me to be devoutly religious.'

' Devout ?' queried the curewith a smile; ' thereis no
fear of fanaticism here.

' But/ objected Cambon, 'if the people all went to
mass every morning, sir, and to confesson every week,
how would the fields be cultivated ? And three priests
would hardly be enough.'
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"Work is prayer,’ said the cure. 'Doing ones duty
brings a knowledge of the religious principles which are
avital necessity to society.'

' How about patriotism ? asked Geneias

' Patriotism can only inspire a short-lived enthusiasm,’
the curate answered gravely ; ' religion gives it perman-
ence. Patriotism condgts in a brief impulse of forget-
fulness of self and self-interest, while Christianity is a
complete system of opposition to the depraved tendencies
of mankind.'

" And yet, during the wars undertaken by the Revolu-
tion, patriotism——'

"Y es, we worked wonders at the time of the Revol ution,’
sid Benassis interrupting Genedas ; ' but only twenty
years later, in 1814, our patriotism was extinct ;
while, in former times, a religious impulse moved France
and Europe to fling themsalves upon Asia a dozen times
in the course of a century.’

' Maybe it is eeder for two nations to come to terms
when the strife has arisen out of some questlon of material
interests,' sad the justice of the peace; 'while wars
undertaken with the idea of supporting dogmas are bound
to be interminable, because the object can never be clearly
defined.'

" Well, sir, you are not helping any one to fish ' put
in Jacquotte, who had removed the soup with Nicolle's
addance  Faithful to her custom, Jacquotte herself
aways brought in every dish one dfter another, a plan
which had its drawbacks, for it compelled gluttonous folk
to over-eat themsdlves, and the more abstemious, having
satidfied their hunger at an early stage, were obliged to
leave the begt part of the dinner untouched.

" Gentlemen,' sad the cure, with a glance at the justice
of the peace’ how can you alege that religious wars have
had no definite aim? Religion in olden times was
such a powerful binding force, that material interests
and religious questions were inseparable.  Every
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soldier, therefore, knew quite well what he was fighting
for.'

" If there has bepn so much righting about religion,'
said Genestas, ' God must have built up the system very
perfunctorily. Should not a divine institution impress
men at once by the truth that isin it ?'

"All the guests looked at the cure.

' Gentlemen,' said M. Janvier, ' religion is something
that is felt and that cannot be defined. We cannot know
the purpose of the Almighty; we are no judges of the
means He employs.'

' Then, according to you, we are to believe in all your
rigmaroles,' said Genestas, with the easy good-humour of
a soldier who has never given a thought to these things.

' The Catholic religion, better than any other, resolves
men's doubts and fears ; but even were it otherwise, |
might ask you if you run any risks by believing in its
truths.'

' None worth speaking of,’ answered Genestas.

' Good ! and what risks do you not run by not believ-
ing? But let us talk of the worldly aspect of the matter,
which most appeals to you. The nnger of God is visible
in human affairs; see how He directs them by the hand
of His vicar on earth. How much men have lost by
leaving the path traced out for them by Christianity!
So few think of reading Church history, that erroneous
notions deliberately sown among the people lead them to
condemn the Church ; yet the Church has been a pattern
of perfect government such as men seek to establish to-
day. The principle of election made it for a long while
agreat political power. Except the Catholic Church,
there was no single religious institution which was founded
upon liberty and equality. Everything was ordered to
thisend. The father-superior, the abbot, the bishop, the
general of an order, and the pope were then chosen con-
scientioudly for their fitness for the requirements of the
Church. They were the expression of its intelligence, of
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the thinking-power of the Church, and blind obedience
was therefore their due. | will say nothing of the ways
in which society has benefited by that power which has
created modern nations and has inspired so many poems,
so much music, so many cathedrals, statues, and pictures.
I will simply call your attention to the fact that your
modern systems of popular election, of two chambers, and
of juries all had their origin in provincial and oecumenical
councils, and in the episcopate and college of cardinals;
but there is this difference,—the views of civilisation
held by our present-day philosophy seem to me to fade
away before the sublime and divine conception of Catholic
communion, the type of a universal social communion
brought about by the word and the fact that are combined
in religious dogma. It would be very difficult for any
modern political system, however perfect people may
think it, to work once more such miracles as were
wrought in those ages when the Church was the stay
and support of the human intellect.'

'"Why ?" asked Genestas.

' Because, in the first place, if the principle of election
is to be the bads of a system, absolute eguality among
the eectors is a first requirement; they ought to be
"equal quantities," to make use of a mathematical term,
and that is a state of things which modern politics will
never bring about. Then, great social changes can only
be effected by means of some common sentiment so
powerful that it brings men into concerted action, while
latter-day philosophism has discovered that law is based
upon personal interest, which keeps men apart. Men
full of the generous spirit that watches with tender care
over the trampled rights of the suffering poor, were
more often found among the nations of pas ages than
In our generation. The priesthood, also, which sprang
from the middle dasss, resissed material forces and
sood between the people and their enemies. But the
territorial posesions of the Church and her temporal
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power, which seemingly made her position yet stronger,
ended by crippling and weakening her action. As a
matter of fact, if the priest has possessons and privileges,
he at once appears in the light of an oppressor. He is
paid by the State, therefore he is an official: if he gives
his time, his life, his whole heart, this is a matter of
course, and nothing more than he ought to do; the
citizens expect and demand his devotion; and the
spontaneous kindliness of his nature is dried up. But,
let the priest be vowed to poverty, let him turn to his
calling of his own free will, let him stay himself on God
alone, and have no resource on earth but the hearts of
the faithful, and he becomes once more the missionary of
America, he takes the rank of an apostle, he has all
things under his feet. Indeed, the burden of wealth
drags him down, and it is only by renouncing everything
that he gains dominion over all men's hearts.

M. Janvier had compelled the attention of every one
present. No one spoke ; for all the guests were thought-
ful. It was something new to hear such words as these
in the mouth of a simple cure.

' There is one serious error, M. Janvier, among the
truths to which you have given expression,’ said Benassis.
" As you know, | do not like to raise discussions on points
of general interest which modern authorities and modern
writers have called in question. In my opinion, a man
who has thought out a political system, and who is
conscious that he has within him the power of applying
itin practical politics, should keep his mind to himself
seize his opportunity and act; but if he dwells in peace-
ful obscurity as a simple citizen, is it not sheer lunacy
to think to bring the great mass over to his opinion by
means of individual discussions? For all that, 1 am
about to argue with you, my dear pastor, for | am spesk-
ing before sensible men, each of whom is accustomed
always to bring hisindividual light to a common search
for the truth. My ideas may seem strange to you, but
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they are the outcome of much thought caused by the
calamities of the last forty years. Universal suffrage,
which finds such favour in the sigfyt of those persons
who belong to the constitutional opposition, as it is
called, was a capital institution in the Church, because
(es you yourself have just pointed out, dear pastor)
the individuals of whom the Church was composed
were all well educated, disciplined by religious feeling,
thoroughly imbued with the spirit of the same system,
well aware of what they wanted and whither they
were going. But modern Liberalism rashly made war
upon the prosperous government of the Bourbons, by
means of ideas which, should they triumph,.would
be the ruin of France and of the Liberals them-
selves. Thisis well known to the leaders of the Left,
who are merely endeavouring to get the power into
their own hands. If (which Heaven forbid) the middle
classes ranged under the banner of the opposition should
succeed in overthrowing those social superiorities which
are so repugnant to their vanity, another struggle
would follow hard upon their victory. It would not be
very long before the middle classes in their turn would
be looked upon by the people as a sort of noblesse; they
would be a sorry kind of noblesse® it is true, but their
wealth and privileges would seem so much the more
hateful in" the eyes of the people because they would have
a closer vision of these things. | do not say that the
nation would come to grief in this struggle, but society
would perish anew; for the day of triumph of a suffering
people is always brief, and involves disorders of the worst
kind. There would be no truce in a desperate strife
arising out of an inherent or acquired difference of
opinion among the electors. The less enlightened and
more numerous portion would sweep away socia in-
equalities, thanks to a system in which votes are reckoned
by count and not by weight. Hence it follows that a
government is never more strongly organised, and as a
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consequence is never more perfect than when it has
been established for the protection of Privilege of the
most restricted kind. By Privilege | do not at this
moment mean the old abuses by which certain rights
were conceded to a few, to the prejudice of the many;
no, I am using it to express the socia circle of the
governing class. The governing class is in some sort
the heart of the State.  But throughout creation Nature
has confined the vital principle within a narrow space,
in order to concentrate its power; and so it iswith the
body politic. | will illustrate this thought of mine by
examples. Let us suppose that there are a hundred peers
in France, there are only one hundred causes of offence.
Abolish the peerage, and all wealthy people will con-
stitute the privileged class; instead of a hundred, you
will have ten thousand, instead of removing class dis-
tinctions, you have merely widened the mischief. In
fact, from the people's point of view, the right to live
without working is in itself a privilege. The unpro-
ductive consumer is a robber in their eyes. The only
work that they understand has palpable results ; they set
no value on intellectual labour—the kind of labour which
is the principal source of wealth to them. So by
multiplying causes of offence in this way, you extend
the field of battle; the social war would be waged on all
points instead of being confined within alimited circle;
and when attack and resistance become general, the ruin
of a country isimminent. Because the rich will always
be fewer in number, the victory will be to the poor as
soon & it comes to actual fighting. | will throw the
burden of proof on history.

'The institution of Senatorial Privilege enabled the
Roman Republic to conquer the world. The Senate
preserved the tradition of authority. But when the
equites and the novi homines had extended the governing
class by adding to the numbers of the Patricians, the
State came to ruin. In spite of Sylla, and after the time

L
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of Julius Ceesx, Tiberius raised it into the Roman
Empire; the sysem was embodied in one man, and all
authority was centred in him, a measure which prolonged
the magnificent sway of the Roman for severd centuries.
The Emperor had cessad to dwell in Rome when the
Eternal City fell into the hands of barbarians. When
the conqueror invaded our country, the Franks who divided
the land among themsdves invented feudd privilege as
a sdfeguard for property. The hundred or the thousand
chiefs who owned the country, established their institu-
tions with a view to defending the rights gained by con-
quest. The duration of the feuda system was co-existent
with the restriction of Privilege. But when the leudes
(an exact trandation of the word gentlemen) from
five hundred became fifty thousand, there came a revolu-
tion. The governing power was too widely diffused ; it
lacked force and concentration; and they had not reckoned
with the two powers, Money and Thought, that had set
those free who had been benesth their rule. So the
victory over the monarchica system, obtained by the
middle dases with a view to extending the number of
the privileged class, will produce its natural effect—the
people will triumph in turn over the middle classes. | f
this trouble comes to pass the indiscriminate right of
suffrage bestowed upon the masses will be a dangerous
weapon in their hands. The man who votes, criticises.
An authority that is called in question is no longer an
authority. Can you imagine a society without a govern-
ing authority? No, you cannot. Therefore, authority
means force, and a beds of just judgment should underlie
force. Such are the reasons which have led me to think
that the principle of popular election is a most fatal one
for modern governments. | think that my attachment
to the poor and suffering dasses hes been sufficiently
proved, and that no one will accuse me of bearing any
i11-will towards them ; but though | admire the sublime
paience and resignation with which they tread the path
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of toil, I must pronounce them to be unfit totake part in
the government. The proletariat seem to me to be the
minors of a nation, and ought to remain in a condition
of tutelage. Therefore, gentlemen, the word election” to
my thinking, isin a fair way to cause as much mischief
as the words conscience and liberty, which, ill-defined and
ill-understood, were flung broadcast among the people, to
serve as watchwords of revolt and incitements to destruc-
tion. It s;emsto me to be a right and necessary thing
that the massss should be kept in tutelage for the good
of society.'

' This system of yours runs so clean contrary to every-
body's notions nowadays, that we have some right to ask
your reasonsfor it," said Genestas, interrupting the doctor.

' By all means, captain.'

" What is this the master is saying ?' cried Jacquotte,
as she went back to her kitchen. ' There heis, the poor
dear man, and what is he doing but advising them to
crush the people! And they are listening to him !

"I would never have believed it of M. Benasss'
answered Nicolle.

"If I require that the ignorant masss should be
governed by a strong hand,’ the doctor resumed, after a
brief pause, 'l should desre at the same time that the
framework of the social syssem should be sufficiently
yielding and éastic to allow those who have the will and
are conscious of their ability to emerge from the crowd,
to rise and take their place among the privileged dasses
The aim of power of every kind is its own preservation.
In order to live, a government, to-day as in the past, must
press the strong men of the nation into its service, taking
them from every quarter, soas to make them its defenders,
and to remove from among the people the men of energy
who incite the mases to insurrection. By opening
out in this way to the public ambition paths that are
at once difficult and easy, easy for strong wills, difficult
for weak or imperfect ones, a State averts the perils
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or tne revolutions caused by the struggles of men of
superior powers to rise to their proper level. Our long
agony of forty years should have made if. clear to any man
who has brains that social superiorities are a natural out-
come of the order of things. They are of three kinds
that cannot be questioned—the superiority of the thinker,
the superiority of the politician, the superiority of wealth.
Is not that as much as to say, genius, power, and money,
or, in yet other words—the cause, the means, and the
effect ? But suppose a kind of social tabula rasa, every
social unit perfectly equal, an increase of population
everywhere in the same ratio, and give the same amount
of land to each family ; it would not be long before you
would again have all the existing inequalities of fortune;
it is glaringly evident, therefore, that there are such things
as superiority of fortune, of thinking capacity, and of
power, and we must make up our minds to this fact; but
the masses will always regard rights that have been most
honestly acquired as privileges, and as a wrong done to
themselves.

' The Social Contract founded upon this basis will be a
perpetual pact between those who have and those who
have not. And acting on these principles, those who
benefit by the laws will be the lawmakers, for they
necessarily have the instinct of self-preservation, and foresee
their dangers. It is even more to their interest than to
the interest of the masses themselves that the latter should
be quiet and contented. The happiness of the people should
be ready made for the people. If you look at society as a
whole from this point of view, you will soon see as | do,
that the privilege of election ought only to be exercised
by men who possess wealth, power, or intelligence, and
you will likewise see that the action of the deputies they
may choose to represent them should be considerably
restricted.

* The maker of laws, gentlemen, should be in advance
of his age. It is his business to ascertain the tendency of
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erroneous notions popularly held, to see the exact direction
in which the ideas of a nation are tending; he labours foi
the future rather than for the present, and for the rising
generation rather than for the one that is passing away.
But if you call in the masses to make the laws, can they
rise above their own level ? Nay. The more faithfully
an assembly represents the opinions held by the crowd,
the less it will know about government, the less lofty its
ideas will be, and the more vague and vacillatingitspolicy,
for thecrowd is and alwayswill be simply a crowd, and this
especially with usin France. Law involves submission
to regulations; man is naturally opposed to rules and
regulations of all kinds, especially if they interfere with his
interests; sois it likely that the masss will enact laws
that are contrary to their own inclinations? No.

'Very often legislation ought to run counter to the
prevailing tendencies of the time. If the law is to be
shaped by the prevailing habits of thought and tendencies
of a nation, would not that mean that in Spain a direct
encouragement would be given to idleness and religious
intolerance in England, to the commercial spiritj in
Italy, to the love of the arts that may be the expression
of a society, but by which no society can entirely exist;
in Germany, feudal dass distinctions would be fostered;
and here, in France, popular legislation would promote
the spirit of frivolity, the sudden craze for an idea, and
the readiness to split into factions which has always been
our bane.

" What has happened in the forty years since the electors
took it upon themselves to make laws for France? We
have something like forty thousand laws ! A people with
forty thousand laws might as well have noneat all. Is it
likely that five hundred mediocrities (for there are never
morethan a hundred great mindsto dothework of any one
century), is it likely that five hundred mediocrities will
have the wit to rise to the level of these considerations ?
Not they ! Here is a constant stream of men poured
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forth from five hundred different places; they will
interpret the spirit of the law in divers manners, and
there should be a unity of conception in the law.

"But | will go yet further. Sooner or later an assembly
of this kind comes to be swayed by one man, and instead
of a dynasty of kings, you have a constantly changing
and costly successon of prime ministers. There comes
aMirabeau, or a Danton, a Robespierre, or a Napoleon,
or proconsuls, or an emperor, and there is an end of
deliberations and debates. In fact, it takes a determinate
amount of force to raise a given weight; the force may
be distributed, and you may have a lessor greater number
of levers, but it comes to the same thing in the end, the
force must be in proportion to the weight. The weight
in this case is the ignorant and suffering mass of people
who form the lowest stratum of society. The attitude
of authority is bound to be repressive, and great concen-
tration of the governing power is needed to neutralise
the force of a popular movement. This is the application
of the principle that | unfolded when | spoke just now
of the way in which the dass privileged to govern should
be restricted. If this dass is composed of men of ability,
they will obey this natural law, and compel the country
to obey. Ifyou collect a crowd of mediocrities together,
sooner or later they will fall under the dominion of a
stronger head. A deputy of talent understands the
reasons for which a government exists; the mediocre
deputy simply comes to terms with force.  An assembly
either obeys an idea, like the Convention in the time of
the Terror; a powerful personality, like the Corps
Legislatif under the rule of Napoleon ; or falls under
the domination of a sysem or of wealth, as it has done
in our own day. The Republican Assembly, that dream
of some innocent souls, is an impossibility. Those who
would fain bring it to pas are either grosdy deluded
dupes or would-be tyrants. Do you not think that there
is something ludicrous about an Assembly which gravely
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sits in debate upon the perils of a nation which ought to
be roused into immediate action ? It is only right of
course that the people should elect a body of repre-
sentatives who will decide questions of supplies and of
taxation ; this institution has always existed, under the
sway of the most tyrannous ruler no less than under the
sceptre of the mildest of princes. Money is not to be
taken by force; there are natural limitsto taxation, and
if they are overstepped, a nation either rises up in revolt,
or lays itself down to die. Again, if this elective body,
changing from time to time according to the needs and
ideas of those whom it represents, should refuse obedience
to a bad law in the name of the people, well and good.
But to imagine that five hundred men, drawn from every
corner of the kingdom, will make a good law ! Isit not
a dreary joke, for which the people will sooner or later
gl?ve to pay ? They have a change of masters, that is

'Authority ought to be given to one man, he alone
should have the task of making the laws; and he should
be a man who, by force of circumstances, is continually
obliged to submit his actions to general approbation.
But the only restraints that can be brought to bear upon
the exercise of power, be it the power of the one, of the
many, or of the multitude, are to be found in thereligious
institutions of a country. Religion forms the only
adequate safeguard against the abuse of supreme power.
When a nation ceases to believe in religion, it becomes
ungovernable in consequence, and its prince perforce
becomes a tyrant. The Chambers that occupy an inter-
mediate place between rulers and their subjects are
powerless to prevent these results, and can only mitigate
them to a very dlight extent; Assemblies, as | have said
before, are bound to become the accomplices of tyranny
on the one hand, or of insurrection on the other. My
own leaningsare towards a government by one man ; but
though it is good, it cannot be absolutely good, for the
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results of every policy will always depend upon the
condition and the beliefs of the nation. If a nation isin
its dotage, if it has been corrupted to the core by philo-
sophism and the spirit of discussion, it is on the high road
to despotism, from which no form of free government
will save it. And, at the same time, a righteous people
will nearly always find liberty even under a despotic rule.
All this goes to show the necessity for restricting the
right of election within very narrow limits, the necessity
for a strong government, the necessity for a powerful
religion which makes the rich man the friend of the
poor, and enjoins upon the poor an absolute submission
to their lot. It is, in fact, really imperative that the
Assemblies should be deprived of all direct legidative
power, and should confine themselves to the registration
of laws and to quegtions of taxation.

"1 know that different ideas from these exist in many
minds. To-day, as in pad ages, there are enthusasts
who seek for perfection, and who would like to have
society better ordered than it is at present. But innova-
tions which tend to bring about a kind of social topsy-
turvydom, ought only to be undertaken by general
consent. Let the innovators have patience. When |
remember how long it has taken Christianity to establish
itself; how many centuries it has taken to bring about a
purely moral revolution which surely ought to have been
accomplished peacefully, the thought of the horrors of a
revolution, in which material interests are concerned,
makes me shudder, and | am for maintaining existing
institutions. " Each shall have his own thought," is the
dictum of Christianity; " Each man shall have his own
field," says modern law ; and in this, modern law is in
harmony with Christianity. Each shall have his own
thought; that is a consecration of the rights of in-
telligence; and each shall have his own field, is a con-
secration of the right to property that has been acquired
by toil. Hence our society. Nature has based human life
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upon the instinct of self-preservation, and socia life is
founded upon personal interest. Such ideas as these are,
to my thinking, tl\e very rudiments of palitics. Religion
keeps these two sdfish sentiments in subordination by
the thought of a future life\ and in this way the harsh-
nes of the conflict of interests has been somewhat
softened. God has mitigated the sufferings that arise
from social friction by a religious sentiment which raises
sdlf-forgetfulness into avirtue; just as He has moderated
the friction of the mechanism of the universe by laws
which we do not know. Christianity bids the poor bear
patiently with the rich, and commands the rich to
lighten the burdens of the poor; these few words, to
my mind, contain the essence of all laws, human and
divine!’

"I am no statesman,' said the notary ; ' | ssein aruler
a liquidator of society which should always remain in
liquidation; he should hand over to his successor the
exact value of the assts which he received.'

'l am no statesman either,’ said Benasss, hastily inter-
rupting the notary. 'It takes nothing but a little common
sne to better the lot of a commune, of a canton,
or of an even wider district ; a department calls for
some administrative talent, but all these four spheres of
action are comparatively limited, the outlook is not too
wide for ordinary powers of vision, and thereis a visible
connection between their interests and the general pro-
gress made by the State.

'But in yet higher regions, everything is on a larger
scale, the horizon widens, and from the standpoint where
he is placed, the statesman ought to grasp the whole
situation. It is only necessary to consider liabilities due
ten years hence, in order to bring about a great deal of
good in the cae of the department, the district, the
canton, or the commune; but when it is a question
of the destinies of a nation, a statesman must foresee a
more distant future and the course that events are likely
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to take for the next hundred years. The geniusof a
Colbert or of a Sully avails nothing, unless it is supported
by the energetic will that makes a Napoleon or a Crom-
well. A great minister, gentlemen, is a great thought
written at large over all the years of a century of pros
perity and splendour for which he has prepared the way.
Steadfast perseverance is the virtue of which he sands
most in need ; and in all human affairs does not steadfast
perseverance indicate a power of the very highest order ?
We have had for some time past too many men who
think only of the ministry instead of the nation, so that
we cannot but admire the real statesman as the vastest
human Poetry. Ever to look beyond the present moment,
to foresee the ways of Destiny, to care so little for power
that he only retains it because he is conscious of his
ussfulness, while he does not over-estimate his strength
ever to lay adde all personal feeling and low ambitions,
so that he may always be master of his faculties, and
foresee, will, and act without ceasing ; to compel himself
to bejust and impartial, to keep order on a large scale, to
slence his heart that he may be guided by his intellect
alone, to be neither apprehensive nor sanguine, neither
suspicious nor confiding, neither grateful nor ungrateful,
never to be unprepared for an event, nor taken at unawares
by an idea; to live, in fact, with the requirements of the
masss ever in his mind, to spread the protecting wings
of his thought above them, to sway them by the thunder
of his voice and the keenness of his glance ; seeing all the
while not the details of affairs, but the great issues at stake,
is not that to be something more than a mere man ?
Therefore the names of the great and noble fathers of
nations cannot but be household words for ever.'

There was silence for a moment, during which the
guests looked at one another.

' Gentlemen, you have not sad a word about the
army !' cried Genestas. A military organisation seems
to me to be the real type on which all good civil society
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should be modelled; the Sword is the guardian of a
nation.'

Thejustice of the peace laughed softly.

' Captain,’ he said, 'an old lawyer once said that
empires began with the sword and ended with the desk -;
we have reached the dek stage by this time.'

" And now that we have settled the fate of the world,
gentlemen, let us change the subject. Come, captain,
a glass of Hermitage,' cried the doctor, laughing.

' Two, rather than one,' said Genestas, holding out his
glass. ' | mean to drink them both to your health—to
a man who does honour to the species!’

" And who is dear to all of us' said the cure in gentle
tones.

' Do you mean to force me into the sin of pride, M.
Janvier ?'

" M. le cure has only said in a low voice what all the
canton says aloud,' said Cambon.

' Gentlemen, | propose that we take a walk to the
parsonage by moonlight, and sse M. Janvier home.'

"Let us start, said the guests, and they prepared to
accompany the cure.

' Shall wego tothe barn ?' said the doctor, laying a hand
on Genestass arm. They had taken leave of the cure
and the other guests. °You will hear them talking about
Napoleon, Captain Bluteau. Goguelat, the postman, is
there, and there are several of his cronies who are sure
to draw him out on the subject of the idol of the people.
Nicolle, my stableman, has set a ladder so that we can
climb up on to the hay ; thereis a place from which we
can look down on the whole scene. Come along, an
up-sitting is something worth seeing, beieve me. It
will not be the first time that | have hidden in the hay
to overhear a soldier's tales or the stories that peasants
tell among themselves. We must be careful to keep out
of sight though, as these good folk turn shy and put on
company manners as soon as they se a stranger.'
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"Eh! my dear sir/ said Genestas, ' have | not often
pretended to be adeep so as to hear my troopers talking
out on bivouac ? My word, | once'heard a droll yarn
reeled off by an old quarter-master for some conscripts
who were afraid of war ; | never laughed so heartily in
any theatre in Paris. He was telling them about the
Retreat from Moscow, he told them that the army had
nothing but the clothes they stood up in, that their wine
was iced, that the dead stood stock-still in the road just
where they were, that they had seen White Russia, and
that they currycombed the horses there with their teeth,
that those who were fond of skating had fine times of it,
and people who had a fancy for savoury ices had as much
as they could put away, that the women were generally
poor company, but that the only thing they could really
complain of was the want of hot water for shaving. In
fact, he told them such a pack of absurdities, that even
an old quarter-master who had lost his nose with a frost-
bite, so that they had dubbed him Nezrestant, was fain
to laugh.'

" Hush !" said Benassis, 'here we are. | will go firs;
follow after me.'

Both of them scaled the ladder and hid themselves in
the hay, in a place from whence they could have a good
view of the party below, who had not heard a sound
overhead. Little groups of women were clustered about
three or four candles. Some of them sewed, others were
spinning, a good few of them were doing nothing, and
sat with their heads strained forward, and their eyes fixed
on an old peasant who was telling a story. The men
were standing about for the most part, or lying at full
length on the trusses of hay. Every group was absolutely
silent. Their faces were barely visible by the flickering
gleams of the candles by which the women were work-
ing, although each candle was surrounded by a glass globe
filled with water, in order to concentrate the light. The
thick darkness and shadow that filled the roof and all the
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upper part of the barn seemed still further to diminish the
light that fell here and there upon the workers heads
with such picturesque effects of light and shade. Here,
it shone full upon the bright wondering eyes and brown
forehead of a little peasant maiden; and therethe strag-
gling beams brought out the outlines of the rugged
brows of some of the older men, throwing up their
figures in sharp relief against the dark background, and
giving a fantastic appearance to their worn and weather-
stained garb. The attentive attitude of all these people
and the expresson on all their faces showed that they
had given themsdves up entirely to the pleasure of
listening, and that the narrator's sway was absolute. It
was a curious scene. T heimmense influence that poetry
exerts over every mind was plainly to be seen. For is
not the peasant who demands that the tale of wonder
should be simple, and that the impossible should be well-
nigh credible, a lover of poetry of the purest kind ?

' She did not like the look of the house at all,’ the
peasant was saying as the two new comers took their
places where they could overhear him ; ' but the poor
little hunchback was so tired out with carrying her
bundle of hemp to market, that shewent in ; besdes the
night had come, and she could go no further. She only
asked to be allowed to deep there, and ate nothing but a
crust of bread that she took from her wallet. And inas-
much as the woman who kept house for the brigands
knew nothing about what they had planned to do that
night, she let the old woman into the house, and sent her
upstairs without a light.  Our hunchback throws her self
down on a rickety truckle bed, says her prayers, thinks
about her hemp, and is dropping off to deep. But before
she is fairly adeep, she hears a noise, and in walk two
men carrying a lantern, and each man had a knife in his
hand. Then fear came upon her; for in those times,
look you, they used to make pates of human flesh for
the seigneurs, who were very fond of them. But the
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old woman plucked up heart again, for she was so
thoroughly shrivelled and wrinkled that she thought they
would think her a poorish sort of diet. The two men
went past the hunchback and walked up to a bed that
there was in the great room, and in which they had put
the gentleman with the big portmanteau, the one that
passed for a negromancer’ T he taller man holds up the
lantern and takes the gentleman by the feet, and the
short one, that had pretended to be drunk, clutches hold
of his head and cuts his throat, clean, with one stroke,
swish !  Then they leave the head and body lying in its
own blood up there, steal the portmanteau, and go down-
sairswith it. Hereisour woman in a nice fix ! First
of all she thinks of dlipping out, before any one can
suspect it, not knowing that Providence had brought
her there to glorify God and to bring down punishment
on the murderers. She wasin a great fright, and when
one is frightened one thinks of nothing dse. But the
woman of the house had asked the two brigands about the
hunchback, and that had alarmed them. So back they
come, creeping softly up the wooden saircases The
poor hunchback curls up in a ball with fright, and she
hears them talking about her in whispers.

"Kill her, | tell you."

""" No need to kill her."

"'Kill her!"

""No!"

' Then they comein. The woman, who was no fool,
shuts her eyes and pretends to be adeep. She ss to
work to deep like a child, with her hand on her heart,
and takes to breathing like a cherub. The man opens
the lantern and shines the light straight into the eyes of
the deeping old woman—she does not move an eyelash,
she is in such a terror for her neck.

" Sheis deeping like alog you can se that quite
well," so says the tall one.

" Old women are so cunning!" answers the short
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man. " | will kill her. We shal fed esder in our
minds. Besides, wewill sdt her down to feed the pigs.”

' The old woman hears all this talk, but she does not
stir.

"*Oh! it is al right, se is adeep,” says the short
ruffian, when he saw that the hunchback had not stirred.

" That is how the old woman saved her life. And e
may be fairly called courageous; for it is a fact that there
are not many girls here who could have breathed like
cherubs while they heard that talk going on about the
pigs. Well, the two brigands st to work to lift up the
deed man; they wrap him round in the shegts and chuck
him out into the little yard; and the old woman hears
the pigs scampering up to est him, and grunting, Hon'!
hon !

" So when morning comes,' the narrator resumed after
a pause, 'the woman gets up and goes down, paying
a couple of sous for her bed. She takes up her wallet,
goes on just as if nothing had happened, asks for the
news of the countryside, and gets away in peece She
wants to run.  Running is quite out of the question, her
legs fail her for fright; and lucky it wes for her that e
could not run, for this reason.  She had barely gone half
a quarter of a league before she sees one of the brigands
coming after her, just out of craftiness to make quite
sure that she had seen nothing. She guesses this, and
gts herself down on a boulder.

" What is the matter, good woman 7' asks the short
one, for it was the shorter one and the wickeder of the
Iwo who was dogging her.

" Oh ! master,” sys she, " my wallet is so heavy, and
I Am so tired, that | badly want some good man to give
me his arm" (dy thing, only listen to her!) "ifl amto
get back to my poor home."

' Thereupon the brigand offers to go along with her,
and she accepts his offer.  The fellow takes hold of her
am to s if e is afrad. Not ie! Se does not
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tremble a bit, and walks quietly along. So there they
are, chatting away as nicely as possible, all about far ming,
and the way to grow hemp, till they' come to the out-
skirts of the town, where the hunchback lived, and the
brigand made off for fear of meeting some of the sheriff's
people. The woman reached her house at mid-day, and
waited there till her husband came home; she thought
and thought over all that had happened on her journey
and during the night. T he hemp-grower came home in
the evening. He was hungry; something must be got
ready for him to eat. So while she greasss her frying-
pan, and gets ready to fry something for him, she tels
him how she sold her hemp, and gabbles away as females
do, but not a word does she say about the pigs, nor about
the gentleman who was murdered and robbed and eaten.
She holds her frying-pan in the flames so asto clean it,
draws it out again to give it a wipe, and finds it full of
blood.

""What have you been putting into it?" says she to
her man.

4" Nothing," says he.

'She thinks it must have been a nonsensical piece of
woman's fancy, and puts her frying-pan into the fire

again. . . . Poufl A head comes tumbling down the
chimney !

" Oh ! look ! It isnothing more nor les than the
dead man's head," says the old woman. " How he sares

at me! What does he want! "

" You mustavengeme! " saysavoice.

" What an idiot you are! " sad the hemp-grower.
" Always seeing something or other that has no sort of
snse about it!  Just you all over."

' He takes up the head, which shaps at his finger, and
pitches it out into the yard.

'"Get on with my omelette," he savs, "and do not
bother yourself about that. 'Tis a cat.

" A cat I" sysshe; " itwasasround as a ball."
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' She puts back her frying-pan on the fire. . . . Pouf!
Down comes a leg this time, and they go through the
whole story again. The man was no more astonished at
thefoot than he haj been at the head; he snatched up the
leg and threw it out at thedoor. Before they had finished,
the other leg, both arms, the body, the whole murdered
traveller, in fact, came down piecemeal. No omelette
all thistime! The old hemp-seller grew very hungry
indeed.

" By my salvation!" said he, "when once my omelette
is made we will see about satisfying that man yonder."

'™ So you admit, now, that it was a man ?" said the
hunchback wife. " What madeyou say that it was not a
head a minute ago, you great worry ?'

" The woman breaks the eggs, fries the omelette, and
dishes it up without any more grumbling; somehow this
squabble began to make her feel very uncomfortable. Her
husband sts down and begins to eat. The hunchback
was frightened, and said that she was not hungry.

" Tap! tap!" Therewas a stranger rapping at the
door.

""Whoisthere?"

" The man that died yesterday ! "

" Comein," answers the hemp-grower.

' Sothetraveller comesin, sits himself down on a three-
legged stool, and says: " Are you mindful of God, who
gives eternal peace to those who confess His Name?
Woman! You saw me done to death, and you have
sid nothing! | have been eaten by the pigs! The
pigs do not enter Paradise, and therefore I, a Christian
man, shall go down into hell, all because a woman for-
sooth will not speak, a thing that has never been known
before. Y ou must deliver me," and so on, and so on.

' The woman, who was more and more frightened
every minute, cleaned her frying-pan, put on her Sunday
clothes, went to thejustice, and told him about the crime,
which was brought to light, and the robbers were broken

M
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on the wheel in proper style on the Market Place. This
good work accomplished, the woman and her husband
always had the finet hemp you ever set eyeson. Then,
which pleasad them still better, they had something that
they had wished for for a long time, to wit, a man-child,
who in course of time became a great lord of the king's.

' That is the true story of The Courageous Hunchback
Woman?

' 1 donot like stories of that sort; they make medream
at night,’ said La Fossuse ' Napoleon's adventures are
much nicer, | think.'

'Quite true,' sad the keeper. 'Come now, M.
Goguelat, tell us about the Emperor.'

' The evening is too far gone' said the postman, ' and
| do not care about cutting short the story of a victory.'

' Never mind, let us hear about it all thesame! We
know the stories, for we have heard you tell them many
atime; but it is always a pleasure to hear them.'

' Tell us about the Emperor !I" cried several voices at
once.

"You will have it ?" answered Goguelat. ' Very
good, but you will see that thereis no snse in the story
when it is gonethrough at a gallop. | would rather tell

you all about a single battle. Shall it be Champ-Aubert,
where we ran out of cartridges, and furbished them just
the same with the bayonet ?'

"No, the Emperor ! the Emperor !

Theold infantry man got up from his truss of hay and
glanced round about on those assembled, with the peculiar
sombre expresson in which may be read all the miseries, ad-
ventures, and hardships of an old soldier's career. He took
his coat by the two skirts in front, and raised them, as if
it were a question of once more packing up the knapsack
in which his kit, his shoes, and all he had in the world
used to be stowed ; for a moment he stood leaning all his
weight on his left foot, then he swung the right foot
forward, and yielded with a good grace to the wishes of
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his audience. He swept his grey hair to one sde, so as
to leave his forehead bare, and flung back his head and
gazed upwards, asif to raise himself to the lofty height of
the gigantic story that he was about to tell.

' Napoleon, you see, my friends, was born in Corsica,
which is a French idand warmed by the Italian sun; it
is like a furnace there, everything is scorched up, and
they keep on killing each other from father to son for
generations all about nothing at all—'tis a notion they
have. To begin at the beginning, there was something
extraordinary about the thing from the first \ it occurred
to his mother, who was the handsomest woman of her
time, and a shrewd soul, to dedicate him to God, so that
he should excape all the dangers of infancy and of his after
life; for she had dreamed that the world was on fire
on the day he was born. It was a prophecy! So she
asked God to protect him, on condition that Napoleon
should re-establish His holy religion, which had been
thrown to the ground just then. That was the agree
ment ; we shall sse what came of it.

' Now, do you follow me carefully, and tell me whether
what you are about to hear is natural.

"It is certain sure that only a man who had had
imagination enough to make a mysterious compact would
be capable of going further than anybody else, and of
pasing through volleys of grapeshot and showers of
bullets which carried us off like flies, but which had a
repect for his head. | myself had particular proof of
that at Eylau. | sse him yet; he climbs a hillock,takes
his field-glass, looks along our lines, and says " That is
going on all right." One of your deep fellows, with a
bunch of feathers in his cap, usd to plague him a good
deal from all accounts, following him about everywhere,
even when he was getting his meals. This fellow wants
to do something clever, so as soon as the Emperor
goes away he takes his placee. Ohf swept away in a
moment ! And that is the lagt of the bunch of feathers!
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Y ou understand quite clearly that Napoleon had under-
taken to keep his secret to himself. That is why those
who accompanied him, and even his especial friends, used
to drop like nuts: Duroc, Bessieres, Lannes—men as
strong as bars of steel, which he cag into shape for his
own ends. And here is a final proof that he was the
child of God, created to be the soldier's father; for no
one ever saw him as a lieutenant or a captain. He is
a commandant straight off! Ah! yes indeed! He
did not look more than four-and-twenty, but he was an
old general ever since the taking of Toulon, when he
made a beginning by showing the rest that they knew
nothing about handling cannon. Next thing he does, he
tumbles upon us. A little dip of a general-in-chief of the
army of Italy, which had neither bread nor ammunition nor
shoes nor clothes—a wretched army as naked as a worm.

" Friends," he said, "here we all are together. Now,
get it well into your pates that in a fortnight's time from
now you will be the victors, and dressed in new clothes ;
you shall all have greatcoats, strong gaiters, and famous
pairs of shoes, but, my children, you will have to
march on Milan to take them, where all these things
are”

' So they marched. The French, crushed as flat as a
pancake, held up their heads again. There were thirty
thousand of us tatterdemalions against eighty thousand
swagger ersof Germans—fine tall men and well equipped ;
| can se them yet. Then Napoleon, who was only
Bonaparte in those days, breathed goodness knows what
into us, and on we marched night and day. We rap
their knucklesat Montenotte; we hurry on tothrash them
at Rivoli, Lodi, Areola, and Millesimo, and we never let
them go. The army came to have a liking for winning
battles. Then Napoleon hems them in on all sdes these
German generals did not know where to hide them-
sdves s0 as to have a little peace and comfort; he drubs
them soundly, cribs ten thousand of their men at a time
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by surrounding them with fifteen hundred Frenchmen,
whom he makes to spring up after his fashion, and at lagt
he takes their cartnon, victuals, money, ammunition, and
everything they have that is worth taking; he pitches
them into the water, beats them on the mountains, snaps
at them in the air, gobbles them up on the earth, and
thrashes them everywhere.

' There are thetroopsin full feather again ! For, look
you, the Emperor (who, for that matter, was a wit) soon
sent for the inhabitant, and told him that he had come
there to deliver him. Whereupon the civilian finds us
free quarters and makes much of us, so do the women,
who showed great discernment. To come to a final
end; in Ventose '96, which was at that time what the
month of March is now, we had been driven up into a
corner of the Pays des Marmottes, but after the cam-
paign, lo and behold! we were the masters of Italy, just
as Napoleon had prophesed. And in the month of
March following, in one year and in two campaigns, he
brings us within sight of Vienna; we had made a clean
sweep of them.  We had gobbled down three armies one
after another, and taken the conceit out of four Austrian
generals; one of them, an old man who had white hair,
had been roaged like arat in the straw before Mantua.
The kings were suing for mercy on their knees. Peace
had been won. Could a mere mortal have done
that ? No. God helped him, that is certain. He distri-
buted himself about like the five loaves in the Gospel,
commanded on the battlefield all day, and drew up his
plans at night. The sentries always saw him coming
and going; he neither ate nor dept. Therefore, recog-
nising these prodigies, the soldier adopts him for his
father. But, forward!

'The other folk there in Paris, seeing all this, say
among themsaves—

" Hereis a pilgrim who appears to take his instructions
from Heaven above; heisuncommonly likely to lay a hand
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on France. We must let him loose on Asia or America,
and that, perhaps, will keep him quiet."

' The same thing was decreed for 1rim as for Jesus
Christ; for, as a matter of fact, they give him orders to go
on duty down in Egypt. See his resemblance to the Son
of God! Thatisnot all, though. He callsall his fire-
eaters about him, ail those into whom he had more
particularly put the devil, and talks to them in this
way—

" My friends, for the time being they are giving us
Egypt to stop our mouths. But we will swallow down
Egypt in a brace of shakes just as we swallowed Italy,
and private soldiers shall be princes, and shall have broad
lands of their own. Forward!"

" Forward, lads! " cry the sergeants.

'So we come to Toulon on the way to Egypt.
Whereupon the English put to ssa with all their fleet.
But when we are on board, Napoleon says to us—

" They will not s us: and it is right and proper
that you should know henceforward that your general has
a gar in the sky that guides us and watches over us!"

°So said, so done.  As we sailed over the sa we took
Malta, by way of an orange to quench his thirst for
victory, for he was a man who must always be doing
something. There we are in Egypt. Well and good.
Different orders. The Egyptians, look you, are men
who, ever since the world has been the world, have been
in the habit of having giants to reign over them, and
armies like swarms of ants; because it is a country full of
genii and crocodiles, where they have built up pyramids
as big as our mountains, the fancy took them to stow
their kings under the pyramids, so as to keep them fresh,
a thing which mightily pleases them all round out there.
Whereupon, as we landed, theLittle Corporal said to us—

" My children, the country which you are about to
conquer worships a lot of idols which you must respect,
because the Frenchman ought to be on good terms with
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all the world, and fight people without giving annoyance.
Get it well into your heads to let everything alone at first 5
for we shall haveit all by and bye! And forward ! "

'Sofar sogood. But all those people had heard a pro-
phecy of Napoleon, under the name of Kebir Bonaberdis,
aword which in their lingo means, " The sultan fires a
shot," and they feared him like the devil. So the Grand
Turk, Asia, arid Africa have recourse to magic, and they
send a demoa against us, named the Mad hi, who it was
thought had come down from heaven on a white charger
which, like its master, was bullet-proof, and the pair of
them lived on the air of that part of theworld. There
are people who have seen them, but for my part | cannot
giveyou any certain information about them. Theywere
the divinitiesof Arabia and of the Mamelukeswho wished
their troopers to believe that the Mahdi had the power of
preventing them from dying in battle. They gave out
that hewas an angel sent down to wage war on Napoleon,
and to get back Solomon's Seal, part of their paraphernalia
which they pretended our general had stolen. Y ou will
readily understand that we made them cry peccavi all the
same.

" Ah,just tell me now how they came to know about
that compact of Napoleon's? Was that natural ?

'They took it into their heads for certain that he com-
manded the genii, and that he went from place to place
like a bird in the twinkling of an eye; and it is a fact
that he was everywhere. At length it came about that
he carried off a queen of theirs. She was the private
property of a Mameluke, who, although he had several
more of them, flatly refused to strike a bargain, though
" the other " offered all his treasures for her and diamonds
as big as pigeon's eggs.  When things had come to that
pass, they could not well be settled without a good deal of
fighting j and there was fighting enough for everybody
and no mistake about it.

"Then we are drawn up before Alexandria, and again
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'at Gizeh, and before the Pyramids. We had to march
.oyer the sands and in thesun ; people whose eyes dazzled
used to see water that they could not dwnkand shade that
made them fume. But we made short work of the
Mamelukes as usual, and everything goes down before
the voice of Napoleon, who seizes Upper and Lower
Egypt and Arabia, far and wide, till we came to the
capitals of kingdoms which no longer existed, where
there were thousands and thousands of statues of all the
devils in creation, all done to thelife, and another curious
thingtoo, any quantity of lizards. A confounded country
where any one could have as many acres of land as he
wished for as little as he pleased.

"While he was busy inland, where he meant to carry
out some wonderful ideas of his, the English burn his
fleet for him in Aboukir Bay, for they never could do
enough to annoy us. But Napoleon, who was respected
East and West, and called " My Son" by the Pope, and
"My dear Father" by Mahomet's cousin, makes up his
mind to have his revenge on England, and to take India
in exchange for his fleet. He set outntoTSZt""'us'mto
Asia, by way of the Red Sea through a country where
there were palaces for halting-places, and nothing but
gold and diamonds to pay the troops with, when the
Mahdi comes to an understanding with the Plague, and
sends it among us to make a break in our victories.
Halt! Then every man files off to that parade from
which no one comes back on his two feet. The dying
soldier cannot take Acre, into which he forces an entrance
three times with a warrior's impetuous enthusiasm ; the
Plague was too strong for us; there was not even time to
say “° Y our servant, sir ! " to the Plague. Every man was
down with it. Napoleon aone was as fresh asarose; the
whole army saw him drinking in the Plague without its
doing him any harm whatever.

'There now, my friends, was that natural, do you
think ?
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'The Mamelukes, knowing that we were all on the
esick-list, want to stop our road ; but it was no use try-
ing that nonsnse 'with Napoleon. So he ke to his
familiars, who had tougher skins than the rest—

' Y Go and clear the road for me."

'Junot, who was his devoted friend, and a first-class
fighter, only takes a thousand men, and makes a clean
sweep of the Pacha's army, which had the impudence to
bar our way. Thereupon back we come to Cairo, our
headquarters, and now for another story.

‘Napoleon being out of the country, France allowed
the people in Paris to worry the life out of her. They
kept back the soldiers pay and all their linen and cloth-
ing, left them to starve, and expected them to lay down
law to the universe, without taking any further trouble
in the matter. They were idiots of the kind that amuse
themsdves with chattering ingead of setting them-
sves to knead the dough. So our armies were defeated,
France could not keep her frontiers; The Man was not
there. | say The Man, look you, because that was how
they called him; but it was stuff and nonsense, for he
had a dar of his own and all his other peculiarities, it
was the rest of us that were mere men. He hears this
history of France after his famous battle of Aboukir,
where with a single division he routed the grand army
of the Turks, twenty-five thousand strong, and jostled
more than half of them into the sea, rrrah ! without
losing more than three hundred of his own men. That
was his last thunder-clap in Egypt. He said to himself,
seeing that all was lost down there, " | know that | am
the saviour of France, and to France | must go."

' But you must clearly understand that the army did
not know of his departure -, for if they had, they would
have kept him there by force to make him Emperor of
the East. So there we all are without him, and in low
spirits, for he was the life of us He leaves Kleber in
command, a great watch-dog who pasad in his checks at
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Cairo, murdered by an Egyptian whom they put to
death by spiking him with a bayonet, which is their
way of guillotining people out there ;s but he suffered so
much, that asoldier took pity on the scoundrel and handed
his flask to him ; and the Egyptian turned up his eyes
then and there with all the pleasure in life. But there is
not much fun for us about this little affair. Napoleon
steps aboard of a little cockleshell, a mere nothing of a
skiff, called the Fortune, and in the twinkling of an eye,
and in the teeth of the English, who were blockading the
place with vesds of the line and cruisers and everything
that carries canvas, he lands in France, for he always had
the faculty of taking the sea at a dride. Was that
natural ? Bah ! as soon as he is landed at Frejus, it is
as good as saying that he has set foot in Paris. Every-
body there worships him ; but he calls the Government
together.

" What have you done to my children, the soldiers ? "
he says to the lawyers. " You are a s& of good-for-
nothings who make fools of other people, and feather
your own nedts at the expense of France. It will
not do. | seak in the name of every one who is
discontented."

* Thereupon they want to put him off and to get rid
of him; but not a bit ofit! He locks them up in the
barracks where they used to argufy and makes them jump
out of the windows. Then he makes them follow in his
train, and they all become as mute as fishes and supple
as tobacco pouches. So he becomes Consul at a blow.
He was not the man to doubt the existence of the Supreme
Being ; he kept his word with Providence, who had kept
His promise in earnest $ he sets up religion again, and
gives back the churches, and they ring the bells for God
and Napoleon. So every one is satisfied: primo, the
priests with whom he allows no one to meddle; segondo”
the merchant folk who carry on their trades without
fear of the rapiamus of the law that had presssd too
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heavily on them ; tertio; the nobles; for people had
fallen into an unfortunate habit of putting them to death,
and he puts a stop to this.

' But there were enemies to be cleared out of the way,
and he was not the one to go to deep after messj and
his eyes, look you, travelled all over the world asif it had
been a man's face. The next thing he did was to turn
up in Italy; it wasjust asif he had put his head out of
the window and the sight of him was enough; they gulp
down the Austrians at Marengo like a whale swallowing
gudgeons! Haouf! The French Victories blew their
trumpets so loud that the whole world could hear the
noise, and there was an end of it.

""" We will not keep on at thisgame any longer ! " sy
the Germans.

" That is enough of thissort of thing," say the others.

®Here is the upshot. Europe shows the white feather,
England knuckles under, general peace all round, and
kings and peoples pretending to embrace each other.
While then and there the Emperor hitson the idea of the
Legion of Honour, there's a fine thing if you like!

' He spoke to the whole army at Boulogne. *In
France," so he said, " every man is brave. So the civilian
who does gloriously shall be the soldier's sister, the soldier
shall be his brother, and both shall stand together beneath
the flag of honour."

' By the time that the rest of us who were away down
there in Egypt had come back again, everything was
changed, We had seen him last as a general, and in no
time we find that he is Emperor! And when this was
settled (and it may safely be said that every one was
satisfied) there was a holy ceremony such as never was
seen under the canopy of heaven. Faith, France gave
herself to him, like a handsome girl to a lancer, and the
Pope and all his cardinals in robes of red and gold come
across the Alps on purpose to anoint him before the
army and the people, who clap their hands. '
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' Thereis one thing that it would be very wrong to
keep back from you. While he wasin Egypt, in the desert
not far away from Syria, the Red Man had appeared to
him on the mountain of Moses, in order to say, " Every-
thing is going on well." Then again, on the eve of the
victory at Marengo, the Red Man springs to his feet
in front of the Emperor for the second time, and says
to him—

" You shall s the world at your feet; you shall be
Emperor of the French, King of Italy, master of Holland,
ruler of Spain, Portugal, and the Illyrian Provinces, pro-
tector of Germany, saviour of Poland, first eagle of the
Legion of Honour, and all the res of it.

'That Red Man, look you, was a notion of his own,
who ran on errands and carried messages, so many people
say, between him and his star. | myself have never
believed that; but the Red Man is, undoubtedly, a feet.
Napoleon himself spoke of the Red Man who lived up in
the roof of the Tuileries, and who usad to come to him,
he said, in moments of trouble and difficulty. So on the
night after his coronation Napoleon saw him for the
third time, and they talked over a lot of things together.

' Then the Emperor goes straight to Milan to have
himself crowned King of Italy, and then came the real
triumph of the soldier. For every one who could write
became an officer forthwith, and pensions and gifts of
duchies poured down in showers. There were fortunes
for the staff that never cos France a penny, and the
Legion of Honour was as good as an annuity for the
rank and file; | still draw my penson on the strength of
it. In short, here were armies provided for in a way that
had never been seen before! But the Emperor, who
knew that he was to be Emperor over everybody, and not
only over thearmy, bethinks himself of the bourgeais, and
sets them to build fairy monuments in places that had
been as bare as the back of my hand till then. Suppose,
now, that you are coming out of Spain and on the way
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to Berlin ; well, you would see triumphal arches, and in
the sculpture upon them the common soldiers are done
every bit as beautifully as the generals'!

"In two or three years Napoleon fills his cellars with
gold, makes bridges, paaces, roads, scholars, festivals,
laws, fleets, and harbours; he spends millionson millions,
ever so much, and ever so much more to it, so that | have
heard it said that he could have paved the whole of France
withfive-francpiecesif the fancy had taken him; and
all this without putting any taxes on you people here.
So when he was comfortably seated on his throne, and so
thoroughly the master of the situation, that all Europe
was waiting for leave to do anything for him that he
might happen to want; as he had four brothers and three
sisters, he said to us, just as it might be by way of
conversation, in the order of the day—

" Children, is it fitting that your Emperor's relations
should beg their bread ? No; | want them all to be
luminaries, like me in feet! Therefore, it is urgently
necessary to conquer a kingdom for each one of them, so
that the French nation may be masters everywhere, so that
the Guard may make the whole earth tremble, and France
may spit wherever she likes, and every nation shall say to
her, as it is written on my coins, 'God protects you !'"

""Allright!" answers the army; "we will fish up
kingdoms for you with the bayonet."

"Ah'! there was no backing out of it, look you! If
he had taken it into his head to conquer the moon, we
should have had to put everything in train, pack our
knapsacks, and scramble up; luckily, he had no wish for
that excursion. The kings who were used to the com-
forts of a throne, of course, objected to be lugged off, so
we had marching orders. We march, we get there, and
the earth begins to shake to its centre again. What
times they were for wearing out men and shoe-leather !
And the hard knocks that they gave us! Only French-
men could have stood it. But you are not ig'norant that
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a Frenchman is a born philosopher 5 he knows that he
must die a little sooner or a little later. So we used to
die without a word, because we had the pleasure of
watching the Emperor do this on the maps.'

Here the soldier swung quickly round on one foot, so
as to trace a circle on the barn floor with the other.

" There, that shall be a kingdom," he used to say,
and it was a kingdom. What fine times they were!
Colonels became generals whilst you were looking at
them, generals became marshals of France, and marshals
became kings. There is one of them still left on his
feet to keep Europe in mind of those days, Gascon
though he may be, and a traitor to France that he might
keep his crown ; and hedid not blush for his shame, for,
after all, a crown, look you, is made of gold. The very
sappers and miners who knew how to read became great
nobles in the same way. And | who am telling you all
this have sen in Paris eleven kings and a crowd of
princes all round about Napoleon, Tike rays about the
sun! Keep thiswell in your minds, that as every soldier
stood a chance of having a throne of his own (provided
he showed himself worthy of it), a corporal of the Guard
was by way of being a sight to see, and they gaped at
him as he went by; for every one came by his share
after a victory, it was made perfectly clear in the bulletin.
And what battles they were! Austerlitz, where the
army was manoeuvred as if it had been a review; Eylau,
where the Russianswere drowned in a lake, just as if
Napoleon had breathed on them and blown them in;
Wagram, where the fighting was kept up for three whole
days without flinching. In short, there were as many
battles as there are saints in the calendar.

'"Then it was made clear beyond a doubt that
Napoleon bore the Sword of God in his scabbard. He
had a regard for the soldier. He took the soldier for
his child. He was anxious that you should have
shoes, shirt', greatcoats, bread, and cartridges; but he
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kept up his majesty, too, for reigning was his own par-
ticular occupation. But, all the same, a sergeant, or even
a common soldier™ could go up to him and call him
" Emperor,” just as you might say " My good friend "
to me at times. And he would give an answer to any-
thing you put before him. He used to degp on the snow
just like the rest of us—in short, he looked almost like an
ordinary man ; but | who am telling you all these things
have seen him myseff with the grape-shot whizzing about
hisears, no more put out by it than you are at thismoment;
never moving a limb, watching through his field-glass,
always looking after his business; so we stood our ground
likewise, as cool and calm as John the Baptist. | do not
know how he did it; but whenever he spoke, a something
in hiswords made our hearts burn within us; and just to
let him see that we were his children, and that it was not
in usto shirk or flinch, we used to walk just as usual right
up to the duts of cannon that were belching smoke and
vomiting battalions of balls, and never a man would so
much as say, " Look out!"™ It was a something that
made dying men raise their heads to salute him and cry,
" Longlive the Emperor ?"

' Was that natural ? Would you have done this for a
mere man ?

' Thereupon, having fitted up all his family, and things
having so turned out that the Empress Josephine (a good
woman for all that) had no children, he was obliged to
part company with her, although he loved her not a little.
But he must have children, for reasons of State. All the
crowned heads of Europe, when they heard of his diffi-
culty, squabbled among themselves as to who should find
him a wife. He married an Austrian princess, so they
say, who was the daughter of the Caesars, a man of anti-
quity whom everybody talks about, not only in our
country, where it is said that most things were his doing,
but also all over Europe. And so certain sure is that,
that | who am talking to you have been myself across
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the Danube, where | saw the ruins of a bridge built by
that man ; and it appeared that he was some connection
of Napoleon's at Rome, for the Emperor claimed succes
sion there for his son.

' So, after his wedding, which was a holiday for the
whole world, and when they let the people off their taxes
for ten years to come (though they had to pay them just
the same after all, because the excisemen took no notice
of the proclamation)—after his wedding, | say, his wife
had a child who was King of Rome; a child was born a
King while his father was alive, a thing that had never
been seen in the world before! That day a balloon set
out from Paris to carry the news to Rome, and went all
the way in one day. There, now! |Is there one of you
who will sand me out that there was nothing super-
natural in that ? No, it was decreed on high. And the
mischief take those who will not allow that it was wafted
over by God Himself, so as to add to the honour and
glory of France!

'‘But there was the Emperor of Russia, a friend of our
Emperor's, who was put out because he had not married
a Russan lady. So the Russian backs up our enemies
the English; for there had always been something to
prevent Napoleon from putting a spoke in their wheel.
Clearly an end must be made of fowl of that feather.
Napoleon is vexed, and he says to us—

" Soldiers! You have been the magers of every
capital in Europe, except Moscow, which is allied to
England. So, in order to conquer London and India,
which belongs to them in London, | find it absolutely
necessary that we go to Moscow."

' Thereupon the greatest army that ever wore gaiters,
and left its footprints all over the globe, is brought
together, and drawn up with such peculiar cleverness,
that the Emperor passed a million of men in review, all
in asingle day.

""Hourraf" cry the Russans, and there is all Russa
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assembled, a lot of brutes of Cossacks that you never can
come up with! It was country against country, a
general stramash ; we had to look out for ourselves. " It
was all Asia against Europe,” as the Red Man had said
to Napoleon. " All right,” Napoleon had answered, " |
shall be ready for them."

" And there, in fact, were all the kings who came to
lick Napoleon's hand. Austria, Prussia, Bavaria, Saxony,
Poland, and Italy, all speaking us fair and going along
with us; it was a fine thing! The Eagles had never
cooed before as they did on parade in those days, when
they were reared above all the flags of all the nations of
Europe, The Poles could not contain their joy because
the Emperor had a notion of setting up their kingdom
again; and ever since Poland and France have always
been like brothers. In short, the army shouts, " Russia
shall be ours!"

' We aoss the frontiers, all the lot of us.  We march
and better march, but never a Russian do we s, At
last all our watch-dogs are encamped at Borodino. That
was where | received the Cross, and there is no denying
that it was a cursed battlee. The Emperor was not easy
in hismind; he had seen the Red M an, who said to him,
" My child, you are going a little too fagt for your feet;
you will run short of men, and your friends will play
you false"

' Thereupon the Emperor proposs a treaty. But
before he dgnsit, he saysto us—

" Let us give these Russians a drubbing ! "

" All right!" cried the army.

" Forward !" say the sergeants.

"My clothes were all falling to pieces, my shoes were
worn out with trapezing over those roads out there,
which are not good going at all. But it is all one.
" Since here is the last of the row," said | to myself,*|
mean to get all | can out of it."

"W e were posted before the great ravine; we had

N
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seats in the front row. The signal is given, and seven
hundred guns begin a conversation fit to make the blood
spirt from your ears. One should give the devil his
due, and the Russians let themselves be cut in pieces
just like Frenchmen ; they did not give way, and we
made no advance.'

"YForward ! " isthecry " hereisthe Emperor!"

'So it was. He rides past us at a gallop, and makes
a sgn to us that a great deal depends on our carrying the
redoubt. He puts fresh heart into us; we rush forward,
| am the firsg man to reach the gorge. Ah! mm Dieu!
how they fell, colonels, lieutenants, and common soldiers,
all alike! There were shoes to fit up those who had
none, and epaulettes for the knowing fellows that knew
how to write. . . . Victory isthe cry all along the line!
And, upon my word, there were twenty-five thousand
Frenchmen lying on the field. No more, | assure you !
Such a thing was never seen before; it was just like a
field when the corn is cut, with a man lying there for
every ear of wheat. That sobered the rest or us. The
M an comes, and we make a circle round about him, and
he coaxes us round (for he could be very nice when he
chose), and persuades us to dine with Duke Humphrey,
when we were as hungry as hunters. Then our con-
soler distributes the Crosses of the Legion of Honour
himsalf, salutes the dead, and says to us, " On to
Moscow !"

" To Moscow, so beit!" says the army.

'We take Moscow. What do the Russans do but
st fire to their city! There was a blaze, two leagues
of bonfire that burned for two days! The buildings
fell about our ears like dates, and molten lead and iron
came down in showers; it was really horrible; it was a
light to see our sorrows by, | can tell you! The
Emperor said, " There, that is enough of this sort of
thing; all my men shall stay here."

'We amuse ourselves tor a bit by recruiting and
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repairing our frames, for we really were much fatigued
by the campaign. We take away with us a gold cross
from the top of the Kremlin, and every soldier had a
little fortune. But on the way back the winter came
down on us a month earlier than usual, a matter
which the learned (like a s& of fools) have never
sufficiently explained; and we are nipped with the cold.
We were no longer an army after that, do you under-
sand ? There was an end of generals and even of the
sergeants ; hunger and misery took the command instead,
and all of us were absolutely equal under their reign.
All we thought of was how to get back to Francej no
one stooped to pick up his gun or his money; every one
walked straight before him, and armed himself as he
thought fit, and no one cared about glory.

'"The Emperor saw nothing of his star all the time,
for the weather was so bad. There was some mis-
understanding between him and heaven. Poor man !
how bad he felt when he saw his Eagles flying with
their backs turned on victory! That was really too
rough! Well, the next thing is the Beresina. And
here and now, my friends, any one can assure you on
his honour, and by all that is sacred, that never, no, never
since there have been men on earth, never in this world
has there been seen such a fricassee of an army, caissons,
transports, artillery and all, in such snow as that and
under such a pitiless sky. It was so cold that you
burned your hand on the barrel of your gun if
you happened to touch it. There it was that the
pontooners saved the army, for the pontooners stood
firm at their posts; it was there that Gondrin behaved
like a hero, and he is the sole survivor of all the men
who were dogged enough to sand in the river so
as to build the bridges on which the army crossed
over, and so exaped the Russans, who still re-
spected the Grand Army on account »of its past
victories. And Gondrin is an accomplished soldier,' he
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went on, pointing to his friend, who was gazing at him
with the rapt attention peculiar to deaf people, 'a dis
tinguished soldier who deserves to have your very highest
esteem.

' | saw the Emperor standing by the bridge,' he went
on, ' and never feeling the cold at all. Was that, again,
a natural thing? He was looking on at the loss of his
treasures, of his friends, and those who had fought with
him in Egypt. Bah'! there was an end of everything.
Women and waggons and guns were all engulfed and
swallowed up, everything went to wreck and ruin. A
few of the bravest among us saved the Eagles, for the
Eagles, look you, meant France, and all the rest of you;
it was the civil and military honour of France that was
in our keeping, there must be no spot on the honour of
France, and the cold should never make her bow her
head. There was no getting warm except in the
neighbourhood of the Emperor ; for whenever he was in
danger we hurried up, all frozen as we were—we who
would not stop to hold out a hand to a fallen friend.

' They say, too, that he shed tears of a night over his
poor family of soldiers. Only he and Frenchmen could
have pulled themselves out of such a plight; but we did
pull oursdves out, though, as | am telling you, it was
with loss ay, and heavy loss The Allies had eaten up
all our provisions, everybody began to betray him, just
as the Red M an had foretold. The rattle-patesin Paris,
who had kept quiet ever since the Imperial Guard had
been established, think that heis dead, and hatch a con-
spiracy. They st to work in the Home Office to
overturn the Emperor. These things come to his know-
ledge and worry him; he says to us at parting; " Good-
bye, children; keep to your posts | will come back
again."

' Bah ! Those generals of his lose their heads at once;
for when he was away, it was not like the same thing.
The marshals fall out among themselves, and make
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blunders, as was only natural, for Napoleon in his kind-
ness had fed them pn gold till they had grown as fat as
butter, and they had no mind to march. Troubles came
of this, for many of them stayed inactive in garrison
towns in the rear, without attempting to tickle up the
backs of the enemy behind us, and we were being driven
back on France. But Napoleon comes back among us
with fresh troopsj conscripts they were, and famous con-
scriptstoo; he had put some thorough notions of discipline
into them—the whelps were good to set their teeth in
anybody. He had a bourgeois guard of honour too, and
fine troops they were! They melted away like butter on
agridiron. We may put a bold front on it, but every-
thing is against us, although the army still performs
prodigies of valour. Whole nations fought against
nations in tremendous battles, at Dresden, Liitzen, and
Bautzen, and then it was that France showed extra-
ordinary heroism, for you must all of you bear in mind
that in those times a stout grenadier only lasted six
months.

'We aways won the day, but the English were
always on our track, putting nonsense into other nations'
heads, and stirring them up to revolt. In short, we
cleared a way through all these mobs of nations; for
wherever the Emperor appeared, we made a passage for
him; for on the land as on the sea, whenever he said, " |
wish to go forward," we made the way.

' Therecomes afinal end to it at last. We are back in
France; and in spite of the bitter weather, it did one's
heart good to breathe one's native air again, it set up
many a poor fellow j and as for me, it put new life into
me, | can tell you. But it was a question all at once
of defending France, our fair land of France. Al Europe
was up in arms against us; they took it in bad part that
we had tried to keep the Russians in order by driving
them back within their own borders, so that they should
not gobble us up, for those Northern folk have a strong
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liking tor eating up the men of the South, it is a habit
they have; | have heard the same tjiing of them from
several generals.

'So the Emperor finds his own father-in-law, his
friends whom he had made crowned kings, and the rabble
of princes to whom he had given back their thrones, were
all against him. Even Frenchmen and allies in our own
ranks turned againgt us, by orders from high quarters, as
at Leipsicc. Common soldiers would hardly be capable
of such abominations; yet these princes, as they called
themselves, broke their words three timesaday! The
next thing they do is to invade France. Wherever our
Emperor shows his lion's face, the enemy beats a retreat;
he worked more miracles for the defence of France than
he had ever wrought in the conquest of Italy, the East,
Spain, Europe, and Russiaj he hasa mind to bury every
foreigner in French soil, to give them a respect for
France, so he lets them come close up to Paris, so as to
do for them at a single blow, and to rise to the highest
height of genius in the biggest battle that ever was
fought, a mother of battles! But the Parisians wanting
to save their trumpery skins, and afraid for their two-
penny shops, open their gates, and there is a beginning
of the ragusades, and an end of all joy and happiness;
they make a foaol of the Empress, and fly the white flag
out at the windows. The Emperor's closest friends
among his generals forsake him at last and go over to
the Bourbons, of whom no one had ever heard tell. Then
he bids us farewell at Fontainebleau:—

""Soldiers !" . . . (I can hear him yet, we were all
crying just like children; the Eagles and the flags had
been lowered asif for afuneral. Ah! and it wasa funeral,
| can tell you 5 it was the funeral of the Empire ; those
smart armies of hiswere nothing but skeletons now.) So
he sood there on the flight of seps before his chateau,
and he said—

‘U Children, we have been overcome by treachery, but
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we shall meet again up above in the country of the brave.
Protect my child, | leave him in your care. Long live
Napoleon || ./" '

' He had thought of killing himself, so that no one
should behold Napoleon after his defeat -; like Jesus
Christ before the Crucifixion, he thought himself for-
saken by God and by his talisman, and so he took enough
poison to kill a regiment, but it had no effect whatever
upon him. Another marvel! he discovered that he was
immortal; and feeling sure of his case, and knowing that
he should be Emperor for ever, he went to an idand for
a little while, so as to study the dispositions of those folk
who did not fail to make blunder upon blunder. Whilst
he was biding his time, the Chinese and the brutes out
in Africa, the Moors and what-not, awkward customers
all of them, were so convinced that he was something more
than mortal, that they respected his flag, saying that
God would be displeased if any one meddled with it. So
he reigned over all the rest of the world, although the
doors of his own France had been closed upon him.

'Then he goes on board the same nutshell of a skiff
that he sailed in from Egypt, passes under the noses of
the English vesds and sdgs foot in France. France
recognises her Emperor, the cuckoo flits from steeple to
steeple; France cries with one voice, "Long live the
Emperor !"  The enthusiasm for that Wonder of the
Ages was thoroughly genuine in these parts. Dauphine
behaved handsomely; and | was uncommonly pleased to
learn that people here shed tears of joy on seeing his grey
overcoat once more.

"I't was on March 14 that Napoleon sgt out with
two hundred men to conquer the kingdom of France
and Navarre, which by March 20th had become the
French Empire again. On that day he found himself in
Paris, and a clean sweep had been made of everything;
he had won back his beloved France, and. had called all
his soldiers about him again, and three words of his had
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doneit all- " Heream | !'" 'Twasthe greatest mirack
God ever worked ! Was it ever known in the world
before that a man should do nothing but show his hat,
and a whole Empire became his? They fancied that
France was crushed, did they ? Never a bit of it. A
National Army springs up again at the sight of the
Eagle, and we all march to Waterloo. Therethe Guard
fall all as one man. Napoleon in his despair heads the
rest, and flings himself three times on the enemy's guns
without finding the death he sought; we all saw him do
it, we soldiers, and the day was lot ! That night the
Emperor calls all his old soldiers about him, and there on
the battlefield, which was soaked with our blood, he burns
his flags and his Eagles—the poor Eagles that had never
been defeated, that had cried, " Forward ! " in battle aftei
battle, and had flown above us all over Europe. That
was the end of the Eagles—all the wealth of England
could not purchase for her one tail-feather. Therest is
sufficiently known.

'"The Red Man went over to the Bourbons like the
low scoundrel he is. France is prostrate, the soldier
counts for nothing, they rob him of his due, send him
about his business, and nil his place with nobles who could
not walk, they were so old, so that it made you sorry to
e them. They seize Napoleon by treachery, the
English shut him up on a desert idand in the ocean, on a
rock ten thousand feet above the rest of theworld. That
isthe final end of it; there he has to stop till the Red
Man gives him back his power again, for the happines
of France. A lot of them say that heisdead ! Dead ?
Oh ! yes, very likely. They do not know him, that is
plain ! They go on telling that fib to deceive the people,
and to keep things quiet for their tumble-down govern-
ment. Listen this is the whole truth of the matter.
His friends have left him alone in the desert to fulfil a
prophecy that, was made about him, for | forgot to tell
you that his name Napoleon reallv means the Lion of th$



The Napoleon of the People 101

Desert. And that is gospe truth. You will hear plenty
of other things said about the Emperor, but they are all
monstrous nonsense.  Because, look you, to no man of
woman born would God have given the power to write
hisnamein red, as he did, across the earth, where he will
be remembered for ever! . .. Long live " Napoleon, the
father of the soldier, the father of the people !"'

' Long live General Eble!" cried the pontooner.

" How did you manage not to die in the gorge of the
redoubts at Borodino ? asked a peasant woman.

"Do |l know ? We were a whole regiment when we
went down into it, and only a hundred foot were left
standing ; only infantry could have carried it; for the
infantry, look you, is everything in an army——'

' But how about the cavalry ?' cried Genestas, dipping
down out of the hay in a sudden fashion that drew a
startled cry from the boldest.

' He, old boy! you are forgetting Poniatowski's Red
Lancers, the Cuirassers, the Dragoons, and the whole
boiling. Whenever Napoleon grew tired of seeing his
battalions gain no ground towards the end of a victory, he
would say to Murat, ' Here, you! cut them in two for
me! " and we st out first at a trot, and then at a gallop,
oney two! and cut a way clean through the ranks of the
enemy it was like slicing an apple in two with a knife.
W hy, a charge of cavalry is nothing more nor lessthan a
column of cannon balls!'

"And how about the pontooners? cried the deaf
veteran.

' There, there! my children,’ Genestas went on, re-
penting in his confusion of the sally he had made, when
he found himself in the middle of a silent and bewildered
group, ' there are no agents of police spying here!  Here,
drink tothe Little Corporal with this!"

"Long live the Emperor !" all cried with one voice.

" Hush ! children,' said the officer, concealing his own
deep sorrow with an effort. 'Hush! Heisdead. He
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died saying, " Glory, France, and battle" So it had to be,
children, he must die; but his memory—never !'

Goguelat made an incredulous gestwe ; then he whis-
pered to those about him, 'The officer is still in the
service, and orders have been issued that they are to tell
the people that the Emperor is dead. Y ou must not
think any harm of him, because, after all, a soldier must
obey orders.'

As Genestas went out of the barn, he heard La
Fosseuse say, ' That officer, you know, is M. Benassiss
friend, and a friend of the Emperor's.'

Every soul in the barn rushed to the door to see the
commandant again ; they saw him in the moonlight, ashe
took the doctor's arm.

" It was a stupid thing to do," said Genestas. 'Quick!
let us go into the house. Those Eagles, cannon, and
campaigns! . . . | had quite forgotten where | was.'

'Well, what do you think of our Goguelat?' asked
Benassis.

'So long as such stories are told in France, sir, shewill
always find the fourteen armies of the Republic within
her, at need; and her cannon will be perfectly able to
keep up a conversation with the rest of Europe. That
iswhat | think.'

A few moments later they reached Benassiss dwelling,
and soon were sitting on either side of the hearth in the
salon, the dying fire in the grate still sent up a few
sparks now and then. Each was absorbed in thought.
Genestas was hesitating to ask one last question.  In spite
of the marks of confidence that he had received, he feared
lest the doctor should regard his inquiry as indiscreet.
He looked searchingly at Benassis more than once; and
an answering smile, full of a kindly cordiality, such as
lights up the faces of men of real strength of character,
seemed to give him in advance the favourable reply for
which he sought. So he spoke—

"Your life, sir, is so different from the lives of ordinary
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men, that you will not be surprised to hear me ask you the
reason of your retired existence. My curiosity may seem
to you to be unmannerly, but you will admit that it is
very natural. Listen a moment: | have had comrades
with whom | have never been on intimate terms, even
though | have made many campaigns with them5 but
there have been others to whom | would say, " Go to
the paymaster and draw our money," three days after we
had got drunk together, a thing that will happen, for the
quietest folk must have a frolic fit at times. Well, then,
you are one of those people whom | take for a friend
without waiting to ak leave, nay, without so much as
knowmg wherefore.
' Captain Bluteau—'

Whenever the doctor had called his guest by hid
assumed name, the latter had been unable for some time
past to suppress a dight grimace. Benasss, happening
to look up just then, caught this expression of repugnance ;
he sought to discover the reason of it, and looked full
into the soldier's face, but the real enigma was wellnigh
insoluble for him, so he st down these symptoms to
physical suffering, and went on—

“Captain, | am about to spesk of myself. | have had
to force myself to do so already several times since
yesterday, while telling you about the improvements that
| have managed to introduce here-gbut it was a question of
the interests of the people and the commune, with which
mine are necessarily bound up. But, now, if | tell you
my story, | should have to speak wholly of myself, and
mine has not been a very interesting life.'

" If it were as uneventful asL a Foseuses life," answered
Genestas, '| should still be glad to know about it ; |
should like to know the untoward events that could bring
a man of your calibre into this canton.’'

' Captain, for these twelve years | have lived in silence;
and now, as | wait at the brink of the' grave for the
stroke that shall cast me into it, | will candidly own to
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you that this silence is beginning to weigh heavily upon
me. | have borne my sorrows alone for twelve years |
have had none of the comfort that friendship gives in
such full measure to a heart in pain. My poor sick folk
and my peasants certainly st me an example of unmur-
muring resignation ; but they know that | at least under-
stand them and their troubles, while there is not a soul
here who knows of the tears that | have shed, no one to
give methe hand-clasp of a comrade, the noblest reward of
all, a reward that falls to the lot of every other, even
Gondrin has not missed that.'

Genestas held out his hand, a sudden impulsive move-
ment by which Benasss was deeply touched.

' ThereisLaFosseuse' he went on in adifferent voice ;
‘she perhaps would have understood as the angels might;
but then, too, she might possibly have loved me, and that
would have been a misfortune. Listen, captain, my con-
fesson could only be made to an old soldier who looks as
leniently as you do on the failings of others, or to some
young man who has not log the illusons of youth j for
only a man who knows life well, or a lad to whom it is
all unknown, could understand my story. The captains
of past times who fell upon the field of battle used to
make their lagt confesson to the cross on the hilt of their
sword; if there was no priest at hand, it was the sword
that received and kept the last confidences between a
human soul and God. And will you hear and under-
stand me, for you are one of Napoleon's finest sword-
blades, as thoroughly tempered and as strong as sted ?
Some parts of my story can only be undersood by a
delicate tenderness, and through a sympathy with the
beliefs that dwell in smple hearts; beiefs which would
seem absurd to the sophisticated people who make use in
their own lives of the prudential maxims of worldly
wisdom that only apply to the government of states. To
you | shall speak openly and without reserve, as a man
who does not seek to apologise for his life with the good
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and evil done in the course of it; as one who will hide
nothing from you, because he lives so far from the world
of to-day, careless'of the judgments of man, and full of
hopein God.'

Benassis stopped, rose to his feet, and said, ' Before |
begin my story, | will order tea. Jacquotte has never
missed asking me if | will take it for these twelve years
past, and she will certainly interrupt us. Do you care
about it, captain ?'

"No, thank you.'

In another moment Benassis returned.
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THE COUNTRY DOCTOR'S CONFESSION

'I WAS born in alittle town in Languedoc,' the doctor
reumed. ' My father had been settled there for many
years, and there my early childhood was spent. When |
was eght years dd | was st to the schod of the
Oratorians at Sorreze, and only Ieft it to finish my sudies
in Paris My father had squandered his patrimony in the
coursee of an exceedingly wild and extravagant youth.
He had retrieved his pogtion partly by a fortunate
marriage, partly by the dow perdgent thrift characterigtic
of provincial lire; for in the provinces people pride them-
sdves on accumulating rather than on spending, and all
the ambition in a man's nature is ether extinguished
or directed to money-getting,, for want of any nobler end.
So he had grown rich at lagt, and thought to transmit to
his only son all the cut-and-dried experience which he
himsdf had purchased at the price of his log illusions;
a noblelagt illuson of age which fondly sseks to bequeath
its virtues and its wary prudence to headless youth,
intent only on the enjoyment of the enchanted life that
lies beforeiit.

' This foresight on my father's part led him to make
plans for my education for which | had to uffer. He
seduloudy concealed my expectations of wealth from me,
and during the fairest years of my youth compeled me,
fpr my own good, to endure the burden of anxiety and
hardship that preses upon a young man who has his own
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way to make in the world. Hisidea in so doing was to
ingtil the virtues of poverty into me—patience, a thirst
for learning, and a love of work for its own sake He
hoped toteach meto s a prope value on my inherit-
ance, by letting me learn, in this way, all that it cogsto
make a fortune wherefore, as soon as | was old enough
to undergand his advice, he urged meto choose a pro-
fesdon and to work geadily at it. My tades inclined
me to the study of medicine.

' Sol left Sorreze, after ten years of the almost monagtic
discipline of the Oratorians, and, fresh from the quiet
life of a remote provincial schoal, | was taken graight to
the capital. My father went with mein order to intro-
duce metothencticeof afriend of his; and (all unknown
to me) my two dders took the mogt daborate precaution'
againg any ebullitions of youth on my part, innocent
lad though | was. My allowance was rigidly computed
on a scale based upon the absolute necessaries of life, anc
| was obliged to produce my certificate of attendance at
the Ecole de Medecine before | was alowed to draw
my quarter's income. The excuse for this suffidently
humiliating distrugt was the necessty of my acquiring
methodical and busnesslike habits. My father, however,
was hot sparing of money for all the necessary expensss
ﬂ: my education and for the amusaments of Parisan
ITe.

' Hisold friend was ddighted to have a young man tc
guide through the labyrinth into which J had entered,
He wasone of thoee men whose natures lead them to
docket their thoughts, fedings, and opinions every whit
as carefully astheir papers Hewould turn up lag year'!
memorandum book, and could tell in a moment what he
had been doing a twelvemonth sincein this very month,
day, and hour of the presmt year. Life, for him, wasa
business enterprise, and he kept the books after the mest
approved busness mehods. There was .real worth ir
him though he might be punctilious, shrewd, and sis
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picious,and though he never lacked specious excuses for
the precautionary measures that he took with regard to
me. He usd to buy all my books; he paid for my
lesons ; and once, when the fancy took me to learn to
ride, the good soul himself found me out a riding-school,
went thither with me, and anticipated my wishes by
putting a horse at my disposal whenever | had a holiday.
In spite of all this cautious strategy, which | managed to
defeat as soon as | had any temptation to do so, the kind
old man was a second father to me.

" Myfriend,"” hesaid, as soon as he surmised that |
should break away altogether from my leading-strings,
unless he relaxed them, " young folk are apt to commit
follies which draw down the wrath of their eders upon
their heads, and you may happen to want money at some
timeor other if so, cometo me. Your father helped me
nobly once upon a time, and | shall always have a few
crowns to are for you but never tell me any lies, and
do not be ashamed to own to your faults. | myself was
youngonce; we shall always get on well together, like
two good comrades.”

' My father found lodgings for me with some quiet,
middle-class people in the Latin Quarter, and my room
was furnished nicely enough; but thisfirst taste of inde-
pendence, my father's kindness, and the self-denial which
he seemed to be exercising for me, brought me but little
happiness. Perhaps the value of liberty cannot be known
until it has been experienced ; and the memories of the
freedom of my childhood had been almost effaced by the
irksome and dreary life at school, from which my spirits
had scarcely recovered. In addition to this, my father
had urged new tasks upon me, so that altogether Paris
was an enigma. You must acquire some knowledge o
its pleasures before you can amuse yourself in Paris.

"My real position, therefore, was quite unchanged,
save that my new lyceewas a much larger building, and
was called the Ecole de Medecine. Nevertheless, | studied
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away bravely at first; | attended lectures diligently; |
worked desperately hard and without relaxation, so
strongly was my imagination affected by the abundant
treasures of knowledge to be gained in the capital. But
very soon | heedlesdy made acquaintances ; danger lurks
hidden beneath the rash confiding friendships that have
so strong a charm for youth, and gradually | was drawn
into the dissipated life of the capital. | became an
enthusiastic lover of the theatre ; and with my craze for
actors and the play, the work of my demoralisation began.
The stage, in a great metropolis, exerts a very deadly
influence over the young; they never quit the theatre
save in a dtate of emotional excitement almost always
beyond their power to control; society and the law seem
to me to be accesories to the irregularities brought about
in this way. Our legisation has shut its eyes so to
ek, to the passons that torment a young man between
twenty and five-and-twenty years of age. In Paris heis
assled by temptations of every kind. Religion may
preach and Law may demand that he should walk up-
rightly, but all his surroundings and the tone of those
about him are so many incitements to evil. Do not the
best of men and the most devout women there look upon
continence as ridiculous? The great city, in fact, ssems
to have st herself to give encouragement to vice and to
thisalone; for ayoung manfindsthat theentranceto every
honourable career in which he might look for success is
barred by hindrances even more numerous than the snares
that are continually set for him, so that through his
weaknesses he may be robbed of his money.

'"For a long while | went every evening to some
theatre, and little by little | fell into idle ways. | grew
more and more dack over my work; even my most
pressing tasks wer e apt to be put off till the morrow, and
before very long there was an end of my search after
knowledge for its own sake; | did nothing more than
the work which was absolutely required to'enable me to

0



210 The Country Doctor

through the examinations that must be pessd before
could become a doctor. | attended the public lectures,
but | no longer paid any attention to the professors who,
in my opinion, were a s of dotards | had aready
broken my idols—I became a Parisan.

' To be brief, | led the aimless drifting life of a young
provincial thrown into the heart of a great city $ ill
retaining some good and true feding, still clinging more
or less to the absarvance of certain rules of conduct, till
fighting in vain againg the debasng influence of evil
examples, though | offered but a fesble half-hearted
resgance, for the enemy had accomplices within me.
Yes, sr, my face is not mideading ; pat dorms have
plainly Ieft ther tracesthere.  Yet, ance | had drunk so
desply of the pure fountain of religion in my early youth,
| was haunted in the depths of my soul, through all my
wanderings, by an ideal of moral perfection which could
not fail one day to bring me back to God by the paths of
wegrinessand remorse. Isnot he who feds the pleasures
of earth mot keenly, sure to be attracted, soon or late,
by the fruits of heaven ?

" At firg | went through the experience, more or les
vivid, that always comes with youth—the countless
moments of exultation, the unnumbered trangorts of
dexpair.  Sometimes | took my vehement energy of
feding for a resdlute will, and over-etimated my powe's;
omeimes, at the mere dght of some trifling obgtade
with which | was about to come into collison, | was far
more cag down than | ought to have been. Then |
Would devie vag plans would dreem of glory, and
betake mysdf towork; but a pleasure party would divert
me from the noble projects basd on s infirm a purpose
Vague recollections or thexe great abortive sthames of
mine left a deceptive glow in my soul and fotered my
bdief in mysdf, without giving me the energy to pro-
duce In my indolent sdf-aufficency | was in a very
fair way to become a foal, for what is a fool but a man
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iwho fails to justify the excellent opinion which he has
formed of himself? My energy was directed towards no
definite aims; | wished for the flowers of life without
the toil of cultivating them. | had no idea of the
Obstades so | imagined that everything was easy;
iluck, | thought, accounted for success in science and
in busness and genius was charlatanism. | took it for
granted that | should be a great man, because there was
the power of becoming one within me so | discounted
all my future glory, without giving a thought to the
patience required for the conception of a great work, nor
of the execution, in the course of which all the difficulties
of the task appear.

' The sources of my amusements wer e soon exhausted.
The charm of the theatre does not lag for very long;
and, for a poor student, Paris shortly became an empty
wilderness. They were dull and uninteresting people
that | met with in the circle of the family with whom |
lived ; but these, and an old man who had now lost touch
with the world, were all the society that | had.

'So, like every young man who takes a didlike to the
career marked out for him, | rambled about the streets for
whole days together; | strolled along the quays, through
the museums and public gardens, making no attempt to
arrive at a clear understanding of my position, and with'
out a single definite idea in my head. The burden of
unemployed energies is more felt at that age than at any
other ; thereis such an abundance of vitality running to
waste, so much activity without result. | had no idea of
the power that a resolute will puts into the hands of a
man in his youth; for when he has ideas and puts his
whole heart and soul into the work of carrying them out,
his strength is yet further increased by the undaunted
courage of youthful convictions,

' Childhood in its simplicity knows nothing of the
perils of life; youth sees both its vastness and its diffi-
culties, and at the prospect the courage of youth some-
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times flags. We are still serving our apprenticeship to
lifes, wearenew tothebusness akind of faint-heartedness
overpowers us and leaves usin an amog dazed condition
of mind. We fed that we are hdpless aliens in a grange
country. At all ageswe shrink badk involuntarily from
the unknown. And ayoung man isvery much like the
ldier who will walk up to the cannon's mouth, and is
put toflight by aghod. He hestates among the maxims
of the world. The rules of attack and of sdf-defence are
alike unknown to him he can nether give nor take; he
is attracted by women, and gands in awe of them; his
very good qualities tell againg him, heisall generosty
and modesy, and completdy innocent of mercenary
designs Pleasure and not interest is his object when
he tdls a lie; and among many dubious coursss the
consdence with which as yet he has not juggled,
points out to him the right way, which he is dow to
take.

' There are men whoe lives are degtined to be shaped
by the impulsss of ther hearts, rather than by any reason-
ing prooss that takes place in ther heads and such
natures as thexe will remain for a long while in the
postion that | have dexribed. Thiswas my own case
| became the plaything of two contending impulsss; the
dedres of youth were aways hdd in check by a faint-
hearted sentimentality. Lifein Parisis a crud ordeal for
impressonable natures, the great inequalities of fortune or
of pogtion inflame their souls and ir up bitter fedings
In that world of magnificence and pettiness envy is more
apt to be a dagger than aspur.  You are bound ether to
fall a victim or to become a partisan in this incessant
grife of ambitions, desres and hatreds in the midgt of
which you are placed; and by dow degyress the picture of
vicetriumphant and virtue made ridiculous produces its
efect on a young man, and he wavers; lifein Paris soon
rubs the bloom from consdence the infernal work of
demoralisation has begun, and is soon accomplished/
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The first of pleasures, that which at the outset compre-
hends all the others, is set about with such perils that it
is impossible not to reflect upon theleast actions which it
provokes, impossible not to calculate all its consequences.
These calculations lead to odfishness If some poor
student, carried away by an impassoned enthusiasm, is
fain to rise above oHfish considerations, the suspicious
attitude of those about him makes him pause and doubt;
it isso hard not to share their mistrust, so difficult not to
be on his guard against his own generous thoughts. His
heart is seered and contracted by thisstruggle, the current
of life sats towards the brain, and the callousness of the
Parisian is the result—the condition of things in which
schemes for power and wealth are concealed by the most
charming frivolity, and lurk beneath the sentimental
transports that take the place of enthusasm. The
simplest-natured woman in Paris always keeps a clear head
even in the intoxication of happiness.

'This atmosphere was bound to affect my opinions
and my conduct. The errors that have poisoned my life
would have lain lightly on many a conscience, but we in
the South have a religious faith that leads us to believe in
a future life, and in the truths st forth by the Catholic
Church. These bdiefs give depth and gravity to every
feeling, and to remorse a terrible and lasting power.

' The army were the masters of society at the time
when | was studying medicine. In order to shine in
women's eyes, one had to be a colonel at the very least.
A poor student counted for absolutely nothing. Goaded
by the strength of my desres and finding no outlet for
them ', hampered at every step and in every wish by the
want of money; looking on study and fame as too slow
a means of arriving at the pleasures that tempted me;
drawn one way by my inward scruples, and another by
evil examples ; meeting with every facility for low dissipa-
tion, and finding nothing but hindrances barring the
way to good society, | passed my days in wretchedness,
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overwhelmed by a surging tumult of desres, and by
indolence of the most deadly kind, utterly cas down at
times, only to be as suddenly elated.

'The catastrophe which at length put an end to this
criss was commonplace enough. The thought of
troubling the peace of a household has always been
repugnant to me; and not only so, | could not dissemble
my fedlings, the instinct of sincerity was too strong in
me; | should have found it a physical impossibility to
lead a life of glaring falsity. There is for me but little
attraction in pleasures that must be snatched. | wish for
full consciousness of my happiness. | led a life of solitude,
for which there seemed to be no remedy; for | shrank
from openly vicious courses, and the many efforts that |
made to enter society were all in vain. There | might
have met with some woman who would have undertaken
the task of teaching me the perils of every path, who
would have formed my manners, counselled me without
wounding my vanity, and introduced me everywhere
where | was likely to make friends who would be useful
to me in my future career. In my despair, an intrigue
of the most dangerous kind would perhaps have had its
attractions for mee, but even peril was out of my reach.
My inexperience sent me back again to my solitude, where
| dwelt face to face with my thwarted desres.

"At last | formed a connection, at first a secret one,
with a girl, whom | persuaded, half against her will, to
share my life. Her people were worthy folk, who had
but small means. It was not very long before she left
her simple sheltered life, and fearlesdy intrusted me with
a future that virtue would have made happy and fair;
thinking, no doubt, that my narrow income was the
sures guarantee of my faithfulness to her. From that
moment the tempest that had raged within me ceased,
and happiness lulled my wild desres and ambitions to
deep.  Such happiness is only possble for a young man
who is ignorant of the world* who knows nothing as yet
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of its accepted codes nor of the strength of preudice ;
but while it lagts, his happiness is as all-absorbing as a
child's. Isnot first love like a return of childhood across
the intervening years of anxiety and toil ?

' There are men who learn life at a glance, who s it
for what it is at once, who learn experience from the mis-
takes of others, who apply the current maxims of worldly
wisdom to their own cae with signal success, and make
unerring forecags at all times. Wisein their generation
are such cool heads as these! But there is a0 a luckless
race endowed with the impressionable, keenly-sensitive
temperament of the poet \ these are the natures that fell
into error, and to this latter dass | belonged. Therewas
no great depth in the feeling that first drew me towards
this poor girl; | followed my instinct rather than my
heart when | sacrificed her to mysdf, and | found no
lack of excellent reasons wherewith to persuade myself
that there was no harm whatever in what | had done.
And as for her—she was devotion itself, a noble soul with
a clear, keen intelligence and a heart of gold. She never
counsdled me other than wisely. Her love put fresh
heart into me from the first; she foretold a splendid
future of success and fortune for me, and gently con-
strained me to take up my studies again by her belief in
me. In these days there is scarcely a branch of science
that has no bearing upon medicine; it is a difficult task
to achieve distinction, but the reward is great, for in
Paris fame always means fortune. The unsdfish girl
devoted herself to me, shared in every interest, even the
dlightest, of my life, and managed so carefully and wisely
that we lived in comfort on my narrow income. | had
more money to spare, now that there were two of us
than | had ever had while | lived by myself. Those were
my happiest days. | worked with enthusiasm, | had a
definite aim before me, | had found the encouragement
| needed. Everything | did or thought | carried to her,
who had not only found the way to gain my love, but
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above and beyond this had filled me with sincere respett
for her by the modest discretion which she displayed in a
position where discretion and modesty sssemed wellnigh
impossble But one day was like another, sir; and it is
only after our hearts have pessd through all the gorms
appointed for usthat we know the value of a monatonous
happiness and learn that life hdds nothing more sweet
for usthan this; a calm happiness in which the fatigue
of exigence is felt no longer, and the inmog thoughts of
ather find repponse in the other's soul.

"My former dreamsassiiled meagain. They were my
own vehement longings for the pleasures of wealth that
awoke, though it was in lovés name that | now asked
for them. In the evenings | grew abdracted and moody,
rapt in imaginings of the pleesures | could enjoy if |
were rich, and thoughtlesdly gave expresson to my dedres
in ansver to a tender quedtioning voice | mug have
drawn a painful sgh from her who had devated herdf to
my happiness for she swest soul, fdt nothing more
crudly than the thought that | wished for something
that she could not give me immediately. Oh! sr, a
woman's devation is sublime !

Therewas a sharp digress in the doctor's excdlamation
which ssamed prompted by some recallection of hisown;
he pausd for a brief while, and Genetas respected his
musngs

'"Well, dr,’ Benasis resumed, 'something happened
which should have conduded the marriage thus begun ;
but ingead of that it put an end to it, and was the cause
of all my misfortunes. My father died and left me a large
fortune. T he necessary business arrangements demanded
my presence in Languedoc for several months, and |
went thither alone. At lagt | had regained my freedom !
Even the mildeg yoke is galling to youth 5 we do not
e its necessty any more than we s the nead to work,
until we have had some experience of life. | came and
went without giving an account of my actions to any
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one ; there was no need to do so now unless | wished,
and | relished liberty with all the keen capacity for
enjoyment that we have in Languedoc. | did not abso-
lutely forget thetiesthat bound me; but | was so absorbed
in other matters of interest, that my mind was distracted
from them, and little by little the recollection of them
faded away. Letters full of heartfelt tenderness reached
me ; but at two-and-twenty a young man imagines that
all women are alike tender ; he does not know love from
a passng infatuation; all things are confused in the
sensations of pleasure which seem at first to comprise
everything. It was only later, when | came to a clearer
knowledge of men and of things as they are, that | could
estimate those noble letters at their just worth. No trace
of sfishness was mingled with the feeling expressed in
them j there was nothing but gladness on my account for
my change of fortune, and regret on her own; it never
occurred to her that | could change towards her, for she
felt that she herself was incapable of change. But even
then | had given myself up to ambitious dreams; |
thought of drinking deeply of all the delights that
wealth could give, of becoming a person of consequence,
of making a brilliant marriage. So | read the letters, and
contented.myself with saying, " She is very fond of me”
with the indifference of a coxcomb. Even then | was
perplexed as to how to extricate myself from thisentangle-
ment -, | was ashamed of it, and this fact aswell as my
perplexity led me to be cruel. We begin by wounding
the victim, and then we kill it, that the sight of our
cruelty may no longer put us to the blush. Late reflec-
tions upon those days of error have unveiled for me many
adark depth in the human heart. Yes, believe me, those
who best have fathomed the good and evil in human
nature have honestly examined themsdves in the first
instance. Conscience is the starting-point of our investi-
gationsy we proceed from oursdves to others, never from
others to ourseves.
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"When | returned to Paris | took up my abode in a
large house which, in pursuance with my orders, had
been taken for me, and the one person interested in my
return and change of address was not informed of it,
I wished to cut a figure among young men of fashion.
| waited a few days to taste the first delights of wealth;
and when, flushed with the excitement of my new
position, | felt that | could trust myself to do so, | went
to s the poor girl whom | meant to cagt off. With
a woman's quickness she saw what was passing in
my mind, and hid her tears from me. She could not
but have degpissed me; but it was her nature to be
gentle and kindly, and she never showed her scorn.
Her forbearance was a cruel punishment. An unresist-
ing victim is not a pleasant thing; whether the murder
is done decoroudy in the drawing-room, or brutally on
the highway, there should be a struggle to give some
plausible excuse for taking a life. | renewed my visits
very affectionately at first, making efforts to be gracious,
if not tender\ by dow degrees | became politely civil;
and one day, by a sort of tacit agreement between us,
she allowed me to treat her as a stranger, and | thought
that | had done all that could be expected of me.
Nevertheless | abandoned myself to my new life with
almost frenzied eagerness, and sought to drown in gaiety
any vague lingering remorse that | felt. A man who
has lost his sdf-respect cannot endure his own society,
so | led the dissipated life that wealthy young men lead
in Paris. Owing to a good education and an excellent
memory, | seemed cleverer than | really was, forthwith
| looked down upon other peoplej and those who, for
their own purposes wished to prove to me that | was
posssssad of extraordinary abilities, found me quite con-
vinced on that head. Praise is the most insidious of
all methods of treachery known to theworldj and this
is nowhere better understood than in Paris, where
intriguing schemers know how to sifle every kind of
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talent at its birth by heaping laurels on its cradle. So
' did nothing worthy of my reputation; | reaped no
dvantages from tfie golden opinions entertained of me,
ad made no acquaintances likely to be useful in my
Iture career. | wasted my energies in numberless
ivolous pursuits, and in the short-lived love intrigues
fiat are the disgrace of salons in Paris, where every one
'eks for love, grows blase in the pursuit, falls into the
bertinism sanctioned by polite society, and ends by
jeling as much astonished at real passon as the world
;over a heroic action. | did as others did. Often |
ealt to generous and candid souls the deadly wound
‘'om which | myself was slowly perishing. Yet
fiough deceptive appearances might lead others to mis-
Idge me, | could never overcome my scrupulous
elicacy. Many times | had been duped, and should
ave blushed for myself had it been otherwise; | secretly
rided myself on acting in good faith, although this
wered me in the eyes of others. Asa matter of fact,
tie world has a considerable respect for cleverness, whate-
ver form it takes, and success justifies everything. So
he world was pleased to attribute to me all the good
ualities and evil propensties, all the victories and defeats
rhich had never been mine; credited me with conquest
f which | knew nothing, and sat in judgment upon
ctions of which | had never been guilty. | scorned to
Dntradict the danders, and sdf-love led me to regard
le more flattering rumours with a certain complacence.
Outwardly my existence was pleasant enough, but in
sality | was miserable. If it had not been for the
anpes of misfortunes that very soon burst over my
ead, all good impulses must have perished, and evil
would have triumphed in the struggle that went on
rithin me; enervating self-indulgence would have
estroyed the body, as the detestable habits of egotism
xhausted the springs of the soul. But | was ruined
nancially. This was how it came about,
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' No matter how large his fortune may be, a man is
areto find some one dse in Paris possesad of yet greater
wealth, whom he mug neds aim at surpassng. In this
unequal contest | was vanquished at the end of four
yearsj and, like many another harebrained youngder, |
was obliged to sl part of my property and to mortgage
the remainder to satify my creditors  Then a terrible
blow suddenly struck me down.

' Two years had passd snce | had lag san the
woman whom | had deseted. The turn that my
affars were taking would no doubt have brought me
back to her once more; but one evening, in the midg
of a gay circle of acquaintances, | recaved a note written
in a trembling hand. It only contained thee few
words.—

" | have only a very little while to live, and | should
like to s you, my friend, so that | may know what
will become of my child—whether henceforward he will
be yours; and ds to ften the regret that some day
you might perhaps fed for my death.

' Theletter made me shudder. It was a reveation of
soret anguish in the pagt, while it contained a whole
unknown future. | st out on foot, | would not wait
for my carriage, | went aoross Paris goaded by remorse
and gnawed by a dreadful fear that was confirmed by the
firg gght of my victim. In the extreme neatness and
deanliness benegth which she had driven to hide her
poverty | read all the terrible sufferings of her life; she
was nobly reticent about them in her effort to pare my
fedings, and only alluded to them after | had solemnly
promised to adopt our child. She died, sr, in spite of all
the care lavished upon her, and all that sdence could
uggest was done for her in vain.  The care and devotion
that had come too late only saved to render her lag
momentslesbitter.

'T o aupport her little one she had worked incessantly
with he needle Love for her child had given her
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strength to endure her life of hardship; but it had not
enabled her to bear my desertion, the keenest of all her
griefs.  Many times she had thought of trying to sse me,
but her woman's pride had always prevented this. While
| squandered floods of gold upon my caprices, no memory
of the past had ever bidden a single drop to fall in her
home to help mother and child to live; but she"had been
content to weep, and had not cursed me; she had looked
upon her evil fortune as the natural punishment of her
error. With the aid of a good priest of Saint Sulpice,
whose kindly voice had restored peace to her soul, she
had sought for hope in the shadow of the altar, whither
she had gone to dry her tears. The bitter flood that |
had poured into her heart gradually abated ; and one day,
when she heard her child say ," Father," a word that she
had not taught him, she forgave my crime. But sorrow
and weeping and days and nights of ceasdess toil injured
her health. Religion had brought its consolations and
the courage to bear the ills of life, but all too late. She
fell ill of a heart complaint brought on by grief and by
the strain of expectation, for she always thought that |
should return, and her hopes always sprang up afresh after
every disappointment. Her health grew worse; and at
lagt, as she was lying on her deathbed, she wrote those
few lines, containing no word of reproach, prompted by
religion, and by a belief in the goodness in my nature.
She knew, she said, that | was blinded rather than bent
on doing wrong. She even accused herself of carrying
her womanly pride too far. " 1 f | had only written
sooner,” she said,” perhaps there might have been time
for a marriage which would have legitimated our child."
"It was only on her child's account that she wished for
the solemnisation of the ties that bound us, nor would she
have sought for this if she had not felt that death was at
hand to unloose them. But it was too late ; even then
she had only a few hours to live. - By her bedside, where
| learned to know theworth of a devoted heart, my nature
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underwent afinal change. | was ill at an age when
tearsareshed. During those lag days while the predous
life yet lingered, my tears my words' and everything |
did bore witness to my heartdricken repentance  The
meanness and pettiness of the sodety in which | had
moved, the emptiness and sdfishness of women of fashion,
had taught meto wish for and to sse&k an dect soul, and
now | had found it—too late. | was weary of lying
words and of maked faces counterfeit passon had =t
me dreaming ; | had called on love; and now | behdd
love lying before me, dain by my own hands and had no
power to kemp it besde me, no powe to kegp what was
0 whally mine.

" The experience of four years had taught me to know
my own real character. My temperament, the nature of
my imagination, my rdigious principles, which had not
bean eradicated, but had rather lain dormant j my turn of
mind, my heart that only now began to make itsdf
fdt—everything within me led me to rexdlve to fill my
life with the pleesures of affection, to replace a lawvless
love by family happiness—the truest happiness on earth.
Visons of dose and dear companionship appedled to me
but the more grongly for my wanderings in the wilder-
ness my grasping at pleasures unennobled by thought or
feding. So though the revolution within me was rapidly
effected, it was permanent.  With my southern tempera-
ment, warped by the life | led in Paris | should certainly
have come to look without pity on an unhappy girl
betrayed by he lover; | shoula have laughed at the
gory if it had bemn tod me by some wag in merry
company (for with usin France a dever bon mot digods
all feding of horror at a crime), but all sophidries were
slenced in the presnce of this angeic creature, againg
whom | could bring no least word of reproach. There
good her coffin, and my child, who did not know that |
had murdered his mother, smiled at me.

'She died. She died happy when she saw that | loved
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her, and that this new love was due neither to pity nor
to the ties that bound us together. Never shall | forget
her lag hours Love had bean won back, her mind was
at ret about her child, and happiness triumphed over
auffering.  The comfort and luxury about her, the merri-
ment of her child, who looked prettier till in the dainty
garb that had replaced hisbaby-clothes, were pledges of a
happy future for the little one, in whom she saw her own
life renewed.

'The curate of Saint Sulpice witnesssd my terrible
digress His words wellnigh made me despair.  He did
not attempt to offer conventional consolation, and put
the gravity of my regpongbilities ungparingly before me,
but I had no nexd of a our. T he constience within me
goke loudly enough already. A woman had placed a
generous confidence in me. | had lied to her from the
firg; 1 had told her that | loved her, and then | had
cagt her off; | had brought all this sorrow upon an
unhappy girl who had braved the opinion of the world for
me, and who therefore should have been saored in my
g/es She had died forgiving me. Her implicit trust
in the word of a man who had once before broken his
promise to her efaced the memory of all her pain and
grief, and she dept in peace  Agatha, who had given me
her girlish faith, had found in her heart another faith to
give me—the faith of a mother. Oh'! dr, the child, her
child! God aone can know all that he was to mel!
The dear little one was like his mother; he had her
winning grace in his little ways, his talk and ideas, but
for me, my child was not only a child, but something
more; was he not the token of my forgiveness my
honour ?

' He should have more than a father's affection. He
should be loved as his mother would haveloved him. My
remorse might change to happinessif | could only make
him fed that his mother's arms were ill about him. |
clung to him with all the force of human love and the
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hope of heaven, with all the tendernessin my heart that
God has given to mothes The sound of the child's
voice made me tremble. | usd to watch him while he
dept with a sne of gadness that was always new, albeit
a tear sometimes fdl on his forehead ; | taught him to
come to say his prayer upon my bed as soon as he awoke.
How sweet and touching were the smple words of the
Pater noster in the innocent childish mouth! Ah'! and
at times how terrible! " Our Father which art in
heaven" he began one morning ; then he paussd—
" Why is it not our mother ?" he aked, and my heart
sk at his words

' From the very fird | had sown the sads of future
midfortune in the life of the son whom | idolised.
Although the law has amog countenanced errors of
youth by conceding to tardy regret a legal datus to
natural children, the insurmountable preudices of society
bring a grong force to the support of the reuctance of the
law. All sious reflection on my part as to the founda-
tionsand mechaniam of society, on the dutiesof man, and
vital quegions of morality date from this period of my
life. Genius comprehends at firg dght the connection
between a man's principles and the fate of the society of
which he forms a part; devout souls are inspired by
religion with the sentiments necessary for their happiness,
but vehement and impulsive natures can only be schoded
by repentance With repentance came new light for
me; and |, who only lived for my child, came through
that child to think over great soda quetions

'l determined from thefirst that he should have all
possble means of sucess within himsdf, and that he
should be thoroughly prepared to take the high postion
for which | degtined him. Helearned English, German,
Italian, and Spanish in successon; and, that he might
ek these languages correctly, tutors bedonging to each
of thex various nationalities were uccessvely placad
about him from his earliet childhood. His aptitude
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delighted me. | took advantage of it to give him lessons
in the guise of play | wished to keep his mind free
from fallacies, and' strove before all things to accustom
him from childhood to exert his intellectual powers, to
make a rapid and accurate general survey of a matter,
and then, by a careful study of every least particular, to
master his subject in detail. Lastly, | taught him to
submit todisciplinewithout murmuring. | never allowed
an impure or improper word to be spoken in his hearing.
| was careful that all his surroundings, and the men with
whom he came in contact, should conduce to one end—
to ennoble his nature, to set lofty ideals before him, to give
him a love of truth and a horror of lies, to make him
simple and natural in manner, asin word and deed. His
natural aptitude had made his other studies easy to him,
and his imagination made him quick to grasp these
lessons that lay outside the province of the schoolroom.
What a fair flower to tend! How great are the joys
that mothers know ! In those days | began to under-
stand how his own mother had been able to live and to
bear her sorrow. This, sir, was the great event of my
life; and now | am coming to the tragedy which drove
me hither.

"It is the most ordinary commonplace story imagin-
able ; but to me it meant the most terrible pain. For
some years | had thought of nothing but my child, and
how to make a man of him; then when my son was
growing up and about to leave me, | grew afraid of my
loneliness. Love was a necessity of my existence; this
need for affection had never been satisfied, and only grew
stronger with years. | was in every way capable of a
real attachment; | had been tried and proved. | knew
all that a steadfast love means, the love that delights to
find a pleasure in self-sacrifice ; in everything | did my
first thought would always be for the woman | loved.
In imagination | was fain to dwell on the serene heights
for above doubt and uncertainty, where love so fills two
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beings that happiness flows quietly and evenly into ther
life, their looks and words. Such love isto a life what
religion is to the soul ; a vital force a power that
enlightens and upholds | undergood the love of hus
band and wife in nowise as mogt people do; for me its
full beauty and magnificence began predsdy at the point
where love peighes in many a housshold. | deeply fet
the moral grandeur of a life o dosdy shared by two souls
that the trivialities of everyday exigence should be
powerless againg such lagting love as theirs.  But where
will the hearts be found whose bests are 0 nearly
isochronous (let the scientific term pasy that they may
attain to this begtific union ? If they exigt, nature and
chance have &t them far apart, 0 that they cannot come
together; they find each other too late, or death comes too
oo to sparate them.  There mugt be some good reasons
for these digpensations of fate, but | have never sought to
discover them. | cannot make a sudy of my wound,
because | wuffer too much from it. Pehaps perfect
happiness is a monger which our gedes should not
perpetuate. There were other causs for my fervent
desre for such a marriage as this. | had no friends the
world for me was a desrt.  There is something in me
that repds friendship. More than one person has sought
me out, but, in site of efforts on my part, it came to
nothing. With many men | have bean careful to show
no sgn of something that is called " superiority;" | have
adapted my mind to thers; | have placed mysdf at ther
point of view, joined in their laughter, ana overlooked
their defects, any fame | might have gained, | would
have bartered for a little kindly affection. They parted
from me without regret. If you ssk for real feding in
Paris, snares await you everywhere, and the end is
orrow. Wherever | s my foot, the ground round
about me ssmad to burn. My readiness to acquiese
was oconddered weekness ; though if | unshesthed my
talons, like a man consdous that he may some day wield
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the thunderbalts of power, | was thought ill-natured ; to
others, the ddightful laughter that oeeses with youth,
and in which in later years we are aimog ashamed to
indulge, ssamed absurd, and they amusad themsdves at
my expense People may be bored nowadays, but none
the less they expect you to treat every trivial topic with
befitting sriouses

" A hateful era!  You mug bow down before medio-
crity, frigidly polite mediocrity which you depiss—and
obey. On more mature reflection, | have discovered
the reasns of thexe glaring inconssencies  Mediocrity
is never out of fashion, it is the daily wear of society;
genius and eccentricity are ornaments that are locked
away and only brought out on certain days Every-
thing that ventures forth beyond the protection of the
grateful shadow of mediocrity has something sartling
about it.

S0, in the midgt of Paris, | led a solitary life. | had
given up everything to society, but it had given me
nothing in return; and my child was not enough to
stidy my heart, because | was not a woman. My life
samal to be growing cold within me; | was bending
under a load of secret misery when | met the woman
who was to make me know the might of love, the
reverence of an acknowledged love, love with its teeming
hopes of happiness—in one word—love.

"1 had renewed my acquaintance with that old friend
of my father's who had once taken charge of my affairs
It was in his house that | first met her whom | mug love
as long as life shal lag. The longer we live, sr, the
more dearly we se the enormous influence of ideas upon
the events of life. Prgudices worthy of all respec,
and bred by noble rdigious ideas, occasoned my misfor-
tunes  Thisyoung girl bdonged to an exceeding devout
family, whose views of Catholicism were due to the spirit
of a st improperly syled Jansenigts, which, in former
times, causd troublesin France. You know why ?'
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' No," said Genedtas.

' Jansenius, Bishop of Ypres, once wrote a book which
was believed to contain propositions at'variance with the
doctrines of the Holy See.  When examined at a later
date, there appeared to be nothing heretical in the word-
ing of the text, some authors even went so far as to deny
that the heretical propostions had any real existence.
However it was, these insignificant disputes gave rise
to two parties in the Gallican Church—the Jansenists
and the Jesuits. Great men were found in either camp,
and a struggle began between two powerful bodiess. The
Jansenigts affected an excessive purity of morals and of
doctrine, and accused the Jesuits of preaching a relaxed
morality. The Jansenists, in fact, were Catholic Puri-
tans, if two contradictory terms can be combined.
During the Revolution, the Concordat occasoned an
unimportant schism, a little segregation of ultra-catholics
who refused to recognise the Bishops appointed by the
authorities with the consent of the Pope. This little
body of the faithful was called the Little Church ; and
those within its fold, like the Jansenists, led the strictly
ordered lives that appear to be a first necessity of existence
in all proscribed and persecuted sects  Many Jansenist
families had joined the Little Church. The family to
which this young girl belonged had embraced the equally
rigid doctrines of both these Puritanisms, tenets which
impart a stern dignity to the character and mien of those
who hold them. It is the nature of positive doctrine to
exaggerate the importance of the most ordinary actions of
life by connecting them with ideas of a future existence.
Thisis the source of a splendid and delicate purity of heart,
a repect for others and for sdf, of an indescribably keen
sne of right and wrong, a wide charity, together with a
justice so stern that it might well be called inexorable,
and lastly, a perfect hatred of lies and of all the vices
comprised by falsehood.

"1 can recall no more delightful moments than those
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of our first meeting at my old friend's house. | beheld
for the first timesthis shy young girl with her sincere
nature, her habits of ready obedience. All the virtues
peculiar to the sect to which she belonged shone in her,
but she seemed to be unconscious of her merit. There
was a grace, which no austerity could diminish, about
every movement of her lissome, dender form ; her quiet
brow, the delicate grave outlines of her face, and her
clearly cut features indicated noble birth ; her expresson
was gentle and proud; her thick hair had been simply
braided, the coronet of plaits about her head served, all
unknown to her, as an adornment. Captain, she was for
me the ideal type that is always made real for us in the
woman with whom we fall in love; for when we love, is
it not because we recognise beauty that we have dreamed
of, the beauty that has existed in idea for us is realised ?
When | spoke to her, she answered simply, without shy-
ness or eagernessj she did not know what a pleasure it
was to me to e her, to hear the musical sounds of her
voice. All these angels are revealed to our hearts by the
same sgns -, by the sweetness of their tones, the tenderness
in their eyes, by their fair, pale faces, and their gracious
ways. All these things are so blended and mingled that
we fed the charm of their presence, yet cannot tell in
what that charm condsts, and every movement is an
expresson of a divine soul within. | loved passon-
ately. This newly awakened love satisfied all my restless
longings, all my ambitious dreams. She was beautiful,
wealthy, and nobly born; she had been carefully brought
up; she had all the qualifications which the world pos-
tively demands of a woman placed in the high position
which | desred to reach ; 3he had been well educated,
she expressed herself with a sprightly facility at once rare
and common in Francej where the most prettily worded
hrases of many women are emptiness itself, while her

right talk was full of sense. Above all, she had a deep
constiousness of her own dignity which made others



230 The  Country Doctor

respect her; | know of no more excellent thing in a
wife' | must stop, captain; no one can describe the
woman he loves save very imperfectly, pre-existent
mysteries which defy analysis lie between them.

"1 very soon took my old friend into my confidence.
He introduced me to her family, and gave me the coun-
tenance of his honourable character. | was received
at first with the frigid politeness characteristic of those
exclusive people who never forsake those whom they have
once admitted to their friendship. Astime went on they
welcomed me almost as one of the family; this mark of
their esteem was won by my behaviour in the matter.
In spite of my passionate love, | did nothing that could
lower me in my own eyes, | did not cringe, | paid no
court to those upon whom my fate depended, before all
things | showed myself a man, and not other than |
really was. When | was well known to them, my old
friend, who was as desirous as | myself that my life of
melancholy loneliness should come to an end, spoke of my
hopes and met with a favourable reception ; but with the
diplomatic shrewdness which is almost a second nature
with men of the world, he was silent with regard to an
error of my youth, as he termed it. He was anxious to
bring about a " satisfactory marriage" for me, an expres-
sion that makes of so solemn an act a business transaction
in which husband and wife endeavour to cheat each other.
In his opinion, the existence of my child would excite a
moral repugnance, in comparison with which the ques-
tion of money would be as nought, and the whole affair
would be broken off at once, and he was right.

""1tis a matter which will be very easily settled
between you and your wife ; it will be easy to ootain her
full and free forgiveness," he said.

" In short, he tried to silence my scruples, and all the
insidious arguments that worldly wisdom could suggest
wer e brought to bear upon me to this end. | will con-
fess to you, sir, that in spite of my promise, my first
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impulse was to act graightforwardly and to make every-
thing known to the head of the family, but the thought
of his uncompromising gernness made me pausg, and the
probable consequences of the confesson appalled me;
my courage failed, | temporised with my conscience, |
determined to wait until | was sufficiently sure of the
affection of thegirl | hoped to win, before hazarding my
happiness by the terrible confession. My resolution to
acknowledge everything openly, at a convenient ssason,
vindicated the sophigries of worldly wisdom and the
sagacity of my dd friend. So the young girl's parents
received me as their future son-in-law without, as yet,
taking their friendsinto their confidence

" An infinite disretion is the distinguishing quality of
pious families, they are reticent about everything, even
about matters of no importance. Y ou would not believe,
gr, how this sdate gravity and reserve, pervading every
leag action, degpens the current of feding and thought.
Everything in that house was done with some usegful Gin!
in view ; the women spent their lesure time in making
garments for the poor; their conversation was never
frivolous; laughter was not banished, but there was a
kindly smplicity about ther merriment. Their talk
had none of the piquancy which scandal and ill-natured
gossp give to the conversation of sodety ; only the father
and unde read the nengpapes even the mogt harmless
journal contains references to crimes or to public evils
and she whom | hoped to win had never cas her eyes
over their shedts How drange it was at firg, to ligen
to these orthodox people! But in alittlewhile, the pure
amosphere left the same impresson upon the soul that
subdued colours give to the eyes, a sne of ssreneregpoe
and of tranquil peace

“To a superficial observer, their lifewould have ssamed
terribly monatonous T her e was something chilling about
the appearance of the interior of the house Day after
day | usd to s everything, even the furniture in con-
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stant use, always standing in the same place, and this
uniform tidiness pervaded the smallest details. Y et there
was something very attractiveabout ttteir household ways.
| had been usad to the pleasures of variety, to the luxury
and stir of lifein Paris; it wasonly when | had overcome
my first repugnance that | saw the advantages of this
exisencej how it lent itself to continuity of thought
and to involuntary meditation; how a life in which the
heart has undisturbed sway ssems to widen and grow
vas asthe s It islike the life of the cloister, where
the outward surroundings never vary, and thought isthus
compelled to detach itself from outward things and to
turn to theinfinite that lies within the soul!

®For a man as sincerely in love as | was, the silence
and simplicity of the life, the ailmost conventual regularity
with which the same things were done daily at the same
hours, only deepened and strengthened love. In that
profound calm the interest attaching to the least action,
word, or gesture became immense. | learned to know
that, in the interchange of glances and in answering
smiles, there lies an eloquence and a variety of language
far beyond the posshilities of the most magnificent of
spoken phrasesj that when the expresson of the feelings
is spontaneous and unforced, there is no idea, no joy nor
sorrow that cannot thus be communicated by hearts that
understand each other. How many times | have tried
to set forth my soul in my eyes or on my lips, compelled
at once to speak and to be silent concerning my passon ;
for the young girl who, in my presence, was always
srene and unconscious had not been informed of the
reason of my constant visits, her parents were deter-
mined that the most important decision of her life should
res entirely with her. But does not the presence of our
beloved satify the utmost desire of passonate love? In
that presence do we not know the happiness of the
Christian who stands before God f If for me more than
for any other it was torture to have no right to give
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expresson to the impulses of my heart, to force back
into its depths the burning words that treacherousy
wrong the yet more ardent emotions which strive to find
an utterance in speech; | found, nevertheless, in the
merest trifles a channel through which my passionate
love poured itself forth but the more vehemeritly-fecahis
constraint, till every least occurrence came to have an
excessve importance.

'l beheld her, not for brief moments, but for whole
hours. There were pausss between my question and
her answer, and long musings, when, with the tones of
her voice lingering in my ears, | sought to divine from
them the secret of her inmost thoughts; perhaps her
fingers would tremble as | gave her some object of which
shehad been in search, or | would devise pretextsto lightly
touch her dress or her hair, to take her hand in mine, to
compel her to speak more than she wished; all these
nothings were great events for me. Eyes and voice and
gestures were freighted with mysterious messages of love
in hours of ecstasy like these, and this was the only
language permitted me by the quiet maidenly reserve of
the young girl before me. Her manner towards me
underwent no change ; with me shewas always as a sister
with a brother ; yet, as my passon grew, and the contrast
between her glances and mine, her words and my utter-
ance, became more striking, | felt at last that this timid
silence was the only means by which she could express
her fedings. Was she not always in the salon whenever
| came? Did she not stay there until my visit, expected
and perhaps foreseen, was over ? Did not this mute tryst
betray the secret of her innocent soul ? Nay, whilst |
spoke, did she not listen with a pleasure which she could
not hide?

' At last, no doubt, her parents grew impatient with
this artless behaviour and sober love-making. | was
almost as timid as their daughter, and perhaps on this
account found favour in their eyes. They regarded me
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as a man worthy of their esteem. My old friend was
taken into their confidencej both father and mother
spoke of me in the most flattering terms; | had become
their adopted son, and more especially they singled out
my moral principles for praise. In truth, | had found
my youth again; among these pure and religious sur-
roundings early beliefs and early faith came back to the
man of thirty-two.

'The summer was drawing to a close. Affairs of
some importance had detained the family in Paris longer
than their wont; but when September came, and they
were able to leave town at last for an estate in Auvergne,
her father entreated me to spend a couple of months
with them in an old chateau hidden away among the
mountains of the Cantal. | paused before accepting
this friendly invitation. My hesitation brought me the
sweetest and most delightful unconscious confession, a
revelation of the mysteries of a girlish heart. Evelina

. D'teu!" exclaimed Benassis;, and he said no more
for a time, wrapped in his own thoughts.

' Pardon me, Captain Bluteau," heresumed, after along
pause. °For twelve years | have not uttered the name
that is always hovering in my thoughts, that a voice calls
in my hearing even when | degp. Evelina (since | have
named her) raised her head with a strange quickness and
abruptness, for about all her movements there was an
instinctive grace and gentleness, and looked at me.
There was no pride in her face, but rather a wistful
anxiety. Then her colour rose, and her eyelids fell j it
gave me an indescribable pleasure never felt before that
thev should fall so slowly 3 | could only stammer out my
reply in a faltering voice. The emotion of my own
heart made swift answer to hers. She thanked me by a
happy look, and | almost thought that there were tears
in her eyes. In that moment we had told each other
everything. So | went into the country with her family.
Since the day when our hearts had understood each other,
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nothing seemed to be as it had been before; everything
about us had acquired a fresh significance.

' Love, indeed, is'always the same, though our imagina-
tion determines the shape that love mubt assume; like
and unlike, therefore, is love in every soul in which he
dwells, and passon becomes a unique work in which the
soul expresses its sympathies. In the old trite saying
that love is a projection of self—an egoisme a deux—lies a
profound meaning known only to philosopher and poet;
for it isourselfin truth that we love in that other. Yet,
though love manifests itself in such different ways that
no pair of lovers since the world began is like any other
pair before or since, they all express themselves after the
same fashion, and the same words are on the lips of every
girl, even of the most innocent, convent-bred maiden—
the only difference lies in the degree of imaginative
charm in their ideas. But between Evelina and other
girls there was this difference, that where another would
have poured out her feelings quite naturally, Evelina
regarded these innocent confidences as a concesson made
to the stormy emotions which had invaded the quiet
sanctuary of her girlish soul. The constant struggle be-
tween her heart and her principles gave to the least event
of her life, so peaceful in appearance, in reality so pro-
foundly agitated, a character of force very superior to the
exaggerations of young girls whose manners are early
rendered false by the world about them. All through
the journey Evelina discovered beauty in the scenery
through which we passd, and spoke of it with admira-
tion. When we think that we may not give expresson
to the happiness which is given to us by the presence
of one we love, we pour out the secret gladness that
overflows our hearts upon inanimate things, investing
them with beauty in our happiness. The charm of the
scenery which passed before our eyes became in this way
an interpreter between us, for in our praiss of the land
scape we revealed to each other the secrets of our love.
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Evdina's mother sometimes took a mischievous pleasure
in disconcerting her daughter.

"' My dear child, you have been through thisvalley a
sore of times without seeming to admire it!" she re-
marked after a somewhat too enthusadic phrase from
Evelina.

" No doubt it was because | was not old enough to
undergand beauty of thiskind, mother."

' Forgive me for dweling on this trifle, which can
have no charm for you, captain ; but the Smple words
brought me an indescribable joy, which had its source in
the glance directed towards me as she poke  So ome
village lighted by the sunrise some ivy-covered ruin
which we had sen together, memories of outward and
vigble things, srved to degpen and strengthen the im-
pressons of our happiness they seemedto be landmarks
on the way through which we were pasing towards a
bright future that lay before us

' We reachad the chateau bdonging to her family,
where | gpent about 9x weeks, the only time in my life
during which Heaven has vouchsafed complete happiness
tome | enjoyed pleaaures unknown to town-dwellers
—all the happiness which two lovers find in living be-
neath the same roof, an anticipation of the life they will
gend together. To grall through the fidds, to be alone
together at times, if we wished it, to look over an dd
water-mill, to st benesth a tree in some lovely glen
among the hills, the lovers talks, the sweet confidences
drawn forth by which each made some progress day by
day in the other's heart. Ah'! dr, the out-of-door life,
the beauty of earth and heaven, is a perfect accompani-
ment to the perfect happiness of the soul! To mingle our
cardess talk with the song of the birds among the dewy
leaves, to amile at each other aswe gazed on the sky, to
turn our geps dowly homewards at thesound of the bell
that always rings too soon, to admire together some little
detail in the landscape to watch the fitful movements of
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an insect, to look closely at a gleaming demoiselle fly—
the delicate creature that resembles an innocent and
loving girl j in such ways as these are not one's thoughts
drawn daily a little higher ? The memories of my forty
days of happiness have in a manner coloured all the rest
of my life, memories that are all the fairer and fill the
greater space in my thoughts, because since then it has
been my fete never to be understood. To this day there
are scenes of no special interest for a casual observer, but
full of bitter significance for a broken heart, which recall
those vanished days, and the love that is not forgotten
yet.

'l do not know whether you noticed the effect of the
sunset light on the cottage where little Jacques lives ?
Everything shone so brightly in the fiery rays of the sun,
and then all at once the whole landscape grew dark and
dreary. That sudden change was like the change in my
own life at thistime. | received from her the first, the
sole and sublime token of love that an innocent girl may
give; the more secretly it is given, the closer is the bond
it forms, the sweet promise of love, a fragment of the
language spoken in a fairer world than this. Sure, there-
fore, of being beloved, | vowed that | would confess
everything at once, that | would have no secrets from
her; | felt ashamed that | had so long delayed to tell
her about the sorrows that | had brought upon myself.

"Unluckily, with the morrow of this happy day a letter
came from my son's tutor, the life of the child so dear to
me was in danger. | went away without confiding my
secret to Evelina, merely telling her family that | was
urgently required in Paris. Her parents took alarm
during my absence. They feared that there | was
entangled in some way, and wrote to Paris to make
inquiries about me. It was scarcely consistent with
their religious principles; but they suspected me, and did
not even give me an opportunity of clearing myself.

' One of their friends, without my knowledge, gave
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them the whole higory of my youth, blackening my
erors, laying dress upon the exigence of my chila,
which (said they) | intended to condteal. | wrote to my
future parents, out | received no ansvers to my letters;
and when they came back to Paris, and | called at their
house, | was not admitted. Much alarmed, | sent to my
old friend to learn the reason of this conduct on ther
part, which | did not in the lees undergand. As soon
asthe good soul knew the real cause of it all, he sacrificed
himsdf generoudy, took upon himsdf all the blame of
my reserve and tried to exculpate me, but all to no
purpoe  Quedions of interet and morality were
regarded 0 srioudy by the family, their prgudices were
2 firmly and deply rooted, that they never swerved
from their resolution. My degair was overwhelming.
At first | tried to deprecate their wrath, but my letters
were ent back to me unopened.  When every posshle
means had been tried in vain; when her father ana
mother had plainly told my old friend (the cause of my
migfortune) that they would never consent to ther
daughter's marriage with a man who had upon his con-
gdence the death of a woman and the life of a natural son,
even though Evdina herdf should implore them upon
her knees, then, gr, there only remained to me one lag
hope, a hope as dender and fragile as the willow-branch
at which a drowning wretch catches to save himsdf.

'l ventured to think that Evdina's love would be
gronger than he lathe's sruples that her inflexible
parents might yidd to he entreaties Perhaps who
knows, he father had kept from her the reasons of the
refusal, which was so fatal to our love. | determined to
acquaint her with all the drcumdances and to make a
final apped to her; and in fear and trembling, in grief and
tears, my firg and lag love-letter was written. To-day
| can only dimly remember the words dictated to me by
my despair; but | mug have told Evelina that if she had
dealt sSncerdy with me she could not and ought not to
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love ancther, or how could her whole life be anything
but alie? she mug be fds ether to her future husand
or tome. Could she refuse to the lover, who had bemn
0 migudged and hardly entreated, the devation which
she would have shown to him as her hushand, if the
marriage which had already taken place in our hearts had
bemn outwardly solemnized ? Was nat this to fall from
the ideal of womanly virtue? What woman would not
love to fed that the promiss of the heart were more
sored and binding than the chains forged by the law ?
| dfended my erorsj and in my appeal to the purity of
innocence, | left nothing unsaid that could touch a nable
and generous nature. But as | am teling you every-
thing, | will look for her ansver and my farewdl letter/
sad Benasss and he went up to his room in search of it.

He returned in a few moments with a worn pocket-
book ; his hands trembled with emotion as he drew from
it some looxe sheets

“Here is the fatal letter,’ he said. ' The girl who
wrote those lines little knew the value that | should s
upon the scrap of paper that hdds her thoughts  This is
the lag cry that pain wrung from me,' he added, taking
up a soond letter; ‘1 will lay it before you directly.
My old friend was the bearer of my letter of entreaty; he
gave it to her without her parents knowledge, humbling
his white hair to implore Evelina to read and to jeply to
my appeal. Thiswas her answer:—

"'Monsieur . .." Butlately | had bean her "bedoved,"
the innocent name she had found by which to express her
innocent love, and now she called me Monsieur! .
That oneword told me everything. But ligen to the
res of the letter—

" Treacherv on the part of one to whom he life was
to be intrusted is a bitter thing for a girl to discover;
and yet | could not but excuse you, we are so weak!
Your letter touched me, but you musg not write to me
again, the dght of your handwriting gives me such
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unbearable pain. Weare parted for even | wascarried
away by your reasoning ; it extinguished all the harsh
fedlings that had risen up against you -in my soul. | had
been so proud of your truth ! But both of us have found
my lather's reasoning irresistible.  Yes, Monsieur, |
ventured to plead for you. | did for you what | have
never done before, | overcame the greatest fearsthat | have
ever known, and acted almost against my nature. Even
now | am yielding to your entreaties, and doing wrong
for your sake in writing to you without my father's
knowledge. My mother knows that I am writing to
you; her indulgence in leaving me at liberty to be alone
with you for a moment has taught me the depth of her
love for me, and strengthened my determination to bow
to the decree of my family, against which | had almost
rebelled. So |l am writing to you, Monsieur, for the first
and lagt time. Y ou have my full and entire forgiveness
for the troubles that you have brought into my life.
Yes, you are right; a first love can never be forgotten.
I am no longer an innocent girl; and, as an honest
woman, | can never marry another. What my future
will be, | know not therefore. Only you see, Monsieur,
that echoes of this year that you have filled will nevei
die away in my life. But | am in no way accusing
you. ... '| shall always be beloved I' Why did you
write those words? Can they bring peace to the
troubled soul of a lonely and unhappy girl ? Have you
not alreadv laid waste my future, giving me memories
which will never ceaeto revisit me? Henceforth | can
only give myself to God, but will He accept a broken
heart 7 He has had some purpose to fulfil in sending
these afflictions to me; doubtless it was His will that |
should turnto Him, my only refuge here below. Nothing
remains to me here upon this earth. You have all a
man's ambition wherewith to beguile your sorrows. |
do not say thisas a reproach ; it is a sort of religious con-
solation. |f.we both bear a grievous burden at this
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moment, | think that my share of it is the heavier. He
in whom | have put my trust, and of whom you can fed
no jealousy, has joined our lives together, and He puts
them asunder according to Hiswill. | have seen that
your religious beliefs were not founded upon the pure
and living faith which alone enables us to bear our woes
here below. Monsieur, if God will vouchsafe to hear my
fervent and ceasdess prayers, He will cause His light to
shine in your soul. Farewell, you who should have been
my guide, you whom once | had the right to call ' my
beloved,' no one can reproach me if | pray for you still.
God orders our days as it pleasss Him. Perhaps you
may be thefirst whom He will call to Himself ; but if |
am left alone in the world, then, Monsieur, intrust the
care of the child to me."

'This letter, so full of generous sentiments, dis
appointed my hopes' Benasss resumed, ' so that at
first | could think of nothing but my misery 5 afterwards
| welcomed the balm which, in her forgetfulness of <df,
she had tried to pour into my wounds, but in my first
despair | wrote to her somewhat bitterly—

" Mademoiselle—that word alone will tell you that
at your bidding | renounce you. There is something
indescribably sweet in obeying one we love, who puts us
to the torture. You are right, | acquiesce in my con-
demnation. Oncel dighted a girl's devation ; it is fitting,
therefore, that my love should be rejected to-day. But |
little thought that my punishment was to be dealt to me
by the woman at whose feet | had laid my life. | never
expected that such harshness, perhaps | should say, such
rigid virtue, lurked in a heart that seemed to be so loving
and so tender. At this moment the full strength of my
love is revealed tome; it has survived the most terrible
of all trials, the scorn you have shown for me by severing
without regret the ties that bound us. Farewell for
even Therestill remains to me the proud humility of

Q
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repentance | will find some phere of life where | can
expiate the errors to which you, the mediator between
Heaven and me, have shown no mfercy. Perhaps God
may be lessinexorable. My sufferings, sufferings full of
the thought of you, shall be the penance of a heart which
will never be healed, which will blexd in solitude. For
a wounded heart—shadow and slence

" No other image of love shall be engraven on my heart.
Though | am not a woman, | fed asyou fdt that when
| =d ' | love you, it was a vow for life. Yes, the
words then gpoken in the ear of ' my beloved' were not
a lie; you would have a right to scorn me if | could
change | shal never omse to worship you in my
solitude.  In spite of the gulf s& between us you will
gtill be the maingoring of all my actions and all the
virtues are ingpired by penitence and love.  Though you
have filled my heart with bitterness | shall never have
bitter thoughts of you; would it not be an ill beginning
of the new taks that | have st mysdfif | did not purge
out all the evil leaven from my soul? Farewdll, then, to
the one heart that | love in the world, a heart from which
| am cagt out. Never has more feding and more tender-
nes bemn eqresad in a farewel, for is it not fraught
with the life and soul of one who can never hope again,
and mug be henceforth as one deed ? . . . Farewdll.
May peace be with you, and may all the sorrow of our lot
fal to me "'

Benassis and Genedas looked at each other for a
moment after reading the two letters each full of sd
thoughts, of which neither gpoke

'As you s this is only a rough copy of my lag
letter/ said Benasss it isall that remains to me to-day
of my blighted hopes When | had snt the letter, | fell
into an indexribable gate of depresson.  All the ties
that hold one to life were bound together in the hope of
wedded happiness, which was henceforth log to me for
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ever. | had to bid farewdl to the joys of a permitted
and acknowledged love, to all the generous idess that had
thronged up from the depths of my heart. The prayers
of a penitent soul that thirged for righteousess and for
all things lovely and of good report, had been rgected by
thexe rdigious people At fird, the wildes reslutions
and mog frantic thoughts surged through my mind, but
happily for me the sght of my son brought sdf-contral.
| fdt all the more strongly drawn towards him for the
misfortunes of which he was the innocent causg and for
which | had in reality only mysdf to blame In him |
found all my consolation.

¢ At the age of thirty-four 1 might till hope to do my
country noble service. | determined to make a name for
mysdf, aname o illugtrious that no one should remember
the dain on the birth of my son. How many noble
thoughts | owe to him ! How full a life | led in those
days while | was asrbed in planning out his future!
| fed difled,’ cried Benasss ' All this happened deven
years ago, and yet to this day | cannot bear to think of
that fatal year. . . . My child died, gr ; | log him !"

The doctor was dlent, and hid his face in his hands,
when he was somewhat calmer he raissd his head again,
and Genegtas saw that his eyes were full of tears

"At firg it ssamad as if this thunderbolt had uprocted
me, Benasss reumed. "1t was a blow from which |
could only expect to recover after | had bean transplanted
into a different soil from that of the sodial world in which
| lived. It was not till some time afterwards that | saw
the finger of God in my migfortunes, and later till that |
learned to submit to Hiswill and to hearken to His voice
It was impossble that resignation should come to me all
at once. My impetuous and fiery nature broke out in a
final sorm of rebelion.

1t was long before | brought mysdf to take the only
dep befitting a Catholic, indesd my thoughts ran on
aicdde  This sucossson of midortunes had contributed
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to devedop melancholy fedlings in me, and | deliberately
determined totake my own life. It seemed to me that it
was permissible to take leave of life when life was ebbing
fag. There was nothing unnatural, |1 thought, about
suicide. Theravages of mental distress affected the soul
of man in the same way that acute physical anguish
affected the body; and an intelligent being, suffering from
a moral malady,had surely aright to destroy himsdf, aright
he shares with the sheep, that, fallen a victim to the
"staggers," beats its head against atree. Werethesoul's
dissasss in truth more readily cured than those of the
body ? | scarcely think so, to thisday. Nor do | know
which is the more craven soul—he who hopes even when
hope is no longer possible, or he who despairs.  Death
is the natural termination of a physical malady, and it
semed to me that suicide was the final criss in the
sufferings of a mind diseased, for it was in the power of
the will to end them when reason showed that death
was preferable to life. So it is not the pistol, but a
thought that putsan end to our existence. Again, when
fate may suddenly lay us low in the midst of a happy
life, can we be blamed for oursdves refusing to bear a life
of misery ?

' But my reflectionsduring that time of mour ning turned
on loftier themes. The grandeur of pagan philosophy
attracted me, and for a while | becamea convert. In my
efforts to discover new rights for man, | thought thst
with the aid of modern thought | could penetrate further
into the questions to which those old- World g/stems of
phllosophy had furnished solutions.

' Epicurus permitted suicide. Was it not the natural
outcome of his sysem of ethics? The gratification of
the sengsswasto be obtained at any cost; and when this
became impossible, the easest and best course was for
the animate being to return to the repose of inanimate
nature. Happiness, or the hope of happiness, was the one
end for which man existed, for one who suffered, and
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who suffered without hope, death ceased to be an evil,
and became a good, and suicide became a final act of
wisdom. This act Epicurus neither blamed nor praised; he
was content to say as he poured a libation to Bacchus,
" Asfor deathsthereisnothingin death to moveour laughter
or our tears"

“With a loftier morality than that of the Epicureans,
and a serner sne of man's duties, Zeno and the Stoic
philosophers prescribed suicide in certain casss to their
followers. They reasoned thus :—M an differs from the
brute in that he has the sovereign right to dispose of his
person; take away this power of life and death over himself,
and he becomes the plaything of fate, the dave of other
men. Rightly understood, this power of life and death is
a sufficient counterpoise for all the ills of life; the same
power when conferred upon another, upon hisfellow-man,
leads to tyranny of every kind. M an has no power what-
ever unless he has unlimited freedom of action. Suppose
that he has been guilty of some irreparable error, from the
shameful consequences of which there is no escape; a
sordid natureswallows down the disgrace and survivesit, the
wise man drinks the hemlock and dies. Supposethat the
remainder of life is to be one constant struggle with
the gout which racks our bones, or with a gnawing and
disfiguring cancer, the wise man digmisses quacks,
and at the proper moment bids a last farewell to the
friends whom he only saddens by his presence Or
another perhaps has fallen alive into the hands of the
tyrant against whom he fought. What shall he do?
The oath of allegiance is tendered to him; he must either
subscribe or stretch out his neck to the executioner; the
fool takes the latter course, the coward subscribes, the
wise man srikes a last blow for liberty—in his own
heart. " You who are freg" the Stoic was wont to say,
" know then how to preserve your freedom! Find
freedom from your own passons by sacrificing them to
duty, freedom from the tyranny of mankind by pointing to
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the sword or the poison which will put you beyond their
reach, freedom from the bondage of fate by determining
the point beyond which you will endure it no longer,
freedom of mind by shaking off the trammels of prejudice,
and freedom from physical fear by learning how to
subdue the gross instinct which causes so many wretches
to cling to life."

'After | had unearthed this reasoning from among a
heap of ancient philosophical writings, | sought to recon-
cile it with Christian teaching. God has bestowed free-
will upon usin order to require of us an account here-
after before the Throne of Judgment. " | will plead my
cause there!" | said to mysef. But such thoughts as
these led me to think of a life after death, and my old
shaken beliefs roee up before me. Human life grows
solemn when all eternity hangs upon the dightest of our
decisons. When the full meaning of this thought is
realised, the soul becomes conscious of something vast
and mysterious within itself, by which it isdrawn towards
the Infinite; the asgpect of all things alters strangely.
From this point of view life is something infinitely great
and infinitely little. The constiousness of my sns had
never made me think of heaven so long as hope remained to
me on earth, so long as | could find a relief for my woes
in work and in the society of other men. | had meant to
make the happiness of a woman's life, to love, to be the
head of a family, and in this way my need of expiation
would have been satisfied to the full. This design had
been thwarted, but yet another way had remained to me,
—1 would devote myself henceforward to my child. But
after these two efforts had failed, and scorn and death had
darkened my soul for ever, when all my fedlings had been
wounded and nothing was left to me here on earth, |
raised my eves to heaven, and beheld God.

"Yet still | tried to obtain the sanction of religion
for my death. | went carefully through the Gospels,
and found no passage in which suicide was forbidden;
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but during the reading, the divine thought of Christ,
the Saviour of men, dawned in me.  Certainly He had
sad nothing about the immortality of the soul, but He
had gpoken of the glorious kingdom of His Father; He
had nowhere forbidden parricide, but He condemned all
that was evil. The glory of His evangdigs and the
proof of ther divine misdon, is not so much that they
made laws for the world, but that they soread a new
spirit abroad, and the new laws were filled with this new
spirit.  Thevery courage which a man displaysin taking
his own life ssamed to me to be his condemnation ;
long as he fdt that he had within himsdf sufficient
srength to die by his own hands he ought to have had
strength enough to continue the sruggle.  To ruse to
auffer isa sgn of weekness rather than of courage, and,
moreover, was it not a sort of recusance to take leave of
life in despondency, an abjuration of the Christian faith
which is basd upon the sublime words of Jesus Christ:
" Blesed are they that mourn.”

' So, in any case, widide ssamead to me to be an un-
pardonable error, even in the man who, through a fase
conception of grestness of soul, takes his life a few
moments before the executioner'saxefalls  In humbling
himsdf to the death of the aross did not Jesus Christ st
for us an example of obedience to all human laws, even
when carried out unjustly ? Theword resignation engraved
upon the xross <0 dear to the eyes of those who can read
the ssored characters in which it is traced, shone for me
with divine brightness

"I ill had eighty thousand francs in my possesion,
and at first | meant to live a remote and litary life, to
vegetate in some country digrict for the res of my daysS
but misanthropy is no Cathalic virtue, and there is a
certain vanity lurking beneath the hedgehog's skin of
the misanthrope  His heart does not blead, it shrives,
and my heart bled from every vein. | thought of the
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discipline of the Church, the refuge that she affords to
sorrowing souls, understood at last the beauty of a life of
prayer in solitude, and was fully determined to "enter
religion," in the grand old phrase. So far my intentions
were firmly fixed, but | had not yet decided on the best
means of carrying them out. | realised the remains of
my fortune, and set forth on my journey with an almost
tranquil mind. Peacein God was a hope that could never
fail me.

'l felt drawn to the rule of Saint Bruno, and made the
journey to the Grande Chartreuse on foot, absorbed in
solemn thoughts. That was a memorable day. | was
not prepared for the grandeur of the scenery; the work-
ings of an unknown rower greater than that of man were
visble at every step, the overhanging crags, the precipices
on either hand, the illness only broken by the voices
of the mountain streams, the sternness and wildness of
the landscape, relieved here and there by Nature's fairest
creations, pine trees that have stood for centuries and
delicate rock plants at their feet, all combine to pro-
duce sober musings. There semed to be no end to this
waste solitude, shut in by its lofty mountain barriers.
The idle curiosity of man could scarcely penetrate there.
It would be difficult to cross this melancholy desert of
Saint Bruno's with a light heart.

'l saw the Grande Chartreuse. | walked beneath the
vaulted roofs of the ancient cloisters, and heard in the
slence the sound of the water from the spring, felling
drop by drop. | entered a cell that | might the better
realise my own utter nothingness, something of the peace
that my predecessor had found there ssemed to pass into
my soul  An inscription, which in accordance with the
custom of the monastery he had written above his door,
impressed and touched me' all the precepts of the life
that | meant to lead were there, summed up in three
L atin words—Fuge, late, tace'

Genestas bent his head as if he understood.
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'My decision was made,’ Benassis resumed. 'The
cell with its deal wainscot, the hard bed, the solitude, all
appeded to my soul The Carthusians were in the
chapel, | went thither tojoin in their prayers, and there
my resolutions vanished. | do not wish to criticise the
Catholic Church, | am perfectly orthodox, | believe in
its laws and in the works it prescribes. But when |
heard the chanting and the prayers of those old men,
dead to the world and forgotten by the world, | discerned
an under-current of sublime egoism in the life of the
cloister. This withdrawal from the world could only
benefit the individual soul, and after all what was it but a
protracted suicide ? | do not condemn it. The Church
has opened these tombs in which life is buried; no doubt
they are needful for those few Christians who are abso-
lutely usdess to the world; but for me, it would be
better, | thought, to live among my fellows, to devote
my life of expiation to their service.

" As | returned 1 thought long and carefully over the
various ways in which | could carry out my vow of
renunciation. Already | began, in fancy, to lead the life
of a common sailor, condemning myself to serve our
country in the lowest ranks, and giving up all my intel-
lectual ambitions; but though it was a life of toil and of
self-abnegation, it seemed to me that | ought to do more
than this. Should | not thwart the designs of God by
leading such a life? If He had given me intellectual
ability, was it not my duty to employ it for the good of
my fellow-men? Then, besdes, if | am to spesk frankly,
| felt within me a need of my fellow-men, an indescrib-
able wish to help them. The round of mechanical
duties and the routine tasks of the sailor afforded no scope
for this desire, which is as much an outcome of my nature
as the characteristic scent that a flower breathes forth.

'I wasobliged to spend the night here, as | have already
told you. The wretched condition of the countryside
had T)illled me with pity, and during the night it seemed
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asif these thoughts had been sent to me by God, and
that thus He had revealed Hiswill to me. | had known
something of the joys that pierce the heart, the happiness
and the sorrow of motherhood; | determined that hence-
forth my life should be filled with these, but that mine
should be a wider sphere than a mother's. | would expend
her care and kindnesson awholedistrict; | would bea sister
of charity, and bind the wounds of all the suffering poor
in a country-side. It seemed to me that the finger of
God unmistakably pointed out my destiny; and when |
remembered that my first serious thoughts in youth had
inclined me to the study of medicine, | resolved to settle
here as a doctor. Besides, | had another reason. For a
wounded heart—shadow and silence\ so | had written in
my letter; and | meant to fulfil the vow which | had
made to myself.

*S0 | have entered into the paths of silence and sub-
mission. The fuge, late, tace of the Carthusian brother
is my motto here, my death to theworld is the lifeof this
canton, my prayer takes the form of the active work to
which | have s my hand, and which | love—the work
of sowing the seeds of happiness and joy, of giving to
others what 1 myself have not.

'l have grown so used to this life, completely out of
the world and among the peasants, that | am thoroughly
transformed. Even my face is altered; it has been so
continually exposed to the sun, that it has grown wrinkled
and weather-beaten. | have fallen into the habits of the
peasants; | have assumed their dress their ways of talking,
their gait, their easy-going negligence, their utter in-
difference to appearances. My old acquaintances in
Paris, or the she-coxcombs on whom | used to dance
attendance, would be puzzled to recognise in me the man
who had a certain vogue in his day, the sybarite accus-
tomed to all the splendour, luxury, and finery of Paris.
I have come to be absolutely indifferent to my surround-
ings, like all those who are possessed by one thought, and
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have only one object in view; for | have but one aim in
life—to take leave of it as soon as posible | do not
want to hagen my end in any way; but some day,
when illnes comes | shal lie down to die without
regret.

'There, gr, you have the whole gory of my life until
| came here—told in all sincerity. | have not attempted
to conceal any of my errors; they have been great, though
ohershaveered as | haveered. | have auffered greatly,
and | am suffering till, but | look beyond this lifeto a
happy future which can only be reached through sorrow.
And ye—for all my resgnation, there are moments
when my courage fails me.  This very day | was amost
overcome in your presnce by inward anguish; you did
not notice it, but——'

Genedas darted in his chair.

" Yes, Captain Bluteau, you were with me at the time.
Do you remembe how, while we were putting little
Jacques to bed, you pointed to the mattress on which
Mother Colas depps? Well, you can imagine how
painful it all was, | can never se any child without
thinking of the dear child | have logt, and this little one
was doomed to die! | can never s a child with in-
different eyes——'

Genedas turned pale

' Yes, the gght of the little golden heads the innocent
beauty of children's faces always awakens memories of my
sorrows and the old anguish returns afresh. Now and
then, too, there comes the intolerable thought that so
many people here should thank me for what little | can
do for them, when all that | have done has ben prompted
by remorse Y ou alone, Captain, know the secret of my
life. If | had drawn my will to srve them from some
purer source than the memory of my errors, | should be
happy indesd ! But then, too, there would have bemn
nothing to tell you, and no sory about mysdf.
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As Benasss finished his story, he was struck by the
troubled expresson of the officer's face. It touched him
to have been so well understood. He was almost ready
to reproach himself for having distressed hisvisitor. He
spoke—

'But these troubles of mine, Captain Bluteau——'

‘Do not call me Captain Bluteau,’ cried Genestas,
breaking in upon the doctor, and springing to his feet
with sudden energy, a change of position that seemed to
be prompted by inward dissatisfaction of some kind.
'Thereis no such person as Captain Bluteau. ... | am
a scoundrel!’

W ith no little astonishment, Benassis beheld Genestas
pacing to and fro in the salon, like a bumble-bee in quest
of an exit from the room which he has incautiously
entered.

' Then who are you, sr ?' inquired Benasss.

"Ah'! there now !" the officer answered, as he turned
and took his stand before the doctor, though he lacked
courage to look at his friend. 'I| have deceived you !°
he went on (and there was a change in his voice). ‘|1
have acted a lie for the first time in my life, and | am
well punished for it; for after this| cannot explain why
| camehere to play the oy upon you, confound it! Ever
snce | have had a glimpse of your soul, so to speak, |
would for sooner have taken a box on the ear whenever |
heard you call me Captain Bluteau! Perhaps you may
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forgive me for this subterfuge, but | shall never forgive
myself ; |, Pierre Joseph Genestas, who would not lie to
save my life before a court-martial!”

" Are you Commandant Genestas?' cried Benasss
rising to his feet. He gragped the officer's hand warmly,
and added: ' As you said but a short time ago, sir, we
were friends before we knew each other- | have been
very anxious to make your acquaintance, for | have often
heard M. Gravier geak of you. He usad to call you
" one of Plutarch's men," '

' Plutarch? Nothing of the sort!" answered Genestas.
'l am not worthy of you; | could thrash mysdf. | ought
to have told you my secret in a straightforward way at
the first. Yet no! It is quite as well that | wore a
mask, and came here myself in search of information
concerning you, for now | know that | must hold my
tongue. If | had st about this busness in the right
fashion it would have been painful to you, and God forbid
that | should give you the dlightest annoyance.’

' But | do not understand you, commandant.’

'Let the matter drop. | am not ill; | have spent a
pleasant day, and | will go back to-morrow. Whenever
you come to Grenoble, you will find that you have one
more friend there, who will be your friend through thick
and thin. Pierre Joseph Genestass sword and purse are
at your disposal, and | am yours to the last drop of my
blood. Well, after all, your words have fallen on good
soil. When | am pensioned off, | will look for some
out-of-the-way little place, and be mayor of it, and try to
follow your example. | have not your knowledge, but |
will study at any rate/

'You are right, sir; the landowner who spends his
time in convincing a commune of the folly of some mis-
taken notion of agriculture, confers upon his country a
benefit quite as great as any that the most skilful physician
can bestow. The latter lessens the sufferings of some
few individuals, and the former heals the wounds of his
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country. But you have excited my curiosity to no
common degree. Is there really something in which |
can be of use to you ?

'Of use? repeated the commandant in an altered
voice. ' Mon Dim! | was about to ak you to do me a
service which is all but impossible, M. Benasss. Just
lissen a moment! | have killed a good many Christians
in my time, it istrue; but you may kill people and keep
a good heart for all that ; so there are some things that |
can fed and understand, rough as | look.'

" But goon !
"No, | do not want to give you any pain if | can
help it.'

' Oh! commandant, | can bear a great deal.'

"It is a question of a child's life, gir,' said the officer,
nervously.

Benassis suddenly knitted his brows, but by a gesture
he entreated Genestas to continue.

" A child," repeated the commandant, ' whose life may
yet be saved by constant watchfulness and incessant care.
Wherecould | expect to find a doctor capable of devoting
himself to a single patient ? Not in a town, that much
was certain. | had heard you spoken of as an excellent
man, but | wished to be quite sure that this reputation
was well founded. So before putting my little charge
into the hands of this M. Benassis of whom people spoke
so highly, | wanted to study him mysef. But now-'

' Enough,' said the doctor ; ' so this child is yours?'

" No, no, M. Benasis To clear up the mystery, I
should have to tell you a long story, in which | do not
exactly play the part of a hero; but you have given me
your confidence, and | can readily give you mine.'

'One moment, commandant,’ said the doctor. In
answer to his summons, Jacquotte appeared at once, and
her master ordered tea. 'Y ou see, commandant, at night
when every one is deeping, | do not deep. . . . The
thought of my troubles lies heavily on me, and then | try
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to forget them by taking tea. It produces a sort of
nervous inebriation—a kind of slumber, without which |
could not live. Do you still decline to take it ?'

'For my own part,’ said Genestas, 'l prefer your
Hermitage.'

' By all means. Jacquotte,’ said Benassis, turning to
his housekeeper, ' bring in some wine and biscuits. We
will both of us have our night-cap after our separate
fashions.'

'That tea must be very bad for you!' Genestas
remarked.

"It brings on horrid attacks of gout, but | cannot
break myself of the habit, it is too soothing; it procures
for me a brief respite every night, a few moments
during; which life becomes less of a burden. . . , Come.
| am listeningj perhaps your story will efface the pain-
ful impressions left by the memories that | have just
recalled.’

Genestas set down his empty glass upon the chimney-
piece. ' After the Retreat from Moscow,' he said,®my
regiment was stationed to recruit for awhile in a little
town in Poland. We were quartered there, in fact, till
the Emperor returned, and we bought up horses at long
prices. So far so good. | ought to say that | had a
friend in those days. More than once during the
Retreat | had owed my life to him. He was a quarter-
master, Renard by name; we could not but be like
brothers (military discipline apart) after what he had
done for me. They billeted us on the same house, a
sort of shanty, a rat-hole of a place where a whole family
lived, though you would not have thought there was
room to stable a horse. This particular hovel belonged
to some Jews who carried on their six-and-thirty trades
in it. The frost had not so stiffened the old father
Jew's fingers but that he could count gold fast enough ;
he had thriven uncommonly during our reverses. That
sort of gentry lives in squalor and dies in gold.
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' There were cdlars underneath (lined with wood
of course, the whole house was built of wood) ; they had
stowed their children away down there, and one more
particularly, a girl of seventeen, as handsome as a Jewess
can be when she keeps herself tidy and has not fair
hair. She was as white as snow, she had eyes like velvet,
and dark lashes to them like rats tails; her hair was so
thick and glossy that it made you long to stroke it. She
was perfection, and nothing lesst | was the firs to
discover this curious arrangement. | was walking up
and down outside one evening, smoking my pipe, after
they thought | had gone to bed. The children came
in helter-skelter, tumbling over one another like so many
puppies. It was fun to watch them. Then they had
supper with their father and mother. | strained my eyes
to se the young Jewess through the clouds of smoke
that her father blew from his pipe; she looked like a
new gold piece among a lot of copper coins.

" | had never reflected about love, my dear Benasss |
had never had time; but now at the sight of this young
girl 1 lost my heart and head and everything dse at
once, and then it was plain to me that | had never been
in love before. | was hard hit, and over head and ears
in love. There | stayed smoking my pipe, absorbed
in watching the Jewess until she blew out the candle
and went to bed. | could not cdose my eyes. The
whole night long | walked up and down the street smok-
ing my pipe and refilling it from time to time. | had
never felt like that before, and for the first and last time
in my life | thought of marrying.

"At daybreak | saddled my horse and rode out into
the country, to clear my head. | kept him at a trot for
twomortal hours,and all but foundered the ani mal before
| noticed it "

Genestas stopped short, looked at his new friend
uneasily, and said," You must excuse me, Benassis, | am
no orator j things come out just as they turn up in my
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mind. In aroom full of fine folk | should fed awkward,
but herein the country with you——'

' Go on,' said the doctor.

'"When | came back to my room | found Renard
finely flustered. He thought | had fallen in a duel.
He was cleaning his pistols, his head full of schemes for
fastening a quarrel on any one who should have turned
me off into the dark. . . . Oh! that was just the
fellow's way! | confided my story to Renard, showed
him the kennel where the children were; and, as my
comrade understood the jargon that those heathens
talked, | begged him to help me to lay my proposals
before her father and mother, and to try to arrange some
kind of communication between me and Judith. Judith
they called her. In short, sir, for a fortnight the Jew
and his wife so arranged matters that we supped every
night with Judith, and for a fortnight | was the happiest
of men. You understand and you know how it was,
so | shall not wear out your patience; still, if you do not
smoke, you cannot imagine how pleasant it was to smoke
a pipe at on€'s eae with Renard and the girl's father and
on€s princess there before on€s eyes. Oh'! yes, it was
very pleasant !

'But | ought to tell you that Renard was a Parisian,
and dependent on his father, a wholesale grocer, who had
educated his son with a view to making a notary of him;
so Renard had come by a certain amount of book learn-
ing before he had been drawn by the conscription and
had to bid his desk goodbye. Add to this that he was
the kind of man who looks well in a uniform, with a
face like a girl's, and a thorough knowledge of the art
of wheedling people. It was he whom Judith loved ; she
cared about as much for me as a horse cares for roast
fowls. Whilst | was in the seventh heaven, soaring
above the clouds at the bare sight of Judith, my firiend
Renard (who, as you se¢ fairly deserved his name) was
making a way for himself underground. ' The traitor
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arrived at an understanding with the girl, and to such
good purpose, that they were married forthwith after the
custom of her country, without waiting for permission,
which would have been too long in coming. He
promised her, however, that if it should happen that the
validity of this marriage was afterwards called in question,
they were to be married again according to French law.
As a matter of fact, as soon as she reached France,
M me. Renard became Mile. Judith once more.

"If I had known all this, | would have killed Renard
then and there, without giving him time to draw another
breath ; but the father, the mother, the girl hersdf, and
thequarter-master wereall in the plot like thievesin a fair.
While | was smoking my pipe, and worshipping Judith
as if she had been one of the saints above, the worthy
Renard was arranging to meet her, and managing this
piece of business very cleverly under my very eyes.

"You are the only person to whom | have told this
story. A disgraceful thing, | call it. | have always
asked myself how it is that a man who would die of
shame if he took a gold coin that did not belong to him,
does not scruple to rob a friend of happiness and life
and the woman heloves. My birds, in fact, were married
and happy ; and there was |, every evening at supper,
moonstruck, gazing at Judith, responding like some
fellow in a farce to the looks she threw at me in order
to throw dust in my eyes. They have paid uncommonly
dear for all this deceit, as you will certainly think. On
my conscience, God pays more attention to what goes
on in this world than some of usimagine.

' Down come the Russans upon us, the country is
overrun, and the campaign of 1813 begins in earnest.
One fine morning comes an order; we are to be on the
battle-field of Liitzen by a stated hour. The Emperor
knew quite well what he was about when he ordered
us to start at once. The Russans had turned our flank.
Our colond' must needs get himself into a scrape, by
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choosing that moment to take leave of a Polish lady
who lived outside the town, a quarter of a mile away;
the Cossack advanced guard, just caught him nicely, him
and his picket. There was scarcely time to spring into
our saddles and draw up before the town so as to engage
in a cavalry skirmish. We must check the Russian
advance if we meant to draw off during the night.
Again and again we charged, and for three hours we did
wonders. Under cover of the fighting the baggage and
artillery set out. We had a park of artillery and great
sores of powder, of which the Emperor sood in
desperate need ; they must reach him at all costs.

°Our resstance deceived the Russians, who thought
at first that we were supported by an army corps; but
before very long they learned their error from their scouts,
and knew that they had only a single regiment of cavalry
to deal with and the invalided foot soldiers in the depot.
On finding it out, sir, they made a murderous onslaught
on us towards evening; the action was so hot that a
good few of us were left on the field. We were com-
pletely surrounded. | was by Renard's sde in the front
rank, and | saw how my friend fought and charged like
a demon; he was thinking of his wife. Thanks to
him, we managed to regain the town, which our invalids
had put more or less in a state of defence, but it was
pitiful to seeit. We were the last to return—he and |I.
A body of Cossacks appeared in our way, and on this we
rode in hot haste. One of the savages was about to run
me through with a lance, when Renard, catching a sight
of his manoeuvre, thrust his horse between us to turn
adde the blow; his poor brute, a fine animal it was upon
my word, received the lance thrust and fell, bringing
down both Renard and the Cossack with him. | Killed
the Cossack, seized Renard by the arm, and laid him
crosswise before me on my horse like a sack of wheat.

'"Good-bye, captain,” Renard said; "it is all over
with me."
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" Not yet,” | answered; " | must have a look at
you." We had reached the town by that time; | dis
mounted, and propped him up on &°little straw by the
corner of a house. A wound in the head had laid open
the brain, and yet he spoke! . . . Oh! he was a brave
man.

' Weare quits,” he said. " | have given you my
life, and | had taken Judith from you. Take care of
her and of her child, if she has one. And not only so—
you must marry her."

" | left him then and there, sir, like a dog; when the
first fury of anger left me, and | went back again—he was
dead. The Cossacks had st fire to the town, and the
thought of Judith then came to my mind. | went in
search of her, took her up behind me in the saddle, and,
thanks to my swift horse, caught up the regiment which
was effecting its retreat. As for the Jew and his family,
there was not one of them left, they had all disappeared
like rats; there was no one but Judith in the housg
waiting alone there for Renard. At first, as you can
understand, | told her not a word of all that had
happened.

' So it befel that all through the disastrous campaign
of 1813 | had a woman to look after, to find quarters for
her, and to se that she was comfortable. She scarcely
knew, | think, the straits to which we were reduced. |
was always careful to keep her ten leagues ahead of us as
we drew back towards France. Her boy was born while
we were fighting at Hanau. | was wounded in the
engagement, and only regjoined Judith at Strasburg ; then
| returned to Paris, for, unluckily, | waslaid up all through
the campaign in France. If it had not been for that
wretched mishap, | should have entered the Grenadier
Guards, and then the Emperor would have promoted me.
As it was, sr, | had three broken ribs and another man's
wife and child to support! My pay, asyou can imagine,
was not exactly the wealth of the Indies. Renard's father,
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the toothless old shark, would have nothing to say to his
daughter-in-law; and the old father Jew had made off.
Judith was fretting herself to death. She cried one
morning while she was dressng my wound.

""Judith," | said, "your child has nothing in this
world !

" Neither have I! " she said.

" Pshaw!" | answered, "we will snd for all the
necessary papers, | will marry you ; and as for his child, |
will look on him as mine——" | could not say any more.

"Ah, my dear sr, what would not one do for the look
by which Judith thanked me—a look of thanks from
dying eyes; | saw clearly that | had loved, and should
love her always, and from that day her child found a
place in my heart. She died, poor woman, while the
father and mother Jews and the papers were on the way.
The day before she died, she found strength enough to
rise and dress hersef for her wedding, to go through all
the usual performance, and st her name to their pack of
papers, then, when her child had a name and a father,
she went back to her bed again; | kissed her hands and
her forehead, and she died.

' That was my wedding. Two days later, when | had
bought the few feet of earth in which the poor girl is
laid, | found myself the father of an orphan child. | put
him out to nurse during the campaign of 1815. Ever
since that time, without letting any one know my story,
which did not sound very well, | have looked after the
little rogue as if he were my own child. | don't know
what became of his grandfather ; he is wandering about,
a ruined man, somewhere or other between Russia and
Persa. The chances are that he may make a fortune
some day, for he semed to understand the trade in
precious stones.

" | sent the child to school. | wanted him to take a
good place at the £cole Polytechnique and to se him
graduate there with credit, so of late I have had him
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drilled in mathematics to such good purpose that the
poor little soul has been knocked up by it. He has a
delicate chest. By all | can make out from the doctors
in Paris, there would be some hope for him still if he
were allowed to run wild among the hills, if he was
properly cared for, and constantly looked after by some-
body who was willing to undertake the task. So |
thought of you, and | came here to take stock of your
ideas and your ways of life. After what you have told
me, | could not possibly cause you pain in this way, for
we are good friends already.'

‘Commandant,’ said Benassis after a moment's pause,
" bring Judith's child here to me. It is doubtless God's
will to submit me to this final trial, and | will endure it.
I will offer up these sufferings to God, whose Son died
upon the cross  Besides, your story has awakened tender
feelings;, does not that augur well for me ?'

Genestas took both of Benassiss hands and pressed
them warmly, unable to check the tears that filled his
eyes and coursed down his sunburnt face.

' Let us keep silence with regard to all this,' he said.

' Yes, commandant. You are not drinking ?'

"1 am not thirsty,’ Genestas answered. '| am a
perfect fool!

" Well, when will you bring him to me ?'

"Why, to-morrow, if you will let me. He has been
at Grenoble these two days'

' Good ! Set out to-morrow morning and come back
again. | shall wait for you in La Fossuse's cottage, and
we will all four of us breakfast there together.'

' Agreed,' said Genestas, and the two friends as they
went upstairs bade each other good-night. When they
reached the landing that lay between their rooms, Genestas
st down his candle on the window ledge and turned
towards Benassis.

" Tonnerre di  Dieu!" he said, with outspoken en-
thusasm ; ' | cannot let you go without telling you that
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you are the third among christened men to make me
understand that there is Something up there' and he
pointed to the sky.

The doctor's answer was a smile full of sadness and a
cordial gragpp of the hand that Genestas held out to
him.

Before daybreak next morning Commandant Genestas
was on his way. On his return, it was noon before he
reached the spot on the high-road between Grenoble and
the little town, where the pathway turned that led to La
Fose uss cottage. He was seated in one of the light
open cars with four wheels, drawn by one horse, that are
in ue everywhere on the roads in these hilly districts.
Genegtass companion was a thin, delicate-looking lad,
apparently about twelve years of age, though in reality
he was in his sixteenth year. Before alighting, the
officer looked round about him in several directions in
search of a peasant who would take the carriage back to
Benassiss house. It was impossible to drive to La
Fossuse's cottage, the pathway was too narrow. The
park-keeper happened to appear upon the scene, and
helped Genestas out of his difficulty, so that the officer
and his adopted son were at liberty to follow the mountain
footpath that led to the trysting-place.

" Would you not enjoy spending a year in running
about in this lovely country, Adrien ? Learning to hunt
and to ride a horse, instead of growing pale over your
books? Stay ! look there !

Adrien obediently glanced over the valley with
languid indifference; like all lads of his age, he cared
nothing for the beauty of natural Scenery; so he only
said, 'Y ou are very kind, father,” without checking his
walk.

The invalid liglesness of this answer went to
Genestas's heart ; he said no more to his son, and they
reached La Fosseuse's house in silence.
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"You are punctual, commandant!' cried Benasss,
rising from the wooden bench where he was sitting.

But at the sight of Adrien he sat down again, and
seemed for a while to be log in thought. In a leisurely
fashion he scanned the lad's sallow, weary race, not with-
out admiring its delicate oval outlines, one of the most
noticeable characteristics of a noble head. The lad was
the living image of his mother. He had her olive com-
plexion, beautiful black eyes with a sad and thoughtful
expresson in them, long hair, a head too energetic for the
fragile body ; all the peculiar beauty of the Polish Jewess
had been transmitted to her son.

' Do you degp soundly, my little man?' Benasss asked
him.

' Yes, sir.'

' Let me s your knees; turn back your trousers.

Adrien reddened, unfastened his garters, and showed his
knee to the doctor, who felt it carefully over.

' Good. Now spesk ; shout, shout as loud as you can.'
Adrien obeyed.

'That will do. Now give me your hands!

The lad held them out; white, soft, and blue-veined
hands, like those of a woman.

"Where were you at school in Paris ?'

" At Saint Louis.

' Did your master read his breviary during the night i’

"Yes, gr.'

' So you did not go straight off to deep ?'

As Adrien made no answer to this, Genestas spoke.
' The master is a worthy priest; he advised me to take
my little rascal away on the score of his health,' lie told
the doctor.

"Well," answered Benasss, with a clear, penetrating
gaze into Adrien's frightened eyes, 'there is a good
chance. Oh, we shall make a man of him yet. We
will live together like a pair of comrades, my boy ! We
will keep early hours. | mean to show this boy of yours
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how to ride a horse, commandant. He shall be put on a
milk diet for a month or two, so asto get his digestion
into order again, and then | will take out a shooting
licence for him, and put him in Butifer's hands, and the
two of them shall have some chamois-hunting. Give
your son four or five months of out-door life, and you
will not know him again, commandant! How delighted
Butifer will be! 1 know the fellow ; he will take you
over into Switzerland, my young friend; haul you over
the Alpine pases and up the mountain peaks, and add six
inches to your height in sx months; he will put some
colour into your cheeks and brace your nerves, and make
you forget all these bad ways that you have fallen into at
school. And after that you can go back to your work ;
and you will be a man some of these days. Butifer is an
honest young fellow. We can trust him with the money
necessary for travelling expenses and your hunting expedi-
tions. The responsibility will keep him steady for six
months, and that will be a very good thing for him.*

Genestass face brightened more and more at every
word the doctor spoke.

" Now, let us go in to breakfast. La Fosseuse is very
anxious to see you,' said Benassis, giving Adrien a gentle
tap on the cheek.

Genestas took the doctor'sarm and drew him a little
agde ' Then heis not consumptive after all ?* he asked.

'No morethanyouor | .'

'Then what isthe matter with him ?'

' Pshaw !" answered Benassis; ' heisa little run down,
that isall.'

La Fosseuse appeared on the threshold of the door ;
and Genestas noticed, not without surprise, her simple
but coquettish costume. This was not the peasant girl
of yesterday evening, but a graceful and well-dressed
Parisian woman, againgt whose glances he felt that he
was not proof. The soldier turned his eyes on the table,
which was made of walnut wood. There was no table-
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cloth, but the surface might have been varnished, it was
so well rubbed and polished. Eggs, butter, a rice
pudding, and fragrant wild strawberries had been st out,
and the poor child had put flowers everywhere about the
room; evidently it was a great day for her. At the
sight of all this, the commandant could not help looking
envioudy at the little house and the green sward about
it, and watched the peasant girl with an air that expressed
both his doubts and his hopes. Then his eyes fell on
Adrien, with whom La Fosseuse was deliberately busy-
ing hersdf, and handing him the eggs.

‘Now, commandant,’ said Benasss, 'you know the
terms on which you are receiving hospitality. You must
tell La Fosseuse " something about the army."'

' But let the gentleman first have his breakfast in peace,
and then, after he has taken a cup of coffee——

"By all means, | shall be very glad,’ answered the
commandant; ' but it must be upon one condition, you
will tell us the story of some adventure in your past life,
will you not, mademoiselle ?'

" Why, nothing worth telling has ever happened to me,
sir,' she answered, as her colour rose. ' Will you take a
little more rice pudding?' she added, as she saw that
Adrien's plate was empty.

" If you please, mademoiselle.

' The pudding is delicious,’ said Genestas.

' Then what will you say to her coffee and cream ?'
cried Benasss

" | would rather hear our pretty hosess talk.'

'You did not put that nicely, Genestas,' said Benasss.
He took La Fossusgs hand in his and presed it as he
went on: ' Listen, my child ; thereis a kind heart hidden
away beneath that officer's stern exterior, and you can
talk freely before him.  We do not want to press you to
talk, do not tell us anything unless you likej but if ever
you can be listened to and understood, poor little one, it
will be by the three who are with you now at this
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moment. Tell usall about your love affairs in the old
days, that will not admit us into any of the real secrets of
your heart.'

'"Hereis Mariettewith the coffee,' she answered, 'and
as soon as you are all served, | will tell about my "love
affairs” very willingly. But M.le Commandant will not
forget his promise ?* she added, challenging the officer
with a shy glance.

' That would be impossible, mademoiselle, Genestas
answered respectfully,

"When | was sixteen years old,’ La Fosseuse began,
"l had to beg my bread on the roadsde in Savoy,
though my health was very bad, | used to degp at
Echelles, in a manger full of straw. The innkeeper who
gave me sheter was kind, but his wife could not abide
me, and was always saying hard things. | usad to fed
very miserable\ for though | was a beggar, | was not a
naughty child ;. | used to say my prayers every night and
morning, | never stole anything, and | did as Heaven
bade me in begging for my living, for there was nothing
that | could turn my hands to, and | was really unfit for
work—quite unable to handle a hoe or to wind spoals of
cotton.

' Well, they drove meaway from the inn at last; a dog
was the cause of it all. | had neither father nor mother
nor friends. | had met with no one, ever since | was
born, whose eyes had any kindness in them for me.
Morin, the old woman who had brought me up, was
dead. She had been very good to me, but | cannot
remember that she ever petted me much; beddes she
worked out in the fields like a man, poor thing; and if
she fondled me at times, she also used to rap my fingers
with the spoon if | ate the soup too fagt out of the
porringer we had between us. Poor old woman, never a
day pases but | remember her in my prayers! If it
might please God to let her live a happier life up there
than she did here below ( And, above all things, if she
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might only lie a little softer there, for she was always
grumbling about the pallet-bed that we both used to deep
upon. You could not possbly imagine how it hurts
one's soul to be repulsed by every one, to receive nothing
but hard words and looks that cut you to the heart, just
as if they were so many sabs of a knife. | have known
poor old people who were so used to these things that
they did not mind them a bit, but | was not born for
that sort of life. A " No" always made me cry. Every
evening | came back again more unhappy than ever, and
only felt comforted when | had said my prayers. In
all God's world, in fact, there was not a soul to care for
me, no one to whom | could pour out my heart. My
only fAend was the blue sky. | have always been happy
when there was a coudless sky above my head. | usd
to lie and watch the weather from some nook among the
crags when the wind had swept the clouds away. At
such times | used to dream that | was a great lady. |
usd to gaze into the sky till | felt myself bathed in the
blue; | lived up there in thought, rising higher and
higher yet, till my troubles weighed on me no more, and
there was nothing but gladness left.

' But to return to my " love affairs” | must tell you
that the innkeeper's spanid had a dear little puppy, just
as sendble as a human being ; he was quite white, with
black spots on his paws, a cherub of a puppy ! | can se
him yet. Poor little fellow, he was the only creature
who ever gave me a friendly look in those daysj | kept
all my tit-bits for him. He knew me, and came to look
for me every evening. How he used to spring up at me!
And he would hite my fccty he was not ashamed of my
poverty i there was something so grateful and so kind
in his eyes that it brought tears into mine to se it.
"That is the one living creature that really cares for
me! " | usd tosay. He dept at my feet that winter.
It hurt me so much to sse him beaten, that | broke him
of the habit of going into housss to steal bones, and he
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was quite contented with my crusts. When | was
unhappy, he usd to come and stand in front of me, and
look into my eyes ¢ it wasjust as if he said, " So you are
sad, my poor Fosseuse ?"

"If a traveller threw me some halfpence, he would
pick them up out of the dust and bring them to me,
clever little spaniel that he was! | was less miserable so
long as | had that friend. Every day | put away a few
halfpence, for | wanted to get fifteen francs together, so
that | might buy him of pere Manseau. One day his
wife saw that the dog was fond of me, so she herself took
a sudden violent fancy to him. The dog, mind you,
could not bear her. Oh, animals know people by
instinct! If you really care for them, they find it out
in a moment. | had a gold coin, a;twenty-franc piece,
sawed into the band of my skirt 5 so | spoke to M.
Manseau: " Dear sir, | meant to offer you my year's
savings for your dog; but now your wife has a mind to
keep him, although she cares very little about him, and
rather than that, will you sdl him to me for twenty
francs? Look, | have the money here."

'""No, no, little woman," he sd ; "put up your
twenty francs. Heaven forbid that | should take their
money from the poor ! Keep the dog; and if my wife
makes a fuss about it, you must go away."

' His wife made a terrible to-do about the dog. Ah!
mon Dieu ! any one might have thought the house was
on firel! You never would guess the notion that next
came into her head. She saw that the little fellow
looked on me as his mistress, and that she could only
have him against his will, so she had him poisoned ; and
my poor spaniel died in my arms. ... | cried over him
as if he had been my child, and buried him under a pine-
tree. You do not know all that | laid in that grave. As
| sat there besde it, | told myself that henceforward |
should always be alone in the world; that | had nothing
left to hope for; that | should be again as | had been
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before, a poor londy girl; that | should never more se a
friendly light in any eyes | sayed out there all through
the night, praying God to have pity on me. When |
went back to the highroad | saw a poor little child, about
ten years old, who had no hands

" God has heard me" | thought. | had prayed that
night as| had never prayed before " | will take care of
the poor little onej we will bey together, and | will be
a mother to him. Two of us ought to do better than
one; pehaps| shal have more courage for him than |
have for mysdf."

" At fird the little boy ssamed to be quite happy, and,
indeed, he would have been hard to pleese if he had not
bean content. | did everything that he wanted, and
gave him the bes of all that | had; | was his davein
fedt, and he tyrannisad over me, but that was nicer than
being alone, | usd to think! Pshaw ! no soone did
thelittle good-for-nothing know that | carried a twenty-
franc piece saved into my skirt-band than he cut the
gitches, and gole my gold coin, the price of my poor
spanid! | had meant to have masss sad with
it. ... A child without hands too! Oh, it makes
one shudder! Somehow that theft took all the heart out
of me. It ssamed as if | wes to love nothing but it
should come to same wretched end.

' Oneday at Echdles, | watched afine carriage coming
dowly up the hillsde. There was a young lady, as
beautiful as the Virgin Mary, in the carriage, and a
young man, who looked like the young lady. "Jugt
look, he sad ; "thereisa pretty girl I" and heflung a
Slver coin to me.

' No one but you, M. Benasss could undersand how
pleesd | was with the compliment, the firg that | had
eva had; but, indeed, the gentleman ought not to have
thrown the money to me. | was all in a flutter ; |
knew of a short cut, a footpath among the rocks and
darted at once to run, so that | reached the summit of
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the Ischelles long before the carriage, which was coming
up very slowly. | saw the young man again ¢, he was
quite surprised to 'find me there; and as for me, | was
so pleased that my heart seemed to be throbbing in my
throat. Some kind of instinct drew me towards him.
After he had recognised me, | went on my way again ; |
felt quite sure that he and the young lady with him
would leave the carriage to se the waterfall at Couz,
and so they did. When they had alighted, they saw me
once more, under the walnut-trees by the wayside.
They aked me many questions, and seemed to take an
interest in what | told them about myself. In all my
life | had never heard such pleasant voices as they had,
that handsome young man and his sster, for she was his
sder | am sure. | thought about them for a whole
year afterwards, and kept on hoping that they would
come back. | would have given two years of my life
only to se that traveller again, he looked so nice. Until
| knew M. Benasss these were the greatest events of
my life. Although my migress turned me away for
trying on that horrid ball-dress of hers, | was sorry for
her, and | have forgiven her; for, candidly, if you will
give me leave to say 0, | thought myself the better
woman of the two, countess though she was.'

"Well' said Genestas, after a moment's pause, 'you
e that Providence has kept a friendly eye on you, you
are in clover here'

At these words La Foseuse looked at Benasss with
eyes full of gratitude.

' Would that | were rich!" came from Genestas.
The officer's exclamation was followed by profound
silence.

' You owe me a story,’ said La Fosseuse at ladt, in
coaxing tones.

"1 will tell it at once,' answered Genestas. ' On the
evening before the battle of Friedland,’ he went on, after
a moment, ' | had been sent with a despatch to General
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Davoud's quarters, and | was on the way back to my
own, when at aturn in theroad | found mysdf face to
face with the Emperor. Napoleon gave me a look.

" You are Captain Genedtas, are you not ?' he said.

" Yes, your Majesty."

" You wereout in Egypt ? "

" Yes, your Majesty.”

" You had better not keep to theroad you areon," he
said; " turn totheleft, you will reach your divison sooner
that way."

' That was what the Emperor said, but you would
neve imagine how kindly he sad it; and he had o
many irons in thefirejust then, for he was riding about
surveying the postion of the fidd. | am teling you this
dory to show you what a memory he had, and s that
you may know that he knew my face | took the oath
in 1815. But for that mistake, perhaps | might have
been a colond to-day; | never meant to betray the
Bourbons, France mus be defended, and that was all |
thought about. | was a Major in the Grenadiers of the
Imperial Guard; and although my wound still gave me
trouble, 1 swmung a sdbre in the battle of Waterloo.
When it was all over, and Napoleon returned to Paris,
| went too; then when he reached Rochefort, | followed
him againg his orders; it was some sort of comrort to
watch over him and to se that no mishap befdl him on
theway. So when he was walking along the beach he
turned and ssw me on duty ten paces from him.'

Well, Genestas" he said, as he came towards me,
"0 we are not yet dead, éther of us ?"

" It cut meto the heart to hear him sy that. If you
had heard him, you would have shuddered from head to
foot, as | did. He pointed to the villainous English
vesd that was keeping the entrance to the harbour.
" When | s that" he said, " and think of my Guard,
| wish that | had peished in that torrent of
blood."
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' Yes,' said Genestas, looking at the doctor and at La
Fossuse'  those were his very words!'

' " Thegenerals who counsdlled you not to charge with
the Guard, and who hurried you into your travelling
carriage, were no true friends of yours," | said.

Come with me" he cried eagerly, " the game is not

ended yet."
" | would gladly go with your Majesty, but | am not
free ; | have a matherless child on my hands just now."

' And so it happened that Adrien over there prevented
me from going to St. Helena.

'" Stay," he said, "I have never given you anything.
You are not one of those who fill one hand and then hold
out the other. Here is the snuff-box that | have used
through this last campaign. And stay on in France;
after all, brave men are wanted there! Remain in the
service, and keep me in remembrance. Of all my
army in Egypt, you are the last that 1 have seen still
on his legs in France." And he gave me a little snuff-
box.

""Have ' Honneur etpatrie’ engraved on it," he said;
" the history of our two lagt campaigns is summed up in
those three words."

' Then those who were going out with him came up,
and | spent the rest of the morning with them. The
Emperor walked to and fro along the beach; there was
not a sign of agitation about him, though he frowned
from time to time. At noon, it was considered hopeless
for him to attempt to escape by sea. The English had
found out that he was at Rochefort; he must either give
himself up to them, or cross the breadth of France again.
We were wretchedly anxious ; the minutes seemed like
hours! On the one hand there were the Bourbons, who
would have shot Napoleon if he had fallen into their
clutches; and on the other, the English, a dishonoured
race, they covered themselves with shame by flinging a
foe who asked for hospitality away on a desert rock, that

S
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is a stain which they will never wash away. Whilst we
were anxiously debating, some one or other among his
suite presented a sailor to him, a Lieutenant Doret, who
had a scheme for reaching America to lay before him.
As a matter of fact, a brig from the States and a merchant
vessdl were lying in the harbour.'

" But how could you set about it, captain ?" the
Emperor asked him.

" You will be on board the merchant vessd, Sire," the
man answered. " | will run up the white flag and man
the brig with a few devoted followers. We will tackle
the English vessd, st fire to her, and board her, and you
will get clear away."

" Wewill gowith you !" | cried to thecaptain. But
Napoleon looked at us and said, " Captain Doret, keep
yourself for France."

" It was the only time | ever saw Napoleon show any
emotion. With a wave of his hand to us he went in
again. | watched him go on board the English vess,
and then | went away. It was all over with him, and he
knew it. There was a traitor in the harbour, who by
means of signals gave warning to the Emperor's enemies
of his presesnce Then Napoleon fell back on a lagt
resource-, hedid as he had been wont to do on the battle-
field, he went to his foes instead of letting them come
to him. Talk of troubles! No words could ever make
you understand the misery of those who loved him for
his own sake'

' But where is his snuff-box ?° asked La Fosseuse

"Itisin a box at Grenoble,' the commandant replied.

"I will go over to seit, if you will let me. To think
that you have something in your possesson that his
fingers have touched! . ¢ . Had he a well-shaped
hand?'

'Very.'

' Can it betrue that heis dead ? Come, tell methe
real truth ?'
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' Yes, my dear child, heis dead ; there is no doubt
about it.'

'l was such a little girl in 1815. | was not tall
enough to see anything but his hat, and even so | was
nearly crushed to death in the crowd at Grenoble.'

" Your coffee and cream is very nice indeed,’ said
Genestas. ' Well, Adrien, how do you like this
country ?  Will you come here to sse mademoiselle ?'

T he boy made no answer; he seemed afraid to look at
La Foseuse  Benasss never took his eyes off Adrien;
he appeared to be reading the lad's very soul.

" Of course he will come to se her,’ said Benasss.
' But let us go home again, | have a pretty long round to

make, and | shall want a horse. | daressy you and
Jacquotte will manage to get on together whilst | am
away.'

"Will you not come with us? sid Genestas to La
Fosseuse.

"Willingly," she answered ; ' | have a lot of things to
take over for M me. Jacquotte.’

They started out for the doctor's house. Her vidtors
had raised La Fosseusds spirits; she led the way along
narrow tracks, through the loneliest parts of the hills.

' You have told us nothing about yourself, Monsieur
POfficier," she said. 'l should have liked to hear you tell

us about some adventure in the wars. | liked what you
told us about Napoleon very much, but it made me fed
sad. ... Ifyou would be so very kind y

' Quite right !' Benasss exclaimed. ' You ought to
tell us about some thrilling adventure during our walk.
Come, now, something really interesting like that busness
of the beam in the Beresina !'

' So few of my recollections are worth telling,’ said
Genestas. 'Some people come in for all kinds of
adventures, but | have never managed to be the hero of
any story. Oh! sop a bit though, a funny thing did
once happen to me. | was with the Grand Army in
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1805, and s, of course, | was at Austerlitz. There
was a good deal of skirmishing just before Ulm sur-
rendered, which kept the cavalry pretty fully occupied.
Moreover, we were under the command of Murat, who
never let the grass grow under his feet.

"1 was still only a sub-lieutenant in those days. It
was just at the opening of the campaign, and after one of
these affairs, that we took possesson of a district in
which there were a good many fine estates; so it fell
out that one evening my regiment bivouacked in a park
belonging to a handsome chateau where a countess lived,
a young and pretty woman she was. Of course, | meant
to lodge in the house, and | hurried there to put a stop
to pillage of any sort. | came into the salon just as my
quarter-master was pointing his carbine at the countess,
his brutal way of asking for what she certainly could not
give the ugly scoundrel. | struck up his carbine with
my sword, the bullet went through a looking-glass on
the wall, then | dealt my gentleman a back-handed blow
that stretched him on the floor. The sound of the shot
and the cries of the countess fetched all her people on
the scene, and it was my turn to be in danger.

" Stop ! " she cried in German (for they were going to
run me through the body), "this officer has saved my
lifel™

'They drew back at that. The lady gave me her
handkerchief (a fine embroidered handkerchief, which
I have yet), telling me that her house would always be
open to me, and that | should always find a sister and a
devoted friend in her, if at any time | should be in any
sort of trouble. In short, she did not know how to
make enough of me. She was as fair as a wedding
morning and as charming as a kitten. We had dinner
together. Next day | was distractedly in love, but
next day | had to be in my place at Giintzburg, or
wherever it was. There was no help for it, | had to
turn out, and started off with my handkerchief.
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'Well, we gave them battle, and all the time | kept
on saying to mysdf, "I wish a bullet would come my
way ! Mon Dieu ! they are flying thick enough ! "

'l had no wish for a ball in the thigh, for | should
have had to stop where | was in that case, and there would
have been no going back to the chateau, but | was not
particular; a nice wound in thearm | should have liked
bet, so that | might be nursed and made much of
by the princess. 1 flung myself on the enemy, like
mad; but | had no sort of luck, and came out of the
action quite safe and sound. We must march, and
there was an end of it; | never saw the countess again,
and there is the whole story.'

By this time they had reached Benassiss house; the
doctor mounted his horse at once and disappeared.
Genestas recommended his son to Jacquotte's care, s0
the doctor on his return found that she had taken Adrien
completely under her wing, and had ingtalled him in
M. Gravier's celebrated room. With no small astonish-
ment, she heard her mader's order to put up a simple
camp-bed in his own room, for that the lad was to deep
there, and this in such an authoritative tone, that for
once in her life Jacquotte found not a single word
to say.

After dinner the commandant went back to Grenoble.
Benasiss reiterated assurances that the lad would soon
be restored to health had taken a weight off his mind.

Eight months later, in the earliest days of the follow-
ing December, Genestas was appointed to be lieutenant-
colonel of a regiment stationed at Poitiers. He was
just thinking of writing to Benasss to tell him of the
journey he was about to take, when a letter came from
the doctor. His friend told him that Adrien was once
more in sound health.

" The boy has grown strong and tall,'he said ; ' and



278 The Country Doctor

he is wonderfully well. He has profited by Butifer's
instruction since you saw him last, and is now as good
a shot as our smuggler himself. He hasgrown brisk and
active too ; he is a good walker, and rideswell; heisnot
in the least like the lad of sixteen who looked like a boy
of twelve eight months ago; any one might think he was
twenty yearsold. Thereisan air of self-reliance and in-
dependence about him. In fact, he is a man now, and
you must begin to think about his future at once.'

'l shall go over to Benassis to-morrow, of course’
said Genestas to himsdlf, “and | will see what he says
before | make up my mind what to do with that fellow,'
and with that he went to a farewell dinner given to him
by his brother officers. He would be leaving Grenoble
now in a very few days.

As the lieutenant-colonel returned after the dinner,
his servant handed him a letter. It had been brought
by a messenger, he said, who had waited a long while for
an answer.

Genestas recognised Adricn's handwriting although
his head was swimming after the toasts that had been
drunk in his honour; probably, he thought, the letter
merely contained a request to gratify some boyish whim,
so he left it unopened on the table. The next morning,
when the fumes of champagne had passed off, he took it
up and began to read.

'My dear father——'

'On! you young rogue' was his comment, 'you
know how to coax whenever you want something.'

" Our dear M. Benassis is dead——'

The letter dropped from Genestass hands; it was
some time before he could read any more.

' Every one is in consternation. The trouble is all
the greater because it came as a sudden shock. It was
so unexpected. M. Benasss seemed perfectly well the day
before; there was not a sign of ill-health about him.
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Only the day before yesterday he went to se all his
patients, even those who lived farthest away ; it was as
if he had known what was going to happen ; and he
spoke to every one whom he met, saying, " Good-bye, my
friends," each time. Towards five o'clock he came back
just as usual to have dinner with me. He was tired >
Jacquotte noticed the purple flush on his face, but the
weather was so very cold that she would not get ready
a warm foot-bath for him, as she usually did when she
saw that the blood had gone to his head. So she has
been wailing, poor thing, through her tears for these two
days past, " | f1 had only given him a foot-bath, he would
beliving now ! "

'M. Benasss was hungry ' he made a good dinner. |
thought he was in higher spirits than usual; we both of
us laughed a great deal, | had never sten him laugh so
much before. After dinner, towards seven o'clock, a man
came with a message from Saint Laurent duPont; it was
a sious case, and M. Benasss was urgently needed.
He said to me, " | shall have to go, though | never care
to st out on horseback when | have hardly digested my
dinner, more especially when it is as cold as this. It is
enough to kill a man !"

' For all that, he went. At nine o'clock the postman,
Goguelat, brought a letter for M. Benassis. Jacquotte
was tired out, for it was her washing-day. She gave me
the letter and went off to bed. She begged me to keep
a good fire in our bedroom, and to have some tea ready
for M. Benassis when he came in, for | am still sleeping
in the little cot-bed in hisroom. | raked out thefirein
the salon, and went upgtairs to wait for my good friend.
| looked at the letter, out of curiosity, before | laid it on
the chimney-piece, and noticed the handwriting and the
postmark. It came from Paris, and | think it was a
lady's hand. | am telling you about it because of things
that happened afterwards.

"About ten o'clock, | heard the horse returning, and
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M. Benasiss voicee He said to Nicolle, " It is cold
enough to-night to bring the wolves out. | do not fed
at all well." Nicolle said, "Shall | go up and wake
Jacquotte?" And M. Benasss answered, "Oh ! no, no,"
and came upstairs.

'l said, " | have your tea here, all ready for you," and
he smiled at me in the way that you know, and said,
" Thank you, Adrien." That was his lag smile. Ina
moment he began to take off his cravat, as though he
could not breathe. " How hot it is in here!" he said,
and flung himself down in an arm-chair. " A letter has
come for you, my good friend,"” | said; " here it is;"
and | gave him the letter. He took it up and glanced at
the handwriting. " Ah! man Dieu!" he exclaimed,
"perhaps she is free at last!" Then his head sank back,
and his hands shook. After a little while he st the
lamp on the table and opened the letter. There was
something so alarming in the cry he had given that |
watched him while he read, and saw that his face was
flushed, and there were tears in his eyes. Then quite
suddenly he fell, head forwards. | tried to raise him,
and saw how purple his face was.

" It isall over with me," he said, stammering ; it was

terrible to s2 how he struggled to rise. "I must be
bled; bleed me!" he cried, clutching my hand. . . .
" Adrien," he sad again," burn this letter ! " He gave

it to me, and | threw it on the fire. | called for
Jacquotte and Nicolle. Jacquotte did not hear me, but
Nicolle did, and came hurrying upstairs; he helped me
to lay M. Benasss on my little bed. Our dear friend
could not hear us any longer when we spoke to him, and
although his eyes were open, he did not se anything.
Nicolle gallopped off at once to fetch the surgeon, M.
Bordier, and in this way spread alarm through the town.
It was all astir in a moment. M. Janvier, M. Dufau,
and all therest of your acquaintance were the first to
come tous. But all hope was at an end, M. Benassis
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was dying fast. He gave no sign of consciousness, not
even when M. Border cauterised the soles of his feet. It
was an attack of gout, combined with an apoplectic stroke.

'l am giving you all these details, dear father, because
I know how much you cared for him. Asfor me, | am
very sad and full of grief, for | can say to you that | cared
more for him than for any one dse except you. |
learned more from M. Benassss talk in the evenings
than | ever could have learned at school.

"You cannot imagine the scene next morning when
the news of his death was known in the place The
garden and the yard here were filled with people. How
they sobbed and wailed! Nobody did any work that
day. Every one recalled the lag time that they had seen
M. Benasss, and what he had said, or they talked of all
that he had done for them ; and those who were least
overcome with grief spoke for the others. Every one
wanted to s him once more, and the crowd grew larger
every moment. The sad news travelled so fast that men
and women and children came from ten leagues round;
all the people in the district, and even beyond it, had
that one thought in their minds.

‘It was arranged that four of the oldest men of the
commune should carry the coffin. It was a very difficult
tak for them, for the crowd was so dense between the
church and M. Benasiss house. There must have been
nearly five thousand people there, and almost every one
knelt as if the Host were passing. Therewas not nearly
room for them in the church. In spite of their grief, the
crowd was so silent that you could hear the sound of the
bell during mass and the chanting as far as the end of the
High Street; but when the processon started again for
the new cemetery, which M. Benassis had given to the
town, little thinking, poor man, that he himself would be
the first to be buried there, agreat cry went up. M.
Janvier wept as he said the prayersj there were no dry
eyes among the crowd. And so we buried him.
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' As night came on the people dispersed, carrying
sorrow and mourning everywhere with them. The next
day Gondrin and Goguelat, and Butifer, with some others,
st to work to raise a sort of pyramid of earth, twenty
feet high, above the spot where M. Benasss liesj it is
being covered now with green sods and every one is
helping them. These things, dear father, have all
happened in three days.

‘M. Dufau found M. Benassiss will lying open on the
table where he used to write. When it was known how
his property had been left, affection for him and regret
for his loss became even deeper if possble And now,
dear father, | am waiting for Butifer (who is taking this
letter to you) to come back with your answer. You
must tell me what | am to do. Will you come to fetch
me, or shall |1 go to you at Grenoble? Tell me what
you wish me to do, and be sure that | shall obey you in
everything.

' Farewell, dear father, | send my love, and | am your
affectionate son, ADRIEN GENESTAS.

"Ah'! well, | must go over,' the soldier exclaimed.

He ordered his horse and started out. It was one of
those still December mornings when the sky is covered
with grey clouds. The wind was too light to disperse
the thick fog, through which the bare trees and damp
house fronts seemed strangely unfamiliar. The very
silence was gloomy. There is such a thing as a slence
full of light and gladness ; on a bright day there is a
certain joyousness about the dightest sound, but in such
dreary weather nature is not silent, she is dumb. All
sounds seemed to die away, stifled by the heavy air.

There was something in the gloom without him that
harmonised with Colonel Genestass mood; his heart was
oppresed with grief, and thoughts of death filled his
mind. Involuntarily he began to think of the cloudless
sky on that lovely spring morning, and remembered how
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bright the valley had looked when he pased through it
for thefirst time; and now, in strong contrast with that
day, the heavy sky above him was a leaden grey, there
was no greenness about the hills, which were still waiting
for the cloak of winter snow that invests them with a
certain beauty of its own. There was something painful
in all this bleak and bare desolation for a man who was
travelling to find a grave at hisjourney's end; the thought
of that grave haunted him. The lines of dark pine-trees
here and there along the mountain ridges against the sky
seized on his imagination; they werein keeping with the
officer's mournful musings. Every time that he looked
over the valley that lay before him, he could not help
thinking of the trouble that had befallen the canton, of
the man who had died so lately, and of the blank left by
his death.

Before long, Genestas reached the cottage where he
had asked for a cup of milk on his first journey. The
sight of the smoke rising above the hovel where the
charity-children were being brought up recalled vivid
memories of Benasss and of his kindness of heart. The
officer made up his mind to call there. He would give
some alms to the poor woman for his dead friend's sake.
He tied his horse to a tree, and opened the door of the
hut without knocking.

' Good-day, mother,' he said, addressing the old woman,
who was sitting by the fire with the little ones crouching
at her sde. ' Do you remember me?'

' Oh'! quite well, sr ! Y ou came here one fine morn-
ing last spring and gave us two crowns.'

' There, mother ! that is for you and the children.’

' Thank you kindly, sr. May Heaven bless you !

' Y ou must not thank me, mother,' said the officer ; 'itis
all through M. Benassis that the money has come to you.'

The old woman raised her eyes and gazed at Genestas.

" Ah ! sir,' she said," he has left his property to our poor
country-side, and made all of us his heirs -, but we have
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462 him who was worth more than all, for it was he who
made everything turn out well for us.

' Good-bye, mother ! Pray for him,! said Genestas,
making a few playful cuts at the children with his riding
whip.

The old woman and her little charges went out with
him ; they watched him mount his horse and ride away.

He followed the road along the valley until he reached
the bridle-path that led to La Fosseuse's cottage.  From
the dope above the house he saw that the door was
fagened and the shutters closed. In some anxiety he re-
turned to the highway, and rode on under the poplars,
now bare and leafless Before long he overtook the old
labourer, who was dressed in his Sunday best, and creep-
ing slowly along the road. There was no bag of tools
on his shoulder.

' Good-day, old Moreau !"

" Ah ! good-day, sir. ... | mind who you are now !
the old fellow exclaimed after a moment. °You are a
friend of Monsieur, our late mayor! Ah! dgr, would it
not have been for better if God had only taken a poor
rheumatic old creature like me instead ? It would not
have mattered if He had taken me, but he was the light
of our eyes'

' Do you know how it is that there is no one at home
up there at La Fosuse's cottage ?'

The old man gave a look at the sky.

'What timeisit, sr ? The sun has not shone all day,'
he said.

"Itisten o'clock.

" Oh ! well, then, she will have gone to mass or dse to
the cemetery. She goes there every day. He has left
her five hundred livres a year and her house for as long as
dhe lives, but his death has fairly turned her brain, as you
may sy :

" And where are you going, old Moreau ?'

" Little Jacquesis to be buried to-day, and | am going
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to the funeral. He was my nephew, poor little chap; he
had been ailing a:long while, and he died yesterday
morning. It really looked as though it was M. Benasss
who kept him alive. That is the way! All these
younger ones die!' Moreau added, half-jestingly, half-
sad ly.

Genestas reined in his horse as he entered the town,
for he met Gondrin and Goguelat, each carrying a pickaxe
and shovel. He called to them, '"Well, old comrades,
we have had the misfortune to lose him '

' There, there, that is enough, sr !" interrupted Gogue-
lat, 'we know that well enough. We have just been
cutting turf to cover his grave.

" His life will make a grand story to tell, eh ?'

"Yes,' answered Goguelat, ' he was the Napoleon of
our valley, barring the battles.

As they reached the parsonage, Genestas saw a little
group about the door; Butifer and Adrien were talking
with M. Janvier, who, no doubt, had just returned from
saying mass  Seeing that the officer made as though he
wer e about to dismount, Butifer promptly went to hold
the horse, while Adrien sprang forward and flung his
armsabout his father's neck. Genestas was deeply touched
by the boy's affection, though no sign of this appeared in
the soldier's words or manner.

'"Why, Adrien,"” he said, 'you certainly are st up
again. My goodness! Thanks to our poor friend, you
have almost grown into a man. | shall not forget your
tutor here, Master Butifer.'

' Oh ! colonel,” entreated Butifer, ' take me away from
here and put me into your regiment. | cannot trust my-
self now that M. le Maire is gone. He wanted me to
go for a soldier, didn't he? Well, then, | will do what
he wished. He told you all about me, and you will not
be hard on me, will you, M. Genestas ?'

" Right, my fine fellow," said Genestas, as he struck his
hand in the other's. | will find something to suit you,
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And how is it with you,

st your mind at rest
M. le Cure?

" Well, like every one dse in the canton, colonel, | fed
sorrow for his loss, but no one knows as 1 do how irre-
parable it is He was like an angel of God among us
Fortunately, he did not suffer at all; it wasa painless death,
The hand of God gently loosed the bonds of a life thai
was one continual blessng to us all.'

" Will it beintrusive if | ak you to accompany me to
the cemetery ? | should like to bid him farewell, as it
were.'

Genestas and the cure, still in conversation, walked on
together. Butifer and Adrien followed them at a few
paces distance.  They went in the direction of the little
lake, and as soon as they were clear of the town, the
lieutenant-colonel saw on the mountain-side a large piece
of waste land enclosed by walls.

'That is the cemetery,’ the cure told him. 'He isthe
first to be buried in it. Only three months before he
was brought here, it struck him that it was a very bad
arrangement to have the churchyard round the church ;
%, in order to carry out the law, which presribes that
burial grounds should be removed to a stated distance
from human dwellings, he himself gave this piece of land
to the commune. We are burying a child, poor little
thing, in the new cemetery to-day, so we shall have
begun by laying innocence and virtue there. Can it be
that death is after all a reward ? Did God mean it as a
leson for us when He took these two perfect natures to
Himself? When we have been tried and disciplined in
youth by pain, in later life by mental suffering, are we so
much the nearer to Him ? Look! there is the rustic
monument which has been erected to his memory.'

Genestas saw a mound of earth about twenty feet high.
It was bare as yet, but dwellers in the district were
already busly covering the doping sdes with green turf.
La Foseuse, her face buried in her hands, was sobbing
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bitterly; she was stting on the pile of gones in which
they had planted « great wooden cross made from the
trunk of a pine-tree, from which the bark had not bem
removed. The officer read the inscription; the Ieters
were large, and had bemn desply cut in the wood.

D.0O. M.
HERE LIES
THE GOOD MONSIEUR BENASSIS
THE FATHER OF US ALL
PRAY FOR HIM.

"Was it you, gr,' aked Genegtas, ' who——7?

'No," answered the cure; 'it is dmply what is said
everywhere, from the heghts up there above us down to
Grenoble, s0 the words have ben carved here!

Genedas remained dlent for a few moments. Then
he moved from where he g¢ood and came nearer to La
Fosause who did not hear him, and goke again to the
"SQure

oon as | have my pendon,’ he said, ' | will come
to finish my days here among
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